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YOUth&I is a project by and for young 
intersex people. It is a publication of stories, 
poems and artwork reflecting on moments 
in our lives.

Intersex people—people born with 
variations in sex characteristics—are often 
made to feel different. When our physical 
differences become known, we often feel 
like we can’t talk about it or are told not 
to talk about it. Our bodies are seen as 
too different, too unusual—so, for some 
of us, we are made into someone else’s 
idea of ‘normal’, with surgical or hormonal 
interventions that can make us feel alien 
to ourselves. During this process, we are 
often not told that there are other people 
just like us. 

And yet, there are many intersex people 
and many intersex communities. Afterall, 
despite our commonality, there is no one 
kind of intersex person. Our bodies are 
all so different and our experiences with 
families, doctors and the communities we 
live in are diverse. Nevertheless, we often 
face similar challenges in learning about 
our bodies, what options we have ahead 
of us, and connecting with other intersex 
people and with ourselves.   

YOUth&I Issue 3 centres on this theme of 
‘connection’. We live in societies that are still 
so far from understanding what it means 
to have a variation in sex characteristics, let 
alone accept and celebrate our variations. 
In this isolation and uncertainty, what does 
it mean for us to live with and love our 
bodies and ourselves? How do we even 
begin to find and connect with other people 
when we are often disconnected from the 
language to even know other people like us 
exist, and when we are often told (explicitly 
or implicitly) never to talk about our own 
experiences? In Issue 3, we explore what 
finding and making connection means for 
us—both (dis)connection with ourselves, 
and finding connection with families, friends 
and an intersex community. 

Connection with ourselves is something 
many of us strive for to make sense of who 
we are and what has happened to us. For 
some of us, this is ongoing work that can 
seem out of reach. 

On most days, my body and I live side by side 
– Aude Nasr. 

Foreword
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The pieces in this issue explore the 
difficulties in understanding what has 
happened to us and learning to make 
peace with how our bodies are and how 
we are treated. 

I think the challenge now is for me to draw 
all the fragmented parts of myself into a 
coherent whole – Aisling Arnould. 

For many, part of this process involves 
finding other intersex people. Finding an 
intersex community to connect with can be 
challenging. In many countries, there are no 
openly intersex people, and in others just a 
small handful. It is difficult to connect with 
a group of people if you don’t even know 
they exist. 

I somehow had a deep feeling of knowing 
that somewhere in the world there would be 
someone else who was just like me—just as 
different, just as diverse – Bea Is.

Knowing other intersex people exist 
isn’t always enough to find them. While 
many of us find and connect with each 
other online, the impact of COVID-19 
remains with us and continues to make it 
challenging for individuals to meet up in 
person. In Australia, connection with any 
form of intersex community has remained 
online during this period. This has offered 
opportunities for people to find each 
other but the lack of in person spaces has 
limited the closeness of connection that 
physicality can bring. Nevertheless, these 
stories show the importance of finding 
space together, be it virtually or in person, 

and the considerable positive influence that 
intersex organisations around the world 
have in bringing people together. 

I make it a point to value the connections that 
I have rather than the absences, and that is 
what has brought me to where I am today – 
Lee.

This issue continues YOUth&I’s work in 
reaching out to as many young intersex 
people as possible. We have continued to 
translate pieces written in any language 
we receive and publish the original text 
alongside its translation. Where possible, 
we have sought to engage intersex 
translators in this work. This issue again 
sees pieces from every region of the world 
and we extend our great thanks to our 
translators who have helped us make this 
possible. We also thank Intersex Human 
Rights Australia for continuing to auspice 
and provide funding for this project. And of 
course, we thank our young contributors—
thank you for your honesty, vulnerability 
and strength in sharing personal moments, 
difficult moments and moments of great 
change and growth in your lives. Issue 3 is a 
reflection on the power of connection and 
community but, above all, it is a celebration 
of the uniqueness, diversity and strength 
of all of you. 

Steph Lum, Editor-in-chief
Georgia Andrews, Stakeholder manager

December 2022
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Being intersex can often make you feel confused, different or 

not included. However, in your life, you’ll find people who can 

understand you either by sharing the same experience or because 

they are able to accept every part of you and willing to celebrate 

your differences. Those people can make your journey a little less 

lonely and help you figure out and feel comfortable with yourself 

fully, so trust them and say... take my hand.

Take my hand
KON ZER
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Part I: Intersections

What happens when I draw two parallel lines?
Looking ahead into the singular dimension,

there is only one road. 

In reality, there was always a duality.
My perspective, I just never saw the other road.

When I realize I see that other road,
reality becomes a paradox.

One day I saw You
between the parallel lines,
there was just a tiny gap.

You and I were just two sides of the same coin.
The paradox of how ‘two’ intersects with ‘one’.

We met each other at the intersection.
That was where we found intersectionality;

In the realms of Yin and Yang.

Drawing 
parallels

PARADOXEDLIFE
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Part II: Reflection 

I look at myself in the mirror. 
I see my reflection, and I reflect. 

At the end of the day,
solitude is just You and I.

Part III: Reconciliation 

To You, my past and my inner child: 
Before closing your eyes for the night,

sing a song of lullaby!

Don’t be afraid of the dark.
There is enlightenment in darkness.

There was nothing but peace,
between You and I.

Because we are one.

Topic: Ontology—Yin and Yang (Dialectical Monism) vs Dualism
Yin and Yang—herein refers to the dialectical monism concept “Taiji 
begets Yin and Yang” from The Book of Changes (oldest Chinese classic).

The modern tradition that a male and a female must unite in a 
heterosexual marriage, likely came from derivative works. See Taijitu 
Shuo (~1050AD) illustration Yin with 女, Yang with 男. Yin Yang in Chinese 
is 阴阳. A Chinese derogatory term (now reclaimed) for intersex people 
is 阴阳人 (see OII-Chinese 国际阴阳人组织-中文版). As an asexual person, 
I married (unified) myself and my reflection. I am male-female-intersex, 
man-woman-nonbinary and pronouns he-she-they.

Dualism—My choice. I (will not) choose between: 

Man vs Woman (assigned sex vs (inter)sex)
Male vs Female (gender identity)
Us vs Them (LGBTQ(Allies) vs SOGIESC)
Disorders vs Differences (DSD, ADHD)
You and I (is there a connection?)
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Hace aproximadamente 7 años, empecé a tener comunicación con una joven de 
nombre Marcela, originaria del Municipio de El Fuerte, Sinaloa — el pueblo donde 
yo crecí pertenece a ese municipio.

En un inicio, las interacciones que tuve con ella fueron a través de redes sociales 
(Facebook). Al principio las conversaciones eran cortas, le escribía: “Hola, ¿cómo 
estás? ¿cómo te ha ido?”, y ella tardaba en contestar, a veces me respondía al día 
siguiente o incluso tardaba días en responder. Y así fue nuestra comunicación 
durante más o menos 8 meses. Después, poco a poco, la comunicación empezó a fluir 
cada vez más, y con el tiempo se convirtió en una bonita amistad. Intercambiamos 
números de teléfono y también nos comunicábamos por llamadas y mensajes de 
WhatsApp. Los mensajes ya no tardaban días en ser respondidos, sino minutos.

Ella siempre me gustó, mi intención al interactuar con ella por mensajes y llamadas, 
era conquistar su corazón, porque es una mujer bella en todos los sentidos. Aunque 
al principio fue complicado iniciar una amistad, porque ella no parecía tener interés 
en mí, con el tiempo, la confianza y amistad entre nosotras fue creciendo. 

En ese tiempo, yo estaba haciendo una pintura al óleo para un amigo, cada vez que 
iba avanzando en mi pintura le enviaba fotos a ella para que me diera su opinión. 
Tenía que terminar la pintura rápido, porque un primo que se encontraba de 
vacaciones en Sinaloa estaba por irse, y me haría el favor de llevarla a mi amigo, ya 
que vivía en la misma ciudad. Así que todo el día me esmeré en concluir la pintura, 
por lo que no presté atención a mi teléfono celular. Ella me enviaba mensajes 
constantemente, pero siempre que pinto no me gusta interrumpir lo que estoy 
haciendo y dejé de contestar sus mensajes. Pasó un tiempo y me envío un mensaje 
en el que parecía que me reclamaba por no contestarle, por no estar al pendiente 
de sus mensajes, y por lo que escribía parecía que yo también le gustaba y estaba 
interesada en mí, así que entendí que había la posibilidad de intentar tener una 
relación más allá de la amistad.

