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Text Version of Audio Story: The Bird 
 
Well, it finally happened. I had to swear off the good stuff, pretty much cold 
turkey. I had to start drinking the Diet Coke. It’s not as good as the real thing, no 
matter how much I try to convince myself. It’s not the same.  

 
Do you remember when Coke came in glass bottles, and you had to have a 
bottle opener to get the cap off? Boy, those were the good old days. Remember 
how — on a hot, arid, late afternoon — you would pull one of those little 10-
ounce bottles of Coke out of the Coke cooler there at Paul Seller’s store in 
McAlisterville and pop the top off on the opener, there on the side of the cooler? 
Good old days, I tell you. 

 
My favorite part of the Coke experience was sitting on the front porch steps on 
the big, brick house that sat right there on the town square. The owner never 
minded that people sat there and waved to their friends driving past. And, if you 
didn’t sit on those steps, you sat across the street on the steps at the bank 
building. As you would bite off the end of a Slim Jim, the Coke bottle sat right 
there beside you on the step, with melting ice crystals and condensation slipping 
down the side of the bottle. Like I said, those Coke bottles were only 10 ounces 
and they went fast, but you never minded because they were only ten cents 
apiece. After you drank that one, if you wanted to, you could go back in to Paul 
Seller’s store and get another one. I ate a lot of Slim Jims and drank a lot of Coke 
on the steps on the square of McAlisterville, Pennsylvania. 
 
Over the summer, my face would slowly turn brown, and my hair sandy-blond,  
from watching the sun from the valley floor sink in the sky, down behind the 
mountains, as I sat there chewing on a Slim Jim and drinking a Coke. Slim Jims 
are off the menu now, too, replaced with cholesterol medicine.  
 
Coke, glorious Coca-Cola. Remember when they changed the formula and they 
came out with New Coke? It lasted like all of a week, and Coke-lovers put the 
kibosh to that. I think in the history of business and marketing, changing the 
formula of Coke has got to get the all-time biggest award for “what the heck were 
they thinking?” 
 
I don’t have any stock in Coke, and now that I’ve curtailed my consumption of 
said product, the company profits will probably come down. Nowadays, of 
course, Coke comes in plastic bottles and aluminum cans. As I sit here writing 
today, I’ve taken a position on a bench, on a shore of a beautiful, spring-fed, 
pristine lake that had been formed by glaciers during the ice age. I came here to 
write about something else and, for the life of me, can’t remember what. I have a 
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plastic bottle of Diet Coke sitting beside me. It cost 17 times more than that 
delightful little glass bottle of the late 1960s in McAlisterville. That little glass 
bottle was ten thousand times better. 
 
The doc says it’s time for me to change my ways, lose 10 pounds, bring my 
cholesterol down, watch my blood pressure. I’ll do it, mostly for Miss Jane. But I 
don’t care what the doctor says, or anyone else. On my birthday, I’m going back 
to McAlisterville, and I’m going to sit on the steps at the town square and have a 
Slim Jim and a bottle of Coke, the real thing. None of this diet nonsense. I’ll wave 
at old friends as they drive past. And if I see any of my old teachers drive past, I 
might just flip them the bird, for old-time sake. Surely, they’ll understand, you 
know, old time’s sake. And if they don’t, if they can’t take a joke … well, ya know, 
the bird speaks for itself.  
  
From somewhere behind the radio with the music of Johnny X, I’m the American 
Storyteller. 


