
Weazel
The

  In This Issue:
                           •  Profile on artist
                               Lilia Hernandez Galusha

                          • Examining the impact of
                               populism on the Trans Community

                          • Comic by cartoonist Everett Gee

                          • Poetry, Short Stories, 
                             Journal Entries and More 



For Sale: Baby Shoes 
Never Worn

My Flag

3-28-21 Shit Schemes Artist Spotlight: 
Lilia Hernandez 

Galusha

How to love someone

Meet the New 
Populism: Same as 
the Old Populisim

The Hawthornes Comics

Index

Note From the Editor
This month we spoke to Lilia Hernandez Galusha, a multimedia art-
ist, about vulnerability in art, and the importance of family. Hen-
ry Edwards writes about the never-ending problem of populism in 
Arkansas. Other topics include, the significance of the U.S flag, a 
man needing to shit, a fucked up relationship, missing a partner, a 
teen entranced into buying a pair of baby shoes, a man daydreaming 
about his future, and another comic by Everett Gee.
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 “For sale: baby shoes, never worn.”
 The words rang out in the air and vibrated 
within Jeremy’s ears. He turned around in a 
trance towards a sound that only he could hear. 
Gary,  Jeremy’s friend, saw that his friend was 
transfixed by something, that his pupils were as 
large as cat’s reacting to light. Gary began to wor-
ry and asked, “What is it man? See someone you 
know?”
 Jeremy ignored his friend and began to walk 
towards the source. Gary followed. They were 
at a county fair with a medieval theme running 
through it: hay and animals everywhere, a black-
smith hammering away at an anvil. Men and 
women were dressed in dull brown clothing, 
wage-slave actors looking about as miserable 
as someone would ten centuries ago. There was 
even a poor fool whose head was stuck in a pil-
lory, with rotten tomatoes littered around him. 
 The pair decided to go, on a random whim, 
since neither of them were ever particularly 
busy this summer. Gary was back in town from 
college, and Jeremey had never left. They were 
best friends once, and still try to be, at least 
whenever Gary’s around. Jeremey’s mom was 
the one that told them that the fair was in town 
and that they should go. It could be fun. The idea 
didn’t really excite them, but they went anyway. 
Maybe they thought it would be funny. 
 They pushed their way through the thick 
crowd, through the unattended kids running 
around and the drunk adults yelling at workers, 

but the pair hurried past all the commotion. Jer-
emy wasn’t wasting any time with their journey 
towards the voice that only he seemed to hear. 
It echoed through his head, halting all thought 
of his own. He could feel his body moving, but 
he wasn’t moving it. The sound of the voice res-
onated through him, taking control of his mus-
cles as if he was a marionette. He couldn’t swing 
his arms and his feet dragged across the ground. 
He even began to drool. Gary watched his friend 
move with unease, but followed him to their fate. 
 Just outside the festival at the edge of the 
woods, a rundown cart started to come into 
view. Inside, there were all sorts of trinkets and 
antiques hanging off the walls, with crooked 
shelves protruding the wooden background; the 
items sitting on top ranging from evil-looking 
dolls to mirrors of twisted design. 
 And in the middle of it all was a glass box, a 
pair of golden shoes held within, only made to 
fit an infant. Outside the stand stood a man who 
wore a wicked moustache accompanied by a 
devilish goatee, draped in a lavish silk vest and 
puffy pants, his shoes curled up into swirls at 
the tip of his feet. He was topped with a tall, dull 
green hat, and from his lips, the words sang:
“For sale: baby shoes, never worn.”
 He saw Jeremy and Gary approach his shop 
and smiled a hideous smile that made it seem 
as if he was waiting for the two to finally appear 
before him. He bowed and exclaimed “Ah! Cus-
tomers! Welcome! Welcome! Have a look at my 

wares,” he turned his back to the pair and began 
to dig through his inventory, items shattering 
on the ground after getting pushed off. “I am a 
traveler you see, I have been all over the globe. 
Within my journeys I have come across many 
WONDROUS things.”
 “I don’t know about this, Jer.” Gary tried to 
nudge Jeremy away, but he wouldn’t budge.
 The exotic man quickly moved over to his in-
ventory and pulled out a twisted mirror, the glass 
encased in a stone frame, carved in the images 
of people screaming and reaching at the top of 
it, where Cupid is perched, looking down on all 
the love starved fools. “This mirror, for instance, 
will show to you your true love.” The exotic man 
flashed a terrible smile to Jeremy. But his atten-

