Adrian Sotelo

Half Pound

It was a Saturday night, and to the release the tension of the week I got together with my best friend David. We were driving down the street in my white ’93 Chevrolet. I really don’t know why we take my car, it runs well but it’s beginning to show its age. The design is what you would look for in a good looking, sensible car, if you were shopping for one ten years ago. In the inside, the back seat was littered with papers and trash that I would throw back there to get out of the way. On the floor there were hardened pieces of mud and bits of dry grass that had accumulated over the years. The cigarette lighter was missing and in its place was a piece of metal that had broken off the power adapter for my CD player. The car shook while we were stopped and it was chronically low on gas.

We had only been driving for a minute or two when David looks at me and says.

“Alright listen, I walked into a McDonalds the other day and ordered a quarter pounder with cheese.”
To which I had to reply. “Was it good?”

“Oh yeah, but while I was eating it I thought to myself, ‘you know what they need to make?’”

“What do they need to make?”

“They need to make a half pound burger with cheese.” With those words he raised his hands up to his mouth as if he were holding a really big hamburger. I took my eyes of the road and looked at him for exactly one second before I looked back and said
“A half pound burger with cheese?”
“That’s right, a half pound burger with cheese. Just imagine the meaty goodness.”

“That would be a pretty beefy burger. But wait a minute, I think they already have those.”

“What are you talkin’ about?”

“Yeah, man, it’s called a double quarter pounder with cheese.”
“Naw man, that’s different.”

“I don’t think so. If you take two quarter pound patties you have half a pound of meat”

“Well yeah, but I’m talking about one patty and one half pound burger.”

I was looking ahead of me as we came up to a traffic light. The green light shone brightly against the backdrop of the dark night sky. The stars could not be seen due to the bright city lights, with a well lit conviniece store to our left and a shopping center with a nearly empty parking lot to our right. I put on the blinker and turned left. I shook my head and said “I don’t know if I’d want a half pound burger instead of a double quarter pounder with cheese.”
To which I heard the reply “Well why not?”

“Well, with a half pound burger with cheese I get only one slice of cheese, but if I get a double quarter pounder with cheese then I get twice the cheese.”

“I take it you like the cheese”

“Dude, cheese makes everything better”

“Well then that’s when you order the double half pound burger with cheese”

I jerk my head back and raise my eyebrows in astonishment. “A double half pound burger with cheese, dude, that’s a whole pound of burger”

“I know”

“People are going to walk into McDonalds weighing 150 pounds; they’ll order a double half pound burger with cheese and walk out weighing an extra pound”
“Isn’t that great?”

“Alright alright, but here’s a question.”

“What’s that?”

I pause for just a moment to allow his mind time to get ready to answer. David leans his ear towards me and puts his fingers over his mouth in anticipation of my question while I shift in my seat because I’d been sitting in the same position too long.

“Could someone else get the Half pound burger with cheese…” I pause for another moment “…without cheese?”

He replies “Of course, just say ‘can I have a half pound burger with cheese, but hold the cheese please.’”

“Wait why can’t I just order a half pound burger?” 

“Naw man, ‘half pound burger with cheese’ is a set phrase” David makes a stiff chopping motion with his hand to emphasize the word ‘set’. “I mean it’s like the Big Mac; suppose they came out with a smaller version of the Big Mac and called it the Little Mac.”
“Why would they make a Little Mac?”

“I don’t know man, for the happy meal or something. The point is, if someone wanted to know what the Little Mac was he'd ask someone ‘hey, what the hell is a Little Mac?’ then someone would answer ‘it’s a little Big Mac.’ You see how it’s a set phrase?”

“Yeah ok, I’m interested now. So tell me what else would you put in your half pound burger with cheese.”

“Well I’d probably put in the usual: lettuce, pickles, tomato, and onions.”

“Wait, hold on, what kind of onions: chopped or in solid rings.”
“You gotta have the chopped onions…” he says it as if I should know the answer,”…that way you get the same amount of onion in every bite.”

“I don’t know, I kinda like the solid onion rings. They’re a lot easier to pick out.”

“Why you gotta be pickn’ out the onions, why don’t you just ask for a burger, without onions?”

“Cuz, man, I like to have as simple an order as possible then customize it later; that way they don’t get it wrong, and besides you already got me asking them to hold the cheese.”

“But I thought you liked the cheese.”

“I do but I like to have my options open.”

“Alright man, I’ll put in the solid onion rings just for you.”

“Thanks man. Hey that sounds like a pretty good idea.”
“Thank you.”


At this point it got really quiet inside my car. I could hear the steady hum of the world passing us by at 60 mph and the sound of cars going the opposite direction get louder as they approached, blinding me with their lights, and then fading away as they zoomed by, and once again the bright city scenery ahead of me was clear. David asked “Hey, where are we going?”

“I don’t know, where do you wanna go?”

“Let’s go get some hot dogs.”

I nodded my head in affirmation. “Sounds good man, sounds good.”