Mi historia de 
amor y conexión

PALOMA
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Poco después nos pusimos de acuerdo para conocernos en persona por primera 
vez. Quedamos de vernos en una ciudad llamada Los Mochis, Sinaloa. Días antes de 
vernos le comenté que tenía que contarle algo muy personal, pero tenía temor por 
no saber cómo reaccionaría. Lo que quería decirle era que nací con una variación 
intersexual llamada hiperplasia suprarrenal congénita (HSC) y que contaba con 
ciertas diferencias en mi cuerpo, entre ellas diferencias en mis genitales. En mi caso 
no sufrí cirugías genitales en la infancia y conservo mi cuerpo intacto. 

Así, el día del encuentro me sentía nerviosa, pero también me sentía emocionada 
porque por fin iba mirarla en persona. De obsequio le llevada una flor roja muy bella, 
después de conocernos y saludarnos nos fuimos a un restaurante a comer. Ahí le 
comente mi sentir por ella y le comente sobre mi variación intersexual, me sorprendí 
tanto al ver que en ella no hubo ninguna reacción de rechazo ni de asombro, solo 
dijo que a ella no le importaba eso, que le gustaba conversar conmigo y que nos 
daríamos la oportunidad de tener un noviazgo. 

Al principio de la relación, pensé que yo no sería aceptada, ya que somos muy 
distintas: yo tengo HSC y ella no, ella es una mujer muy femenina y yo no, a ella 
le gusta mucho salir a reuniones y fiestas con la familia y amistades y yo soy más 
reservada.

Pero no fue así, a ella le gusta mi cuerpo tal y como es, y en ningún momento me ha 
hecho comentarios negativos, ni me ha cuestionado, y también le gusta mi manera 
de ser, nos complementamos muy bien. Actualmente, nuestra relación es estable 
y me siento aceptada y bendecida de que estemos juntas. El día 11 de junio del 
2022 cumplimos 7 años juntas, y ya estamos pensando en tener hijos y formar una 
familia.

Soy una persona feliz, que disfruta lo que hace y considero que no hay imposibles 
cuando se quiere y se anhela obtener aquello que tanto deseas.
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My story of love
and connection

PALOMA
Approximately 7 years ago, I began to communicate with a young woman named 
Marcela, originally from the Municipality of El Fuerte, Sinaloa—the town where I 
grew up belongs to that municipality.

Initially, the interactions I had with her were through social media (Facebook). At 
first the conversations were short. I would write to her, “Hi, how are you? How’s it 
going?” and she would be slow to reply. Sometimes she would reply to me the next 
day or sometimes would take days to reply. This was our communication for about 
8 months. Then, little by little, communication began to flow more and more, and 
over time we developed a beautiful friendship. We exchanged phone numbers, and 
we also communicated by calls and WhatsApp messages. The messages no longer 
took days to be answered but minutes.

I always liked her. My intention when interacting with her through messages and 
calls was to conquer her heart, because she is a beautiful woman in every way. 
Although at first it was difficult to start a friendship because she didn’t seem to be 
interested in me, over time the trust and friendship between us grew.

At that time, I was doing an oil painting for a friend. Every time I was progressing 
in my painting, I would send photos to her so she could give me her opinion. I had 
to finish the painting quickly, because a cousin who was on vacation in Sinaloa was 
about to leave, and he was going to do me the favor of taking the painting to my 
friend since he lived in the same city. All day I worked hard to finish the painting, so 
I didn’t pay attention to my cell phone. She sent me messages constantly but when I 
paint, I don’t like to interrupt what I’m doing, and I stopped answering her messages. 
Some time passed and she sent me a message in which it seemed that she was 
complaining about me not answering her, for not being aware of her messages. 
From what she wrote, it seemed that she also liked me and was interested in me, so 
I understood that there was the possibility of trying to have a relationship beyond 
friendship.

YOUth&I
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Shortly after, we agreed to meet in person for the first time. We arranged to meet 
in a city called Los Mochis, Sinaloa. Days before we met, I told her that I must 
tell her something very personal, but I was afraid of how she would react. What I 
wanted to tell her was that I was born with an intersex variation called congenital 
adrenal hyperplasia (CAH), and that I had certain differences in my body, including 
differences in my genitalia. In my case, I didn’t undergo genital surgeries in 
childhood and I keep my body intact.

On the day of the meeting I felt nervous but I also felt excited because I was finally 
going to see her in person. As a gift, I brought her a very beautiful red flower, and 
after meeting and greeting each other we went to a restaurant to eat. There I told 
her my feelings for her and I told her about my intersex variation. I was so surprised 
to see that there was no reaction of rejection or astonishment from her. She only 
said that she didn’t care about that, that she liked to talk with me and that we would 
give ourselves the opportunity to have a romantic relationship.

At the beginning of the relationship, I thought she wouldn’t accept me since we are 
very different: I have CAH and she doesn’t, she is a very feminine woman and I’m 
not, she likes to go out to meetings and parties with family and friends, and I am 
more reserved.

But it wasn’t like that. She likes my body as it is, and she never makes negative 
comments to me nor questions me, and she also likes my way of being. We 
complement each other very well. Currently, our relationship is stable, and I feel 
accepted and blessed that we are together. On 11 June 2022, we celebrated 7 years 
together, and we are already thinking about having children and starting a family.

I am a happy person and I enjoy what I do. I believe that nothing is impossible when 
you want and yearn to get what you desire so much.
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From the day I was born, they said I’m different and rare
They said I should hide what is under my clothes at all costs

They said I am a mixed gender 

Growing up was never easy for me
Each day I looked through the window and saw other kids playing 

but they said I must not play with them
Holding onto the burglar bars and watching them have fun 

made me feel like I was in prison
Relatives became distant

Day after day I watched my mother cry because of me
I am a soul that knows no peace

I feel detached from everything good in life

When will I be connected?
When will my cries be heard?

Who will comfort me when I cry?
How will I be able to heal from the words that relatives threw in my face?

What shall be the end of my suffering?
Where will I lay my sorrow?

I am a soul that is crying out for peace
I cry out for recognition
I cry out for acceptance 

I cry out for a non-discriminatory society
I wish being intersex would become normal

I wish to share the knowledge and ideas that I have 
I cry for connection

I am intersex and I am a tormented soul.

Tormented 
soul

LEE
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Tenho 20 anos. Sou Intersexo e nascido no interior do nordeste brasileiro, apesar de 
ter nascido nacapital, passei minha infância e adolescência no interior. Essa cidade 
em que morei era pequena e todos queriam saber da vida de todos. Eu e minha 
mãe iamos a capital várias vezes para ver o endocrinologista. Ela ficava sempre 
pensando o qhe fazer comigo ou ne ajudar. Ela tomou a decisão de que Eu não 
iria ao psicólogo e que eu decidiria o que fazer e do meu ponto de vista achei o 
melhor a fazer já que não tinha ideia do que sofreria por ser diferente. No ambiente 
escolar lembro que durante um tempo fiquei com medo de ir ao banheiro, porque 
oa meninos poderiam abrir a porta e eu não queria ser visto como diferente. 

Novos horizontes se abriram ao encontrar pessoas intersexo que lutam por nossos 
direitos, como Thais e Dione que são ótimas pessoas.  Fico pensando no futuro 
como, por exemplo, como serei feliz na vida adulta ao ser pai, penso no dia que 
poderei adotar, pois esse é o meu maior sonho.

Novas visões e 
horizontes

JOHNNY
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I’m 20 years old. I am intersex and I was born in the interior of the Brazilian northeast. 
Although I was born in the capital, I lived my childhood and adolescence in the 
countryside and since it’s a small town, everyone wants to know about everyone 
else’s life. My mother went with me to the capital several times for me to go to the 
endocrinologist. My mother often thinks that at that time she didn’t know what to 
do with me or how to help me. She decided that I wouldn’t go to the psychologist, 
and I consider that was the best choice she could make since, in a small town, 
everyone that is different suffers from a lot of prejudice. In the school environment, 
I remember that for a time I was afraid to go to the bathroom because of the boys 
who would go and push open the doors, and I didn’t want to be seen to be different.

