
Ace Theory 
 
 

I only want a friend who will stay ‘til the end, what 
do I get? 

The Buzzcocks, “What Do I Get?” 
 

I spread myself around: my whole little universe 
in crumbs; at the center, what? 

Roland Barthes, Roland Barthes by Roland 
Barthes 

 
 
 

Current opinion always holds asexuality to be invisible. Hence 
the notion of a happy, gentle, jubilant asexuality is never to be 
found in any text. Where are we to read it, then?1 

As I sit here, staring at the edge of the empty page, I try to 
muster the hunches of my last few years, after stumbling my way 
into a realization that I wasn’t some broken kid (in my late 30s), 
but instead was something that had a name that I didn’t think 
about until I saw it in a friend’s Twitter bio. I tipped myself into a 
flurry of research, looking at internet forums, academic articles, 
informational blogposts, and shady hashtags. Non-sex in public. I 
could get outside of myself and breathe.  

The stone now a society of separate molecules in violent 
agitation.2 
 
 

e 
 

 
1 Barthes on Barthes, 143 
2 Whitehead, 78 



 
I’m writing this from the thick of a problematic about the 

juncture of theory and practice without necessarily having either 
of them figured out. This isn’t a self-help book. This isn’t a clean 
and clear explication of what asexuality could or should look like. 
I’m writing about myself, but I’m trying to avoid confession and 
pedagogy. If this is a mess, it’s because I’m a mess. Though maybe 
mess is best. 

I resisted it for a long time, but it’s clear that story has the 
ability to put things together. For years, decades even, I’ve turned 
to poetry as a way to sort through the scraps of a narrative that 
didn’t cohere as if all I had to do is find what was missing in the 
center. I used to say that I didn’t write about myself, because who 
would want to read that and, still, memoir seems useelss to map 
something so grey and neutral, so invisible, as my life. Yet, all I’ve 
done is write about myself, about the social textures of the 
language that runs through me, about the projections others threw 
up on my screen. About a worry that my parts didn’t fit together 
into a productive bit of machinery when instead I was a part out 
of joint with the whole.  

If I started the B-side of this poem fifteen months ago out of a 
frustration with the way that we meet one another in the public 
spaces of the internet, I start this A-side after nine months of 
physical isolation. Weekly zoom meetings with a couple of friends. 
A steady text exchange with another. Gone are the casual 
exposures of the street and the coffee shop. Gone is the poetry 
reading with its chance meetings, replaced with the intensity of an 
awkward phone call with a stranger or the cold promotion of the 
YouTube video. Yet, even as I write it, this paragraph feels corny, 
because of the way it tacks a lonely affect to a shortened timeline: 
Covid and its corresponding lockdowns. I feel like I’m 
misrepresenting things, because I want to write about asexuality, 
whipping up the kernels of an ace theory, occasioned by the 
intensified retreat into our smallest bubbles. Bubble of one, 
checking in. 



I feel like I’m showing my hand too early, too quickly, too 
eagerly. I can already anticipate gentle chastisement from online 
corners telling me not to reduce a broad orientation to my solitary 
experience. Asexuality is diverse spectrum gummed up in a 
pedagogical loop. On a message board, someone is posing the 
problem of their brokenness to the group, who reciprocate with the 
key words, key representations, and, above all, with assertions of 
validity. Enjoy some cake. 
 
 

e 
 

I’ve always felt like I was broken, but how do I write about 
brokenness? Barthes writes fragments to multiply his pleasure, the 
fragment never more than the interstice of its neighbours.3 I had to 
look up that word interstice: a small, intervening space. I dogeared 
the corner of the page. Barthes looks for the cracks in structure, 
but also admits that not only is the fragment cut off from its 
neighbours, but even within each fragment parataxis reigns.4 That’s 
a hell of a dialectic: the part squeezed by and separated from the 
whole.  

It’s strange to think of the way I carried Barthes from paper to 
paper in my undergrad, looking to his cracked aphorisms for 
insight. A Lover’s Discourse as Keywords for a thickly closeted ace 
kid. Under “pourquoi / why,” Barthes suggests that Even as he 
obsessively asks himself why he is not loved, the amorous subject lives 
in the belief that the loved object does love him but does not tell him 
so.5 The possibility of finding someone who completes the painting 
of my hallucination.6 Purely discourse. A mode of naming what’s 
wedged in the crack.  

