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inside front cover

Content Warnings:

Content warnings ( cw ) are a “heads up” about topics 
that some people find upsetting. If they seem like “overkill” 
to you, please respect that they're for someone else.

I did not include any content warnings about 
contributors' bios. I generally expect that most people have 
experienced violence and marginalisation. Some contributors 
did choose to disclose these things in their bios to help 
explain who they are and / or situate their words.

Formatting for Readability:

When formatting this zine, I did my best to make it as 
easy as possible to read— especially for people with various 
different reading difficulties ( while also keeping it short 
enough to be accessible in terms of printing ):

 the paragraphs are as short as possible with obvious 
paragraph breaks

 there are spaces before and after punctuation marks 
like ( parentheses ) and / slashes /

 the font ( Trebuchet ) is one of the fonts that people 
with dyslexia apparently find easier to read ( according
to the British Dyslexia Association: 
http://www.bdadyslexia.org.uk/about-
dyslexia/further-information/dyslexia-style-
guide.html )

If you have any comments or suggestions for more 
accessible formatting, please let me know!

( rotten.zucchinis@gmail.com )

inside back cover

An editorial note:

These are the stories of the contributors, in their own words.
As the zine's editor, I provided feedback on drafts— asked for
clarification— and pointed out where I thought pieces could

be stronger. But changes, if any, were up to the contributors:
there were no ultimatums.

These words belong to their authors. I don't necessarily agree
with them or even understand them. ( That's not really the
point. ) They matter to me because they are the words that

these people wanted to write. 

It's a diverse silence we face, 
and we do that each in our own ways.

— Omnes et Nihil
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Ongoing Call for Submission:
F-ACE-ing Silence: Issue 2

People on the asexual spectrum have been working 
hard to get non-asexual folks to recognise that we exist. And 
sometimes they do. But that means there's a dominant 
narrative... we're just like idealised “normal/healthy” people,
but without the sexual attraction part. 

People have been talking a lot lately about how and 
why that discourse is a problem. But that hasn't done much to 
stop our ace communities from silencing people: we're still 
not supposed to talk about how our asexuality is mixed up 
with the other parts of our experiences and identities that 
don't fit the “normal/healthy” ideal.

 What asexuality-related thing do you feel silenced 
about in asexual / ace communities? 

 And what do you have to say about it?

Words, images... anything that can be printed on 
regular letter-sized (8.5”x11”) printer paper— and 
contributions can be anonymous if that's what you prefer.

This is an ongoing call for submissions, trying to get a 
conversation going, slowly... Issue 2 will happen when there 
are at least 4 submissions.

If you're reading this and thinking that there's 
something you don't feel like you have space to talk about in 
asexual / ace communities, get in contact with me ( even if 
you think it's been ages since this zine came out ).

Please e-mail contributions, questions, comments, etc. 
to: rotten.zucchinis@gmail.com 
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Introducing this zine... and the silence

cw: mention of racism & sexual violence
It's 2014: AVEN has been around for 13 years, and the 

asexual community a bit longer than that. I've been part of 
this community for 9 years and that's long enough to see 
things change— to see the community become communities. 
I'm ancient. I'm not discovering asexuality for the first time 
and figuring out where I fit. I already know that.

But that doesn't mean the asexual community feels like
“home” to me. Aces are my people, but they're not my 
people. We share identities and experiences, but often not 
values. When I interact with mainstream asexual community 
groups, I feel so alien.

These groups aren't feminist spaces or anti-racist 
spaces or communities guided generally by anti-oppressive 
principles. They aren't spaces informed by anarchist 
sensibilities or dedicated to ideals of revolution. They're not 
devoted to dismantling large-scale social hierarchies. They 
aren't even queer spaces ( even though many aces are queer  
themselves and want asexuality to have a place in “queer” ). 

And in these spaces, I stick out like a mobile tree tap-
dancing on the handlebars of a bicycle... but in a bad way.

