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FOR MY DENTIST
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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

Next.

… Next!

I said, next reader—I mean, patient—please!

Oh good. There you are.

Sit down, sit down!

Yes, let me get a good look at you.

Hmm… interesting. Very interesting.

Can you open your mouth for me? Stick out your tongue? Say, “Ahh?”

… Oh my.

It’s worse than I thought.

I’ve seen this one or two times before….

Yes, you appear to have a rather severe case of scaredy-cat-itis.

Luckily, I have just the prescription for you: a little story about a boy named Eddie who’s afraid to go to the dentist. And that’s for a good reason, because—

Wait, what now? What’d you just say?

You disagree with my diagnosis?

How dare you?!

I, dear reader, am a qualified professional!

Well, if you disagree so much, then why don’t you prove it?

Go ahead. Turn the page again and unleash the story.

Read… if you dare!

—I. M. Eerie






CHAPTER 1

“OW!”

A sharp jolt of pain shot through one of my back molars.

I dropped my spoon into my cereal bowl and rubbed my jaw.

Mom’s eyes narrowed at me over the top of the newspaper.

“It’s that tooth again, isn’t it, Eddie?”

I shook my head and pretended to be interested in the word search on the back of the Cosmic Crunch box.

“No,” I lied. “I… I just bit my tongue. That’s all.”

I went for another spoonful and grimaced as the cold, mushy cereal washed over my bad tooth. It felt like a thousand icy needles were stabbing my gum.

The tooth had bothered me all last week, though the pain had gotten worse over the weekend. It kept me up all last night—I had barely slept a wink.

I felt Mom’s eyes still on me, so I gritted my teeth and swallowed. When I peeked again, she was back to reading.

Crisis averted… for now.

Grandma Alice cleared her throat. “It’s all that darn Halloween candy. You kids get too much of it these days. When I was your age, I was lucky if I got two handfuls.”

She put down her mug of coffee and cupped her hands together to show us.

“Oh, he’s got more than that,” Mary Kate exclaimed. “Halloween was two weeks ago, and he’s still got loads of it. He hides it under his bed in an old shoebox. I can hear him crinkling the wrappers in the middle of the night and—OW!”

I’d kicked Mary Kate’s shin under the table. Her face turned tomato red.

“Shut it,” I muttered.

Mary Kate was my little sister. She was tiny for her age—the shortest in her third-grade class—although she made up for it with her big mouth. We’d been sharing a bedroom since the three of us moved in with Grandma Alice after the divorce a few months ago.

Needless to say, it wasn’t going well.

Mary Kate had a long history of being a snoop, and sleeping three feet from her prying eyes wasn’t helping.

Mom lowered the newspaper again. She raised her eyebrows.

“Eddie, is that true?”

Mary Kate snickered.

Mom was a stickler about sweets. She’d always been the weird lady on the block who handed out apples instead of candy on Halloween. I’m surprised she even let us go trick-or-treating in the first place.

I threw up my hands.

“Fine. I may have some Halloween candy still left over. And occasionally, if I wake up in the middle of the night and I’m hungry, I’ll have a bite… or two.”

Mom’s mouth dropped open.

“Eddie! You know the rules—no candy in the bedroom. I can’t believe you’d be so irresponsible….”

Across the table, Mary Kate mimicked Mom as she droned on and on about the dangers of consuming too much sugar. She even shook her shoulders and wagged her finger just like Mom.

“No wonder your tooth is hurting,” Mom continued. “You probably have a cavity—all that sugar will rot your teeth. You can’t put it off any longer. We’ve got to get you to the dentist.”

Mom loudly turned a page in the newspaper to finish her point.

The cereal burned in my stomach.

The dentist.

I’d always been afraid to go to the dentist. All the picking and scraping and feeling of someone digging around your mouth while you lay there helpless… it gave me the shivers just thinking about it.

“Mom—no,” I insisted. “It’s fine. Listen—”

Mom gasped and laid the newspaper flat on Grandma Alice’s kitchen table.

“Well, lookee here.”

It was a full-page ad for a new dentist in town.



JUST OPENED!