 
3 Barthes on Barthes 94 
4 Barthes on Barthes 93 
5 A Lover’s Discourse 431 (in A Barthes Reader) 
6 A Lover’s Discourse 442 (in A Barthes Reader) 



Brokenness as a question of both how my parts fit together 
and how I as a part fit in the mechanisms of society. Inadequate 
feelings. One response involves looking for representation. I look 
around to see where I am reflected - turns out I’m everywhere and 
nowhere as white, as male, as middle age. Even as ace, I can find 
myself as the vibrating zany, the secret killer, or the broken boy 
who just needs to get laid.  

I share Ela Przybylo’s desire to move past asexual as mere 
identity category to a queer field that provides meaningful self-
narratives and holds open theoretical, activist, and erotic 
possibilities.7 When she argues for expanding the asexual archive, 
I’m in. Multiplied and diverse narratives. Account for the 
intersectionality of non-sex. At the same time, I yawn at 
representation mired in pedagogy, in fixed identity. I don’t want 
media representations to dictate who I can be, but maybe in the 
cracks of narrative intimacies, we might read possibilities that 
could help transform collective and spatial intimacies, opening up 
room for asexuality. Instead of finding asexuality in its proper plot, 
let’s learn to find it where it’s unruly. 
 
 

e 
 

When Sara Ahmed conceptualizes sexual orientation’s spatial 
gravity, she argues that a queer phenomenology, perhaps, might 
start by redirecting our attention toward different objects, those that 
are “less proximate’ or even those that deviate or are deviant.8 The 
suite of spatial possibilities unevenly offered to each of us is 
produced by the way we move, direct, and orient one another. We 
emergently assemble and, in that assembly, we produce one 
another, but do so according to the unfortunate accretions of 
historical and institutional logics, born into conditions not of our 

 
7 Ela Przybylo, Asexual Erotics, 3 
8 Sara Ahmed, Queer Phenomenology, 3 



own making. Ahmed’s thinking of queerness as a redirection 
toward less proximate objects, makes a kind of sense, but what are 
the objects I redirect toward without targeted pathing of sex or 
romance to make things smoother. Is it cake, as a common ace joke 
might suggest? Object is an open-ended word, though it’s hard not 
to hear the word love in front of it. Maybe the problem is not the 
friction between what objects we are attracted to and which ones 
we are pointed toward. Instead, should we focus less on the what 
of coupling and more on the how of the multifarious and fragile 
web of connections that mesh in the absence of the love object.  

Orientations, Ahmed tells us, are about the intimacy of bodies 
and their dwelling places.9 Despite insistences from many asexual 
folks that asexuality doesn’t delimit a person’s ability to make 
relationships or enter the spaces burrowed out by the couple form, 
I find asexuality involves a peculiar kind of loneliness resultant of 
spaces unfolding and bending with the body in ways that resist the 
sticky permanence created when sex and romance harden and 
institutionalize intimacy.  

I crave this stickiness when I read the way Ahmed writes 
about home and moving, expressing her hatred of packing up the 
house and her love of unpacking it. The activity of collecting myself 
up, pulling myself apart, followed by taking things out, putting 
things around, arranging myself all over the walls.10 As I write this, 
I’m oriented by the space in my one-bedroom basement apartment 
rented in The Beaches neighbourhood of Toronto for the obscene 
price of $1375/mo. I generously call the corner of the apartment 
I’m working in my library—a space I decided to carve out of this 
one room void instead of a living room. I sit at my desk with my 
back to seven cheap Ikea shelves buckling with the weight of my 
books and records. An assemblage of objects that extend to and 
from me. These objects help me read the world and in turn orient 
me. When I leave this little library or, to put it more broadly, when 

 
9 Queer Phenomenology 8 
10 Queer Phenomenology 10 



I enter a space where I can’t read the room, I feel queered in 
Ahmed’s sense, misoriented by a pushy mesh of unpredictable 
relation. Left tapping on a compass that doesn’t seem to work. 
 None of this feels permanent. In a corner of my apartment, 
I’ve readied the cardboard boxes from my last move to see if any 
can be reused or if I’ve already squeezed their use value. I’ve had 
multiple moments where I’ve worried about next steps. Maybe this 
is common in a world driven by precarious labour, only intensified 
by partnerlessness and isolation. When do I fill these boxes and 
move them?  
 
