
December 7, 2021 

Medical Emergency 
 

It was late Sunday afternoon. It had been a peaceful, good. Stéphanie and I were seated on the 

couch in my office watching a football game on TV. Suddenly Baby appeared at the door. A child 

had taken a nasty fall and had a deep cut. Dr. Steph immediately jumped up and they headed for 

the office door. I heard Baby say the child was Clare Marie Straub. I got up and followed them to 

the clinic. Clare Marie can be a bit wild and I felt I could calm her down.  
 

 
  

Dr. Steph took one look and she new the cut had to be closed with surgical stitching, but she did 

not say anything. When she began to lay out the instruments she would use to close the wound I 

notice the suture and a needle, and I asked: Are you really going to sew the cut closed? I suddenly 

became a patient advocate: Is that really necessary…can’t you just put a Band-Aid on it? Without 

explaining why, Steph just said the stitching procedure was necessary. I’ve had bad cuts sown up 

twice in the clinic. I have an inch-long scar on my head as a reminder of one of those wounds. So, 

I knew this was going to be painful. I wanted to spare my kid from the pain.  
 

As Dr. Steph prepared the instruments, I held Clare Marie in my arm. She was calm. But then 

came the needle and all hell broke out. The child screamed and I could barely hold her head still 

while Dr. Steph tried to administer the shot of Novocain. I was worried that the needle insertion 

point was so close to the child’s eye. It took three injections to sufficiently deaden the pain. I found 

myself unable to handle the pain of what Clare Marie suffering. 

 



 
 

 
After the first injection, I couldn’t bear look at the needle. 

 



 
 

 
 

When it became time to stitch the wound, I knew Clare Marie would not tolerate it. I suggested 

we move her to one of the examining tables and get one of the men to hold her down. Michel 

drew the short straw. He is strong and not emotionally connected to the child. Clare Marie came 

to me when she was just a month old.  

 

 



 

 
Michel held the child’s head and I held her arms and leg…without looking at the sewing. 

 

 
Clare Marie screamed throughout the procedure. 

It was the loudest screaming I’ve heard in nearly seven years. 

She kept shouting “Papa Gerry,” begging me to stop the torture. 



 
 

 
When it was over, I took Clare Marie to the kitchen and gave her 

a box of yogurt covered raisins. She kissed me and let me have three of them. 
 

Afterward, Steph and I returned to the couch in my office. As we sipped a little wine, she 

explained how the procedure was necessary and how without it there could have been serious 

ramifications down the road. The pain was necessary for a healing. The same is true of all of life. 

Suffering is often part of growth.  

Thanks to Baby for the great photographs. 


