BOTTLING WORKS

Everyone said that Ed McPolin was Catholic, but inevitably, week in and week out, there he'd be in the Park City 2nd Ward Sacrament Meeting seated beside Nan, his wife and one of the teachers preferred by the students of Park High. Ed was known throughout Summit and Wasatch counties as the bottler of Mac's soft drinks. In the dilapidated building located next to his house on lower Park Avenue (referred to locally as the bottling works which resembled as the years went by the leaning tower of Pisa), Ed mixed his magic potion and came up with soft drinks of every hue and flavor: red strawberries, beige creams, green limes, brown root beers, orange oranges, etc. His labor force consisted almost exclusively of boys from the lower end of town who would don rubber aprons which covered them from neck to toe to keep them from getting wet. I would watch for hours as the Wright brothers who lived next to the Ryan’s would carry crates of empty bottles to the circular mobile filling device where syrup and water were squirted into each bottle. The bottles having navigated 360 degrees, the boys would place the now full bottles in the now empty crates, place another crate upside down over the top and deftly inverse, at least three times, the twenty-four bottle crates before hefting them to the storage area where they would await delivery by Ed or his right hand man, Bob Reese. My goal in life at age eight was to work for Ed McPolin.

Bob Reese was a grand guy. He had grown up in Orem and graduated from Lincoln High. He taught me what PG (Pleasant Grove) and AF (American Fork) meant. Bob said they meant "Pig Guts" and "African Freaks". I wouldn't appreciate the significance of these appellations until a few years later when I had moved to Orem. Bob was a Dodger fanatic and especially loved his namesake Pee Wee. He was convinced that Brooklyn had the best team in the majors and the best centerfielder. I begged to differ. I didn't really have a favorite team, but I knew that both Mantle and Mays were better than Snider. I didn't see Bob again after 1953 and I often wondered if the love affair with the Bums continued when Brooklyn went Hollywood in 1958.