 

e 
 

I don’t want to write about myself, so I’ll write about myself. 
The last year, 2020 edging into 2021, has tested my sense of 

routine. Before Covid, the trajectories of my days depended on 
what was going on outside of my tiny bubble of one, pitched back 
and forth by the vagaries of scholarly time. A lot of days involved 
me trucking my laptop to some coffee shop, either in my 
neighbourhood or across town depending on whether a poetry 
reading was happening that night. Some days, I would teach and I 
would commute to Burnaby or Scarborough. On a particularly 
good day, I would grab coffee or a drink with a friend, scheduling 
the rest of my work day around this bit of sociality. What’s key to 
all of this is the way I structured my days around leaving my house, 
especially on days when I could stay in and write like I am right 
now. 

Time slows and speeds up as routine slides. Maybe nine 
months ago, we had a series of power outages and the time on my 
oven, detached from the realigning force of the internet, was 
suddenly out of joint. I leave it that way. As I write this, it is two 
and a half hours from now. All this time, measurable and 
unmeasurable, extensive and intensive, assembling and enfolded. 
Time swells to fill its container like air. Even a time out of joint is 



still more time, ready to be brought back into line by relation. A 
massive social machine pins your movements to the clock. The 
more you are, the more you can yoke time to your will.  

If pleasure and morality are arts of the proper time, how do I 
manage to be get so enraged at other people’s inability to work 
within a shared timeline? I know the contradictory tension 
between the pressure of doing something in a timely way and other 
people’s inability to respect your timeline. Is time an art of 
assembly? I am perpetually anxious about the social manifestation 
of the clock, showing up early, immobilized by impending 
commitments. Over the years, I’ve found myself intensely hurt by 
the minor slight of someone who forgets to meet me when we’ve 
agreed. I’ve gotten vicious and withdrawn when my need to eat 
was subsumed by a crowd’s need to gather. I often wonder whether 
a consideration of time’s frictions might be particularly ace, given 
the relational precarities. I learn to be alone and organize myself 
in a peculiar way to my more than ones. Because of this, I feel the 
need to be more patient and flexible, to be agreeable, malleable. 
Every interaction a waiting room. 
 
 

e 
 
 

What does it mean to meet one another in a series of 
keywords? I started by juggling space and impermanence, but 
quickly moved to relation and assembly. Now I want to think about 
intimacy – a word that needs some investigation to overcome the 
ambivalence I feel about its centrality to a whole orchestra of 
feeling I can’t quite harmonize with. 

In a late 2020 blog post, Sara Ahmed poses the way that her 
study of complaint highlighted the way that complaints are 
messy—too messy for any kinds of easy framings. Complaints 
negotiate a whole terrain of institutional and structural blockage. 
If we were to picture a complaint, she says, it might be less of a flow 



chart and rather more like this: it’s a mess, what a tangle.11 Ahmed 
catches the way the compliant halts its way through the 
assemblage, a cycling mechanism where you have to keep making 
the same points to different people because the communicative 
relationality of the machine won’t transmit information evenly or 
smoothly.  

If the poet in me would rather you consider the texture of this 
book’s complaint than try to push out some kind of pedagogical 
mechanism, it might be because I’m worried that I’m only 
intensifying the repetitive mechanisms of self-revelation. An earlier 
book of mine, Fortified Castles, slid around the messy sense of being 
a suite of lyric poems that splashed around in the social textures of 
white masculine isolation, mapping all the fatal toxicity that 
pressured and produced me. I insisted at readings that these poems 
aren’t about me, even though, in their exaggerations and 
extrapolations, they kind of were about me. I once told a stranger 
that I didn’t write about myself, because no one wanted to hear 
about some white guy from Calgary and they reassured me that 
someone would want to hear it, but, still, a decade out from this 
stranger’s reassurance, I worry that I will write this and someone 
will let me know that it’s my fault. 

When Ahmed says that A mess can be a queer map of an 
organization, she thinks of it as a thread through the labyrinthine 
straightness that orients us, meant to help us understand where 
we’ve been and help others find their way to us.  

I write this and worry that I’m not being personal enough, not 
diving deeply enough into my own queer map. Reading other 
books that are doing what I think I want to do here—Maggie 
Nelson, Billy Ray Belcourt, Paul Preciado—I’m struck by how much 
auto there is in their autotheory. Especially when I compare them 
to Barthes supposedly autobiographical Roland Barthes, which is 
all theory. Barthes recedes into the background of his book, even 
as the book constantly narrates developments in his thought. I 

 
11 “A Mess is a Queer Map” Dec 23, 2020 



worry that if I don’t want to write about myself for whatever 
reason—a disinterest in proving my validity, a distaste for 
confession, an understanding that there are enough people like me 
whose stories are already available, a feeling that my life really 
isn’t that interesting—then that doesn’t meet the requirements of 
autotheory as a genre. Already, I’ve failed. 
 