But I found new visions and new horizons. I found intersex people from my country 
and people who fight for our rights, like Thais and Dione, who are wonderful people. 
In relation to having children, people often speak about it as if the only way to be 
happy in adulthood is to have children. I think one day I will adopt because I have 
an immense desire to be a father.

New visions and 
new horizons

JOHNNY
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My name is Panashe Munemo 
(Shivol) (they/them). l was born with 
ambiguous genitalia and a body that 
produces competing levels of sex 
hormones. l was born intersex at a time 
when such a condition was shrouded in 
total secrecy. l was assigned female at 
birth but l was raised more like a male 
until l started school. Even though my 
mother was told by doctors that l was 
a girl, she mainly dressed me in male 
clothes. However, I entered school as a 
girl because l was assigned female at 
birth. Not many people knew my issues 
because l tried very hard to pretend to 
be endosex. 

My puberty made very little sense. My 
parents told me that l was a girl, but 
prior to puberty my body did not look 
like that of a girl. Then during puberty, 
my body didn’t produce much of either 
male or female hormones. It is a lonely 
kind of existence in many ways—not 

only having to live with a body that’s 
so uniquely different, but it makes for a 
very confusing puberty right at the time 
when everything changes and you are 
supposed to be figuring out who and 
what you are. I used to be told, you’ll 
have to be a ‘normal woman’. 

By this point, my parents were trying to 
push me to undergo surgery for me to 
fit into society. They told me my destiny 
is to be a wife and a mother and that 
scared me. It felt fairly rigid. It wasn’t 
that I didn’t enjoy being female, it was 
just that I couldn’t fulfil that stereotype. 
As a child you want to try to please your 
parents and I knew that I wasn’t going 
to be able to be a wife. There are so 
many things l disregarded during my 
childhood for fear of exposing myself. 
l loved playing soccer and volleyball 
but l was too scared to showcase my 
talent for fear of being discovered that 
I had a different body. Growing up as 

I’m not afraid of my 
truth anymore… 
You can call me 

Shivol
SHIVOL SHOKO

19
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an intersex person, I faced so many 
challenges which meant that I could 
not mix and mingle freely with my 
peers. Since I was afraid of my body 
being seen and exposed, I would hide 
my body and my peers would make 
sarcastic comments and nicknames. 
As a child, I had no knowledge of 
being intersex, all I knew was that I was 
different from the girls that I played 
with. As much as I tried to pretend to be 
like one of them, it was very hard. Even 
wearing the girls’ uniform to school as 
a young ‘girl’ was uncomfortable as 
it felt very weird. I battled to express 
myself between how I was raised and 
what was expected by society. It was 
hard to express who I truly was which 
was neither known nor understood by 
anyone but myself. Being expected 
to behave and carry myself like a girl 
was pure torture but I had to since, as 
a child, I knew not to rebel against my 
parents and society itself.

When l reached 19, nature started to 
take its course and my body started 
showing some masculine traits. Most 
people, including myself, were shocked 
by it. I even became depressed, not 
because I wasn’t happy with how my 
body was turning out to be, but my 
biggest worry was, ‘saka vanhu vachati 
kudii’ (what are people going to say)? I 
thought about my parents and how they 
would answer to the community when 
confronted with questions about why 
their ‘girl’ child was starting to exhibit 
some different and questionable 
features and this further tormented 
me.

Following my physical changes, a lot 
of other things happened, including 
forcing my parents to try to seek help 
from sympathisers, some of whom 
claimed they could help by way of 
seeking divine intervention since 
they claimed that ‘my problem’ was 
the result of a spiritual attack. I was 
relocated and during that period I was 
subjected to a lot of unspeakable things 
by those who claimed they were trying 
to help me. I was also subjected to 
some medical processes and decisions 
that were made on my behalf and at 
that point in time, all done without my 
consent, due to the fact that I was still 
under the age of consent (21). At that 
time, I could not make any decision 
about what should happen to my own 
body because I was still considered 
i) a child and ii) at the mercy of a Good 
Samaritan, who was there to help with 
my situation. I was supposed to be 
surgically ‘corrected’ and have part of 
my natural and well-functioning body 
mutilated for cosmetic purposes, so 
that I fit in with the societal expectation 
of what a ‘normal girl’ should look 
like. According to them, I could even 
get someone (a man) who loves 
me ‘the way I am’, and I would get 
married (like what the fuck, who told 
them that is what I even wanted?). 

Thank God it didn’t go the way they 
wanted all of this to go. Thank God 
I was privileged to come across 
information online about my situation 
and the existence of a community who 
are like me. This was a discovery that 
completely changed my life. I started 
communicating with other people who 
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have the same situation as me and 
eventually I managed to meet them in 
person, which completely liberated me 
from the lifelong bondage of thinking 
that I am the only one like me. I was also 
surprised to discover that there are a lot 
of people who share almost the same 
experiences as me, some of whom 
live happily and openly as intersex 
people. This gave me the courage to 
also open up and speak publicly as an 
intersex person for the first time in my 
life, something which was extremely 
difficult for me before but I found this 
coming out extremely freeing.

Since my public coming out, I have 
had many intersex people message 
me on social media to share with me 
their stories and the challenges they 
are facing. I am able to offer advice 
and support but sometimes I get some 
people who come into my inbox to ask 
me dumb questions such as, ‘unoita 
wet nepai’ (can you have sex and 
impregnate yourself?) or ‘wakazomera 
nhengo yechirume wakura here 
zvakuita kuti uite kunge mukomana’ 
(did you grow a penis when you grew 
up and it made you look like a boy?) 
or ‘kuita bonde unoita ne nhengo ipi’ 
(which organ do you have sex with?). All 
this is just proof of how much ignorance 
is within our society especially when it 
comes to issues of intersex people. If 
a person is born intersex, it does not 
mean that a person is born with full-
grown and functioning organs of both 
sexes. Most people do not understand 
that being intersex exists in many 
different ways, and that there are more 
than 46 variations of intersexuality.

l got an MRI (magnetic resonance 
imaging) and l learned that l have 
male and female sex characteristics. 
I’m now at a point where l have an idea 
about which reproductive organs l have 
and how they probably function. The 
unfortunate reality though is that, being 
an intersex person, finding medical 
assistance is still hard in Zimbabwe. 

At this point, my wish is for acceptance 
not only for myself but for everyone 
who finds themselves in a similar 
situation. All l can do is keep trying to 
inform all of those who are willing to 
listen. Hopefully this can help others 
feel less lonely than l did.
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Conexión: Carta a Free, la 
otra parte de mí

FREE 
La conexión es un elemento muy importante en la vida. Todos tenemos la necesidad 
de establecer conexiones con otras personas, tenemos la necesidad de estar 
conectados con amigos, estar conectados con la familia, estar conectados con un 
compañero de vida y, lo más importante, estar conectados con nosotros mismos.

A veces no es nada fácil encontrar la manera correcta de conectar nuestros cuerpos 
con nuestros corazones. Algunas veces esa conexión puede ser difícil de crear, pero 
fácil de perder. Puede ser difícil encontrarnos a nosotros mismos, puede ser difícil 
saber quiénes somos y qué somos.

Por medio de las siguientes líneas, quiero contarte un poco más acerca de Frida 
— o Free — una chica que vivió su infancia y adolescencia tratando de descubrir 
quién era ella realmente. Sí, Frida, la prisionera de la pubertad y la menopausia 
temprana. Esta chica tiene dos facetas y dos vidas: por una parte, Frida, una persona 
común y corriente con una vida común y corriente (a los ojos de los demás); por otra 
parte, Free, alguien a quien los médicos consideran anormal, lo que ella no puede 
mostrarles a los demás.

A pesar de que ellas han vivido siempre en el mismo cuerpo — en el mismo 
pequeño y diminuto cuerpo — no se conocieron hasta la adolescencia. Al principio, 
no se llevaban nada bien, pero tuvieron la oportunidad de conocerse y construir un 
puente que les permitió conectarse, estableciendo una relación inquebrantable.

Mediante la siguiente carta que Frida le escribió a Free, les cuento un poco más del 
silencio que tuvieron que guardar.
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Hola, Free!

