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FOREWORD


Dentistry has always been a rather stoic profession. Dentists have traditionally been seen as the harbingers of doom, without humour or compassion. The phrase ‘I hate going to the dentist’ is almost as common as ‘it’s coming home’ during a World Cup.


But once in a while, in every million people, you get a singularity. Someone who sees the world in a totally different way. Someone who has the charisma and intelligence to work it to their advantage. Let me introduce you to ‘The Singing Dentist’, also known as Milad Shadrooh.


My first memory of Milad was at Bart’s and The London School of Medicine and Dentistry. It was freshers’ week and there was a blind date competition going on. Some plonker had decided to dress up as Ali G and was acting just like him. He was, in fact, pretty amazing and made all the other contestants pale into insignificance. In that moment I thought, ‘This guy is wasted on teeth; he is destined for something much bigger.’


Fast forward five years and this same joker has qualified, and is a highly skilled dentist. Milad and I were in different social circles at dental school, but after a couple of chance meetings we really started to get along. From a few trips to Malta, dental award ceremonies, a Gumball car rally, and some crazy crazy nights with him acting as my go-to wingman, we have had some fantastic adventures together. I am proud to call him my best friend.


Not many people will know, but Milad actually had an impressive music career before the birth of The Singing Dentist. He was a signed recording artist during dental school and even went on tour! He has also played sets and been a regular DJ for clubs in London and across Europe.


It’s such an amazing journey and something that no other dentist in the history of the UK (and perhaps the world) has managed to achieve. He has made the general public start to love, laugh with and take notice of their dentist. His parodies, mixed with important oral health advice, have taken over social media. His Ed Sheeran cover has had over 100 million views on different social platforms and was even noticed by the main man himself.


Not being one to rest on his laurels, Milad has been regularly reinventing himself. Projects have included his own calendar, toothpaste and children’s comics, not to mention the almost weekly appearances on TV and radio. He has become THE dental social media influencer.


The real question is where he goes from here. Only time will tell!


Nilesh R. Parmar





PREFACE


One day at work, a patient cancelled on me. They were due to have root canal treatment, so a 45-minute slot had become open. Unexpected breaks in a list of back-to-back appointments are always welcome. I set about writing up some notes, preparing for the next patient, when ‘Hotline Bling’ by Drake came on the radio. Tune. I had been practising as a dentist by now for several years, but I had never quite given up on my first love, music. I’d kept up with old rapper and DJ friends, taken time out for music tours and even been approached with a record deal.


And so there I was rapping along when my lightbulb moment arrived.


‘You used to call me on my cellphone.’


‘I should have never done that endo’ (in reference to ‘endodontics’, which is basically another term for root canal treatment).


Hahaha. A parody freestyle about the risks of root canal treatment and how patients hate it. Why not? I thought it’d be jokes. I had my starting point and quickly penned the rest of the lyrics. Then I got my phone out, opened YouTube and played the Drake track again.


Filming myself, I rapped along with my new lyrics, eyebrows popping all over the place as I settled into the music.




I should have never done that endo


Especially with those curvy roots


Shouldn’t have done that endo


Should have just pulled out that tooth


’Cause when I felt that canal twist


I knew my file would break to bits


And when I saw the apex missed


Should have sent him to a specialist


I should have never done that endo


Especially with those curvy roots


Shouldn’t have done that endo


Should have just pulled out that tooth


Now what am I gonna do?


I’m sitting here I’m feeling blue


’Cause I know my notes are poo


All this headache for a band 2


I should have never done that endo . . .





Hahaha. My first parody. That evening I sent it to a mate of mine who’s also a dentist, Dr Payman. Minutes later he sent a text back.




Dr Payman: Bruv, this is so funny. How did you come up with those lyrics?


Milad: Well, it’s just freestyle, isn’t it?


Dr Payman: Bro, you should put this online. It’ll go viral!


Milad: What you on about? It’s stupid, just a laugh. My eyebrows look stupid and people won’t know what I’m on about. And dentists don’t do this kind of stuff.


Dr Payman: I don’t care, I’m going to post it.


Milad: Don’t post it, man, please. It’s embarrassing.





If only he had listened to me. If he hadn’t posted that video, then none of this would have happened to me. I would have stayed Dr Milad, happily freestyling dental parodies to my mates and my mates only.


After our brief exchange I jumped in the shower and left my phone on the side. As I lathered up, I could see my phone going nuts. It kept lighting up, vibrating and ringing with all sorts of notifications.


What the hell was this?


I washed off, dried myself and then checked to see what the fuss was about. Dr Payman had posted the video. He’d posted it, and people had liked it. Not just liked it. Loved it. They were messaging me to say how funny it was. And yet Dr Payman hadn’t even posted it into the public sphere. He’d only uploaded it to a closed dental group.


Then, before I knew it, the video had been shared by members of the group into the public sphere. A well-known dentist stumbled upon it and shared it with his sizeable following. All the time, my phone was hotter than an autoclave (the machine we dentists use to pressure-cook our instruments to sterilise them).


