

    
        
          The Zero Sugar Keepinnit Reels

        

        
        
          Michael Pollick

        

        
          Published by Michael Pollick, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE ZERO SUGAR KEEPINNIT REELS

    

    
      First edition. August 8, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Michael Pollick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215121092

    

    
    
      Written by Michael Pollick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Zero Sugar Keepinnit Reels

Culinary Adventure

Video Store Nostalgia

Saturday Night Nostalgia

Culinary Gadgets Unleashed

Summer Scrapes

Married Life Begins

Parade of Chaos

Penny Candy Dreams

Karaoke Chronicles

Driver's Ed Adventures

Sea Monkey Dreams

Monster Misadventures

Craft Store Adventures

Bubble Plastic Humor

The Magic of Belief

Temp Agency Tales

Behind the Scenes

Teenage Rebellion

Friday Night Fun

Marketing Illusions

Deli Delights of the 70s

Christmas Chaos

Generic Food Chronicles

Cereal Chaos

Amusement Park Adventures

Cupid's Reject

Ticket to Humiliation

Dorm Life Chronicles

Meeting the Parents

Coffee Confusion

Lunchbox Adventures

Mattress Madness

Caffeinated Adventures

Shaving Lessons

Playground Adventures

Pixelated Beginnings

Fast Food Circus

Backyard Camping Fiasco

Swinging Misadventures

Grounded Adventures

Santa's Lap

First Car Adventure

Facing Fears

Talent Show Follies

Senior Shenanigans

Mall Memories

Celebrity Sports Chaos

Late Night Magic

The Art of Faking Illness

First R-rated Experience

Childhood Rebellion

Pinball Nostalgia

Skating Adventures

Petting Zoo Chaos

Food Fads of the 70s

Dangerous Playgrounds

Flea Market Adventures

BMX Dreams

Reunion Realities

Fishing with Grandpa

Saturday Morning Cartoons

Renting Realities

Museum Mayhem

Punk Rock Chaos

Substitute Survival

Lemonade Lessons

Family Showdown

Cops and Chaos

Predator Parody

Gift-Giving Gauntlet

Dollar Store Adventures

Sweetener Shenanigans

Lost and Stubborn

Island Dilemma

Olympic Opening Chaos

Award Show Antics

Toy Store Chaos

Beverage Divide

Holiday Shopping Chaos

Menu Madness

Middle Age Dating

Tortoises and Cheetahs

Bifocal Adventures

AARP Surprise

Halloween Candy Rankings

Easter Candy Chaos

Snow Day Bliss

Winter Workout

Leaf Warfare

Morning vs Night

Pet Owner Divide

Tea vs Coffee

Grilling Adventures

School Dance Memories

Family Circus

Back-to-School Chaos

Cliffhanger Chaos

Theater Audition Chronicles

Snack Disasters

Finale Reflections

Glitter and Ego

Jumping the Shark

Rocky Horror Revelations

Cafeteria Chronicles

Cinematic Disasters

Wacky Nostalgia

Naked Love

Also By Michael Pollick


​The Zero-Sugar Keepinnit Reels

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Culinary Adventure
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I remember the first time I decided to venture into the world of ethnic food. I was feeling adventurous, or maybe just hungry enough to ignore the fact that my culinary experience was limited to microwave dinners and the occasional pizza delivery. So there I was, standing outside this little Thai restaurant, my stomach growling louder than my doubts. The neon sign flickered, and I thought, “How bad could it be?” Spoiler alert: it could be very bad.

I walked in, and the aroma hit me like a freight train. It was a mix of spices that I couldn’t even begin to identify. I scanned the menu, which looked like a foreign language—oh wait, it was! I decided to play it safe and ordered Pad Thai, because how dangerous could a noodle dish be? I mean, it’s just noodles, right? Wrong. 