Soy Frida! Así es, tú sabes que somos la misma persona, con el mismo cuerpo y el mismo 
corazón, pero con personalidades distintas, distintas destrezas y distintos pensamientos; 
pero acabo de acordarme de todo lo que hemos luchado para llegar a donde estamos ahora, 
para ser lo que somos ahora. Jamás hemos hablado de esto, y nunca te he contado lo que 
siento sobre ello. Así que, por favor, siéntate, ya que esto puede tardar un poco más de lo que 
piensas. Espero que disfrutes leyendo estas palabras que estoy escribiendo para ti.

Cuando era una pequeña niña, siempre me pregunté acerca de quién y que era yo realmente. 
Sabía que era diferente a los demás niños; sabía que lucía diferente a ellos y frecuentemente 
se me decía que no le contara a nadie acerca de mis genitales, de mis genitales diferentes. 
Todo eso me hizo sentir confundida acerca de mí misma y usualmente me hacía las siguientes 
preguntas: “¿soy un niño o una niña?”, ¿por qué mis genitales no son como los de las demás 
niñas?”, ¿por qué me crían y tratan como a una niña si me veo muy diferente y luzco más 
como un niño?”, “¿por qué mis padres no quieren que nadie sepa sobre mi cuerpo?”.

Yo no entendía nada y estaba confundida, y me confundía cada vez más y más conforme 
transcurría el tiempo. No me estaba conectada con mi cuerpo, no estaba conectada contigo. 
No sabía de tu existencia, pero ahí estabas, escondida en las sombras, en lo más profundo 
de mi ser. Mientras yo tenía la creencia de que era un fenómeno, de que era fea y que quizás 
era un error de la naturaleza, tú tratabas de llamar mi atención y decirme que eras parte de 
todo eso que yo consideraba feo. Tratabas de decirme que ahí estabas para mí, que no eras 
un error, y que ambas podríamos hacer un gran equipo juntas.

Te conocí en el hospital cuando tres doctores me dijeron que era anormal, cuando esos 
doctores me dijeron que era una hermafrodita. Dijeron que yo no era hombre ni mujer, 
sino un fenómeno de la naturaleza. Me hicieron odiar mi cuerpo, me hicieron odiarte, me 
hicieron odiarme a mí misma.

Estaba muy decepcionada de mí misma. No entendía nada, así que traté de eliminarte. Sólo 
quería ser normal, quería ser como las otras chicas; pero tú nunca te rendiste, te resististe a 
desaparecer, estabas dispuesta a ser escuchada, estabas decidida a sobrevivir. Así que, poco 
a poco, comencé a oír tu voz, comencé a conocerte y me di cuenta de que no representabas 
algo malo en mi vida. Habías sufrido tanto viviendo en las sombres, guardándote tus 
sentimientos y reprimiendo tu voz.

Después de varios meses conociéndonos, me di cuenta de que no ya no te odiaba, me di 
cuenta de que me gustabas, me di cuenta de que en realidad te amaba; entonces comprendí 
que no éramos anormales como aquellos doctores nos habían dicho; entendí que eras 
completamente normales, entendí que hacíamos un equipo asombroso, entendí que eras lo 
mejor de mí.

Sólo quiero agradecerte, Free. Gracias por nunca rendirte. Gracias por todo lo que has 
luchado, por estar ahí cuando lo he necesitado, por tu apoyo incondicional, por ser una 
parte importante de mí. Gracias por todo. ¡Estoy orgullosa de ti!

Lo mejor para ti,
Frida.
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Connection: Letter to Free, 
the other side of me 

FREE 
Connection is a very essential element in human life. We all have the need to 
establish social connection with people; we have the need to be connected with 
friends, with family, with a partner, and, most importantly, to be connected with 
ourselves. 

Sometimes it isn’t easy at all to find the right way to connect our bodies with our 
hearts. Sometimes, that connection can be hard to set but easy to lose. It can be 
hard to find ourselves—it can be hard to know who we are and what we are. 

Through the following lines, I want to tell you more about Frida—or Free—a little 
girl who lived her childhood and adolescence trying to find out who she really was. 
Frida, yes, the prisoner of puberty and early menopause. This girl has two different 
faces and lives: on the first side, Frida, a 
typical person with a typical life (in the eyes 
of others); on the other side, Free, whom 
doctors find abnormal, and that she cannot 
show others. 

Even though they’ve always lived in the same 
body—in the same small body—they didn’t 
meet each other until adolescence. At the 
beginning, they didn’t get along well at all, but 
they got the chance to know each other and 
build a bridge that let them get connected, 
setting an unbreakable relationship.

Through the following letter that Frida wrote 
to Free, I’ll tell you more about them and the 
silence they had to keep.
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Hi Free!

It’s Frida! Yes, you know we are the same person, with the same body and the same heart, 
but different personalities, different strengths, different thoughts. I’ve just remembered all 
the struggle we’ve gone through to become who we are. We’ve never talked about it before, 
and I’ve never told you my feelings about it, so please, sit down, because this may last 
longer than you think. I hope you enjoy reading these words I’m writing to you.

When I was a little girl, I always wondered about who and what I really was. I knew I was 
different from other children; I knew I looked different, and I was frequently told not to 
tell anyone about my genitals, my different genitals. All those things made me confused 
about me. The usual questions I used to ask myself were: “am I a boy or a girl?”, “why do 
my genitals look different from the other girls’?”, “why am I being raised and treated as a 
girl if I look so different, if I look more like a boy?”, “why do my parents not want anyone to 
know about my body?”.

I didn’t understand anything, I was confused. And I got more and more confused as time 
passed. I wasn’t connected with my body, I wasn’t connected with you. I didn’t know about 
your existence, but you were there, hiding in the shadows, in the deepest part of myself. 
While I was thinking that I was a peculiarity, that I was ugly and that maybe I was a mistake 
of nature, you were trying to get my attention and tell me that you were part of those things 
I considered ugly. You were trying to tell me that you were there for me, that you are not a 
mistake, and that we both could make a great team together.

I met you at the hospital when three doctors told me I was abnormal, when those doctors 
told me I was a hermaphrodite. They said I wasn’t either a boy or a girl but a freak of nature. 
They made me hate my body, they made me hate you, they made me hate myself.

I was really disappointed in myself. I didn’t understand anything and then I tried to remove 
you. I wanted to be normal. I wanted to be like the other girls—but you never gave up, you 
refused to disappear, you were willing to be heard, you were determined to survive. So, 
little by little, I started to hear your voice. I started to get to know you and I realized that 
you were not a bad aspect of me. You had suffered so much living in the shadows, keeping 
your feelings quiet and repressing your voice.

After some months getting to know each other, I realized I didn’t hate you anymore. I 
realized I like you, I realized I actually love you. I understood that we weren’t abnormal as 
doctors had said to us but we were completely normal. We are an awesome team—you are 
the best of me.

I just want to say thank you, Free. Thank you for never giving up. Thank you for all the 
struggle you’ve undergone, for being there for me when I need it, for your support, for being 
an important part of me. Thank you for everything. I’m so proud of you!

Best,
Frida.
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There’s no 
such thing 

as me 
AISLING ARNOULD

There’s no such thing as me—or at least, there wasn’t. I never really had the chance 
to figure out who I was on my own terms. I always had to be who people thought I 
was, or perhaps who they allowed me to be. It’s been this way for as long as I can 
remember, but especially so since I came out as trans about a decade ago. 

That was tolerated, I think, in large part because it was my only form of deviation. I 
could be a woman if I wanted (although never ‘female’), but that was okay because 
I was still straight and, at least implicitly, endosex. At the queer organisation where I 
work, there was even a running joke that I was the token diversity hire, our concession 
to heteronormativity.  
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With that in mind, you can well imagine my surprise the morning after my gender 
affirmation surgery when the surgeon mentioned, almost as an aside, that I had 
some ‘biologically female traits’. 

So, was I intersex? Well, maybe. Long story short, I might be, but there’s no way to 
know for sure. 

It took me a long time to figure out what to do with that information. I knew from 
my intersex colleagues that being intersex is something you are, not something you 
identified as, and I thought that without a formal diagnosis I wouldn’t be intersex 
enough to enter. I suspect also that I’d internalised the idea that the intersex 
community was bound together by trauma rather than anything else, and that was 
trauma I didn’t share. 