In the first three days, the video was viewed more than 300,000 times.


Bloody hell.


That’s mad.


What had I done?





1


WHY WOULD ANYONE WANT TO BECOME A DENTIST?


No offence, mate, but I hate you lot!’


Imagine hearing that every day when you’re at work.


To be fair, it’s usually followed up by ‘It’s not you that I hate. It’s just . . . why would anyone want to do your job?’


Why would anyone want to do my job?


Well, let’s answer that question. To do so, we need to go back to Iran in January 1982. There’s a cute little chubby baby with big curly locks who’s about to celebrate a major milestone. That baby isn’t yet known as The Singing Dentist. That’ll come later. For now, he’s just Milad Shadrooh.


The baby is sitting on the floor of the flat that is his home in the country’s capital, Tehran. His dad is in the corner of the room, sitting at the family organ as always. His dad’s fingers are on the keys, as if about to pounce into one of the Stevie Wonder numbers or Italian folk ballads he’s so fond of. But his dad’s eyes are watching the baby’s every move. The baby’s mum is racing back and forth between the kitchen and the living room, bringing out plates of sweet-smelling Persian food for guests. The aroma of herbs and spices wafts through the room as the baby’s grandparents and aunts and uncles tuck in. None of them are looking into the gigantic aquarium full of tropical fish that runs along one side of the room. All of them are watching for what the baby does next. The baby is unfazed by the audience. Around him on the floor are various ornaments and objects, each symbolising a profession. The coloured crayons represent art. The toy scissors mean hairdressing. A piece of wood for carpentry.


Whatever the baby plays with most is what he will be destined for in life. This is all part of the milestone. We call it Gaaz Forooshan. It’s a tradition that is popular throughout northern Iran, particularly in Gilan, the region of the country his mother’s side of the family is from. The ornaments and objects that surround the baby are only part of the ceremony. He’s already completed the other part of it, crawling around from plate to plate and sampling all the wonderful new foods that are perfectly soft for his new tooth. While the audience munched away on chelo kaboob, he sampled the squishiness of banana and the intriguing texture of watermelon.


But now he’s eaten, the sizeable audience is keen to see the main attraction. The objects around him have been passed down through the ages, embraced and discarded by the generations that have come before. And now the baby is looking around, wondering what to play with. Where does his future lie? There’s a football in the corner. Nope. He doesn’t fancy it. There goes any dream of becoming the next Diego Maradona. How about the hammer? It’s just lying there, ready to be the first step on a pathway to a life in construction perhaps? Maybe not, the baby doesn’t fancy that either, which is a shame because builders are making a fortune in the property game! The baby has just cost himself a hefty chunk of future earnings. Wait. Hold on. What’s that?!


The baby stares at it. Ooh, that looks fun. He reaches out and picks it up, then pushes the back of the contraption to squish the air out. And again. He pulls the back out and squishes the air out. And again. And again. Listen to that laughter. He’s loving this!


The crowd watch on with interest as the baby carries on playing with a syringe. Tradition and fate have met. It’s been decided. The baby is destined to work in the medical profession.


[image: image]


Mic scratch. Freeze frame. Voice over.


It wasn’t quite so straightforward, of course. I may have appeared destined for the medical profession back then, but fate didn’t take into account the other passion that would come into my life: music. Whereas medicine came from the prophecy, music came from my family – in particular, my father. He was an accomplished musician who played the keyboard and was also into production. In our house, music was played the whole time.


In the 1980s, Iran was at war with Iraq, which had terrible consequences, with millions of lives lost. Everyday life still carried on, but with certain adaptations. For a young child like me, the biggest hardship was not having much television to watch. The alternative to TV was bootlegged videos. There was a ‘video man’ in our neighbourhood who had all sorts of videos in stock, plenty of them from the western world, and plenty from a young singer called Michael Jackson. I used to borrow these videos on repeat and watch them over and over again, transfixed, trying to learn the dance moves and how to moonwalk.


Aside from Persian music, Dad was big into his jazz and soul. Stevie Wonder, Chaka Khan, George Benson, Earth, Wind and Fire, and of course MJ would always be playing in the house.


When I was five, my family moved from Iran to the UK. There was a real family affinity for London. My aunt and uncle both lived there and my mum had visited several times. My dad had even got his business administration degree in the UK. He’d work as a business consultant while Mum would work on her favourite project: me. Some say that her degree in child psychology came particularly in handy for that one.


When we moved to our new country, the music moved with us. The same sounds that filled our house in Iran filled our new place in London. Before I could speak English properly, I knew the lyrics to songs without understanding what they meant. On my first day of primary school, I got sat next to another boy called Miles. He was best friends with another boy called Tom and despite the language barrier, we immediately hit it off and we are still best friends to this day, 35 years later! Miles claims that he taught me how to speak English and he may be right, although I’d say that rap music really shaped my use of the English language. Just as impressionable as the other kids in my new class, I started to rap as well as dance. Learning the lyrics to songs came easily to me. TV also helped mould my personality – The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air, in particular, was a big influence on my life, and obviously the theme tune was my starting point. Will Smith was my favourite as his raps were also PG with no cussing. ‘Summertime’ remains one of my favourite songs to this day. After Will Smith, my rap taste started to become a bit more ‘gangsta’ as I got into NWA, Snoop Doggy Dogg, Notorious BIG and Bone Thugs-N-Harmony.