PEARLY WHITES FAMILY DENTISTRY

Milwaukee’s Award-Winning Dental Practice

Opens Office in Downtown Plainfield, NJ

Take Advantage of Our Grand Opening Special:

KIDS’ FIRST VISIT IS FREE!

Our customer service is out of this world!





“It looks like they opened in that vacant lot on Main Street across from the coffee shop,” Mom said, scanning the address.

Grandma Alice huffed.

“Oh, is that the silver monstrosity that popped up?” She scratched her mop of curly white hair. “It’s funny—I don’t even remember the construction.”

Mom shrugged. “Me either. They put up buildings so quickly these days….”

She typed the phone number for the practice into her cell phone.

“I’ll try to give them a call this morning. That deal is too good to pass up.”

Mom had been commenting more and more recently about how money was tight without Dad around.

I guess the crisis wasn’t averted after all….

Mary Kate’s mouth twisted into a devilish smile. “It’s probably best we switch dentists anyway. Especially after what Eddie did to Dr. Nicholas.”

That got her another kick under the table.

Except this time, I missed.

Mary Kate giggled gleefully and kept going. “Dr. Nicholas had to get three stitches. The whole office was calling you Tiger!”

I felt the rage bubble up inside me like a pot set to boil. I couldn’t contain it.

I chucked my spoon across the table. Mary Kate ducked just in time, and it hit the wall behind her. Milky bits of cereal dribbled down the floral wallpaper.

“How many times do I have to tell you?” I screamed. “It. Was. An. ACCIDENT!”

Last spring, during my routine dental checkup with our family dentist, Dr. Nicholas, I sort of… bit his finger.

I was so on edge about the appointment in the first place that when Dr. Nicholas’s little hook-shaped picking tool slipped and jabbed my gumline, my teeth clamped down around his finger before I could stop them. It was involuntary!

To my embarrassment, one of my canines pierced his glove. I can still remember the look on his face when he saw the blood and ran out of the room.

Grandma Alice slammed her fist on the table. “Eddie! Mary Kate! That’s enough.”

“She started it,” I complained.

Mary Kate stuck out her tongue. “What are you going to do? Bite me?”

I lunged for her across the table.

HONK! HONK!

“That’s the bus,” Mom said. She grabbed both our backpacks off the kitchen island and thrust them at us.

“But, Mom—” I started.

“But nothing.” She kissed both our foreheads. “Don’t miss the bus. And behave, please, both of you.”

She pushed us out the front door.

“But—”

The door slammed shut behind me.

I sighed.

I guess it was too late to tell her I forgot to brush my teeth that morning….






CHAPTER 2

MARY KATE AND I raced down the driveway and onto the bus.

“I was this close to leaving you two behind,” the bus driver grumbled as we climbed aboard.

Mary Kate pushed past me to join her gaggle of friends in the back of the bus.

“Sorry,” I told the driver. “It won’t happen again.”

The driver huffed and pulled the doors closed.

We were still getting used to riding this new bus—it came fifteen minutes earlier than the one at our old house.

The only perk of being on this new route meant I got to ride the bus with my best friend, Darryl Simmons. As the bus started moving down the street, I trekked up the aisle, looking for him.

Luckily, he was still sporting the Afro he’d grown out for his Jimi Hendrix Halloween costume, so he was easy to pick out in a crowded bus.

We bumped fists, and I sank into the seat next to him.

A couple rows behind us, Mary Kate let out a loud squeal followed by a giggle.

“She’s full of energy today,” Darryl commented.

I rolled my eyes. “Tell me about it.”

I dug my hand into the pocket of my jeans and pulled out a Milky Way bar that I had snuck from my shoebox earlier that morning when Mary Kate was in the shower.

I knew I shouldn’t eat it… but I couldn’t resist. Someone had to eat all that Halloween candy.

I tore open the brown wrapper and broke the candy bar in two. A glossy ribbon of delicious caramel stretched between the two halves.

I offered one to Darryl.

He held up a hand and pointed to his teeth. “Braces and caramel are not friends.”

“Ugh, sorry, I forgot.” I took a bite. “More for me.”

I enjoyed the creamy chocolate and nougat for about five seconds before my back tooth exploded in pain.

