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“This Above All... To Thine Own
Self Be True. And it must follow, as
the night the day, thou canst not
then be false to any man.”
• Shakespeare / Hamlet / I / III
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It’s the ugliest phrase in the language
of love. We’ve all uttered it; we’ve all
heard it uttered. It’s like a gun, that phrase.
The trigger goes off and something dies.
I had the misfortune of having
someone pull the trigger recently. And
since I live in the south where indirectness
is a way of life, the gun had a silencer on
it. It took me a while to realize that the
sharp pain I felt was the bullet lodged in
my heart.
How you respond to the death of
nascent hope reveals the essence of
character. It’s always nascent, too, the
hope. It¹s only in the first few months of
a budding romance that the phrase is
uttered.
When I was younger my reactions
were Old Testament: An eye for an eye. I
was always so hurt, so heartbroken that
the only option that made sense to me was
to hurt back. And I always did.
When a guy took away his love, I took
away my friendship. It was as simple
as that. You take all of me or none of me.
When you’re in pain, you think hurting
back is the right thing to do.
But the older I get, the more New
Testament I get. Now, I turn the other
cheek. Even when the sting feels like it
won’t go away.
At some point in my life I realized
that if I was ever going to transcend
pain, not just avoid it, endure it or defend
against it, but to transcend it, that I had to
experience it without lashing back.
Pain needs to find a way out and
retribution is like a lock on all the exit
doors. Creating more pain from the pain
you received creates a vicious cycle of
one-upmanship. What looks like a
flanking maneuver ends up as
self-immolation.

“Well, the guy looked at
me, real sad-like and said,
‘Sweetheart, I can’t give
you what I haven’t got.’”
I had only seen this guy a few times.
It wasn’t like there was anything to
break up. Still, there was something about
him that made me feel, I don’t know…
hopeful?
When he pulled the trigger I wanted
to pull mine too. Old habits die hard.
When you’ve spent a lifetime hanging on
to resentments and getting even with
people who can¹t love you the way you
want, it¹s hard to know what to do.
The thing that saved me, the thing that
stopped from doing what I always do,
was the memory of a story my
grandmother liked to tell.
“I loved chocolate when I was a
teenager,” she used to say. “And one day
I was standing in a long line at the ice
cream parlor. I waited and waited
for what seemed hours and when I finally

got to the front of the line, you know what
the guy behind the counter said?”
“I’m all out of chocolate.”
“Well, you can imagine my
disappointment,” she said. “He offered
me vanilla instead, but I told him no, I
didn’t come in for vanilla, I came in for
chocolate.”
“Well, the guy looked at me, real sadlike and said, Sweetheart, I can’t give you
what I haven’t got. I’ve got plenty of
vanilla, though. Why don’t you sit down
and have some? It’s on the house.”
My grandmother thanked him just the
same and took her leave. But just as
she put her hand on the doorknob the guy
behind the counter asked her something
that made her pause:
“You know the only thing worse than
not getting chocolate?” he asked her.
“Not getting any ice cream at all.”
And with that, my grandmother sat
down and ate what she says to this day
was the best vanilla ice cream she had ever
tasted.
And so, one day I called my friend
and asked him if he’d like to go out and
get some ice cream. I promised him I
wouldn’t ask for chocolate.
He didn’t understand, of course. But
I did. And what I understood was the
folly of giving up essence for preference.
That even a child knows better than to pass
up ice cream just because the parlor ran
out of the flavor you came in for.
Michael Alvear lives with Zoey &
Zack, his lesbian Labrador and
girlie-boy Vizsla. He can be reached
at mikealvear@aol.com

The Express
Stylebook
Policy
For the sake of readable
newswriting, the word “gay” in ‘The
Express’ should, when relevant, be
interpreted to be inclusive of gays,
lesbians, bisexuals, transexuals,
transvestites, transgendered people,
two-spirited people, intersexed people,
men-who-have-sex-with-men, womenwho-have-sex-with-women,queers,
homosexuals, sexual minorities, and
people who are unsure of their sexual
orientation, but think they might be gay.
Here is an example: “Toronto’s gaypride parade is bigger than
Vancouver’s.”

