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				My First Dental Visit
				     Linda Peterson
	No money was available in our family budget for a dental visit unless someone had a throbbing toothache. Such was the case with my first visit to the dentist. This tooth had decayed to the point of being broken off at the gum line. It was time to make an appointment with Dr. K.
	I don’t remember the trip to town except for me wondering what was going to happen. My mother and I trudged up the stairs to the second story office. Just going through the door gave me the creeps. Across the room from us sat a lady at a desk, who greeted us with a smile. I wasn’t fooled. Something ominous was going on here. 
     From another room came the whirling, grinding sound of the drill. Soon Dr. K. entered the room. His looks just added to the fear in me. When he opened his mouth, all that was visible was gold crowns on his teeth. He wore a funny-looking shirt, too. He said, “Come with me.”
       After seating me in a funny-looking chair surrounded by strange-looking equipment, he told me to open wide. When I did, he produced a ridiculously small mirror, and started picking in my mouth with something that felt like a needle. Ouch!
     “Just as I thought,” he offered, “This tooth is going to have to come out.”
    My hands gripped the chair arms in fear.
      “You don’t like needles, do you?” he asked. I don’t think we need any Novocain.” And, with that, he came from behind me and wrestled my tooth from me.
A few minutes later, I left his office minus my tooth, and, in its place, a big, bloody wad of cotton. My family had more than one reason to avoid this place.

     