The asexual / ace community ( as much as it can be 
considered a single community ) is so focused on trying to be 
inclusive of everyone on the asexual spectrum that it ends up 
being unsafe for a lot of people... And it ends up perpetuating
the same power structures that exist outside of it. 

The ( mainstream ) asexual community is 
unapologetically liberal. 

That has its benefits— people are pretty respectful of 
gender and romantic orientation diversity, and want to avoid 
policing other people's identities. They often even ask which 
pronouns to use for each other, instead of assuming  ( and 
that's a big thing for a community of mostly cis people ).

But it also means that things like ( white-centring ) 
“colour-blind” and “post-race” ideologies take ( and keep ) 
the moral high-ground. And that many aces deny the existence
of anti-asexual violence ( including corrective rape ). 
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My entire ( teen and ) adult life, my only significant 
relationships have been intense, non-normative ones with 
people who are friends ( but “friendship” really doesn't cover 
it ). And ( with the exception my early teen years ) I always 
have had significant relationships— usually long-term ones, 
and one or two in my life at a time. These relationships have 
been good for me and continue to be. 

With one major exception. And I'm still trying to figure 
out how to talk about it, how to make sense of it.

I've spent a large chunk of my life in a significant 
relationship that was abusive, with a non-romantic partner 
who to this day very well known ( and well-loved ) in my own 
local communities: she's a role model. I don't know how 
people would react if they knew, but I don't imagine they'd be 
supportive. She's a household name and the charismatic 
poster-child for certain activist issues, and I'm an awkward, 
freaky ghost.

But even around people who support me— other people
she's hurt— I don't feel like that space is mine to take up. With
all the violence that people in my life have experienced, I 
don't feel like I have any right to call myself a survivor of 
violence— what I experienced wasn't “real” violence afterall. 

( I'm still working on that part. )

This stuff is hard to talk about and hard to reconcile.

For more than a decade, my zucchini was controlling 
and emotionally abusive, and for years, hurt me in ways I'm 
still trying to recognise— it's been months since this 
relationship ended, and the fear is only starting to go away.

I needed a space to talk about the violence I've 
experienced and to recognise that it is violence ( even if I 
don't really believe that yet ). I needed space to say I have 
experienced abuse from someone I loved, in an important 
non-normative relationship: I have experienced abuse from 
someone I loved, in an important non-normative relationhip.

I figured I couldn't be the only one. 

( Am I? )
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How could I tell my family? And what would I even say? 
Is “break-up” the right word? What do I call this person now? 
And after more than a decade... where do I go from here?

My now-former co-conspirator in life was the most 
important person in my life for a long time. I was fighting for 
people to recognise that relationship years before my mother 
met her wife. Marriages break-up all the time without 
shattering the legitimacy of romantic relationships.

And for that matter romantic relationships are 
unhealthy and abusive all the time— and even if people 
notice, they still take those relationships seriously. But right 
until the end, my non-romantic intimate relationship was 
never really taken seriously... because we weren't 
romantically involved.

How can I tell people this relationship ended without 
them turning around and using that as “proof” that wacky-
non-normative relationships really don't deserve to be 
recognised as legitimate? Or as “proof” they're “just a phase” 
or follies of youth? I can't but I wish I could. Maybe I just 
haven't yet figured out how. 

How can I say that one of my significant non-normative 
relationships ended without that being used to dismiss my 
other one— the one that's only a few years old? ( Even at their
most dismissive, people had to respect a relationship that 
started in a different century. ) And how can one of two 
significant non-normative relationships be over without that 
being used as “proof” that people should only ever have ( at 
max ) one of those silly things?

There needs to be space to talk about that in ace 
communities and there really isn't yet.

And there also needs to be space to talk about non-
normative relationships that aren't healthy.

***

I do non-normative relationships. They work for me. I
don't date, the people I call friends don't play a huge role in

my life, and community is hard for me, online and off. 
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That means I see the ace community— my community— 
hurting people. And I can't stop it. That's suffocating.

I might be so innocuous that I make myself sick, but in 
the ace groups I've encountered, I'm an “out there” radical. 
And the only thing I've really succeeded in doing by voicing my
objections is ticking people off.  

