                            MY NIGHTMARE DENTIST VISIT, AGE SIX
                                        by Jacqueline Wenger Raymond
	When I read Patricia’s Prompt, a trip to a dentist, a vision of me, age six,

sitting in a dental chair screaming as an insensitive dentist pulled an abscessed 

tooth from the back part of my mouth with insufficient pain medication.        

Supposedly, my scream was heard blocks away. His office was on the first 

floor of a three-story building on the busy main street in Price Hill, a suburb of 

Cincinnati, Ohio. 

When you read my story, you will understand why details of the place were 

quickly forgotten. In those days, there was no air-conditioning thus windows were 

wide open to circulate air and sound traveled. 

It is difficult to imagine that after eighty-five years, the pain and my 

reactions to that pain still remains with me today. I can still see a little girl 

screaming and feel tingles of pain flowing through my body like streams of water

 branching off from a river flowing down a hill. 

 
	From that day forward, I swore I would become a Dental Hygienist. In my

Era, girls were not seen in the Dentist arena, thus we were Hygienists. As a

 Hygienist, I thought I could make sure that little children would not experience the

 trauma I had. I hung onto that dream, but lack of nearby Hygiene schools

 prevented me from fulfilling that dream. 
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