Against my expectations, when I finally told my colleagues they said simply 
“amazing!” and “welcome”. They pointed out that although many intersex people 
had suffered medical interventions, that wasn’t a universal experience, and that 
amongst all that trauma I shouldn’t forget about intersex joy. It was the support 
and encouragement I needed to take my first tentative steps down the yellow and 
purple brick road. 

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel like a fraud in intersex spaces, and though I am 
assured the feeling is ill-founded, I don’t think it’ll go away anytime soon (although 
I’ll never turn down a chance to be stage crew rather than cast). I still haven’t told 
many people beyond my close friends—in part because I think some people will 
take me being intersex as somehow making me more ‘legitimate’ than endosex 
trans folks—but it’s nice this time around to be able to tell people who I am in my 
own time and in my own words, not as a confession of shame, but as a declaration 
of pride. 

I think the challenge now is for me to draw all the fragmented parts of myself into 
a coherent whole. Finding out I was intersex was the push I needed to re-evaluate, 
well, lots of things. My march through the acronym continues, since in addition to 
not being cis or endosex, it turns out I’m also not straight. It’s a lot more flags to add 
to my email signature, but for the first time I can remember, I actually get to decide 
who I am on my own terms. 

I am queer. I am trans. I am ace. I am intersex. And yes, I am female. But above all, 
I am me.



Riding the 
wave
IRENE KUZEMKO

All my life I’ve felt disconnected from 
my intersex body. I never could wear 
my dream clothes because I didn’t 
have the body for those clothes, and all 
my dream dresses had too much space 
for breasts for me to even think about 
trying them on. Regarding any physical 
activity, my attitude was always “there’s 
no point in even trying”. I knew I was 
and would be bad at all of it—riding a 
bike, riding a scooter, roller skating, ice 
skating, taking PE classes, trying any 
kind of sports or dance class… I was 
always weak and clumsy and worse 
than everybody else, so I just avoided 
those things as much as I could. I had 
some health problems with my spine 
(no idea if they were/are related to my 
lower bone density at the time) which 
made me quit ballet classes (at which I 
wasn’t that good anyway) and allowed 
me to skip PE classes in high school. 
I hated my body so much and never 
wanted to be seen by anyone changing 
in the changing room or attempting 
any kind of physical activity. As a 
teenager, I filled the pages of my diary 
with words of pain, self-hatred, suicide 
and self-harm. I still have the diary and 
I feel really sad reading it now.

The only thing that I was always 
comfortable and confident doing was 
swimming. Sea, ocean, pool, lake—I 
love water and I love swimming. I 
never even cared about how good 
my technique was. I just enjoyed the 
process. 

Even after discovering that I’m intersex it 
took me a long time to feel better about 
my body. Weirdly, what kickstarted my 
self-acceptance was COVID. While self-
isolating for two years, I really indulged 
myself in ordering food, enjoying my 
Big Macs, sushi and pizzas. All my life 
I’ve been underweight but during 
the pandemic I gained over 10 kilos. 
Honestly, it felt really good, and I 
started feeling great about my hips and 
my new hourglass figure. At the same 
time, I discovered several amazing 
YouTubers and bloggers speaking out 
about their small boobs and accepting 
their bodies. This was life changing. For 
the first time in my life I could think of 
my body type as being represented, 
existing out there, being normal, being 
beautiful and importantly—being sexy. 
In the past, I felt alone in my experience 
of not being able to grow breasts even 
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after many years on HRT (hormone replacement 
therapy), even in the intersex community. It took 
a while but now, in 2022, I can finally say that I am 
in love with my body and everything about it. I 
finally see myself as hot and sexy and I wear the 
clothes I always dreamed of wearing. In the past I 
could never imagine getting here. I love my small 
breasts, they are perfect! I am so lucky to live in 
my body!

This summer I was on vacation in Nazaré, Portugal, 
a place with the highest waves in Europe. It has 
a surfing school. Learning to surf was something 
I always dreamt of but I never saw myself ever 
actually doing it. Me, doing something physical? 
With other people seeing? ME? Never! But, 
encouraged by FOMO and the enthusiastic 
support of my friends, I decided to try and go for 
it. It took me several days to gather the courage 
to even go and make an appointment for my 
surfing lesson but eventually I did. The next day 
when I was going to my lesson, I was freaking out 
almost as much as I was when I was defending 
my university diploma and being interviewed for 
my current job. I was so scared. The idea of even 
trying this seemed ridiculous to me but I still made 
myself do it. 

My instructor was an absolute sweetheart who was 
so helpful and once we were in the water I was in 
my own element. Water is where I feel confident, 
comfortable, in control. 90% of the time I was able 
to stand up on the surf board and my instructor 
said that, especially for the first lesson, I was doing 
great. I was by no means perfect and needed a 
lot of guidance on maintaining the balance on the 
board, adjusting speed and direction—but now I 
know what it feels like to ride the wave. This may 
sound silly, but for me trying this and actually 
succeeding is so huge. I never could imagine I 
would have the courage to do this. I was only able 
to have the courage to try this after years of being 
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in the community, going to therapy and 
taking antidepressants. Before now, I 
would’ve never dared to even think of 
doing it!

The day after the lesson, and for days 
after, all my muscles and joints hurt so 
much (I’m almost 30 lol) but it felt so 
gratifying. I was so happy and I could 
never imagine I would get here. Feeling 
sexy, feeling confident, trying surfing 
and actually riding the wave—it was a 
dream come true and definitely one of 
the best experiences of my life!

I never dreamt or imagined I would 
get here and be so comfortable with 
myself, my body, my existence. When 
I read my teenage diary now, I wish I 
could tell the teenage me that it does 
get better. That it gets better beyond 
your wildest dreams and imagination. 
You will love your body and you will 
surf the wave, teenage Irene. I know. 
I’ve done it. You’ve done it. We did it 
together.

YOUth&I
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También somos 
personas 

ARIEL

We are 
people too

372022
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My life history 
as an intersex 

person living in 
Zimbabwe

KUDAKWASHE
My name is Yvonne Maiswa. l was born intersex 
with ambiguous genitalia and 46XX and 46XY 
chromosomes. They used to call the condition 
‘hermaphrodite’ (having sex characteristics 
of both male and female). I was assigned and 
raised as a girl but when l was growing up I felt 
more like a boy. I was different from the societal 
expectation that a baby is born either a boy or 
a girl. For me, they couldn’t clearly distinguish 
whether l was a boy or a girl so they made an 
assumption. Though they raised me as a girl, l 
used to do boys’ chores and activities including 
looking after cattle, repairing fences, making 
wire cars, playing soccer etc. But it wasn’t easy 
for me to fit into society because l was expected 
to behave as a girl but really I felt l was living 
a life of pretending to be a girl. It was not the 
reality of me. 

I discovered that l was different from my sister 
and my younger brother by comparing our 
genitals. This started to raise a lot of questions in 
my mind but l was still young and l couldn’t ask 
my parents about it. The challenge came when 
l started school. Despite that me being intersex 
was largely kept a secret, it happened that some 
parents were aware of it and they used to talk 
about it with their children. As a result, l faced 
stigma and discrimination. I had some incidents 
where some classmates used to laugh at me 
and say, “Look, she has two sexual organs”. 

This made me feel uncomfortable and l would 
spend a lot of time alone. I felt I didn’t belong 
and this affected my interactions with others 
and also my performance towards school work. 
At one point, l wanted to drop out of school 
because of the stigma and discrimination that 
l was facing. 

When l was in high school, l was a soccer player 
in the school team and I was a very good player 
compared to the other girls. One day, after l 
played very well, the coach of the opposing 
team said to me, “You are not female”, and 
they wanted to go and check inside my pants. 
Knowing that my genitalia was different, l knew 
l had to disappear and leave all the other games 
that l was supposed to play in. Having this 
condition made me feel very uncomfortable 
and every time l tried to figure out who l was, l 
used to cry and ask God why l was different from 
others. Sometimes, l feel that l am less than a 
human being. At that time, I could never see 
reason to my existence and death seemed like 
the only way to escape. 