When the dish arrived, it looked like a colorful explosion on my plate. There were peanuts, sprouts, and something green that I later learned was cilantro. I took my first bite, and it was like a flavor parade in my mouth. Sweet, salty, tangy—my taste buds were doing the cha-cha. But then, I made the rookie mistake of trying the chili paste. Let’s just say, my mouth went from a cha-cha to a full-blown fire drill. I was gulping down water like I was in a desert, while the waiter looked on, probably thinking, “Ah, another one bites the dust.”

By the end of the meal, I was sweating, but I felt alive! I had conquered the Pad Thai! I left the restaurant feeling like a culinary warrior, ready to take on the next challenge. Who knew that trying new food could be such a rollercoaster? Now, I’m on a mission to taste everything—except maybe that chili paste. Some adventures are best left unexplored.
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​Video Store Nostalgia
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I remember the first time I decided to venture into the world of ethnic food. I was feeling adventurous, or maybe just hungry enough to ignore the fact that my culinary experience was limited to microwave dinners and the occasional pizza delivery. So there I was, standing outside this little Thai restaurant, my stomach growling louder than my doubts. The neon sign flickered, and I thought, “How bad could it be?” Spoiler alert: it could be very bad.

I walked in, and the aroma hit me like a freight train. It was a mix of spices that I couldn’t even begin to identify. I scanned the menu, which looked like a foreign language—oh wait, it was! I decided to play it safe and ordered Pad Thai, because how dangerous could a noodle dish be? I mean, it’s just noodles, right? Wrong. 

When the dish arrived, it looked like a colorful explosion on my plate. There were peanuts, sprouts, and something green that I later learned was cilantro. I took my first bite, and it was like a flavor parade in my mouth. Sweet, salty, tangy—my taste buds were doing the cha-cha. But then, I made the rookie mistake of trying the chili paste. Let’s just say, my mouth went from a cha-cha to a full-blown fire drill. I was gulping down water like I was in a desert, while the waiter looked on, probably thinking, “Ah, another one bites the dust.”

By the end of the meal, I was sweating, but I felt alive! I had conquered the Pad Thai! I left the restaurant feeling like a culinary warrior, ready to take on the next challenge. Who knew that trying new food could be such a rollercoaster? Now, I’m on a mission to taste everything—except maybe that chili paste. Some adventures are best left unexplored.
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​Saturday Night Nostalgia
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You know, growing up, Saturday nights were sacred in our house. While other kids were glued to cartoons or whatever cool shows were on, I was stuck watching the Lawrence Welk Show. I mean, who thought it was a good idea to make a show about a guy who played the accordion and had a band that looked like they just walked off a 1950s cruise ship? I can still hear the opening theme music, that bubbly, cheerful tune that felt like it was trying to drown me in a sea of polka. 

The dancers! Oh, the dancers! They were like a human kaleidoscope, spinning and twirling in sequined outfits that could probably blind a raccoon. I remember thinking, “Is this what adults do for fun? Dance in matching outfits while smiling like they just won the lottery?” And then there was Lawrence himself, with that ever-present smile, as if he had just discovered the secret to eternal happiness, which, spoiler alert, was probably just a lifetime supply of champagne bubbles.

And let’s talk about the musical guests. I swear, every week felt like a game of “Guess Who?” with a bunch of people I’d never heard of. There was always some crooner belting out a love song that made me wonder if my parents were secretly in love with Lawrence Welk. I mean, who needs a heartthrob when you have a guy who looks like he just stepped out of a time capsule?

But here’s the kicker: I didn’t realize until years later that I was being trained in the fine art of irony. I mean, who knew that watching a show about bubble machines and accordion solos would prepare me for the absurdity of adulthood? So, thanks, Lawrence. You may have been a little cheesy, but you gave me a lifetime of laughs.
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​Culinary Gadgets Unleashed

[image: ]


Ah, the 1970s and 1980s, a golden age of culinary innovation—or perhaps just a time when people were really, really tired of cooking. Enter the era of bizarre cooking gadgets that promised to revolutionize our kitchens while simultaneously making us question our life choices. Remember the hot dog cooker? Yes, that glorious contraption that looked like a miniature rocket ship designed to launch your dinner into the stratosphere. Who needs a grill when you can steam your frankfurters in a plastic tube that could double as a science experiment? Nothing says “I care about nutrition” quite like a device that cooks your hot dogs in a way that makes them taste like they’ve been marinating in regret.