tion was elsewhere, his eyes instead fixated on 
the shoes. 
 The exotic man opened his mouth and visible 
breath seemed to seep off his lower jaw, “Ah, 
no, something else? Perhaps?” He let go of  the 
mirror, the glass breaking on the ground, and 
moved towards a nearby shelf, shuffling through 
old metal trinkets and wooden statues with 
haunting faces. Gary looked around the vendor’s 
cart, it seemed the earth was dying around it. 
The grass near the cart was withered, the trees 
around it were leafless and black. A fog seemed 
to be coming out of the woods, and began to sur-
round the boys and the cart. 
 The exotic man whipped around, holding a 
gold pocket watch on a short metal chain. He 
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clicked the release on top, popping the watch 
open. Inside, there was a medieval engraving of 
an eye half open, as if it was falling asleep. The 
man aimed the eye onto Gary, the object’s gaze 
stunned him into stillness. “This watch has the 
power to put anyone to sleep as long as you say 
the magic words and swing it like so,” The man 
swung the watch on its chain, Gary followed, 
swaying his eyes and head along with it. The ex-
otic man smiled, then opened his free hand.
“DORMI!”
 Gary fell to the ground, put to sleep by the 
spell, but Jeremey didn’t notice, his gaze re-
mained fixed on the shoes. The merchant smiled 
his evil smile and slowly turned his head back 
towards Jeremey, “Ah, but such things do not 
interest you, yes? No, you seek something more 
valuable than any of my wares. No, you seek the 
golden baby shoes, don’t you? What an acquired 
taste you have.”
 Jeremy finally looked at the man, annoyed by 
his antics,“Give me the damn shoes, snake,”
 “And I shall give them to you,” joked the man, 
“But I warn you, they come at a terrible cost.”
 Jeremy’s brow furrowed and his frown deep-
ened, insulted by the question: “Anything.” 
 The merchant laughed, “You agree without 
hearing the terms! I like your enthusiasm, but 
I have a rule not to make a deal without telling 
you first,” his smile extended nearly to his eyes, 
“The price is one human soul that must be de-
livered to me. Impossible you might say, but one 
lies here before us this very moment. It is up to 
you how this soul is spent.”

 Jeremy finally diverted his eyes to look at 
Gary’s unconscious body, his eyes open, looking 
straight at Jeremey, still lifeless from the spell.  
Jeremey began to weigh the life of his friend 
against the shoes. These golden baby shoes had 
given him a purpose, a reason to live. These 
shoes had given him life. What had Gary given 
him?
“Take him.”

 The merchant blew up in laughter. Hands 
made of bone started to emerge from the 
ground, dragging Gary through the dirt down 
towards whatever depths they belonged to. Gary 
never moved, but he knew what was happening, 
his eyes began to water as he was dragged down 
into the earth. The ground closed shut, and the 
merchant removed the shoes from the glass box. 
He let go of them and the shoes levitated to the 
hands of their new owner. 
 “Pleasure doing business with you!” the mer-
chant yelled. The fog encompassed the man and 
his cart, disappearing into the mist, leaving no 
trace.
 Jeremey’s eyes widened. “What?”
 Jeremey stood dumbfounded and began to 
look around, unsure of where he was or how 
he got there. He looked down at his new shoes, 
which had now turned to bronze, their luster 
gone. He thought of his friend Gary, and began 
to weep.
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-Laweez

3-28-21 Shit
— Hi, welcome to Subway. How can I help you?
— Oh I’m just going to use the bathroom
— Sorry, bathroom is only for customers.
— Ah c’mon. You can’t just let me go in?
— Don’t know what to tell ya. You can buy some-
thing.
— Aight fine, let me get a chocolate chip cookie.
— Is that all?
— Yeah.
 The cashier was probably around 31 or 32 
years old, that age where you actually start car-
ing about your shitty job because you finally re-
alized you’re not gonna do anything better. His 
face was pale and full of acne scars, and his hair 
looked like he hadn’t showered in days. He typed 
at the register with his long, skinny, and clearly 
bitten fingernails. I handed him my debit card.
— Minimum of $5 to use card.
— Fuck that.
 I turned and walked out. He said something to 
me, but I didn’t care to listen. I had to shit pret-
ty badly, but no shit is worth $5. I knew I could 
find somewhere else. I walked around down-
town, looking for a place that would let me in, 
but everything was starting to close. The sun was 
going down, and it started to get cold. I knew I 
should’ve brought my hoodie.
 My stomach started aching as I walked, and 
I was farting nonstop. Fuck stores, I need to a 
find a place, now. I found a dumpster in an alley 
next to a building that used to be a pizza brew-
ery. Knowing that in 30 seconds this nightmare 
would be over, I hurried to the dumpster and 
unzipped my pants. Then I ran into some drunk 
couple making out behind the dumpster. They 
must have heard me, because they both turned 
toward me. Embarrassed, I apologized and ran 
the fuck out of there. I tripped on a beer bottle, 
and rolled on the ground. My hands landed on 
small shards of glass, and my feet landed in a 

