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In 1958, I was 12-years-old, and believe it or not, I was just like any 12-year-old today, only without the iPod, cell phone, computer, or fancy video games. We had TV, but it was really small and in black and white, and I preferred to be outside playing, anyway. Everybody, even my Mom, called me Pickle. As in, “What kind of a pickle have you gotten into now, Pickle?” I guess I never had to look too far before I found some kind of a tight spot to get into.

I was the middle brother of three brothers, until the fourth came along. One day in the summer of ’58, the brother 2 years older than me and the brother 2 years younger were busy doing things with their friends and my mother was busy with my baby brother, who had come along 12 years after me.  My dad was working at the glass shop he managed. All in all, I was bored. I started looking for trouble, or at least something fun to do, whichever came first.

Next thing I knew I was at the front door yelling out to my mom, “Seeya Mom!”

She yelled back, “Pickle, where are you going?” 

“I’m just gonna step out for a while,” I said as I opened the door, “Maybe take a walk,” and off I went. If she was worried about what I might be up to, she was too busy with my baby brother to say anything or to stop me. But, in those days it wasn’t so strange for parents to let their kids roam around the neighborhood unsupervised until dinner. It was a different world.
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Anyway, out I went through the front door into my south Miami, Florida neighborhood without even a clue as to what I would find to do out in the world. But, I had a little money in my pocket from my summer lawn mowing job and it was burning a hole in my pocket, as they say. Walking came natural to me back then, so I figured I would just keep walking until I found something to spend my money on. 

As I turned the first corner around my block, I realized I was heading in the direction of Royal Castle, the best hamburger stand in all of Miami, where the hamburgers were only twenty-five cents and a root beer was the same. Royal Castle was only a mile up the road, so I figured that would be my first stop. 

When I got out onto the main street, though, I got distracted by all the sights, sounds, and smells. I was like a dog smelling all the smells of the road: car fumes, trees and bushes, and fresh cut grass from nearby lawns. I finally got to Bird Road but turned left towards the bowling alley, instead of right towards Royal Castle. I figured Bird Bowl was so close I might as well check out the dollar-per-game afternoon special, and then I’d get back on the road to hamburgers. 

Wow, I bowled four games before I knew it, and spent 4 bucks in the process. Time really does fly when you’re having fun. That was the fastest two hours I had ever spent. I was a pretty good bowler back then, too. One time my brothers and I bowled for 10 straight hours, all day from sunup to sundown. We used to bowl together all the time. This day I was on my own, though, and now I had worked up a really big appetite for my hamburgers. It was time to start walking again.
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I set out down Bird Road again, and this time nothing was going to stop me from getting to Royal Castle. A half hour later, I was finally there, and I was starving for burgers and root beer. I sat at the counter and ordered four burgers and a beer. I liked to call it beer, even though I had never even tasted a real beer. As I waited for my order, I figured I better find a pay phone and call my mom. 

“Hi, Mom,” I said when she answered the phone. I could hear the baby crying in the background. “I’m OK, just getting some Royal Castle for lunch.”

“Don’t spend all your money in one place, Pickle,” she said.

“OK, Mom,” I said as I saw my order being served at my seat. “I gotta go, talk to you later.”

“Bye, Pickle, be safe, I love you,” she said as I hung up the phone. I barely heard her because all I could think about now was how good my burgers were going to taste. 

And, boy, were they ever delicious! I sat at the counter for twenty minutes inhaling every last crumb of burger and ever last drop of root beer. It was a great feeling to buy your own food, especially when it was this good.
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After I finished my meal I could finally stop and consider where I was heading next. There were so many things to see in the city, but I realized there was really only one thing I wanted to see: my dad. He was working at the glass shop in Miami Beach, which was another nineteen miles from where I was sitting now. But, I was so full of energy from my hamburgers and root beer, that I thought I could make it there before he left for the day. I knew the route because on Saturdays my dad took me and my brothers to the glass shop to clean up. He paid us six dollars to sweep and dust, and that was a lot of money back in ‘58. Anyway, I knew the route and I knew it would take me a while to get there, but I thought I could do it if I hurried. I had about five hours to get there before he left for the day. I’d be stranded somewhere in downtown Miami if I didn’t make it in time. I would have to make sure I made it in time. I’d have to just keep walking and not get distracted!

Off I went, filled with burgers and excitement. Surprising my dad was going to be so much fun. I walked east on Bird Road, which would take me all the way to the coastline south of downtown. My goal was to get at least that far before I took a break. As I walked, I sang out loud because I was having such a good time. It was a great day for walking and I felt so free. And I couldn’t wait to see my dad. 

“What a wonderful day! So much to see along the way!” I sang. “Between here and there is a pretty long road, I could eat Royal Castle until I explode!” 

I was so caught up in my song that I forgot to pay attention to where I was walking and I tripped over a grate in the sidewalk. I tore my jeans and bruised my shoulder, but I was OK. I couldn’t let anything stop me now. Although, I did start to think, “Maybe I could have chosen a shorter distance to go?” 

“No,” I said to myself. “I can do this. Dad will be so happy to see me. I just have to keep going until I get there.” 
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So, I kept walking. And walking. And walking some more. It was a long journey, but there really was so much to see along the way, so I wasn’t bored at all. 

I had been walking for half an hour without stopping when I saw a bicycle shop and I suddenly couldn’t resist the temptation. I went in. “Just look around for a quick minute and then get back to walking,” I told myself.

The man behind the counter was very nice and showed me a great-looking red bike. I guess I ended up spending nearly a half hour there, after all. I left with the man’s business card so I could give it to my parents for future birthday ideas. Or, maybe, I could even buy it myself someday from the lawn cutting money I was saving. I was really starting to feel very grown up.
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After the bike shop, I started walking again. I knew I only had about four hours to go now, and I was still less than half way there. I needed to get a move on. But, after another 30 minutes or so of walking, I saw a pet store, and once again I couldn’t resist. 
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The lady inside let me play with the puppies and they all seemed so glad to see me. They licked my face and I rubbed their bellies and scratched their backs. The puppies were so much fun that I quickly forgot about the time again. I might have stayed there all afternoon, but then one of
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