 

e 
 

Indiana Seresin quotes a talk by Lauren Berlant: As we are 
living now, when privilege unravels it goes out kicking and screaming, 
and people lose confidence in how to be together, uncertain about 
how to read each other, and incompetent about even their own 
desire.12  
 Nikki Wallschlaeger tweets that In America, everyone is afraid 
of intimacy,13 pointing to care work’s capacity to teach intimate 
attention and capitalism’s drive to separate us.  
 How do we live together in this? 

My alarm clock clicks on and the DJ on the CBC tells me that 
here’s one from Carly Rae Jepsen. “Too Much” – the recent single 
from her new album Dedication – admits to excess. “When I party, 
then I party too much,” she tells us, “[w]hen I feel it, then I feel it 
too much.” I’ve listened to it a fair bit since it came out, but this 
was the first time in the suggestible state of half-sleep. When 
Jepsen sings repeatedly to her addressee, “is this too much?” it 
resonates with a question I’ve asked myself for years: Am I not 
enough? 

What does this exchange between too much and not enough 
involve? Both sides invoke a frame of brokenness, an excess or lack 

 
12 Indiana Seresin, “On Heteropessimism,” The New Inquiry, October 9, 
2019 
13 Nikki Wallschlaeger, “In America, everyone is afraid of intimacy,” 
Twitter, June 29, 2021 



that deviates from normative sexualities. In critical work on 
intimacy, Lauren Berlant insists on the public face of intimacy, 
asking “[h]ow can we think about the ways attachments make 
people public,”14 which is a way of asking, since we are always in 
intimate relation, with someone or something, how our intimacies 
are public. The seeming brokenness of desire isn’t the result of 
some individual subjective failure to desire correctly, but is instead 
the very public feeling that accompanies the work of building 
relation when the path to relation building isn’t clearly cut. This 
feeling is created by intimacies that don’t square with what Berlant 
calls institutional intimacies – structurally privileged relational 
forms exemplified by the family, the couple form, and the limiting 
secondariness of friendship. Berlant counters these with the 
utopian sense that what we need is more “mobile forms of 
attachment” – contingent forms of queer kinship – contingent 
forms that are unguaranteed and more difficult but that carry the 
possibility of new and hopefully better forms of relation. 

Even in loneliness, I am always in relation, living in the place 
where the demand for tact meets the assembled eyes of 
surveillance. Right now, I remember sitting alone at a table. The 
lights are on and the building is heated. People are moving in and 
around. This tea was made by the barista standing 20 feet away, 
but also its components were made by whole sets of productive 
intimacies fetishized away by scale. I spend most of my time alone. 
Outside of the moments where I treat some coffee shop like my 
office, exchanging small talk with whoever, I live and work alone. 
Outside, a woman stands between two children. Another woman 
sits holding her small dog. A couple has a chat over coffee. A man 
and a woman walk both ways through the space with their bikes. 
A woman breastfeeds while the man next to her looks at his phone. 
Across the street, they’re putting up a highrise and, next to me, 
three people are checking their phones. The woman and her dog 
walk away with a man and his coffee. How can I grasp all of this? 

 
14 Berlant, “Intimacy: A Special Issue” 2 



It’s difficult to simultaneously stand in the window and in the street 
at the best of times. Harder when you don’t want to be seen or 
touched. But it’s easy to feel caught up in the sweep of something 
that feels new. And most importantly, it’s easy to romanticize the 
mobile, even though the stable is what creates possibilities. 
 
 

e 
 

In a 2012 speech, AVEN founder David Jay ted-talks his way 
through a basic definition of asexuality for a crowd of wealthy 
Torontonians. Amidst the platitudes demanded of the form, he 
thumps his finger on a useful slogan: Our struggle for connection is 
tangled up in a culture of sexuality15 Jay’s insistence on peeling 
apart connection and sexuality is key, because it identifies that one 
of the central problems facing any conceptualization of asexuality 
(whatever the combination or categorization) is the way that sex 
is treated as compulsory to real intimacy.  

