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EDITORIAL BOARD

Cartoonist’s take

PATRICK CHAPPATTE — THE NEW YORK TIMES

Boys will be boys. Girls will
be girls. However, some boys
want to be girls and some

girls want to be
boys. It was once
called “playing
dress up.” Parents
never used to al-
low it to get out of
hand. Times have
changed. Now it’s
compulsory to en-
dorse the behavior

of those suffering from gender
dysphoria by allowing biological
men to use female restrooms,
to compete in women’s sports,
to be housed into women’s pris-
ons, and to share a hotel room
with school girls on overnight
field trips.

A new series on the WOW
Presents Plus streaming ser-
vice is inserting the LGBTQ
agenda into children’s program-
ming. “Drag Tots” tells the story
of four pint-sized cross-dress-
ers navigating through their an-
imated adventures with the aid
of a talking unicorn head. The
show features grammar school-
age drag queens (voiced by Ru-
Paul’s “Drag Race” characters).

Each episode features a new
“dragtastic” adventure, includ-
ing a field trip to a wig farm,
a journey to an alternate drag
universe, and a border battle
against President Trump and
his administration.

This is not “Muppet Babies,”
“Flintstones Kids,” or “Care
Bears Babies.” The cartoon for-
mat does not make it innocent.
“Drag Tots” is a show that is
overtly sexual by nature. I can’t
imagine it being anything but a
disaster.

Turnabout is fair play, right? I
would like to propose a different
kind of animated series, a car-
toon featuring a 7-year-old pro-
tagonist called “Heterosexual
Boy” who has an after school
job as a choker setter and wears
a T-shirt emblazoned with the
words “Man Up!” Here’s how I
envision the series:

(Heterosexual Boy sits in
class with several dozen other
students. The teacher is giving a
lesson on gender neutrality.)

TEACHER: So you see, hens,
from birth you have been outfit-
ted with “gender straitjackets”
resulting in lifelong negative

consequences. Your sex deter-
mines how you will dress, what
toys you will play with, and ul-
timately how you behave within
society. It is my job to help
strip away those terrible gender
norms.

HETEROSEXUAL BOY (rais-
ing his hand to speak): I’m
amazed how much class time
we spend policing gender, Ms.
Green. Every day we receive
some kind of comment from
you, like “girls shouldn’t wear
tutus and pink tights, Sally,” or
“Life isn’t just about bugs, dino-
saurs, and trucks, Bobby.” You
seem overly concerned about
how boys and girls should be-
have. Why are we being pushed
to do the opposite of what
comes naturally to us?

(The children titter and gig-
gle. Ms. Green frowns.)

TEACHER: First of all, Het-
erosexual Boy, we do not call
ourselves “boys” or “girls.” We
are “friends” or the gender neu-
tral “hens.” And we are here to
learn about equality.

HETEROSEXUAL BOY: Your
approach is based on a misun-
derstanding of the meaning of

equality. One doesn’t have to
throw out all differences to treat
boys and girls as equally wor-
thy of respect. Why try to make
everyone the same? Why not
teach respect for differences?
You seem to be working against
natural impulses to avoid pi-
geonholing students into stereo-
types.

TEACHER: (scratches her
head) I’m not following you,
Heterosexual Boy.

HETEROSEXUAL BOY: Men
and women have fundamen-
tal differences. If you want to
engage in social engineering,
I suggest you focus on work-
ing against the idea that dif-
ferent means inferior, or that
girls must do what boys do. You
can’t change what is innate to
a child. Why not simply appre-
ciate what many girls do more
highly, while making sure no
boy or girl feels badly for choos-
ing not to be in a traditional
role?

TEACHER: That’s ridiculous.
Tradition is our enemy. Any-
one who values the prospect of
a healthy society knows that
gender stereotyping is based on

rigid hierarchy.
HETEROSEXUAL BOY: My

dad treats my sister and me ex-
actly the same. We know how
to change tires, cook, operate
a sewing machine, and repair
toilet flappers. My father vac-
uums, washes dishes, and gar-
dens alongside my mother. My
parents don’t beat themselves
up every time my sister plays in
the kitchen or I kick a football.
That’s how you teach real gen-
der equality.

SALLY: (shouts) You’re my
hero, Heterosexual Boy!

(He stands up to leave.)
TEACHER: Where do you

think you’re going, Heterosex-
ual Boy? Class isn’t dismissed.

HETEROSEXUAL BOY: Sorry,
Ms. Green. Promoting compas-
sion and equality is cool, but
your cockamamie gender theory
ignores eons of biology, and re-
ality. If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got
a Heterosexual Pride Parade to
attend.

Tim Martin resides in Fortuna
and contributes this column to
the Times-Standard. Email him
at tmartin@sitestar.net.

Here’s a Thought

‘Drag Tots’ not your style? Try this TV pilot on for size

I confess that I am a heretic
and a blasphemer, and expect
to be run out of town on a rail,

as soon as anyone
restores one, but
I still believe I’m
from Northern
California.

I have been as-
sured by lifelong
natives of Eureka
that this is non-
sense.

“Anything south of Leggett is
Southern California,” one told
me just the other day over lunch
at the Sixth and E.

I persist in my delusions, hav-
ing been born and raised in the
San Francisco Bay Area. But I
am an acknowledged interloper
and carpetbagger, having only
moved to Eureka in 2012. And
as an interloper and carpetbag-
ger, I lack the good sense to ac-
knowledge that I am at best a
Central Californian.

“There’s no such thing as a
‘Central Californian,’ ” I declare,
outing myself again as a fool
and an outsider as I pick over
my onion rings.

With every denial, my long
slog toward bone fide transplant
status — to be achieved decades
hence, if at all — is lengthening.

