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I was planning (loosely) to write about something other than what 
follows, and then this morning happened…

Do you – occasionally – get so angry or upset that you noticeably 
shake? I do. Fortunately, it’s rare, but this moment is such a time. 

While editing the material for this issue, I came to a blurb about 
a social services organization fundraiser. The group’s mission is noble 
and its work provides public benefit. A third-party representative has 
solicited The Skinnie to promote – free of charge, so, effectively, at our 
expense – the aforementioned fundraiser. As I scanned the copy for 
typos and stylistic non-conformities (with respect to our standards), 
I noticed a familiar name. The name of a person with whom I have a 
fraught history…I’ll leave it at that. 

My gut reaction: No way I’m running this thing. Why would I 
implicitly help him/her? When faced with a similar decision (to sur-
render to ego and penalize a well-intentioned organization, or to 
subjugate ego and offer unconditional support, thereby placing the 
community’s interests ahead of one’s own) the person-in-question has 
chosen the former course at every turn. My basest instincts kicked in, 
involuntarily. Said the sinister voice in my head, “It’s tit for tat.” 

Then, I took a deep breath and did a thing I have only recently 
begun to do in earnest. I sought counsel. I polled people who have 
been concurrently (to my unfortunate experience with this anecdote’s 
antagonist) aggrieved. Their measured and mature responses have 
prompted me to change my mind. Hence, the promotion for the 
fundraiser appears somewhere herein. 

Do I feel immediate relief? A wave of serenity associated with a 
righteous choice? Actually…no. And that’s the complicated lesson. 
There’s a component of my psyche – and it’s not small or shy – that 
seeks retribution for un-righted wrongs. My crass-self craves some sort 

of abstract revenge. Hence, the shakes mentioned in paragraph two. 
Sadly, the countervailing good vibrations I am accruing from electing 
to print the blurb haven’t dampened my uncomfortable waves. 

In instants like this one, I both wish I were more evolved (so that I 
wouldn’t even begin to entertain the petty option) and completely un-
constrained by conscience (so I could be mercilessly vicious to anyone 
who crosses me). These two impulses are perfectly antithetical to one 
another. I suppose that’s the nature of humanity…and a burden that, 
in 55 years, I have yet to shake. 

If you’re a cynic, you might say I’m telling you this story so I can 
self-aggrandizingly seize the moral high ground. That this essay is an 
act of vanity…in fact, all of my essays are. On some level, I suspect, 
you’d be right. But it is also the tale of my truth. I imagine you feel 
a lot of the same things I do – we’re both humans – and sometimes 
those feelings are accompanied by shame. This is my forum for exor-
cising some of that shame, and working through its underlying sourc-
es, and I’m grateful for the opportunity. 

Don’t trouble yourself trying to deduce which item inside is the 
source of my angst. It doesn’t matter. In fact, please support as many of 
the people and associations in the community who/that do honorable 
and important work as you are able. Focus on the mission rather than 
the missionary…I’m trying to. It’s better for everyone that way.  

upfront

To contact The Skinnie with your ideas, responses, letters and more, email us at mail@theskinnie.com
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