COLD DRINKS

When I was fifteen and working at Verd's Fruit Stand in Orem, I would drink five or six ice cold soft drinks every day. It was hot in that fruit stand and I especially liked Frosty root beer right after unloading several tons of watermelons from Blythe prior to selling them for 2.9 cents per pound. I loved the feel of the ice cold bottle pressing against my parched lips. To drink through a straw would have been tantamount to drinking warm milk on a hot day. To be enjoyed, cold pop in a bottle, or in a can for that matter, must be consumed directly from the receptacle. This I learned very early at Mawhinney's Sinclair Service where I sipped Cokes with Bill and his regulars, the most regular of whom was my dad.

The "coke machine" was a heavy cubic container which stood about three and a half feet high. The familiar Coca-Cola signature in white on a red field was easily distinguishable. Inside, the bottles of Coke in two sizes (5 cent and 10 cent) were kept cold by chilled water. After putting in a nickel or dime and pulling on the small lever, the entire dispersing apparatus inside that massive red box would shift one increment to the right revealing a new "hole" from which a cold dripping bottle could be extracted. The opener was attached to the lower right-hand side of the "machine". Those caps would pop off with a refreshing "Pffft!" and fall into a garbage can. I usually took care of that task each time I came to Bill's despite the fact that it was distasteful work because some caps always stuck to the sirupy bottom and I'd have to reach in and pull them out by hand.

After enjoying that Coke and before placing the empty in one of the 24 space crates stacked next to the "coke machine", I made sure to check the bottom of the bottle to see where it was made. Most came out of Salt Lake, but sometimes I'd find one from Denver or Sacramento, and occasionally even from the East. It's always good to do a little geography while enjoying a cold Coke.

