
THE CONE 

“Oh! I’m so sorry!” But SPLAT went the cone on the ground. 
I fried in my shame.  
   He took no offense. 
He was black. He shrugged, and smiled, and was off. 
He probably made a full and complete recovery. 
I never did. I’ve been embarrassed for the rest of my life. 
In heaven I get to buy that man an ice-cream cone. 
 
 