When one is born in a way that is not ‘normal’, 
they consider it as a disability or an error that 
needs to be corrected. At the age of 15, l was 
taken to undergo a surgery. They wanted to do 
a corrective (fixing/normalizing) surgery, but 
the question is how can you fix or normalize 
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something that you did not create in the first 
place? They wanted to fix me to be a female but 
it wasn’t successful. This process was done in an 
attempt to do good and they did not realize that 
they were causing a lot of harm, but because of 
it l have to live with chronic pain. If I was given 
the opportunity to choose, l would have chosen 
not to have surgery since being intersex is not 
even painful. I consider it to be a variation just 
like race, we have white people, black people 
and more. This condition, l believe, was not a 
mistake but God wanting to reveal His Glory 
(John 9:3).

It happened that l managed to excel in my 
academics at Ordinary level, but l failed to go 
to A-level due to circumstances beyond my 
control. I then undertook tertiary education 
where l completed a diploma in education 
as a primary school teacher. I participated in 
soccer again since it was my passion but I also 
experienced some of the same challenges l 
faced in high school. Despite my passion, l 
had to suppress my gift. l tried to play at the 
same level with others, but this created tension 
between me and my coach because he knew my 
performance from my earlier years. I failed to 
explain the reason why l was underperforming. 
The tension continued up until l decided to quit 
soccer then instead played hockey in my final 
year at tertiary level. From that moment on, l 
have hated soccer because of the challenges 
that l keep encountering and l feel that given 
the opportunity l would have excelled and made 
it even to the national team. My passion was 
killed. 

After living a life of pretending to be a woman 
even though my strength was more masculine, l 
came to a point where l realized that l just have 
to be me. I started dressing in a way that feels 
more comfortable and that is when problems 
started with my family members and broader 
society. They are afraid of what the world will 
say about me and they have started to say 
some negative comments, for example, they 
are saying I am now a homosexual, but my 
understanding of homosexuality is that it has to 
do with sexual orientation but that intersex has 
to do with biological sex characteristics.

In society l also face stigma and discrimination. 
People look at me strangely because of my 

mixed characteristics and they fail to understand 
me, instead they just say negative comments. I 
feel like every day of my life l face stigma and 
discrimination. Sometimes l feel like it is better 
to stay indoors but how can l live such a life?

I also face challenges when l try to access public 
services. I mention that my name is Yvonne, as 
it appears on my national identity. However, 
since this is a female name, because of my 
appearance they say it’s not my document. 
At one point, l wanted to be assisted with my 
Econet SIM card which l registered using my 
name, but they didn’t assist me—they thought 
l wanted to use someone else’s documents to 
access their account. 

I also face challenges in accessing health care 
services. Our constitution of Zimbabwe does not 
say anything about people like us, so the kinds 
of services publicly offered do not apply to us. 
For example, they do a process of cervical cancer 
screening and prostate cancer screening. Simply 
because of the biological make up of an intersex 
person those services may not be applicable so 
the moment they discover your difference they 
call each other and end up examining you which 
is not comfortable. 

Last but not least, getting a formal job sometimes 
is very difficult because when they look at me, 
they judge me. They do not understand me and 
they label me things that l am not. I do not feel 
comfortable in spaces with people like that who 
look down upon me. 

My words to the world—to the intersex 
children, doctors and society at large: there is 
nothing wrong when a baby is born intersex. 
It’s a variation, not a disability. Therefore do 
not treat us as if we need emergency medical 
interventions. It’s not painful to be intersex, but 
it is painful that there are only two binary boxes 
of male and female. Do not be quick to assign 
a gender and surgically correct a minor without 
consent. Refer to my story above. Let it be a 
choice of the intersex person, not the doctors 
and parents. Once the surgery is done, it cannot 
be reversed but leaves permanent scars and 
chronic pain. Let the intersex child be intersex 
and allow them to make choices when they are 
an adult with their own consent.



There is something strange about being
seen simply as the man I am and yet

knowing that what lies between my thighs 
was called at birth

ambiguous.

I was determined male
assigned as ‘a boy’

birthright and surgery combined to make me.

I am determined to be a man.

If he loves and sees me,
can it be? 

Beneath the sheets I feel revealed,
numb,

lines of scar that I hope he won’t feel,
small splotches that I see stain my skin

the natural shape disowned for me long ago
 which I never saw untouched

—afraid of what he sees.

I fear
that seeking the masculine divine
in my lover is looking in a mirror

in which I feel hopelessly, secretly distorted.
That I will never be what I am, must, be.

But then he sees me,
tells me I’m beautiful—

and I believe.

Scar tissue
RICHARD
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Discrimination 
APPLE

The discrimination I’ve seen

Fear of the unknown 

No one has the right to harass

As everyone can be anyone

A venom to society

Making one’s hopes bleed away

Prejudice 

Intolerance 

Some choose to hide

No one should be stared at

Supposedly a free world 

But to live there must be change

Wanting to be something

Wanting to slay

Every uniqueness endures

And we are still one.
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How I managed 
to survive 

loneliness as an 
intersex person

LEE
I grew up in the southern parts of Africa where being intersex is considered to 
be something that is not normal and ignorant people will boldly label you as a 
disabled person. For the past 26 years, I have felt disconnected from family, friends 
and churchmates, to such an extent that I stopped going to church because of the 
discriminatory eyes that people would look at me with. Waking up every day and 
preparing to go to school was a nightmare because I would already be thinking 
ahead about how other pupils were going to treat me that day.

One day I woke up and told myself that if I could survive for 26 years with only the few 
individuals that are connected to me, then I can continue to make it without those 
who choose to stay apart. I made a decision to never allow people with negative 
thoughts about me to define me. Now I feel brave and better than how I was before 
because those who remain connected to me encourage me to keep on going. I 
make it a point to value the connections that I have rather than the absences, and 
that is what has brought me to where I am today.
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Conexión al 
mundo

Connection to 
the world

PALOMA
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Ndinovimbisa 
kuva inzwi renyu 

SHIVOL SHOKO

Vaka Cheka nhengo yako uye uka Buda ropa
Mhuri yako yakapomerwa zvakaipa zvese zvepanyika pakuzvara kwako
Kuti wainzi chituko chenyika ino
Nokungoti wakazvarwa Uri Intersex

Ndinovimbisa kuva inzwi renyu
Vaberiki Vako vaikuda asi pakanga 
Pasina mitemo yaikudzivirira kune
Vose avo vakatyora kodzero dzako nokudaro wakafa Uri mudiki
Handina kumbo sangana newe

Ndinovimbisa kuva inzwi renyu
Kune vese avo ma intersex vakagumisa hupenyu hwavo nemhaka yokuti muviri
Yavo yaifungidzirwa yakashata, kusuwa nokurwadziswa , kudzinga uye kuraswa 
Kure nemhuri yako
Kuvengwa ne vaifanira kukuda, kurohwa, kushungurudzwa uye kupondwa
Ndinovimbisa kuva inzwi renyu

Kune avo vese vakachekwa vakasiwa vane mavanga asinga vharike, vaka tyorerwa 
kodzero dzavo



I promise to be 
your voice 

SHIVOL SHOKO

They cut you and you bled
Your family was blamed for all the evil in 
the world at the expense of your birth
You were called the curse of the world, 
an abomination of the land
Just because you were born differently
Many people lacked the understanding of 
how nature could manipulate and manifest 
itself in ways they could not even attempt 
to understand but— 
I promise to be your voice

Your parents gave you love and tried to 
protect you the best way they knew how 
Despite the fact that no law of the land 
was there to protect you 
You were left out to dry and wither in the 
harshest of conditions
You suffered at the hands of those who 
claimed to love you, as they continuously 
violated your rights 
and so you gave in and died 
before you had fulfilled your purpose
I never met you but I know you and—
I promise to be your voice

To all of you who ended your own lives 
Because of the lack of understanding 
of the bodies you were born in
Bodies considered God’s 
biggest mistake on humanity 
Isolated, sad, hurt, evicted and thrown into 
the wildest of the wild by your own family
Hated by those who should have loved you 
Separated, beaten, tortured and murdered 
for no apparent reason 
except for being different—
I promise to be your voice

To all of you who have been mutilated 
Left with open wounds and 
dysfunctional bodies in theatre experiments
Left with many rights violated and with no 
one willing to take responsibility for their 
own actions
Today and forever—
I promise to be your voice

452022



46 YOUth&I

Mi nombre es A.Anakin, tengo 20 años y soy una persona intersexual con hiperplasia 
suprarrenal congénita (HSC) 21 hidroxilasa, perdedor de sales. Cuando nací los médicos 
decidieron que sería una mujer y que mi cuerpo sería acomodado de acuerdo con ese género, 
para conseguirlo, durante 12 años estuve entrando en quirófano para que me realizaran 
distintas cirugías cosméticas sin mi consentimiento: convirtieron mis bolsas testiculares en 
labios vaginales, mutilación de clítoris y vaginoplastia. Entre los 17 meses y los 12 años de 
edad, también me dieron altas dosis de medicamentos (cortisona). Hablé con mi madre y 
le dije que no quería continuar con todo esto, me apoyo incondicionalmente, encontramos 
a un sexólogo y psicólogo que nos ayudó. Así volví a nacer y tuve que hacer una segunda 
transición a mi verdadero género: el masculino. 

