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The only dentist I ever liked was the one who pulled out my wisdom teeth. He gave me nitrous oxide and my choice of music from an extensive 8-track collection. I picked a Linda Ronstadt album. As he placed the mask over my nose, I recall him saying, “Let me know when you feel a tingling sensation.” 
But I was no neophyte dental patient. I felt the tingling and took a few more deep breaths before raising my hand to ensure I’d feel no pain. I spent too many hours of my youth in a dentist's chair. One dentist voted me the kid most likely to have dentures before age forty, the same dentist who routinely didn’t wait for the Novocain to kick in before pulling out his jackhammer, chisel, and industrial drill.
 The combination of the gas and the soothing sounds of Linda’s beautiful voice carried me to a place far away from the land of whirring drills and noisy suction lines. He could have pulled my brain out through my left nostril, and I wouldn’t have noticed. I felt a little tug here and there and a few faraway crunching noises, but none of that could penetrate Linda, belting out “Hasten Down the Wind.”
In too short a time, well before the album was done, the dentist declared the procedure complete. He began to give me oxygen to sober me up. I’m not sure he realized precisely how toasted I was, but he must have seen the glazed look in my eyes because he told his assistant to keep me on the O2 a bit longer. 
I felt pretty good leaving the office despite having enough cotton stuffed into my cheeks to fill a small pillow. And then I drove home.