puddle. My shirt and pants were covered in dirt, 
my hands were a little bloody, but worst of all my 
shoes and socks were now soaking wet.
 The sun was now fully down. I was barely able 
to walk due to the pain in my abdomen, and the 
sound of my feet squishing around in my wet 
shoes got on my nerves. I shivered as I looked 
for a new spot, no longer able to feel my toes. 
 I eventually came across a construction site, 
and noticed a porta potty. It was one of those 
large handicapped porta potties. I hopped the 
fence, almost shitting myself in the process, and 
broke the cheap lock on the porta potty door. 
It was too dark to see anything so I turned the 
flash on my phone. There was shit everywhere. 
Smeared all over the graffiti and sticker covered 
walls and ceiling. The floor was littered with 
piles of shit, puddles of piss, used condoms, 
used toilet paper, and syringes. 
 I raised the toilet seat to shit, but then piss, 
shit, and vomit leaked out as I opened it. The toi-
let was filled to the brim with every excremite 
a human could produce. I was about to shit my 
pants, so I crouched in the corner and shat on 
the floor. Everything came out at once, in a mass 
explosion that echoed off of the walls. It felt bet-
ter than cumming.
 There wasn’t any toilet paper, so I didn’t wipe. 
I slid my pants back on, now splattered with shit, 
and stood up. As I was leaving I noticed a pair of 
crumbled up socks with shit all over them. My 
feet were so cold. I took off my wet shoes and 
socks, and put on the shit stained pair. I started 
to feel my toes again.
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Grocery shopping is tedious. And it’s my favorite 
thing I’ll ever be submitted to do. 
He says He would sooner die than enter that big 
supermarket down the road from our house. I 
Will Not, says He in All Capital Letters and Va-
cant Black Type. I am glad He despises the store; 
it is here that my safe-haven sits, inconspicuous. 
For so long, I’d observed the long aisles and ca-
shier corners. I found them satisfying, gracious 
toward my wobbly knees. I get sad about Him 
in the afternoons when I can’t tell Him, ‘I love 
You.’ When I speak but He isn’t there and won’t 
be there to listen with monotonous silence. 
When I cry out for Him but He ignores my calls 
in anguish and yanks out the telephone cord. 
It is then that I steal away, to the section of my 
sweet paradise. With handlebar grasped and my 
large purse spilling over in the smaller basket, I 
glide and gaze and postulate within the comfort 
of perfect navel oranges, blood red tomatoes, a 
batch of crisp green-skinned corn, and the patch 
of wet cilantro by a stack of soft butter lettuce. 
I am often overcome by one feeling that I am 
unable to shake for days after I have exited and 
found myself back within the thin walls of my 
Hatred Home. It is purest ecstasy. It is delight 
and joy and climax. It is a gladness I will never 
know again. It is a gesture toward the light areas, 
the fluorescence, and the guiding hand of shiny 
linoleum. Slick and reflective, where I walk and 
where I dance become one and the same. 
I am always careful to spend the same allotted 
time among the plump legumes as the stretches 
of metal cans displaying a false version of what 
I have just witnessed. Soon enough, I take my 
leave. I ensure that I do not skip nor repeat an 
area, I don’t even look back toward the colors as 
I walk through the sliding, sliding, sliding doors. 
Sometimes I imagine the doors are defective. I 
walk through the first set and they function as 
they always do. I reach the second and they don’t 
budge. The second set refuses to spit me out, 
even though He says I am a ‘Permanently Bad 
Taste in His Mouth’. I stand dumbfounded, los-