Is this struggle for connection (minus sexuality) the thing that 
drives my own interests in Deleuze and Guattari, the theorists that 
I’ve stubornly hung onto despite people joking derision of them? 
Did you know that the Israeli military uses A Thousand Plateaus to 
develop tactics? Have you read Jodi Byrd’s critique of their colonial 
romanticization of the American west? Even I do it to myself, 
cringing when I hear someone toss around becoming or lines of 
flight in an uncritical way. The line of flight isn’t some magic 
shuffling of ideas that an artist can pull off with some new 
approach. Instead, isn’t the line of flight the ace concept par 
excellence? Imagining vanishing because your connections to the 
ground have slackened or snapped. On one hand, yes, as an 
unattached free agent, your unpredictable moves might create new 
possibilities through their transversal swagger. On the other hand, 

 
15 ideacity, “David Jay - Asexuality” youtube.com/watch?v=VLIO8bMkU 



isn’t it just as likely that your gravityless line might end with your 
death, alone. 

When I first tried to read A Thousand Plateaus on a friend’s 
recommendation, I was taken by it, even if only because of the 
language’s poetic density. It offered, maybe, the glimmer of use 
value in its difficult stacking of concepts. I wonder now if the 
reason the book stuck with me is because of it’s intensification of 
communicative relation as a core concept. In particular, was I 
drawn to the way, in the vacuum left by their critique of the 
categorical impulse, relation became improvisational, emergent. 
No one is who they are because of something essential to their 
being, but are instead continually produced by relations in the 
present. Meaning, of course, that each of us is constantly operating 
in production of others in the machinic sweep of a virtual 
possibility space. Once I dug in, I realized that this emergence 
wasn’t as utopian as it initially seems, since if we make the world 
together, we also need to ask why we make it in ways that are so 
structurally uneven. My hunch, reflective of a particularly ace 
worry, is that by hardening our relational forms, we try to 
guarantee the relations that hold us down and together, even if it 
is a move that not only squeezes out other forms of possibility, but 
is actively built on the demolition of entire forms of relation. This 
is, in abstract, the story of white supremacy and settler colonialism, 
of cis-sexism and heteropatriarchy. With its worry about flying off 
or pinning oneself to an ill fit set of intimacies, the mess of 
asexuality is wedged somewhere within this set of structural 
intersections. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Well, Okay 
  
  

“And darlin’, our disease is the same one 
as the trees unaware that they’ve been 
living in a forest” 

-Vampire Weekend, “This Life” 
  

“Cheers! To rhythm!” 
-overheard in coffee shop 

 
   
Snark and sarcasm 
aren’t really a good 
research method 
for the 21st century, 
are they? 
  
When I picked up 
the phone 
the telemarketer asked  
if I would agree that 
we live in a society. 
  
Shouldn’t every 
friendship begin 
with a price list 
so that every 
interaction can start 
with a purchase order? 
  
What if I only 
have a single spoon, 
except it’s really big? 
 



When I got your email, 
I only wanted to answer it, 
because it didn’t seem  
like you wanted me to. 
 
And by take care, 
did you mean 
extract it? 
  
I like “Oh, not too bad” 
as a response, 
because it’s easily  
passed over, but 
still implies things are bad. 
 
And when I can imply things are bad 
it makes me feel better 
about my routine, 
because every new wrinkle 
feels like an event. 
 
Some guy gave me 
the dirtiest look, 
because I didn’t know 
whose coat was on 
the chair he wanted 
and it reminded me of 
that scene in Rocketman 
where Elton sings Bernie’s  
declaration of love back to him 
for the first time. 
 
All I want is to write 
a poem in whatever key 
“Your Song” is in. 



 
I don’t have much 
money, but 
boy, if I did, 
I’d buy a big house  
where 
we’d go off grid. 
  
Jo March inherits a house, 
imagines her entire family 
living there in a kind 
of nonsexual creative orgy, 
and instead just writes a book. 
 
In my book, 
I kept forgetting 
to do more than  
imagine impossibilities. 
 
When I say 
“kept forgetting” 
what I mean is 
I didn’t have the tools 
to carry any action out. 
 
Somewhere in the middle 
of the remodel, 
I decided that 
it would be better to leave 
the space half-finished 
because we didn’t know 
where the materials 
came from. 
 
People stopped caring 



when it was clear  
that an answer wasn’t coming. 
 
And what’s important is 
I can live anywhere 
as long as I can pay for it. 
 
Guess I shouldn’t 
have become 
an artist, huh? 
 
I love this place 
and you can tell 
by the size  
of the pit I dug here. 
 
So, why is the question 
about whether  
someone cares or not,  
when it’s clear that 
care can be bad, too? 
 
Let me explain 
by drawing a circle 
around the things I care for 
and you can stay 
the fuck out. 
 
Meaning  
if I make the joke 
“I’d rather be an asshole 
than a dick,” which one  
does that make me? 
 