But I stick around because even when I'm in groups with
more compatible politics overall, I'm still an alien. I'm an 
asexual alien... and that's a familiar feeling for ace folks.

Even if aces aren't my people, they're my people. 
And I need that. ( Fortunately, my local ace group has people 
who are more my people, and that's been really good. )

I've put a lot of time and energy into asexual activism, 
education and visibility. I'm fighting for recognition, for me 
and my relationships. I'm fighting for my right to exist. We all 
are. We built an ace community to survive erasure and to 
work together to overcome it. But the process takes time.

There are still asexuality-related things I struggle 
with, and things I don't feel like I can talk about even in ace
community spaces. Things I don't know how to talk about yet,
and don't see other aces talking about either.

I decided to make a zine as a way to begin a 
conversation that isn't happening yet. That project took an 
unexpected turn, and I ended up with 2 different zines: this 
one and Rotten Zucchinis ( a zine focused on non-normative 
relationships going wrong ).

Still, this isn't the zine I expected. I expected to find 
challenges and perspectives similar to mine. I didn't. I found 
something else— something much more important.

I found aces in silence— aces f-ace-ing silence— alone. 
And in this silence, an unusual collection of perspectives. 

We can face this silence together. We owe that to each 
other and to ourselves. These are stories of silence being told.
( And they are just the beginning. ) 

 Omnes et Nihil
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words by aces— 
silenced in asexual / ace spaces
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We spend so much time and energy fighting for our 
existence against people refusing to recognise or accept us. 
And fighting for our communities to recognise our 
relationships— to recognise them for what they are and to 
value them as is. That's political. Surviving erasure always is. 
The tools to help us do that are important.

We need our societies to recognise our non-normative 
relationships, queered beyond social acceptability ( regardless
of the zucchinis' genders ). We need people to stop treating 
them as second-rate or pathological. 

We need our communities to welcome our zucchinis 
because they matter to us, and to start valuing relationships 
based because they're important to people and not because 
they fit into some relationship category-box.

We spend so much time fighting for our queerplatonic 
relationships to be accepted as healthy & valuable— because 
our people should accept our relationships, and they usually 
are healthy and valuable. But because we spend so much time
fighting, we don't have room to acknowledge that ( just like 
every other kind of relationship ), sometimes they're not.

Zucchinis aren't immune to violence, and queerplatonic
relationships can be abusive or exploitative. But if we pause 
long enough to admit this, there's a risk that we could 
undermine our whole struggle for diverse non-normative 
relationships to be accepted. I know that's kept me quiet 
about a lot of things. But it shouldn't have to be that way.

Rotten zucchinis... and me

I spent more than 13 years of my life in a significant, 
queerplatonic relationship. My now-ex zucchini never liked 
the vegetable words, so I used the term “co-conspirator in 
life.” When that relationship “broke-up” I was at a loss for 
words, with no idea how to talk about these kinds of 
relationships ending, or even how to tell people in my 
community that it did. 
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I want to scream a little when I read definitions like 
that, because they're missing the point. They're so far-
removed from why we needed those words in the first place. 

I guess that's part of the process of assimilation into 
mainstream discourse— or in this case assimilation into 
mainstream asexual discourse— the necessity is gone ( and 
when it goes, the politics often go along with it ). 

For me, the point is that these relationships matter and
they aren't like anything.

I've seen some of animosity against the ridiculousness 
of “zucchini” recently, people wanting the word to die. But it 
can't. We don't have anything else. 

Even “queerplatonic partner” isn't enough— because 
queerplatonic was always about a relationship in progress... 
we can actively queer our relationships, but we're not 
queering the people in them. 

How is calling someone a QPP any less ridiculous than 
calling someone a zucchini? ( I've heard similar arguments 
targeting gender neutral pronouns like “ze”... mostly from cis 
people who don't need them. ) 

Fortunately, I think I've seen more people eagerly 
adopting these words, taking them home and curling up with 
them for some non-sexual cuddles. But it still surprises me 
how many people in the asexual / ace community have never 
heard of them at all.