“AH!” My hand shot toward my jaw.

Darryl tilted his head. “What’s wrong?”

I waved a hand. “It’s just this stupid tooth.”

“Cavity?”

I shrugged and looked out the window. “Probably. My mom’s getting me an appointment with that new dentist who opened up downtown.”

Darryl’s eyes widened. “Wait—are you talking about Pearly Whites?”

I took another bite.

“Yeah… why?”

Darryl chewed his lip. “My mom took me and Denise there last week. I don’t know. I just got a… weird vibe from that place.”

Denise was Darryl’s little cousin. She went to another school.

I gulped the remains of the candy bar.

“Weird vibe? How so?”

Before Darryl could answer, I felt a tap on my right shoulder.

When I turned around, I nearly jumped out of my seat.

I was face-to-face with the creature from the Black Lagoon!

“ROARRR!” the creature yelled.

I put my hand on my chest to steady my racing heart, then whacked the creature on his scaly shoulder.

“Come on, Suraj. You nearly gave me a heart attack. Halloween is over. Cut it out!”

The creature’s back shook with laughter. Then a webbed hand came up and unzipped the back of the mask.

Suraj pulled the mask off his head, still cackling. “I have to get my money’s worth on this costume—it was sixty bucks! Plus, the look on your face was priceless.”

Unfortunately, moving into Grandma Alice’s house now meant I also rode the bus with Suraj Desai, the fifth grade’s wannabe class clown. He always did annoying little jokes and pranks like these to make other kids laugh.

“Beat it, Suraj. I’m not in the mood.”

I turned back to Darryl to ask him more about Pearly Whites.

But Suraj didn’t let up. He slid into the seat across from us.

“What’s the matter, Eddie Spaghetti? Wake up on the wrong side of the bed this morning?”

More like I woke up next to a major pain in the rear, I thought, thinking of Mary Kate.

Darryl shooed him away like a fly. “Come on, Suraj, knock it off. Eddie’s not feeling well today. His tooth hurts.”

I elbowed Darryl in the ribs.

“Great, now you gave him ammunition,” I muttered. “What’d you say that for?”

“Sorry,” Darryl whispered.

Suraj, meanwhile, pretended to cradle an imaginary baby in his arms.

“Aww, baby Eddie’s got a toothache. Do you need a pacifier, baby? Or how about a bottle?”

Thankfully, the bus pulled into the school parking lot, cutting Suraj’s comedy routine short. He grabbed his mask and backpack and raced to the front of the bus, still in costume from the neck down.

Darryl looked after him and shook his head.

“Sorry about that.” He slung his backpack over his shoulder. “Remind me to tell you more about that new dentist at lunch.”

I nodded.

Little did I know he wouldn’t get the chance.






CHAPTER 3

I DON’T KNOW. I JUST got a… weird vibe from that place.

Darryl’s words on the bus played on a loop in my head later that morning as my fifth-grade teacher, Mrs. Fink, lectured on and on about the solar system.

Weird vibe. Weird vibe. Weird vibe.

The phrase seemed to get louder and louder with every throb of pain in my tooth.

What did Darryl mean by that?

I was already nervous enough to get my tooth looked at. Now I had to worry about a weird dentist, too?

Mrs. Fink scribbled something on the chalkboard.

“You can easily remember the order of the planets with this nifty pneumonic device,” she told the class. “My very excited mother just served us nachos.”

I tried to pay attention, but the lack of sleep combined with Mrs. Fink’s monotone voice was getting the best of me. I felt my head drooping lower and lower.

Mrs. Fink pointed to the first letter of each word with her trusty yardstick.

“M—Mercury. V—Venus. E—Earth. Another M—Mars. J—”

Don’t fall asleep, don’t fall asleep… I willed myself.

My eyelids closed. I felt my head drop again.

I snapped it back up and opened my eyes.

When I did, I realized I was no longer sitting at my desk…. I was in a dentist’s chair!

I looked around the room. The classroom had disappeared. Posters of decaying teeth and proper flossing methods hung on pale blue walls.

I know these posters… I know this room.

It was Dr. Nicholas’s exam room.

What am I doing here?
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