ing the grip on my bags when a rush of quick air 
reveals the vacuum to be opened. I step forward 
into the light of mid-day. And then pain, slight 
and sharp. I am smashed, crushed, hit, hit, hit, 
hit. Over and over the doors continue their pre-
scribed action, to leave me so damaged that I 
will never more return to my tiny nirvana. 
This does not happen. It won’t happen unless He 
finds out where I am when I leave. I don’t know 
where He believes I spend my time. Perhaps He 
has thought of an affair, desperate and passion-
ate. Or, in any instance, he’ll think of Appoint-
ments with Death and whether I have made one 
for this day, a Wednesday, at 2:47 pm in the mid-
dle of His Favorite Golf Course. For all He knows, 
it seems like something I would attempt, if only 
to spite Him. But if He knew, that I am here, that 
I am in fact in love with another Place… I would 
be crucified and smothered. He would use His 
God-Given Powers to hypnotize my sliding, slid-
ing, sliding doors to finalize the existence that 
was His Lover. He would not be sad or excited or 
crazed. He would stare blankly and turn once He 
had finished, because I will not, says He in Em-
boldened and Italicized Phrase and Misery-Fla-
vored Neon Highlight.
Careful, I’ll think once He has finally done away 
with me. 
I was going to make you dinner. 

Schemes
By Sophyline

Illustration by: Jenn Perren

10 11



 Lilia Bernice Hernandez Galusha defines 
herself as an artist, storyteller, and designer. 
Her work gives a voice to dreamers, connects 
with the inner child, and calls for justice. Lilia 
spent 23 years in Arkansas after her family im-
migrated from Torreón, Coahuila, Mexico, and 
she now resides in Portland, Oregon. She gradu-
ated high school from Mount St. Mary Academy, 
and received her Bachelor’s of Fine Arts in Stu-
dio Art from the University of Arkansas at Little 
Rock. 
 Her work includes geometric “Cursi Brooch-
es”, in shades of pink, lavender, and royal blue, 
enhanced with occasional flecks of golds and 
greens. Her piece titled “My Wall’’ features art-
work centered around dreamers, the phrase “We 
are NOT pods in your political game” on the far 
left, and “the woman is 2nd’’ on the far right, 
with lines criss crossing amongst documents, 
art, and words. Hernandez Galusha has also 
worked in print making and writing. 
 One of Lilia’s more recent projects, “Objects 
with A Story” (located on her website www.lil-
iagh.com), looks at how pieces of the past can 
embody or affirm our relationships with others. 
This project began as a way to produce monthly, 
and a form of processing significant life chang-
es. As an Arkansan and current Portland, OR 
resident, she has had to redefine how wildfires 
play a role in her new surroundings, as well as 
connecting to the stories of migration that have 
encouraged her work so far. 
 “[Objects with A Story] started as a way to re-
ground,” Lilia said. “The fires have this lingering, 
gloomy, toxic effect on the environment. I had 
all of these questions plaguing my mind, such 
as planning for potential eviction due to natural 
disaster, the pandemic, I was working full-time, 
and I did not feel grounded.” 
 Due to communal work spaces being revoked 
and deemed unsafe, as well as the lack of acces-
sibility to discourse with other creatives, Lilia 
believes that her current projects are challeng-
ing her to be more vulnerable. 

 “Artists have a reputation of working in isola-
tion, but I need community and personal con-
nection to influence work,” Lilia said. “With this 
series, I intend to encourage being vulnerable. 
I set my parameters, and I haven’t promoted 
this series on social media yet because I am not 
ready. Being vulnerable and okay with failure is 
something I would remind all creators to con-
sider. Social media is such a production: we pick 
and choose, and we can paint whatever picture 
we want for ourselves.”
 It was this lack of connection to her desire to 
create that pushed Lilia to move on from her 
post-graduate job. In 2019, Hernandez Galusha 
graduated from Oregon College of Art & Craft 
and Pacific Northwest College of Art with a Mas-
ters of Fine Arts in Applied Craft and Design. 
 “I had a lot of ethical questions about what I 
was working on,” Lilia said. “I didn’t focus on my 
own work. I had just graduated from graduate 
school a year prior. In order to keep doing the 
work that you want to do, you need to pay bills 
and do all of these things. These outside influ-
ences can lead to not paying attention to your 
own needs and body, and not taking care of 
yourself is extensively damaging to the creative 
process.” 

