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How could it be?
	“Mrs. S, would you please come here for a moment so we can talk about Julie’s teeth?” the dentist asked.
	“Sure, I’d be glad to,” Mom replied.
	The dentist began, “First, it looks like we have a substantial problem. At the moment, I see nine cavities that need to be filled. They are all over the mouth, so we must fill these cavities one side at a time.  We can’t numb both sides at the same time as she would not be able to eat and might swallow her tongue.”
	Sitting in the dentist’s chair after the hygienist had cleaned my teeth, no one considered my feelings or the fact that I was frightened by their conversation, almost to the point of crying.  I was nine years old.  Of course, this was a new dentist because we had just moved to this town. It was like they were talking about someone else—if it weren’t for the dentist sticking the pointed silver instrument to the teeth needing attention.
	The dentist suggested, “Let’s set up two appointments next week, and we can resolve this issue. "
	Mom responded, “Okay. Thanks.”
	Mom set up the appointments with the receptionist, and we left the office.  I jumped in the front seat and began questioning Mom.
	“How could I have nine cavities at once?” I spoke.  “I’m the one that brushes my teeth twice a day like you ask Mom, and then I have the cavities.  Vickie doesn’t even brush her teeth.  
	The following week, I had nine cavities filled.  I hate the numbing shots!