Gracias a Brújula Intersexual (México) creamos nuestra organización: Caminar Intersex (Islas 
Canarias - España). Ahora luchamos para que esta historia no se repita. Gracias a Mamá, a 
Miguel y a Laura Inter. 

My name is A. Anakin. I’m 20 years old, and I’m an intersex person with salt-wasting 
congenital adrenal hyperplasia (CAH) 21 hydroxylase. When I was born, the doctors decided 
that I would be a woman and that my body would be accommodated according to that 
gender. To achieve this, for 12 years I went to the operating room to have different cosmetic 
surgeries performed on me without my consent: they turned my testicular bags into vaginal 
lips, clitoral mutilation and vaginoplasty. Between the ages of 17 months and 12 years, I was 
also given high doses of medication (cortisone). I talked to my mother and told her that 
I didn’t want to continue with all this. She supported me unconditionally and we found a 
sexologist and psychologist who helped us. Thus, I was reborn and had to make a second 
transition to my true gender: masculine.

Thanks to Brújula Intersexual in Mexico, we created our organization in the Canary Islands 
(Spain): Caminar Intersex. Now we fight so that this story does not repeat. Thanks to Mom, 
Miguel and Laura Inter.

Sin pasado, en el presente 
buscando un futuro

No past in the present 
looking for a future

A. ANAKIN
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Nos dan la vida, llegamos a este universo y otras personas deciden por nosotros dejándonos sin 
pasado, cuando descubrimos quienes somos y que nos ha sucedido, nos agarramos a esa brújula que 
nos da el norte para así poder caminar hacia un futuro Feliz.

They give us life, we come to this universe and other people decide for us, leaving us without a past. 
When we discover who we are and what has happened to us, we hold on to that compass (brújula) that 
gives us the direction to walk (caminar) towards a happy future.
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Conecta con 
tu comunidad 

Connect with your 
community  

NOWAKII
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Siente orgullo de tu esencia, de quien eres, no te avergüences, porque en el 
camino encontrarás a otras personas con tu misma esencia.

Be proud of your essence, of who you are. Don’t be ashamed because along 
the way you will find other people with the same essence.

Esencia conexión
Essence connection

NOWAKII
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Nací en Venezuela con una variación llamada ‘insensibilidad androgénica 
incompleta’. Viví experiencias muy complejas en hospitales, con mi familia 
y en la sociedad en general. Crecí pensando que era un bicho raro, que no 
tenía oportunidad, y que para mí todo había acabado. Puedo jurar que ni 
siquiera había empezado, pues me sentía vacía, perdida y desorientada, 
le preguntaba a la vida para que había llegado a este mundo, pues me 
esforzaba y no veía resultados. Hasta que un buen día, buscando en internet, 
encontré un gran tesoro que cambiaría todo lo que había pensando. Una 
hermosa Brújula había encontrado para guiarme, orientarme y apoyarme — 
era todo lo que había soñado. 

Aprendí a amar mi cuerpo ambiguo que tanto había odiado y entendí que 
nacer intersexual es una de las mejores cosas que me han pasado, amo cada 
centímetro de mi misma. Aunque los doctores un día mi cuerpo dañaron, 
causaron dolor y consecuencias que hasta ahora he cargado, gracias a la 
conexión con Brújula Intersexual otro sentido a mi vida le he dado. A través de 
ella he conocido muchas personas que ahora son mi familia, mis herman@s. 
Gracias porque sé que no estoy sola y que a través de la distancia siempre 
estamos conectad@s.

Conexiones
YELA



I was born in Venezuela with a variation called ‘incomplete androgen 
insensitivity’. I lived very complex experiences in hospitals, with my family 
and in society in general. I grew up thinking that I was a freak, that I had no 
chance, and that everything was over for me. I felt like my life hadn’t even 
started, because I felt empty, lost and disoriented. I asked life why I had come 
to this world, because I tried and tried and couldn’t see results. However, one 
fine day, searching the internet, I found a great treasure that would change 
everything I had been thinking about. I found a beautiful Compass (Brújula) 
to guide me, orient me and support me—it was everything I had dreamed of. 

I learned to love my ambiguous body that I had hated so much and I 
understood that being born intersex is one of the best things that has ever 
happened to me. I love every inch of myself. Although the doctors damaged 
my body, caused me pain and consequences that I have carried until now, 
thanks to the connection with Brújula Intersexual I have found another 
meaning to my life. Through them I have met many people who are now 
my family, my siblings. Thanks to them I know that I’m not alone and that 
through the distance we are always connected.

Connections
YELA

512022



52 YOUth&I



532022

Selon moi pour faire connaître une cause, un mouvement, une identité. L’art 
est un bon moyen pour toucher le public et c’est pour cette raison que je mets 
régulièrement des petits clins d’œil sur l’intersexuation dans mes œuvres.

I believe that art is a good way to reach an audience and raise awareness 
about a cause, a movement, an identity. That’s why I regularly make allusions 
to being intersex in my pieces.

Milit-
artiste
Artivist

LOSTMEMORY
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El secretismo cómo receta médica, como una manera de cubrir lo extraño, lo diferente, una 
forma de tapar la rareza inusual.

Muchas personas intersexuales en el intento de velar nuestra maravillosa diversidad 
corporal con la que nacimos, nos hemos camuflado bajo vestimentas, disfraces socialmente 
aceptables, heteronormativas y binarias, que nos permitían pasar desapercibidas por la 
vida. Este velo no solamente ha cubierto nuestro cuerpo, nuestra diversidad corporal, sino 
también ha logrado cubrir la conexión humana, la conexión íntima profunda y sincera con 
otras personas intersexuales.

Muchas personas intersexuales, por no decir todas, hemos crecido alejadas de nuestros 
pares, de personas que al igual que nosotras nacieron con una variación en las características 
sexuales. Existimos sin ningún tipo de información amable y respetuosa sobre la diversidad 
de nuestros cuerpos, sin nadie con quien identificarnos, sin nadie de quién guiarnos, sin 
nadie que nos apoyara, nadie que nos contuviera emocionalmente. 

Una parte de mi vida la título: “Buscándome”, porque de alguna manera, al no saber de 
nadie que hubiera nacido con las mismas o similares diferencias con las que nací yo y sin 
poderme entender, sin poder realmente saber qué es lo que me estaba pasando, pero 
teniendo de alguna manera un sentimiento profundo de saber que en alguna parte del 
mundo habría alguien más que era como yo: igual de diferente, igual de diversa, a pesar de 
que este sentimiento era frágil y débil, y sin tener muchas esperanzas al respecto, de todas 
formas, decidí seguir en la implacable búsqueda de encontrar a alguien que fuera igual que 
yo o, por lo menos, descubrir que era lo que realmente me estaba ocurriendo.

Fue así que después de tanto buscar encontré una luz, encontré no solo una, sino a 
muchísimas personas igual de diversas que yo, personas intersexuales que habían pasado 
por muchas situaciones parecidas a la mía.

Esa etapa de mi vida la título: “Buscándome me encontré”, porque develé mi existencia 
intersexual. Al fin entendí que era lo que realmente me estaba sucediendo, conocí personas 
maravillosas qué me acompañaron, me contuvieron emocionalmente y son mi guía hasta 
el día de hoy.