Artist Spotlight

Lilia
Hernandez

Galusha
By Jessica Emerson

Cursi Brooch, 2021
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 After discerning her need to take a step back, 
Lilia started to craft Objects with A Story, which 
pushed her to connect with memories from 
childhood and stories of immigration. In the 
introductory piece to the series, “Mis Lágrimas 
Saben a Limón,” she writes, “My older brother 
wiped my tears, pretended to taste them and 
said, ‘Umm, tus lágrimas saben a limón,’ (your 
tears taste like lemon). I don’t remember why 
I was crying, but I remember his actions and 
words made me laugh and made me feel better. 
As I think about this past year, I think about the 
sour, sharp, and tangy tears we’ve shed. Wheth-
er it was because of the pandemic, the fires, lack 
of seeing loved ones or social and political injus-
tices. We’re all still experiencing it.” 
 Lilia’s “Mis Lágrimas Saben a Limón’’ was 
posted on January 15, 2021, but the sentiment 
that “we’re all still experiencing it” continues to 
pervade. This since of place, immigration, and 
grounding has fostered her work’s evolution, 
especially in light of Arkansas lawmakers intro-
ducing the “Save Adolescents from Experimen-
tation (SAFE) Act” in early April 2021, a bill that 

allows medical professionals to deny Arkansas 
transgender youth from receving gender affirm-
ing healthcare within the state. Hernandez Ga-
lusha spent 23 years in Arkansas, finds herself 
connected to the community and devastated by 
the injustices towards Arkansan transgender 
youth. 
 Specifically, she is conflicted on the na-
tion-wide push to boycott Arkansas. She holds 
that if creatives, musicians, and other events 
ostracize Arkansas, the youth will continue to 
suffer. These legislative concerns are familiar to 
Lilia. In between her undergraduate and gradu-
ate education she was working for the Arkansas 
House of Representatives. 
 “I was working for the Arkansas House of 
Representative when bathroom bills were being 
passed, and I totally get it, you want to boycott 
the state and not put more resources in,” Lilia 
said. “These are creative events for the youth 
that the youth no longer have access to. Arkan-
sas is so close to major cities, and never a desti-
nation point, but a place to stop. It is accessible 
to the south, and when the decision is made to 

boycott the state, it’s also not inviting people to 
come in for the youth.” 
 Lilia is currently working on two pieces: one 
is a mixed media piece featuring resin, cross 
stitching, and drilled holes, with the intent for 
all funds made from the project to benefit “In-
transitive AR” a transgender advocacy group 
that has been fighting the barriers against 
transgender youth. 
 “This piece is something that allows me to 
give back to where I’m from,” Lilia said. “I just 
want to help the youth feel supported, and advo-
cate that trans issues are immigrant issues, and 
trans issues are everyone’s issues. It is an inter-
sectional place where it is about everyone and 
everyone should care. To not feel welcomed, or 
that being out and open isn’t safe, denies their 
connections to their roots.”
 The second piece focuses more on family 
ties. It is a painting of Lilia’s younger brother 
being tattooed by her older brother. An impact-
ful memory that she hopes to write about for 
her website. 
 “It was the last day in October and the last 
day all four siblings got together, it was just 
such a Weazel moment, we all got tattooed,” 
Lilia said. “During that time I was unknowing-
ly a week pregnant. My family is so influential 
to the work that I make, and it’s so us, and ev-
erything is about family. I think that all of my 
siblings are creative people. We influence each 
other in a way that is obvious but also subcon-
scious. That moment was a space outside of our 
parents and exchanging conversations and feel-
ing of belonging.” 
 Lilia’s work can be viewed on her website (Lil-
iahg.com), as well as her Instagram (@achisde-
sign). Currently, she is continuing her series 
Objects with a Story, and seeks to give back to 
the Little Rock community that fostered her af-
fection for creating. 
 “There are things in place, but Arkansas hasn’t 
been supportive for the younger creatives,”  said. 
“I do see this younger generation wanting to do 

things, worrying about the vitality, and how 
long these things are going to last. I love the Lit-
tle Rock community, and I feel connected to it, 
and I am hopeful that the younger creatives can 
change this narrative.”

In Progress: We Are Home, 2021

Top: Tattoo design by Lilia; Bottom: Lilia’s tattoo 
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Noah Woods

How to love someone in the morning who is far away from you

Have coffee at 7AM. Have a mug of whiskey with a shot of coffee at 7AM.
Go to the store to buy some food and a litter box for your cat.
Feel the insides of your stomach
and the lining of the intestines squirming.

Don’t eat for six...teen hours.
You must run on empty.
Remember to pick up the phone in Wal-Mart.  You are bright,
you say:

I’m sorry that you feel that way.  Be sorry.
Hang up the phone without saying I love you,  think about
how this is the first time you truly didn’t say it.  You want to
scatter your throat and slash your vocal cords in the car.