And let’s not forget the hot air popcorn maker, the appliance that turned a simple snack into a thrilling adventure. You’d pour in those innocent kernels, and moments later, the machine would erupt like a volcano, sending popcorn flying across the room as if it were auditioning for a role in a slapstick comedy. It was like a carnival ride in your kitchen, except instead of cotton candy, you ended up with a floor covered in half-popped kernels and a dog that was suddenly very interested in your snack choices.

Then there were the fondue pots, which turned every dinner into a potential fire hazard. Who thought dipping bread into bubbling cheese was a good idea? It was like a group therapy session where everyone was trying to figure out how to get their cheese-covered fingers unstuck from the pot. And let’s be honest, the only thing more questionable than the gadgets themselves was the fact that we actually bought them. But hey, at least they made for great conversation starters at dinner parties—right before the fire department showed up.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Summer Scrapes
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You remember those summer days, right? The sun blazing, the air thick with the smell of freshly cut grass, and the sound of laughter echoing through the neighborhood. It was a time when adventure was just a hop, skip, and a jump away, and the only thing standing between you and glory was a little thing called common sense. So there I was, racing my bike down the steepest hill, feeling like a champion, until—bam! The asphalt and my knee had a very intimate meeting. 

Now, let’s talk about the aftermath. My knee looked like a crime scene, and I was the guilty party. Enter the hero of the day: Mercurochrome. Ah, Mercurochrome, that bright red liquid that promised to be the cure-all for every childhood scrape and bruise. It was like liquid confidence in a tiny bottle. My mom would whip it out with a flourish, and I’d brace myself for the sting. 

But here’s the kicker: Mercurochrome was like the kid in school who always wanted to be the center of attention. It didn’t just heal; it put on a show. The moment that stuff hit my knee, it was like a mini fireworks display. I swear I could hear it laughing, “Look at me! I’m bright red! I’m practically a neon sign saying, ‘Hey, look at this kid! He’s a mess!’” 

And then there was the smell. Oh, the smell! It was like a mix of antiseptic and a hint of regret. I’d hobble around, knee all aglow, feeling like a walking advertisement for first aid gone wrong. But you know what? I wore that scraped knee like a badge of honor. Because in the world of childhood, a scraped knee wasn’t just a scrape; it was a story, a memory, and a reminder that sometimes, the best adventures come with a little pain—and a lot of Mercurochrome.
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​Married Life Begins
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So, here I am, the first day of married life, and let me tell you, it’s like waking up in a sitcom where the laugh track is on a permanent loop. I roll over, and there’s my spouse, looking like a beautiful angel, but also like they just fought a battle with a pillow that they lost. I mean, who knew that snoring could be so melodic yet terrifying? It’s like sleeping next to a chainsaw that’s also trying to serenade me. 

I stumble out of bed, still half-asleep, and head to the kitchen, where I’m greeted by the sight of our wedding gifts. There’s a fancy coffee maker that looks like it could launch a rocket, and I’m standing there, staring at it like it’s a Rubik’s Cube. I’m pretty sure I need a degree in engineering just to figure out how to make a cup of coffee. Meanwhile, my spouse is still in bed, blissfully unaware that I’m about to either brew the best cup of coffee in history or create a caffeine explosion that will go down in infamy.

Finally, I manage to make something that resembles coffee, and I take a sip. It’s like liquid happiness, but then I remember: I forgot to ask if they take cream or sugar. So, I’m standing there, contemplating whether I should wake them up to ask or just let them experience the joy of surprise coffee. 

