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Of Stitches, Sniffles, and Mom’s Wonderbag 

I was only six-or-seven years old, when the events of this story happened, and it is quite 

hard to believe that almost eleven years have passed since that time. It feels as if I had just 

gone to sleep that evening, only to wake up in my Senior Year of High School. Life is funny that 

way. But enough about the present, you are here to hear a piece of my past. 

My Cub Scout den-leaders (my mother and another boy’s mother at the time) had 

decided to have our Den Meeting at the city park that day. The meeting consisted primarily of a 

small snack, followed up by our attempting to memorize the Cub Scout Promise, Motto, and 

Law. Most of which I still remember to this day. 

After the meeting, while the mother’s were talking and discussing this-and-that, as is 

precedent for any gathering of mothers. Me, my older brother, and one of the other boy’s started 

a game of tag during their discussions. It was all great fun, except for the fact that my brother 

could outrun both of us younger kids, due to him being two years older than us. 

I tired out relatively quickly, and decided that I wanted to go sit on the bench next to my 

mom. But that bench had other plans for me it seemed. When I was a few feet from that 

duplicitous bench, I tripped over my own two feet. SLAM! The side of my head hit the bench.  

The tears immediately started flowing, and by jove it hurt like a son-of-a-gun! By the time 

I had gotten up, my brother was about halfway away from me, and my mom was pulling napkins 

out of her purse. (Any young child will agree that their mother’s purse deserves the name of 

“wonderbag” because of all the things that get pulled out of there. Be it snacks, or a bandaid.) 
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My accident brought the women’s discussions to a mandatory end. Giving me the napkins and 

telling me to, “Press them against it,” she loaded me, Justin, and our most recent addition to the 

family, our newborn little sister Jocelyn, into the car and drove to the Emergency Room. 

Thankfully, the E.R. was only about five-ten minutes away. But oh mama, did it feel like it 

was ages! When we arrived at the E.R. I stuck close to my mother, like any young child would. 

When the nurse behind the desk saw me holding the napkins to my head, she grabbed a roll of 

gauze, rolled a portion of it up around her hand, and cut it with some scissors before giving it to 

me, saying, “This should feel better than those napkins, sweetie.” 

After my mom had checked me in, we waited for about an hour, maybe more, maybe 

less. I spent that time gaping at my surroundings for the most part. When the Doctor finally 

called me in, I had managed to calm down significantly. It still hurt like fire, but at least now I 

was only sniffling rather than bawling. 

Due to my rather short stature, the nurse had to get a step-stool for me to get onto the 

bed. After that, things went by fairly quickly. As the Doctor washed the wound, he talked to me 

about different things. I don’t remember exactly what it was he talked about as he cleaned me 

up, but I most certainly do remember him telling my mom that I was going to need stitches! 

I had gotten stitches once before, when I was much younger, and I could remember the 

fear and pain of the process then, and I can still remember it now. Thankfully, this time I was 

older, and able to better understand why they were necessary. My mom being there this time, 

rather than my dad, probably helped too. After injecting me with some anesthetic, and sewing 

me closed with some blessedly, to my tiny self, blue thread. We were sent on our way, with 

instructions to not get the stitches wet when I took a bath, much to my displeasure, and to return 

in a few weeks. 


