Tooth Trouble
by

Eyes Right

Falls Church, VA. -  “All I want for Christmas is my two front teeth, my two front teeth.”  So goes the refrain from the old Christmas tune.  In my case, it is not far from the mark.  
A few weeks ago, after considerable procrastination, I opted to have a pesky molar removed on the left side of my mouth.  The dentist, a periodontist, recommended that I also have him pull the lower left wisdom tooth at the same time, because “it’s right there.”  He further assured me that my dental insurance would pick up most of the tab, so “it’s practically free.”  My weak response was, “Uh, sure, I guess so.”
The “extractions” took almost two hours.  I felt as if I was in a time warp.  On one hand, the periodontist had very state-of-the-art equipment, including an x-ray machine that produced instant images of my teeth on a large 21 inch monitor directly in front of the patient’s chair.  On the other hand, the working tools of the tooth extraction trade remain much the same as during the Middle Ages: pliers, hammers, and saws.  Now I am certain that dentists have some cosmetic sounding names for these tools, but, trust me on this one, what I saw go into my mouth was nothing more than a glorified set of pliers.  
Just before the procedure began, the dentist’s assistant, a young blonde named Candy [I am not kidding], inserted a DVD which featured some Italian guy singing opera at a very loud volume.  I assumed that this was a standard precaution to drown out probable patient screams.  
My mouth had been numbed with Novocain, but hearing one’s tooth crack, then split, then come up in pieces is still a rather chilling event.  The dentist took various positions over me as he yanked, cajoled, cursed, and finally extracted my two teeth.  Then came the real bullet, “I am afraid that there are some tips still in there.”  
“Tips?” I asked through my numbed mouth.  

The young blonde dental tech who was assisting answered for the dentist.  “Oh, yes, the tips.  Those are parts of the roots of your wisdom tooth.  They broke off, but they will probably rise to the surface, eventually.  It’s very normal.”

The adverbs “probably” and “eventually” were not exactly comfort words to my already sore mouth, and psyche.  Nonetheless, I did as directed and bit down as hard as possible on the mound of gauze which had been jammed into the fresh, and bleeding, holes in my mouth.  The directions were to “bite hard for as long as possible.”   I bit, thinking the entire time (30 minutes), “this bites.”  

I am pleased to report that the bleeding did stop about 2 days later, and now, 2 weeks removed, my mouth is back to normal, except for the sharp pain that occurs on that side of my face whenever I open my mouth wide.  But insurance did cover most of the cost, and the sore tooth that started all this sad affair pains me no more. Now if only Santa will bring me an insert to fill that gaping hole in my mouth.
I thought you might like to know.
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