Así como yo salí a mi encuentro el día de hoy, mi sueño es poder facilitar, ayudar, colaborar 
en el encuentro de personas intersexuales en el Perú para que ya no pasen este camino 
de soledad, de vacío, de incertidumbre y de miedo que yo tuve que pasar, sino por el 
contrario, puedan conectarse, conocerse, acompañarse en espacios seguros, respetuosos, 
amables hacia nuestra diversidad corporal y celebrar lo maravilloso qué es ser una persona 
intersexual.

Develar para conectar
BEA IS
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For too long secrecy has been the medical prescription. A way to cover up the strange and 
the different. A way to cover up the unusual rarity of being intersex. 

Many intersex people, in an attempt to veil our wonderful bodily diversity with which we 
were born, have camouflaged under clothing—socially acceptable, heteronormative and 
binary costumes—which allow us to go unnoticed through life. This veil has not only covered 
our body, our bodily diversity, but it has also managed to cover the human connection—the 
deep and sincere intimate connection with other intersex people.

Many intersex people, if not all, have grown apart from our peers, from people who, like us, 
were born with a variation in sex characteristics. We exist without any kind and respectful 
information about the diversity of our bodies, without anyone to identify with, anyone to 
guide us, anyone to support us, or anyone to hold us emotionally. 

A part of my life is titled: ‘Searching for myself’. Somehow, not knowing anyone who had 
been born with the same or similar differences as me and without being able to understand 
myself or really know what was happening to me, I somehow had a deep feeling of knowing 
that somewhere in the world there would be someone else who was just like me—just as 
different, just as diverse. Even though this feeling was fragile and weak, and not having 
much hope at all in this regard, I still decided to continue in the relentless search to find 
someone who was just like me or at least discover what was really happening to me.

It came to be that after so much searching I found a light. I found not just one, but many 
people just as diverse as me: intersex people who have gone through similar experiences 
to myself.

I titled that stage of my life: ‘I found myself looking for myself’. I unveiled my intersex 
existence. At last, I understood what was really happening to me. I met wonderful people 
who accompanied me, supported me emotionally and are my guide to this day.

Just as I went out to meet myself today, my dream is to be able to help intersex people meet 
each other in Peru so that they no longer go through this path of loneliness, emptiness, 
uncertainty and fear that I had to go through. On the contrary, they can connect, get to know 
each other, accompany each other in safe, respectful and kind spaces, and celebrate how 
wonderful it is to be an intersex person.

Unveil to connect
BEA IS

2022
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About the contributors

A. Anakin 

A. Anakin is 20 years old and is an intersex person with salt-wasting congenital adrenal 
hyperplasia (CAH) 21 hydroxylase. Thanks to Brújula Intersexual in Mexico, A. Anakin helped 
create the organization in the Canary Islands (Spain): Caminar Intersex. ‘Now we fight so 
that this story does not repeat.’
    
Aisling Arnould
 
Ash is an Australian queer and intersex activist living on Ngunnawal Country. Outside of 
work she enjoys writing stories and making languages. 

Apple 

Apple is 24 years old and from the Philippines. Apple is currently working as a Hospital 
Pharmacist and believes that living in this world as an intersex person is both an honor and 
a blessing, and only those lucky ones can handle this uniqueness. 

Ariel  

Ariel is from Mexico and is an intersex and trans man. Ariel has collaborated with the Mexican 
intersex organizations Intersex y Andrógino and Brújula Intersexual. 

Aude Nasr  

Aude Nasr (Aboul-Nasr) is a French-Arab illustrator based in Marseille, France. She works 
with independent media in the Middle East and Europe, illustrating voices that thrive to 
give a more relevant, accurate and critical understanding of the changes operating in the 
MENA region, within diasporas, and among communities she belongs to.  

Bea Is

Bea Is is an intersex human rights activist in Peru. She participated in the second Intersex 
Conference of Latin America and the Caribbean in Buenos Aires, Argentina. She is the first 
Peruvian intersex person to write her intersex story for the Brújula Intersexual website and 
is the founder of the Asociación Peruana de Personas Intersexuales [Peruvian Association 
of Intersex People]—the first meeting, support and information organization for intersex 
people and families of intersex children in Peru. 

Erdbeersepp  

Some contributors have chosen to remain anonymous. We respect their 
wishes and have not published biographies of all contributors.



592022

Free  

Free, originally from Oaxaca, Mexico, has a degree in Language Teaching (Spanish, English, 
French, and Zapotec). She met Brújula Intersexual in 2014, and one year later she became 
a collaborator of the same organisation. She has participated in various talks and events 
about intersex in Mexico, and her testimony entitled "An Orchid in a Rose Garden" was 
published on the website of Brújula Intersexual. 

Irene Kuzemko 

Irene Kuzemko (she/her) is a 29-year-old from Ukraine and Russia who is currently living 
in Berlin, Germany. Irene is a proud intersex person and activist and has been active in 
the movement since 2015. Irene works as a Capacity & Community Building Officer for OII 
Europe, and is also a co-founder of Intersex Russia/OII Russia and a member of interACT 
Youth. 

Johnny  

Johnny is a member of the Intersex Brazilian Association (ABRAI). ABRAI is an institution 
that helps intersex people from any part of Brazil, helping mostly intersex people that are 
experiencing economic vulnerability. ABRAI started its regulatory process in 2018 and it 
became incorporated in 2020.

Kon Zer 

Kon Zer is a 24 year old intersex woman from Greece and part of Intersex Greece. She has 
studied Chemistry but also has a great interest in art. She loves to draw as a hobby because 
it is a comforting and creative way to express herself and tell her story. 

Kudakwashe  

Kudakwashe is an intersex human rights activist in Zimbabwe and is a member of the 
organisation Intersex Community of Zimbabwe. Kudakwashe’s greatest passion is fighting 
for the rights of the intersex community (being the voice of the voiceless) and helping 
intersex people heal. Words that best describe Kudakwashe are unique and proud!

Lee  

Lee is an intersex person born in the year 1996. Lee is Zimbabwean and lives in the remote 
areas of Zimbabwe. His greatest passion is to write articles as well as poems and he wishes 
to continue his education. 

Lostmemory 
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Mel (MelyKurutta)  

Mel, aka MelyKurutta, is an intersex artist and activist of Intersexioni’s intersex youth group. 
Co-founder of Angry&Intersexy, Mel is also an activist in Como Pride and communist militant 
in Giovani Comunisti/e Milano. 

Nowakii  

Nowakii is 29 years old and was born in Michoacán, Mexico. Since puberty, Nowakii had 
unexpected changes in his body. Nowakii’s partner was the one who started looking for 
answers about Nowakii’s body variations. Together they connected with Brújula Intersexual 
who gave them support and answers.  

Olympia  

Olympia is a proud intersex, nonbinary and queer person living on Kaurna Country (Adelaide, 
South Australia). They have a degree in law and have written an Honours dissertation on the 
rights of intersex people under the Australian legal system. They use both their academic and 
artistic work to advocate for the human rights of LGBTIQA+ people, and other marginalised 
communities. Outside of work, they enjoy reading in quiet libraries, cafes on rainy days and 
busy artist markets with friends. 

Paloma  

Paloma is from the municipality of El Fuerte, in the state of Sinaloa, Mexico and currently lives 
in the municipality of Sinaloa. Her intersex variation is congenital adrenal hyperplasia (CAH). 
She has a degree in Social Work, and is currently a fifth-semester student at the Faculty of 
Law. Paloma has been a collaborator of Brújula Intersexual since 2015 and her hobbies are 
listening to music, reading, exercising and taking care of her pets (two dogs). 

ParadoxedLife 

ParadoxedLife is a member of the mainland Chinese diaspora currently based in Singapore 
and loves to write in English and Chinese.

Richard  

Richard is an intersex gay man from the Eastern United States on the ancestral lands of the 
Piscataway and Pamunkey peoples. He is currently a full-time student and reconnecting 
with his body through dance, community engagement and good naps.  

Shivol Shoko  

Panashe ‘Shivol’ is a 22 year old intersex activist and human rights defender who uses 
digital art as a form of activism to raise intersex awareness through sharing their own 
lived experience. Shivol studied hospital management and computer applications and is 
passionate about graphics and design to create intersex educational stories. 

Yela 
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