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For others, ice cream was a fun dessert on a hot day. For Joseph, it was art.  

“One sundae with sprinkles, coming right up,” Joseph said with a smile to the small child. 

He ducked to the inside of his truck, grabbing a wafer cone with his deft hands and setting it 

under the machine. He pulled the lever, and out from the spout came the sweet, thick ice cream 

onto the cone. Joe stuck his tongue out, eyes fixed on the dessert gently swirling the cone 

underneath so the ice cream settled into a perfectly crafted spiral. Not too lopsided on one side, 

with the perfect ratio of frozen dairy perfection, topped with a masterful stroke of whipped 

cream. The hot chocolate sauce came next, and he drizzled it with precision on the base, making 

sure none of it flowed off the cone, coating the cream in a shiny brown exterior. Afterward, he 

grabbed his reliable scooper and dug into his reservoir of rainbow-colored sprinkles, getting just 

the right amount and distributing it evenly on the surface. Blue next to green, red next to yellow 

for maximum aesthetic pleasure. He knew his customers wouldn’t consciously know the 

difference as they ate it-- but for Joseph, every little bit mattered. It said it on the front of his 

truck. “The Very Best / Mister Softee.”  

“Here you go, kiddo. Enjoy,” he said, handing the dessert to the young boy.  

“Thanks, mister!” The kid ran off, eagerly licking his newfound treat.  

Joseph let out a sigh of satisfaction, his hands on his hips. There were few things better 

than a happy customer. His eyes gazed outside the truck onto the sidewalk on this beautiful 

summer day. Suddenly, his heart sank as his content mood suddenly turned sour. At the end of 

the street, another large truck was parked. But it wasn’t his fellow brother in arms. He knew a 

fellow Softee member would never violate the creed of intruding his territory. No, only a dirty 
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denizen of New York Ice Cream would have the foolishness to do such a thing. Joseph’s eyes 

narrowed as his smile turned to a sneer.  

NYIC was supposed to stay Midtown. That was their turf. It was a tacit agreement, sure, 

but it was one that stood in place years. He shouldn’t even be downtown, not alone this corner. 

This was Joseph’s corner. The customers wanted to see Mister’s Softee’s friendly face smiling at 

them, not the bland, dreary purple color of the NYIC logo on the streets. Joseph took off his 

apron and hung out a sign in front of his truck, signaling he’d be right back. He stormed out of 

the truck, fists balled, and walked down the street to the enemy unit. There was no line in front of 

it (naturally), so Joseph walked right up to the window. An older man sat there, idly leafing 

through some tabloid. He didn’t even seem to pay Joseph any attention.  

“Hey!” Joseph waved his arms. “You got a customer here!”  

The man sat up. Joseph eyed his name card, which was crooked to the left. RALPH, it 

said. Ralph looked down at Joe, putting his hands on the counter. He paused. “Yes?” 

“Give me a sundae,” Joe said, handing up five dollars to the man. Ralph pocketed the 

greenback, and turned around to prepare. Joe turned around and crossed his arms. If the man was 

any good at the craft, the optimal time would be-- 

“Here ya go,” Ralph said. Joe whipped around to see him holding a sundae out to him. 

Joe took it, his eyes wide in disbelief. The ice cream was lopsided, nearly tipping over the cone, 

with chocolate dripping onto the sidewalk. The whipped cream was barely there, and Ralph 

seemed to have lazily dumped the sprinkles in the dead center, with no sense of decor. Joe was 

stunned for a minute, his body shaking in anger, before blowing up.  
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“You call this ice cream? This is a disgrace! This is a cancer to society. You hear me?” 

Joe yelled, pointing a finger up to the man. “And the company you work for is a scourge upon 

the world! Stay in your own territory, or I’ll call up my boys and we’ll bring this wreck back into 

the junkyard.” He kicked the tire of the truck. People on the sidewalk stopped to stare. Probably 

stopping to witness me dispense justice, Joe thought.  

Ralph seemed unperturbed. “Whatever, man. I just sell ice cream.”  

The man’s placid response seemed to anger Joe even more. He wanted to throw the ice 

cream on the ground, but he didn’t want the ants that would eventually scavenge it to meet such 

a terrible fate. There were no trash cans nearby. With great reluctance, Joe decided to rid the 

world of the abomination of the dessert by eating it himself. He was the hero Manhattan needed. 

He walked back to his truck, devouring the sundae with a pained look on his face, finally wiping 

his mouth as he settled back inside.  

Such nerve! Such arrogance! Joe thought to himself, his knuckles white. Ralph was 

deceiving the good people of New York City by robbing their money, giving them a sloppy 

abomination of goop in return. As he thought about it, Joe got angrier and angrier. He sat at the 

driver’s wheel, starting up his truck and driving off. Let him have that corner.  

Joe was already scheming of what he’ll do to pay Ralph back. Oh, he’ll show him. He’ll 

show everyone. His boss, his ex, his parents, the citizens of this beautiful city, the nation, the 

entire world! He began to chuckle to himself as he drove.  

Like ice cream, revenge was a dish best served cold.  

 