“You’re wrong,” half the news-
room tells me after lunch. I per-
sist.

“Does anyone call the Giants
or the Niners a Central Califor-
nian team? This is madness. No
one calls themselves a ‘Central
Californian.’ ”

Of course I am mistaken.
“I’m from Central California,”

my better half will tell me later
that night. Having traveled from
Visalia to Humboldt County de-
cades ago, she might yet be
granted transplant status here,
decades from now, if I can only
keep my mouth shut.

Back in the newsroom, unre-
pentant, clinging to false hope,
I turn to the map. Refusing
to admit my obvious defeat, I
point out that the proportions
of Northern and Southern Cal-
ifornia as I in my benighted
state understand them bear a
resemblance to, say, those of
northern and Southern Hum-
boldt.

But this is quickly discounted
by my peers. I’m outgunned and
outflanked, surrounded on all
sides by my superiors in the sci-
ence of geography. I just don’t
get it. Like a dog who’s been
trained to walk on his hind legs,
I can approximate the figure of
a halfway educated Humboldt
County newspaperman, but no
child capable of reading a map
can be fooled for more than a
moment: Clearly someone’s just
thrown a jacket over the shoul-

ders of a yapping Central Cali-
fornian mutt and called him an
editor.

I try to point out that I’ve
been up and down our fair state,
driven both on 101 and the 101,
that I’ve lived and worked and
played for decades both in the
land of “hella” and the land of
“dude,” and that there are only
two Californias north of Baja:
NorCal and SoCal.

But it all comes out as yips
and yaps and unintelligible
barks. It’s too late. I find myself,
as if waking from an anxious
dream, transformed into a dog,
incapable of reason or speech.
Just here, typing with my paws,
growling insistently that I’m not
from CenCal.

I’m not from CenCal!
It’s too late for me, dear

readers, and I fear that if I per-
sist too long in my misbehav-
ior that I will be soon reminded
of one of the many uses of the
Times-Standard, but before my
coworkers roll one up and give
chase, heed my warning: Vis-
itors, newcomers and tourists
who find yourselves in Hum-
boldt County, do not follow me
down this path of devolution
and misery. Do not forget, ye
outcasts, that Southern Califor-
nia starts south of Leggett.

Go Crabs!

Marc Valles resides in
Myrtletown and is managing
editor of the Times-Standard.
He can be reached at 707-441-
0507.

Editor’s note

Northern California state of mind

The news hurts.
I can’t handle watching it

because it hurts. I can’t deal
with see-
ing Facebook
posts about
it. I can’t even
hear jokes
about it from
Stephen Col-
bert.

It’s not
funny. It just

hurts.
Sometimes I think it would

hurt less if I were less aware.
If I understood less about
how the government worked,
I might not be so upset about
Supreme Court Justice An-
thony Kennedy resigning and
Trump appointing his re-
placement.

I wouldn’t know that Ken-
nedy is the swing vote on
the court, and that the court
will shift to the right once
he is gone. I wouldn’t have to
worry about what that would
mean for the country if I
didn’t understand it.

I wouldn’t be burdened
with the knowledge of past
Supreme Court cases that
harmed our nation, like Cit-
izens United, which opened
up the doors for unlimited
money in politics, or the re-
cent Janus decision that
struck a blow to public labor
unions. It would bother me
less if I didn’t fear that even
worse decisions could be on
their way from a more conser-
vative court.

It would be nicer not to
know about immigrant chil-
dren in cages, or the climate
crisis, or how hard life still is
in Puerto Rico long after the
hurricane that took out the is-
land’s electricity.

It’s tempting to tune out.
But ignoring disturbing news
doesn’t make the news go

away. If I didn’t know about
toddlers facing immigration
court alone, that wouldn’t
make it untrue.

The same is true for all of
us. We all have the choice: Do
we want to know, or don’t we?
And then a second choice:
Are we going to do something
about it?

But most of us have an-
other concern: How do we
maintain our mental health
while also doing the right
thing? Taking in all of the
news is debilitating. If I keep
up my usual habit of 24/7
news consumption, I won’t be
able to get out of bed.

The most obvious ways to
take action can feel too insig-
nificant to make a difference.
I can call my representatives
(and call, and call, and call). I
can attend protests. I can do-
nate money to worthy causes.
When there are elections, I
can vote. I can volunteer for
candidates I like. I can share
information on social media.

None of this feels like
enough.

I don’t have the answers.
I know I’m not the only one
struggling. But I think I’ve
figured one thing out: It’s OK
to turn the news off some-
times. It’s OK to log out of
Facebook, too.

Taking action is impor-
tant, and we all need to know
what’s going on and what
needs to be done. But we
don’t need to marinate in the
news all day long. Not when it
hurts this badly.

If you’re watching the news,
ask yourself if you’re making
yourself more or less able to
act by watching it. If you find
yourself simply getting more
and more upset and less able
to function, turn it off.

If you need to, pick one is-
sue and focus on it. If it helps,
find a candidate for office that
wants to do something about
it, or an organization that
works on it, and get involved.

Figure out where your in-
terests and skills can have the
greatest effect, and put your
effort there. Then allow your-
self to let some other things
go, because you can’t do more
than your own part — espe-
cially if you can’t get out bed.

OtherWords columnist Jill
Richardson is the author of
“Recipe for America: Why
Our Food System Is Broken
and What We Can Do to Fix
It.”

Another view

What to do when
you just can’t
stand the news?

If you need to,
pick one issue
and focus on it.
If it helps, find
a candidate
for office that
wants to do
something
about it, or an
organization
thatworks
on it, and get
involved.

Tim
Martin

Marc
Valles

Jill
Richardson

I findmyself, as
if waking froman
anxious dream,
transformed into a
dog, incapable of
reason or speech.
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