Fighting for our relationships

The language of zucchinis and queerplatonic 
relationships has been around for more than 3 years... letting 
us make sense out of the relationships some of us built our 
lives around, and giving us space to declare what we are to 
each other.

That's important.
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Cinderella

Bio:

I am East Indian, 32 years of age, I identify as a female 
heteroromantic asexual. After I got diagnosed with a chronic 
illness I lost my sex drive and my desire for sex. Luckily for me
I didn’t have to face this new reality alone. I found a Toronto 
Asexual group that meets once a month. The group is very 
inclusive. I have never felt excluded because I have a 
disability or because of who I am. I found a supportive, 
friendly bunch of people my age. 

Sex is overrated!! As someone who is transitioning for being 
sexual to asexual you can take my word for it. It’s not at all 
what Hollywood portrays it to be. That is why not having sex 
is not that hard! I find men attractive but can’t picture myself
sleeping with them. 

I have the desires for partnership of a sexual women and am 
looking for my place in this new world. Sexual men desire me 
and make me feel beautiful. That makes me happy but I have 
to turn them down, sometimes against my own desires. I long 
for partnership with an asexual man but asexual men don’t 
desire me and don’t make me feel beautiful. 

When I hang out with asexual folks I feel like I belong, but not
completely, because the individuals there are happy single 
and would never dream of pairing up. I am changing and 
learning every day, adapting to this new way of life and 
redefining myself. 
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“Why man if not for sex”

To share life

To talk to everyday

To share all secrets

To be yourself 

To admire and be admired

To share defeats and victories

To have company 

To have a best friend

To love and be loved

To feel non-judged 

To help you reach you aspirations

To help reach your potential

To give and receive moral support

To give and receive period

Monday, May-05-14
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“Rotten Zucchinis”

cw: discussion of abuse & violence 
( especially in the section “Rotten zucchinis and me” )

What's queer about zucchini?

You can google asexual zucchini or queerplatonic 
partner. There definitions abound, but many of them don't 
make a lot of sense.

From the AVENwiki ( with my emphasis ):

 A zucchini is a partner in a queerplatonic relationship. 
The commitment level between partners is often 
considered to be similar to that of a romantic 
relationship, but with platonic love. They may be of any 
romantic or sexual orientation. 

 A queerplatonic relationship is a relationship that is not 
romantic but involves a close emotional connection 
( platonic ) beyond what most people consider 
friendship. The commitment level in a queerplatonic 
relationship is often considered to be similar to that of a 
romantic relationship. People in a queerplatonic 
relationship may be of any romantic or sexual 
orientation. A partner in a queer platonic relationship is 
called a zucchini. 

On the surface, these common definitions seem like 
fine and dandy ways of explaining important non-normative 
relationships. But there are 2 problems:

1) they are based on a taken-for-granted hierarchy of 
relationship significance— where romantic relationships
are presumed ( or defined as ) more intimate and more
important than “just” friendship

2) they are centred around romantic relationships— are 
expressed as “similar to, but somehow different-from- 
or not-quite-” romantic relationships
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Omnes et Nihil

Bio:

I’m a queer asexual non-binary freak of the ( sort- of- Jewish )
white person variety, and enough of a hard-hitting feminist to 
get regularly called a bitch. For the most part, my body does 
what I need it to do. And in my 30 years on this planet, I have 
never been raped. I hail from a large Canadian city where I 
spend a lot of time alone hanging out with my cat. 

I'm in the really dark grey zone of the aromantic spectrum. I 
don't do the romance / dating thing. My life is shaped by 
intense non-normative relationships ( that I have with other 
rainbow freaks ). This works for me, and has been good. With 
one major exception— and even that was good in the 
beginning.