The steering wheel melts in your hands after the call so be sure to take
 your anger out on it.   Beat
yourself when you get home too. Abuse the leg that is fatter than the other.
Limp to the nearby gas station to purchase a pack of Pall Malls.

Make the bedroom you and your lover sleep in irriguous 
with your blubbering and red breath.  Pack
the slit of the door with a unkempt towel— it’s going to get ruined so make sure
it is foul.

Open the window above your bed  ponder how many times you both fucked
each other up over saying the wrong thing.
Pollute the cream-colored walls in illness.
Do not leave the room until the next day.

Illustration by: Cat Kim18 19



 “Allowing boys to compete in girls’ sports 
shatters their dreams and steals their opportu-
nities, ” said Sen Missy Irvin (R-Mountain View), 
during a press conference on February 25th. At 
the press event, The Arkansas Republican Wom-
en’s Caucus introduced their Dream BIG (Bold 
Initiatives for the Good of Arkansas) agenda. 
At the top of that agenda was a bill, SB354, that 
prohibits transgender girls from participating in 
girl’s sports. 
 An exchange on Twitter has stuck with me 
since the issue was brought up this legislative 
session. In a response to a tweet of the introduc-
tion of the bill, Michael John Gray, Chairman of 
the Democratic Party of Arkansas, asked “Is this 
really what your big dreams are?”
 Sen. Breanne Davis (R- Russellville), respond-
ed, “Protecting young women, their sporting 
opportunities, and chances for college scholar-
ships? There are still major disparities in men vs 
women’s sports. I sure hope part of them dream-
ing BIG is to help protect our daughters all across 
this state.”
 “I just doubt that that would make the top ten if 
you asked Arkansans what they dreamed  about. 
That’s all, no other commentary.”
 “As a woman in touch with constituents and is-
sues, I feel confident it would be in the top [ten]. 

Meet the New Populism:
Same As the Old Populism

By Henry Edwards 

Political 

“Is this really what your 
big dreams are?” 

Appreciate your limited commentary.”
 While I agree with the spirit in what Gray was 
saying, I lack the faith that he has in the people 
of Arkansas. During this session, the Republican 
supermajorities in the House and Senate have 
worked to inflame the worst of Arkansas’s igno-
rant thoughts and prejudices. 
 The truth is, the majority of Arkansans would 
probably be in favor of this bill. This is the same 
state that not even 20 years ago passed a same 
sex marriage ban with nearly 75% of the vote, 
which is decidedly a less controversial issue. 
This change and others like it this session will 
not motivate anyone who voted a straight Repub-
lican ticket last November to vote blue in 2022.
 This appeal to the nastiest and most preju-
diced fears of Arkansans is another case of pop-
ulism. Populism refers to a political movement 
that uses a general resentment of “elites” to spur 
political and electoral action. Populism is not 
necessarily a bad thing; the idea that corporate 
and monied interest prevent economic justice 
for all is a populist concept which many of us 
agree with. However, it can become a vehicle for 
hatred when used in social issues. In this case, 
the GOP is using resentment of the Biden admin-
istration and liberalizing coastal elites to push 
hate.
 The absurdity and callousness of these bills 
has shown itself through the legislative process.  
When Senator Irvin ran the “Fairness in Wom-
en’s Sports Act” through a Senate committee, she 
could not cite one case where a female athlete 
in Arkansas was disadvantaged by facing a trans-
gender opponent. No one who had been disad-
vantaged testified. Actually, no students testified 
for the bill at all. This was clearly not a problem 
in Arkansas or anywhere, yet the legislature 
found a reason to demonize and bully transgen-
der youth. 
 But a ban on trans kids in sports is just the tip 
of the iceberg. Another anti-trans bill, HB1570, 
bans gender affirming procedures and referrals 
for those under 18. The bill’s sponsors claim that 