As I sip my questionable brew, I can’t help but laugh. This is it, the start of forever. The first day of married life is a beautiful mess, a delightful chaos, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything. Because if we can survive this, we can survive anything—like figuring out how to fold a fitted sheet together.
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​Parade of Chaos
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Every year, our small town gears up for the Fourth of July parade like it’s the Super Bowl of small-town America. You’d think it was the Olympics the way people prepare. I mean, we’ve got floats, marching bands, and enough red, white, and blue to make a patriotic peacock jealous. The local high school band, bless their hearts, practices the same three notes for weeks leading up to the event. You can practically hear them from my house, and let me tell you, it’s a miracle they haven’t driven the neighbors to start a petition for silence.

Then there’s the floats. Oh, the floats! Last year, the theme was “America the Beautiful,” which somehow turned into “America the Confusing.” There was a float that looked like a giant hotdog, complete with mustard and relish, representing our town’s famous annual hotdog eating contest. I’m still not sure how that relates to freedom, but hey, who am I to question the logic of a man dressed as a ketchup bottle waving at the crowd?

And let’s not forget the parade participants. You’ve got the local beauty queens, who look like they just stepped out of a Pinterest board, and the fire department, who always seem to be having a competition over who can blast their sirens the loudest. I swear, the last time they went by, my dog thought the world was ending. 

As the parade winds down, the highlight is always the candy toss. It’s like a scene from a zombie movie, with kids lunging for Tootsie Rolls like they’re the last morsels on Earth. It’s a beautiful chaos, really—a reminder that in this small town, the spirit of independence is alive and well, even if it’s wrapped in a hotdog costume.
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​Penny Candy Dreams
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You know, there’s something magical about penny candy. I mean, who doesn’t love the idea of a world where you can walk into a store with a pocket full of change and leave with a treasure trove of sugary delights? It’s like a mini Disneyland for your taste buds, except instead of rides, you get a sugar rush that makes you feel like you’re flying—until the inevitable crash, of course. 

I remember the first time I ventured into the local candy store with my friends, armed with a handful of coins. We felt like millionaires, ready to take on the world, one piece of candy at a time. The shelves were lined with colorful wrappers, each one promising a burst of flavor that could only be rivaled by a fireworks show. There were gummy bears, jawbreakers, and those weird little wax bottles filled with syrup that tasted like regret. But hey, they were a penny! 

We’d spend hours debating the merits of each candy. “Is it worth it for a single Sweet Tart, or should I save up for a whole pack of Pop Rocks?” The tension was palpable. And then, of course, there was the classic dilemma: do you go for quantity or quality? Do you fill your bag with a hodgepodge of everything, or do you splurge on that one elusive candy that you can’t quite remember the name of but know it’s going to change your life? 

And let’s not forget the aftermath. You’d think we were training for a marathon with all the running around we did, fueled by pure sugar. But the best part? The sheer joy of sharing our spoils, trading flavors like they were stocks on the market. Penny candy may be cheap, but the memories? Priceless.
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​Karaoke Chronicles
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So, there I was, standing in front of a microphone that felt more like a weapon than a tool for self-expression. The neon lights flickered, and the crowd—my friends, bless their hearts—were already three drinks in, which meant they were either going to cheer me on or throw tomatoes. I was convinced that karaoke was a rite of passage, a way to bond with friends, or at least a way to embarrass myself in a semi-public setting. 

The song I chose? “I Will Survive.” Because nothing says “I’m ready to take on the world” like belting out a disco anthem while your knees shake like a maraca. I took a deep breath, which, in hindsight, was a mistake. I could feel the weight of the microphone, like it was judging me. I hit the first note, and it came out sounding like a cat being stepped on. My friends erupted in laughter, and I thought, “Great, this is how I’ll be remembered: the cat singer.”

But then something magical happened. I saw my friends, their faces lit up with joy, and I realized they weren’t laughing at me; they were laughing with me. I started to lean into it, channeling my inner diva, and suddenly, I was not just singing—I was performing! I was spinning around, waving my arms like I was conducting an orchestra of chaos. 

By the time I hit the chorus, I was convinced I was the reincarnation of Gloria Gaynor
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