Note: I adapted this “Rotten Zucchinis” piece from sections of
my writing in the zine Rotten Zucchinis ( Issue 1 ).
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“My conflict with the world”

Don’t try to fix me, I’m not broken

Don’t judge, by what you see

If I was what you label me to be

Would I be able to do the things I do

Be this happy

Sanism, Allosexism, Disableism¸ 

Nothing can be more tyrannical than the world’s definition of 
normalcy

Than society’s conditioning

It drowns my will to fly

The weight of finding a place in this world, of acceptance

Falls on the shoulders of those who can see 

Yesterday is but a purple sky

Tomorrow a pink one

Tattered away from the world for safety

Appearance is deceiving like tears on a good lie

I’m far more complex than the eye can see

Like holding on to bedlam

There never was and never will be perfect 

Friday, May-30-14
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Quiet Joys

Bio:

I'm twenty-six and have lived for most of my life in a village in
the West Midlands, UK. I am white, British and middle-class. 
I've never been officially diagnosed as autistic, but it seems 
pretty likely I would be if a professional assessed me.

I'm agender, but I've never figured out how to present as 
anything other than female, despite having put some effort 
into doing so. I don't get romance as a concept, but I'm 
creeped out by the concept of personally engaging in anything
that my society codifies as romantic unless the thing is very 
clearly non-romantic in context, so I tentatively identify as 
aromantic. I'm also asexual, but I identify primarily by my 
romantic orientation ( such as it is ).

I'm sometimes lonely, but mostly happily in good company or 
happily alone.
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means I must be homosexual and need fixing ) and I shouldn't 
be saying that I really don't care about homosexual marriage 
because they all strongly disapprove of it. Then I go to ace 
spaces, and I still need to keep my mouth shut, because I'm a 
conservative Christian ( and everybody knows that 
automatically means I must be a judgmental hatemonger and 
fully-qualified idiot ) and I shouldn't be saying that I really 
don't care about homosexual marriage because they all 
strongly approve of it. The topic of the day could be abortion,
or modesty, or anything else, really. Heaven / Cosmos forbid I 
admit to not taking an extreme position either direction. I'm 
wearing a big bright target both places, and I hate it. It 
doesn’t make sense, either— my faith and my sexual 
orientation aren’t inherently at odds.

Asexuals are a small group, and we need to get some 
kind of image out there somehow in order to be visible and 
gain acceptance. For some of us, what we’re trying to present
as normal is totally comfortable. But if that’s too dominant, 
it’s possible for the rest of us to find our world split; we have 
to cover things up to protect that image of “normal”, and to 
protect ourselves from the artificial incompatibility between 
groups we identify with. Nobody of any orientation should 
have to do that.



page 16

When I discovered my orientation, it was an enormous 
relief to have permission to never try it just to prove... 
something... but it turns out this deal comes with questions 
about whether I'm really asexual or just repressed, and I'm 
certain but other people won't be. I started to be afraid of sex
when I was nine or ten, and it’s gotten worse over time. How 
could I have had a chance to know? Maybe my conservative 
upbringing, maybe my minimal sex education, maybe my poor 
body image, maybe my trust issues, maybe anything about my 
life is clouding my vision. 

I know I’m asexual. There’s just too much about me 
that other people can question. So I’m a poor representative. 
We need to be balanced. If we’re afraid of sex, we might be 
repressed. If we’re distant even a little, we might be morality
snobs. The asexual image should be of people who are too 
healthy, confident, and happy for anyone to tell them there’s 
something wrong with them. We must be normal.

But there’s more! “Normal” isn’t just about being 
personally whole. That’s the part outsiders need to see to 
convince them that we’re healthy. The whole idea of "normal" 
is very biased in other ways as well, in my experience 
enforced by ace community rather than by broad social 
expectations. We should be "normal" according to certain 
political / ( a )religious standards. 

The normal asexual is socially liberal ( and probably 
economically liberal )— we’re sexual minorities, after all, and 
everybody knows which side sexual minorities are supposed to
be on. Gotta stick together. The normal asexual is duly 
skeptical of religion and everything it teaches. A religion 
might happen to contain ideas that are conservative, and 
every religion is only as liberal as its most conservative idea. 
The normal asexual apparently identifies completely with 
categories of people who agree on everything. Even if I 
weren’t afraid of sex, then, I wouldn’t be a normal asexual.

