The Expensive Creamsicle (Rick Shur)

When I was seven years old, I was always excited when the Good Humor truck passed by my house, and one day, it was ringing its bells, and I wanted to buy a Creamsicle, an orange and vanilla ice cream bar. I didn't have any money left from my 50-cent allowance, so I decided that I would get the fifteen cents from my brother. On his desk, he had a safe, which I knew how to open because I had watched him do it several times. I snuck into his bedroom, opened the safe, and I took out fifteen pennies. I ran downstairs and out the door for the ice cream truck. I bought my Creamsicle.

That evening, at dinnertime, my brother still wasn't at the table. My mother called him again for dinner, and he came into the kitchen looking horrified. He exclaimed that somebody had stolen his most valuable pennies from his coin collection, the ones that he had been planning to insert into his coin collection display book that same evening. I gasped quietly to myself. I had taken his valuable coin collection pennies. There were some pennies that were rare and worth over ten dollars. In all, I probably paid about thirty to forty dollars for a fifteen-cent Creamsicle.

Everybody looked at me. I lied at first, saying I knew nothing about it. Eventually, however, I knew that I couldn't get out of the tight spot. I thought about blaming it on our baby brother, Jim, who was not quite a year old, but I realized that nobody would believe that.

My brother called me a little creep. My parents said that they were ashamed. I hated myself. I don't think my brother ever forgave me, and if there is one thing that I could do over again in my life, it would be that horrible day. It was a truly humiliating experience.

Many years later, when I was 38 and my brother was 40, he got back at me. We jointly owned a valuable stamp collection, worth over a thousand dollars. We kept it in the attic of our parents' house, with plans of selling it one day when it was worth a lot. One summer, when my brother, sister-in-law, and twelve-year-old nephew were visiting my parents on Long Island, and I was not there, my brother showed our stamp collection to my nephew. He really liked it, and my parents said that maybe he should take it home with him because they didn't want it in their house anymore. My brother said that I probably wouldn't mind, so he gave the collection to my nephew as a gift. I didn't learn about this transaction until ten years later when I asked my parents about the collection. They said that little David had taken it away years before.

I said only that I was delighted that it had gone to him. In a way, I was so relieved that my brother, after all those years, had finally gotten his revenge. What's more, I do love my nephew, who is now a struggling rock and roll musician, and I'm glad that he has a small piece of security for a rainy day.

