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The
  afternoon sun filtered through the frosted glass windows of the
  clinic, casting long, geometric shadows across the pristine white
  linoleum floor. Dr. Christopher Rowe adjusted his circular
  metallic
  glasses and reached meticulously for his sterile dental explorer.
  It
  had been a remarkably ordinary Tuesday, filled with routine
  cleanings, repetitive advice about the importance of flossing,
  and
  the familiar, low-pitched sterile hum of the air purification
  system.
  His next patient on the neatly printed daily schedule was Oliver
  Vance, an incredibly quiet eleven-year-old boy accompanied by a
  mother who looked perpetually exhausted by the heavy, unending
  demands of the modern working week. Oliver climbed into the heavy
  green leather chair, his small legs dangling just over the edge,
  his
  tiny fingers grasping the armrests with a mild, unspoken anxiety.
  He
  was a quiet child by nature, the sort of gentle soul who seemed
  to
  blend effortlessly into the muted wallpaper of any room he
  occupied,
  never demanding attention from anyone.




  
Dr.
  Rowe offered his customary, reassuring smile, pulling the large
  overhead halogen lamp down until its bright, white beam
  illuminated
  the boy’s open mouth completely. He began his methodical sweep of
  the lower jaw, tapping lightly against the smooth ivory surfaces,
  expecting nothing more than a minor cavity or perhaps some slight
  enamel wear from stress. Everything appeared perfectly healthy
  until
  the metal probe neared the very back of the mouth, right at the
  edge
  of the gums. Christopher stopped completely. He blinked hard,
  shifting his physical angle to block the deceptive shadow of his
  own
  hand, wondering if his eyes were playing tricks on him in the
  afternoon light. He blinked again, wondering briefly if the
  intense,
  focused glare of the halogen bulb was causing a strange optical
  illusion, or if a fragment of a lime-flavored hard candy had
  somehow
  wedged itself immovably against the bone.




  
Nestled
  quietly beside the perfectly white premolars was a lower molar
  that
  defied every single medical textbook in human history. It was not
  stained with the dark yellow of decay or the deep brown of
  cellular
  necrosis. Instead, the entire tooth possessed a deep, vibrant,
  lustrous emerald green hue that seemed to catch the light from
  within. It looked less like human bone and more like a
  beautifully
  polished piece of precious jade, or perhaps a smooth, calcified
  leaf
  growing directly from the pink tissue of the boy's gumline.
  Christopher ran the instrument over it again, his heart skipping
  a
  beat as he realized this was no external stain; the tooth itself
  was
  living, breathing emerald tissue. The deeper he looked, the more
  he
  felt an inexplicable sense of ancient stillness emanating from
  the
  child's jaw, a quiet power that felt completely out of place in a
  sterile, modern dental room.





                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