I'm a conservative Christian, and that puts me in a
weird position. Around other Christians, particularly

conservative ones, I need to keep my mouth shut, because I'm
a sexual minority ( and everybody knows that automatically
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“Loneliness”

“In the end, only three things matter: how much 
you loved, how gently you lived, and how 
gracefully you let go of things not meant for you.”

-Anonymous, from Buddhist traditions

The discourse I feel the lack of in asexual communities 
is about loneliness.

( I should probably note that I use “asexual”, here and 
generally, to mean the whole asexual spectrum and also 
anyone who isn't on the spectrum, but finds asexuality a 
useful concept for them. )

It's possible that there's simply not that many asexuals 
who are lonely, but considering the many discussions about 
relationships that I have seen I think it's unlikely. There's so 
much discussion about making non-sexual romance, 
polyamoury and queer-platonic partnerships work that I think 
loneliness must be pretty common. Why else do people talk so
much about relationships?

But maybe my aromanticism betrays me? Maybe most 
people are satisfied with their friendships and family 
relationships and “something more” is a luxury, not a 
necessity? I honestly don't know.

I am either very qualified or very poorly qualified to 
discuss loneliness.

I need relatively little social interaction compared to 
the people I know. One or two brief conversations with near 
strangers a week is sufficient to keep me oblivious of my 
desire to reach out until I happen to speak to a friend or 
family member and the conversation runs unexpectedly long. 
Compared to one of my friends who will go a fortnight with no
social contact at all and not notice, I am a little needy, but 
compared to one of my family members who is stressed by 
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getting less than a couple of hours of in-person 
communication a day, I am very self-sufficient.

Conversely, I don't have much social energy. A party of 
ten people I vaguely know will send me into hasty retreat. 
Even people I know and love but only see once a fortnight can 
be too much after a couple of hours.

Dealing with people is extremely hard work for me and 
I'm not good at making friends even with people I like. Small 
talk for the sake of politeness is a minefield of things I have 
nothing to say about and answers that I know are insufficient 
but not why.

So I have had spans of time measured in months or 
years where I have had no friends and little social contact 
outside of brief familial interactions. I have been lonely 
enough to know the ache well. In those times, I just wanted a 
companion to spend an hour with a couple of times a week.

Had anyone offered to spend time with me in exchange
for money, I would certainly have tried the arrangement. It 
never occurred to me that I might desire much more social 
contact.

However, my recent experiences have led me to 
believe that loneliness, like hunger, is most felt in periods of 
plenty.

You see, I have recently acquired a friend, who lives 
close to me, who drives, who has quite a bit of free time and 
who is happy to share that time with me. We meet twice a 
week and spend three or four hours talking before splitting up
or doing something with less interaction. Sometimes, we meet
more.

And now I feel a brief pang of loneliness about twice a 
week.

It's not that this friend is more special to me than the 
other people I am close to. If I never saw them again, I would 
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cw: discussion of rape & violence

About five years ago, I discovered asexuality, and have 
been identifying as asexual ever since. I enjoy spending time 
in ace spaces. It’s been wonderful to have places to joke, ask 
questions, and talk about all sorts of things, not all of them 
related to sexuality. But as friendly as my experiences have 
been, I still keep feeling like I’ve got a face on. Because even 
in ace spaces, allies and curious outsiders are watching, and 
I’m not quite the ideal asexual image. In fact, I’m pretty far 
off from it. Which means it’s best that I keep certain parts of 
my life strictly separate and not talk about them.

I feel like I'm not supposed to say that I have deeply-
rooted fear, much of it springing from my terror of sex. 
Outright terror. Every time I try to consider the possibility of 
giving sexual consent, I get a short circuit, and I can’t 
complete the mental process. So consent is impossible, sex 
involving me is inevitably rape, and potential attackers are 
everywhere. Anyone I pass on the street, anyone I say hello 
to, anyone I’ve known for my entire life, might decide to hurt 
me. Especially if they discover I’m a sexual minority. That’s 
the biggest thing I learned during pride week at school: if 
you’re not straight, you’ll either be raped ( to fix you ) or 
murdered ( also to fix you ), and your picture and a one-
paragraph summary will be printed out on posters for 
everybody to be shocked at.

