Micro Memoir week #6 -- Trip to the dentist					Kit Dwyer

My fetish for the fresh sugary taste of bubble gum started in kindergarten and filled the days of my early childhood. Though I didn’t get the gene for being able to curl my tongue, I mastered contests for blowing the biggest and popping the loudest bubbles. This was only topped by learning to whistle a tune about the same time. 
You guessed it.  Multiple shiny filings were bore into my teeth over the next eight years. When old enough for the pain reliever, Novocain, I easily endured the decay treatments.  When teachers cracked down on the sticky issue, I was forced to wear a wad on my nose for the school day. But that punishment didn’t result in the humiliation they’d hoped. Classmates cracked up when I wore the wad and chewed a new piece at the same time.
As remaining surface area for new cavities dwindled, so did my days at the dentist. My weary chauffeur cut me off from Bazooka (except for very special occasions, like Halloween), and in 1969, sugarless gums, such as Beech-Nut’s Carefree with Sorbitol, were marketed to save us all from more deterioration. 
I’d have to say my worst time in the torture chair was the dreaded root canal. Nothing quite like the combination of intense drilling and tooth scraping to make you wish for sugarless gum's invention even earlier. 
I struck silver again after desperately seeking a job in 1984. The woman who interviewed me for the orthodontic receptionist position became one of my best life friends. Instead of fillings, our boss instilled me with hope and training. Twelve years later, I left that job as the lead technician with enough self-confidence, respect, and courage for tackling the rest of my life. 