When I was 10 or 11, I started writing my own raps and trying them out on my mates. Then, at secondary school, came my big chance. There was a school talent show and anyone was allowed to enter. I convinced my mates, Luis and Joe, to join me on stage and perform ‘Informer’ by Snow, accompanied by my other mates Dita and Pierre on beatbox!


We absolutely smashed it.


My voice hadn’t even broken by this point. I was a little Year 7, performing a pop-ragga track to kids twice my size. But as I looked out from the stage to the audience and saw them going nuts, I realised that music was what I wanted to do for ever.


Writing lyrics turned into performing at house parties, which then became ‘emceeing’ at under-18 events. Drum ‘n’ bass and jungle music were growing in popularity, and when jungle morphed into garage, I morphed with it, wangling myself onto digital and pirate radio in South London.


But then reality hit. Music was still my dream, but things were also starting to get serious with my schoolwork and I needed to choose which A-levels to study. These weren’t the days when you could just upload a video to YouTube and be discovered by Usher and become Justin Bieber. Social media didn’t even exist back then! Nor were there any talent shows on television. If there were, I’d have auditioned for Britain’s Got Talent and rapped my socks off. I’d have put all my demos on YouTube. But there weren’t. At that time, the best way to get discovered was to make a load of songs and then stand outside various record companies’ offices and grab one of the Artists and Repertoire (A&R) people in the hope they’d listen. There are even stories of budding musicians posting their songs to A&R people’s houses.


Throughout my music experiences, I could always rely on my dad’s advice. He’d sampled the industry back in Iran when he’d performed in a band. He’d seen first-hand just how hard it was to break into the industry properly and make a good career out of music. ‘You’ve got this amazing talent,’ he would tell me, ‘but keep it as a hobby at the moment. The music industry is so unstable. The only way to make it is through a lucky break, and even then, nothing is guaranteed. It takes luck to get there, but talent to stay there. Trying to make music your career will give you lots of tough times. You’re intelligent enough to become a dentist or a doctor. Follow a vocational pathway where you can have a great lifestyle for your whole career. At the very least, get your degree, then if at that point you want to give music a go you can because you’ve always got your qualification to go back to.’


It was difficult to hear that from the person I respected most. All I wanted to do was music, but I didn’t have the self-belief to go against my dad.


Fortunately, I knew what I wanted to study. I’d known ever since that ceremony when I was just a baby. That’s right. If I couldn’t pursue music as a career, I was going to be a doctor.


What an immensely important decision to have to make at such a young age! Before that, the toughest decision had always been how to style my hair (ponytail and an undercut, since you ask). Now, at 16, I had to decide the subjects that would define the rest of my life. So, I ticked the boxes for chemistry, maths and physics.


It had to be the right decision. My parents had guided me along that path ever since I had picked up and played with that syringe. However, to be absolutely certain, my school careers adviser recommended I do some work experience. That way I could be sure that life as a doctor was right for me. And it’d look pretty good on my university application form.


I got in contact with a family friend, Fadi, who was training to be a maxillofacial surgeon. Now these guys have done it all. Maxillofacial surgeons – or max fac, as we call them – deal with problems in everything from the neck up. Common issues include cancer, reconstructive surgery and trauma. That means they are doubly qualified: not only do they have to complete a degree in medicine. They also have to do one in dentistry. It’s an incredibly difficult speciality to master and one that takes a great deal of time. Typically, max fac surgeons spend five years studying medicine and then do four years at dental school. That’s a total of nine years – and even then, there are another three years of hospital rounds to be done before they can get on to a specialist list. So, it’s more like 12 years. Plenty do it the other way round and study at dental school first, and then when they graduate and start working, realise they like max fac and go back to medical school to get the qualification. It’s a tough slog!


Fadi was due to be on holiday when I needed to do work experience, but he arranged for me to spend the week shadowing his colleague down at Poole hospital in Dorset. Then, he said the words that would influence the rest of my life: ‘Dude, don’t just think about working in a hospital. There’s also dentistry which is quite different. You should 100% sample both. That way you’ll get an insight into what hospital life is like compared to a dental clinic setting.’


OK.


I rang around all the dental clinics close to my family home in Putney. My regular clinic told me that they’d be happy for me to come and complete a week of work experience.


Fadi’s words chimed with me. It seemed the perfect mix. An excellent opportunity to get a taste of both fields.


After the first day of shadowing at the hospital, I was absolutely certain, that I did not want to be a doctor!


Being on-call in a hospital was like torture for me. You come out of one emergency surgery, have a 20-minute nap, then another emergency surgery patient comes in. Sleep deprivation plus stitching someone’s face back on after a road traffic accident did not equal my ideal career.
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