I wanted to be in a relationship, to have someone to 
protect me, but anybody capable of protecting me is also 
more capable of hurting me, and a relationship would give 
them social immunity— I would have to defend my 
unwillingness more than they would have to defend force. 
That makes sex a form of power which can be used against me
and I don’t have an equivalent weapon. But I’m being 
“unreasonable” because other people don’t see the world that
way. Protectors are threats, everybody else is a threat, too, 
and nobody will take my fears seriously. That’s seriously scary.
It's not "normal" and it's not "healthy" and it's not "sex-positive"
to think like this. So I'd better shut up before people get the 
wrong idea about us. 
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Anonymous

Bio

I’m an asexual female human who thinks gender norms can go 
jump in a lake, but doesn’t care enough to insist on neutral 
pronouns or anything. I’m mid-twenties in the country in the 
U.S., I'm Jewish by descent, I have a dog, and my brain argues
with me. I like men but I prefer them to be fictional and 
clothed. Mostly hang out on AVEN, Facebook, a few other 
places... 
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be sad, but lonely rather than heartbroken. I have simply 
internalised that social contact is more reachable and now I 
want it.

( Just to clarify: I'm not using this person to stave off 
loneliness. I have to like someone quite a lot to prefer 
spending time with them over being alone. I am simply fond 
rather than attached. )

Now, obviously, my situation has little in common with 
many asexuals. Most people are more socially fluent than I. 
I've noticed that in fiction, people seem to seek out ( or 
return to ) romances because they are lonely and friends just 
happen. Maybe that's the way most people feel?

I don't know, but I'd like to.

If the people I speak to in asexual communities are as 
lonely as I have sometimes been, I would like to know that so I
have a chance of helping them. If there are others who are 
both mostly satisfied, but sometimes lonely, I would like to 
feel that fellowship with them. And the viewpoints of people 
who have never lacked companionship are very different and 
interesting to me.

However, I also think loneliness is something we should 
talk about as a community, not just for my own sake. There is 
a whole dialogue to have about how we can help lonely 
people, ways for lonely people to help themselves and even 
whether we find redeeming qualities in loneliness. But I think 
just giving people places to talk and be heard is really 
valuable.

So, what I'd like the people who read this piece to do is
contemplate whether you are lonely or if you have anything to
say about loneliness. Maybe you could do some good by saying 
it.
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mint

Bio:

i am a white, 23-year-old, autistic, ace / mehromantic, 
nonbinary-trans-femme cripple and 1 / 4 of a multiple system.

it took me until last year to figure out i was asexual. 

it's not that the information wasn't there. i just didn't know it 
was for me.

trying to find space in ace communities when you're a sex-
repulsed survivor of lifelong sexual violence, who is physically 
disabled and trans and autistic and multiple and, and, and... 

well, i haven't yet figured out if it can be done. 

the people who are supposed to be "my" people inevitably 
don't see me or see all the wrong things. 

i am at best a curiosity, usually an embarrassment, at worst a 
threat. 

i do not assimilate well and i don't want to and for many aces 
that is a problem. and for the non-aces in my life my 
asexuality is a barrier to them seeing me as a real person and 
connecting with me over things i feel crushingly silenced 
about in asexual spaces.

so who talks about us? who acknowledges that there is an "us" 
to talk about? 

through endless searching and drifting i have found a few 
others. 

but no one will tell our stories if we don't. 
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“questions”

have you woken up with a stone in your mouth

where your tongue should be and everywhere you go

people mock the sound it makes against your teeth

have you looked down at your hands

and seen them pass through each other like air

and lost your balance and not been able

to hold onto anything at all

has your vision narrowed to a point

so small that it seems infinite

and do you lie awake at night

wondering if you exist