this would apply to gender affirming surgery and 
puberty blockers, but the broad language of the 
bill also seemingly bans any form of counciling 
for transgender youth.  
 This is another bill that creates more problems, 
instead of solving them. Gender affirming sur-
geries are not performed in Arkansas, and many 
steps must be taken before someone can receive 
hormone therapy and/or puberty blockers. Like 
the sports bill, the sponsors could not provide 
anyone in Arkansas that was negatively affected 
by these treatments. In fact, several trans peo-
ple spoke against the bill, saying that the treat-
ments offered to them when they were under 18 
significantly improved their mental health. They 
testified that these treatments thwarted depres-
sive episodes and kept them from committing 
suicide. Willow Brashears, a Trans woman and 
advocate, testified that “Having access to hor-
mones was life changing for me, and if I had not 
had access to that, I would probably not be alive 
today.” Make no mistake about it, if this bill is en-
acted, it will cause a rise in suicides among trans 
youth, all for the sake of populist appeal.  
 Despite the best efforts of a hateful legislature, 
they will almost assuredly fail in court. Due to 
Title IX of the Civil Rights Act of 1972, discrimi-
nation based on sex is prohibited in any school 
or other education program that receives feder-
al money. Due to Justice Neil Gorsuch’s ruling in 
Bostock v. Clayton County last summer, decrim-
ination based on sexual orientation and gender 
identity is prohibited by the Civil Rights Act. In 
regards to the procedures bill, it is unlikely that 
the unfounded negative effects of trans treat-
ments for children will rise to the necessary lev-
el to overcome a legal test. 

“The truth is, the majority of 
Arkansans would probably be in 

favor of this bill.”
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 While it is good that we have a strong inde-
pendent judiciary to rely on when legislatures 
go crazy, it is quite concerning that legislators 
are so eager and willing to fly in the face of es-
tablished law and precedent. This isn’t the first 
time this populism over policy approach has oc-
curred in Arkansas, though. 
 In the mid-fifties, on the heels of the landmark 
Brown v. Board decision, the white majority of 
Arkansas became fearful as they saw the inev-
itable integration of public society. American 
politicians had taken advantage of racist atti-
tudes for years. After all, it was a major part of 
the original Populist movement. In the decades 
before Brown, Arkansas politicians were able to 
skate by with moderate positions on race. One of 
these politicians was Orval Faubus. Everything 
changed with Brown. White parents in places 
like Mena, Vilonia, and Piggot who had primari-
ly supported Democrats for their New Deal posi-
tions were most concerned that their daughters 
were going to marry black men and make black 
families. This boiled their blood.
 In response to this reborn segregationist ferv-

er, Faubus had a choice. He could either keep his 
position on race and focus on economic issues, 
ensuring a primary defeat, or he could go all in 
on segregation. We all know what his choice was, 
and the steep consequences of that decision are 
still felt today. 
 Today, the Arkansas GOP is making the same 
populist choices. Their demonization of Trans 
people will surely guarantee them success at the 
ballot box, because transphobia is popular. It 
will also guarantee that Arkansas will be back-
wards and unwelcoming for years to come. 

My Flag
By Cole McVay

Every other day of the week I look at 

the flag on my shirt.

Finding a new speckle that has 

peeled, 

and through a squinted eye,

I witness where it has deteriorated.

We print our flag and watch it fade on 

our purchase.  

Thousands of miles away a woman 

with minced fingertips of blood,

Spreads her worn hands like she 

cradles a child.

Her life depends on this shirt.  

My shirt.

More than anything her life depends 

on this flag.  

My Flag.

She will stab needles into her flesh 

and sweat until dehydrated.

She will die for my flag.
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 “Don’t call me on the phone at work,” she 
said. “I really shouldn’t be talking.”
“You mean don’t call you on the phone at work, 
or don’t call you while you’re working?” 
“What’s the... oh okay… yeah, the second one. 
Don’t call me while I’m working.”
“Are you working right now?” Frank asked. 
“No, because I’m on the phone, but I really 
shouldn’t be.”
 He looked down listlessly, and switched the 
phone to his other hand. “What exactly is it you 
do there? You never tell me what it is you do.”
“No, I do tell you exactly what it is I do,” she said,  
“but you don’t exactly listen.”
“We can’t be fighting,” he grinned. 
“No, we can be fighting, but we can’t be fighting 
while I’m at work because we can’t be talking 
while I’m at work.”
“Hello?” was the last thing he found himself say-
ing. 
 Disappointed, Frank hung up the phone, scoot-
ed up to the kitchen table and went back to his 
corn flakes. He looked out at the lawn through 
the window and saw a cardinal on a leafless 
birch tree. He wondered if it was the same bird 
he was seeing every morning or if there was a ro-
tation taking place. This seemed elaborate, but 
he remembered reading that cardinals would 
sometimes divorce their partners between sea-
sons, and he thought them very sophisticated.   
 As for the call, it was a shot in the dark and he 
was not dissuaded. Frank rationalized that Alexa 
was just one person of many people— the fish 
in the sea metaphor. If she had been more re-
ceptive on the call, he would have fallen in love 
with her, yet because she wasn’t, he would nev-

