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Ed GoEs to thE dEntist
nEd Mudd

Ed was sitting in a dentist’s chair. A girl in a white lab coat had a long 
tube stuck in one corner of his mouth. The tube made a weird sucking 
sound that reminded Ed of something he’d like to talk the girl into doing.

“Ok?” a voice said.
Ed couldn’t see the man on the other end of the voice. The man held a 

metal drill and was standing behind a row of bright lights.
Ed mumbled a garbled syllable and tried to nod, causing the dentist to 

grin and reactivate his drilling equipment. Somewhere in the back of his 
mind, Ed recognized that he was 
under the influence of nitrous ox-
ide. It occurred to him that laugh-
ing gas was probably a lot more 
fun outside the sterile walls of a 
dentist’s office.

Ed imagined that the surface of 
his diseased tooth was a grove of 
old growth trees and the drill was 
a giant chain saw. He concluded 
that the dentist was in actuality 
a demented logger, hell bent on 
clear-cutting everything with bark 
on it.

The dentist leaned forward, 
causing a shadow to glide across 
Ed’s closed eyelids. The shadow 
reminded Ed that he was deep 
inside a National Forest and was 
being attacked by a hostile lum-
berjack.

“Doesn’t this bastard ever get 
enough?” Ed asked himself. But 
the frantic sounds inside his jaw 
obscured the answer. He felt the 
inside of his cranium rattling.

The screeching sound was jam-
ming Ed’s brain waves. He tried 
putting space between himself 
and the chain saw’s implacable 
path of destruction, but found the 
task little more than futile. A distant 
inner voice suddenly whispered - 
fight or flight.

Ed reached out and grabbed 
the logger by the throat. The for-
est suddenly became a place of 
repose. He thought he heard someone yelling in the distance. From what 
he could tell, they were calling his name, perhaps in a foreign language.

As the sucking noise vanished, Ed heard a girl’s voice murmur in the 
background. He found it odd that such a soothing frequency could be out 
here in the middle of nowhere. 

A fierce sun burned Ed’s eyes as he focused on the logger that he now 
held by the throat.

“You son of a bitch,” Ed told the man, “one more tree falls and I’m going 
to shove that saw where it belongs.” Ed meant business and appeared to 
have the upper hand.

The man being strangled was trying desperately to dislodge himself. 
Ed sensed other people in the area, possibly coming to the logger’s de-
fense. 

There was only one thing to do - run! 

Ed darted through the dense forest in a crouch. Every few steps he 
ducked behind a log, surveyed his options. If he tried hard, he could see 

what might be a path out of the woods. It appeared he was dragging 
something or someone with him, could hear them breathing next to his 
ear.

He came around a limb, ran for what looked to be a clearing. He spied 
the ghostly shape of a bear in the trail and swung a fist. There was a sud-
den unexpected shriek from the animal and then Ed was standing in an 
some sort of eerie field.

“Holy shit,” he muttered. He noted that the entire left side of his face 
was made out of rubber.

“Ed!” a man shouted. “Get back 
in here this minute or I’m calling 
the Police!”

It was the man with the chain 
saw. 

Ed lunged onto a logging road 
and flagged down a pick up truck. 

“Out of the truck!” Ed shouted to 
the man behind the wheel. 

Whoever Ed had dragged 
through the forest was still at-
tached to his arm, so he pushed 
them into the truck. Then he was 
in the driver’s seat, engaging the 
vehicle’s gears, hearing the tires 
squeal as the truck sped off into 
the unknown. 

Ed was beginning to feel re-
freshed; an alertness crept into his 
field of view, not unlike the effect 
of sobering up after a long drunk. 
It was a sensation he was all too 
familiar with.

He noticed there was a song 
playing on the truck’s radio. A 
lonely voice was singing, “I’m sick 
and tired of being sick and tired.”

“What you need is a drink,” Ed 
told the radio.

Something giggled in the pas-
senger seat.

Ed concentrated with all his 
might. He was driving a truck 
down Country Club Road. There 
was a girl in the opposite seat. He 

thought she might be wearing a white lab jacket.
“Sick and tired of being sick and tired,” went the radio.
Ed looked over at the girl and gave her his best sheepish grin. “I don’t 

guess things worked out too good at the dentist’s office,” he said.
“I don’t think anybody ever liked the gas as much as you,” the girl 

laughed.
Ed steered the truck down a long row of fancy houses, past shimmering 

green lawns on one side and a golf course on the other. 
“Reckon it’s me needs that drink,” Ed said.
“Isn’t kidnapping a felony?” the girl said, pushing back her hair. Even in 

the lab coat, Ed thought the girl looked extremely delectable.
“Not guilty by reason of insanity,” Ed smiled as he turned the radio up. 

Ned Mudd lives in Stinkingham...er...Birmingham, Alabama

nedmudd@me.com
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HELP SUPPORT ONE OF THE MOST INTELLIGENT 
WEB SITES ON THE INTERNET...

Swans Commentary
http://www.swans.com/

FUNDRAISING TIME: Dear readers, we need to raise $2,500
 between now and theend of the year. 
Without this amount of money (in addition to what we have
already received), we won’t be able to maintain Swans with the quality and
dependability you have grown used to over the years. We must pay for our
costs, at the very least. You read Swans and you appreciate our commentaries
and the fact that we are an ad-free zone. We do too, but we are shouldering
the financial costs. We can’t do it ad vitam aeternam. If you wish to
continue enjoying Swans, please help us raise $2,500. Ask yourselves the
value of our work, and whether you can find a better edited, more trenchant,
and thoughtful Web publication that keeps sanity and sound thoughts as first
priorities. Without your help, we shan’t be able to continue to bring to you
and the larger community this cogent bi-weekly collection. Donate now! --

http://www.swans.com/about/donate.html

FOR SALE!
contact

Rachel Moody
Phone: 435-259-0150
Mobile: 435-260-8245

http://www.moabreco.com/listingHigh+Desert+Gardens!-128.html

Plan your next celebration, business lunch, anniversary, propose to your love, celebrate a birthday, welcome 
a new neighbor, entertain a grandparent, plan a holiday party, rehearsal dinner, bachelor or bachelorette party, 
bridal shower, bring in a special employee to show your appreciation, we can even make a funerial gathering 
momentous! Let us help you plan your gathering months ahead or on the fly. Special menus, individual checks for 
any sized group, personalized toys for any occasion, full bar, and unique surroundings. Lynn’s is what memories 
are made of!