If you are all 



the parts of the machine 
that makes me, 
and I am a part 
of the machine 
that makes you,  
I’d much rather be 
a kidney than a spleen. 
 
What I’m really saying 
is I’d rather be 
essential than useful, 
like the plastic lid 
that keeps my tea too hot. 
 
Or the genres 
that keep my understanding 
of culture categorical. 
  
What do you mean 
you don’t know who  
Smokey Robinson is? 
is a thing I said to a co-worker 
in 2005. 
 
And a five-star review 
in Rolling Stone 
used to mean a lot 
if you liked The Rolling Stones. 
 
Do you think 
Billie Eilish 
will like Van Hagar 
or love them? 
 
The real joke here 



is that no one 
will remember 
these people  
in 50 years. 
 
It’s called 
nonreproductive futurity 
for a reason. 
 
What I’m saying 
is I want something 
to be my song. 
 
And I’ll be here for eternity 
just sippin’ on the milkshake 
of my bored, lonely soul. 
 
But if my milkshake 
doesn’t bring  
the boys to the yard, 
what then? 
 
Some days, 
I don’t want to feel 
all this nostalgia 
for a worse time. 
 
For a history 
written by a generation 
so sad about all their 
material success. 
 
It’s important 
to remember that 
the history  



of popular music 
is written by those 
who got laid 
and the history 
of country music 
is written by those 
embarrassed by it. 
 
Which is why 
everyone loves 
Dolly Parton, 
but no one   
wants to talk about 
Gary Cherone. 
 
Okay,  
late bloomer. 
 
The answer 
to my question 
is that it makes me 
a power bottom. 
 
A nonerotic kamakaze 
who moves into 
the couple form 
to sleep on the foot 
of the bed. 
 
Every rom com 
has the same third 
act problems when 
the leads forget about 
social reproduction 
and admit their fear 



of dying alone 
in a world where 
intimacy is tied to 
sex and romance. 
 
Actual email subject line 
from Shoppers Drug Mart: 
Oh no! Are we breaking up? 
 
But then you put 
those frozen pizzas on sale 
and I realize  
I could never quit you. 
 
Sorry, that red stain 
on my sheets 
is where my slice dripped. 
 
Is it possible to make that joke 
without it completely degrading 
someone else’s physical experience? 
 
Like Dave Foley 
in that one Kids in the Hall sketch, 
I have a positive attitude 
toward pizza sauce. 
 
And anyway, 
I once spilled soup into my lap 
and some of it soaked into the mattress. 
 
The soothing power of slapstick 
as I leap over the couch 
into the chicken bucket. 
 



The vaseline memory  
everyone has  
of gluing their genitals 
to some consumer product. 
 
I’m just trying to be 
universal. 
 
And what I’m really saying is 
I want someone who will 
write the cue cards 
of my love for them. 
 
Before I start, 
are you in the right headspace 
to hear me out? 
 
Have I accrued enough trust 
in our shared account? 
 
Have we reached a point 
where we’re finishing 
each other’s sandwiches? 
 
When the Sandwich Artist 
almost puts cucumbers 
on my sub after I said 
no cucumbers  
is he unable to hear me 
because a corporate manager 
is sitting by the window? 
 
Honestly, I craved   
these social scripts  
in my twenties 



when I didn’t know how  
to talk to anyone. 
 
Because without them, 
my coping mechanism involved 
riding the waves of social agreeability 
until the tide dumped me 
unceremoniously at the isolated center 
of whatever we agree to call all this. 
 
Kinship just the temporary proximity 
of bodies in our shared social space. 
 
At least, that’s how it feels 
sometimes. 
 
And sorry, what I really meant was 
I didn’t want nostalgia 
for a worse conceptualization of time. 
 
After all, 
my wife left, 
my kids left, 
my dog left: 
it’s utopian! 
 
Though I don’t believe 
you can build solidarity 
within a scarcity model. 
 
What’s the name 
of the contradiction 
where I yearn for 
human connection 
while pulling the blanket 



over my head? 
 
And can you please 
make sure the cuffs 
are tight on that 
suicidal ideation, 
fellow officer? 
 
Isn’t my desire to hold 
onto that oppressive 
relation what makes me me? 
 
And if my writer 
subclass is 
cuffed pants 
aromantic, 
what then? 
 
Isn’t my real problem 
that I’ve never 
shown much interest 
in history? 
 
Ultimately, 
time is a construction, but 
if the alarm rings 
and it’s time to go to work,  
what then? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