er think of her again. If she hadn’t spilled coffee 
on her shirt when the phone rang, she wouldn’t 
have been as annoyed at his calling. If they knew 
each other better, one bad phone call wouldn’t 
have mattered as much. If they knew each other 
better, they would have really grown to like each 
other. 
 There is a home, 3501 Rosewood Drive, with 
white columns on either side of the front porch. 
The French windows behind them are left open 
on most days. A brick walkway cuts through the 
front yard, going up two steps to a navy blue 
door. 
 Frank would have taken to botany, putting 
ferns and rose bushes in the front mulch, succu-

lents on the concrete ledge above. Alexa’s prius 
would have been a common sight in the drive-
way.  Inside, the carpet of the previous tenant 
would have been stripped to get to the hardwood 
floor beneath. A breakfast nook would be added 
on— taking up a full summer, with lots of time 
spent hassling contractors— that Alexa would 
use as a home office during tax season. Frank 
would put a fridge in the garage that he planned 
to fix, but it would sit there for 11 years before he 
was finally talked into getting rid of it.
 The children’s names would be Micheal, Julia, 
and Franklin. The youngest, Franklin, would in-
sist on not being called Frank. This was not be-
cause he hated his father but simply because he 
liked the way the name sounded.  And, because 
he liked the smell of gasoline, Franklin went to 
a technical college to become a mechanic. Upon 
graduating, he became a mechanic. Julia was in-
terested in accounting like her mother, but one 
night her mother yelled at her for coming home 
late so she became a veterinarian instead.  The 
oldest of the three, Micheal, died drunk in the 
backseat of a sedan during his Senior year of 
highschool. His friend went straight on a curve. 
 Frank couldn’t make himself feel bad when 
his son died, so he started drinking heavily for a 
year. Alexa saw a divorce attorney for a consul-
tation, she had read reviews online to pick the 
right one. Frank went to AA, and it worked, so 
she stopped seeing the divorce attorney. He even 
started going to worship with her on Sundays. 
Frank didn’t believe in it, but it helped him sleep 
at night, and sometimes during the day. She 
didn’t believe in it either but liked being called 
sister as Alexa was an only child. 
 A funny thing happened when Franklin and 
Julia left to go to college: they didn’t need their 
parents anymore. Then, Alexa and Frank didn’t 
seem to need each other either. They didn’t di-
vorce and there was no resentment but they 
would spend their days being somewhere else 
and sometimes they slept in the same bed, some-
times they didn’t. It just happened that no one in 

the family needed anyone else. At Christmas and 
other holidays, there were four people in the 
house that could pass for strangers. Everytime 
they got together, the conversations were filled 
with reminders as to what they were doing and 
who the important people were in their lives.
 In a single year— really, all during a single 
autumn— Frank would die from a heart attack, 
Julia would be diagnosed with MS and Franklin 
would have to have his right hand amputated 
after infecting his knuckle on a steering box. 
 Alexa started to close the curtains at 3501 
Rosewood Drive and became confused about 
how to open them back up. She forgot how to 
operate the phone, and work the oven too. She 
lost the car keys and was put in a home. A dif-
ferent home. 
 Julia visited her three times, and Franklin 
once. They all died unmarried, Franklin last. 
Their gravestones sat next to each other in a 
gated Baptist cemetery, each with the same last 
name.  

The Hawthornes
By Tim Morrison 

Illustration by: Jenn Perren

Illustration by: Jenn Perren
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Comics
Interested in being included in The Weazel?
Do you feel like no one cares about what you have to say? Do your family and  
friends make fun of your art career? Are you depressed? Well, we care, and                  
want to hear your voice! 

Nudity, profanity, taboos, anything goes! Make it as real and raw as you want           
to be. 

Every submitted piece will be considered, and you’ll be notified as to whether 
it is accepted. Make sure to include in the email what name you prefer to be 
credited as, and if you have any social media tags you would like to put out   
there. 

Submit your writings, illustrations, or photos for consideration in a 
future issue! All you have to do is email your work as an attachment to 
weazellifestyle@gmail.com following the requirements below. 

 Writing requirements
  .DOCX file 
  .Max word count of 2000
  .No feedback will be given, so make sure work is complete

Illustration Requirements
 .PNG file
 .300xpi
 .RGB color
 .If hand drawn, needs to be scanned

Photo Requirements
 .Png or jpg
 .Include any relevant information you’d like to share
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Illustration by: Matthew Castellano


