


About Us

In the Gender Equity Center, we strive to create a safe, inclusive environment 
for all students to feel that they are part of a larger community. An extension of 
this belief is personified in our center’s magazine, The Feminist Agenda. It is a 
collection of student submitted works that represent a spectrum of identities 
and lived experiences. This publication seeks to offer a variety of perspectives 
on relevant issues to contemporary society. These include, but are not limited 
to, feminist and gender issues, parenting, social norms, etc. There is a strong 
emphasis on inclusivity and intersectionality in spite of current events.

We want to pay homage to our predecessor magazine, The Rag, for setting 
the foundation that we could then build upon. Without the students of the 
Women’s Center before us, we would not be able to have this magazine now. 
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Letter From the Editor

by Trevor Muehring
Everyone needs 
a little dose of 
Feminism in their life. 
It does not exist solely 
for the privileged 
few or for those who 
seek to vilify it. It 
exists for everyone. 
It has many faces, 
and many bodies, 
and many minds. In 
this publication, we 
have taken a handful 
of these experiences 

and juxtaposed them to allow for a more meaningful understanding of the 
importance of Feminism.

The Feminist Agenda is an almost completely student-produced magazine 
brought to you by the Gender Equity Center (GEC) here at Cal State San Marcos. 
My name is Trevor Muehring, and I am the chief editor of this publication, as 
well as a peer educator at the GEC. Beside me, through this entire process, is 

my amazing creative director and coordinator, Quincy Sharp. 

Photo: Ryan Callanta
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In this edition, there are four sections to which students and faculty are able 
to submit. Each of these sections were designed to shine a light on a unique 
aspect of the human experience. “Feminism Through My Eyes” seeks to 
explore the many faces of Feminism. “Intersections” asks for you to reflect on 
your multiplicity of identities in order to discover how they are intertwined. 
“Out of the Box” wants to know how you have personally faced the roles that 
your identities have given you.  “This Is Me” is an opportunity to celebrate what 
makes you uniquely you.

Looking forward and looking back, we also have two sections to highlight the 
beauty and empowerment embodied in individuals across the globe and across 
time. In our “Global Girls” section, we have pictures of the incredible moments 
captured from Women’s Marches across the globe. In addition, we look back at 
those individuals who have made a beauty mark on the face of history with our 
“Feminist Astrology” section.

I am so thankful to those who submitted for this FIRST edition, as well as those 
who worked behind the scenes to make this possible. Thank you, Quincy Sharp. 
Thank you, Ahmbra Austin. Thank you, Iris Lee. Thank you, ASI Design Team. 
Thank you, Feminists. It is with great honor and pride that I present to you all 
our agenda…. the Feminist Agenda!



Feminism

Through My Eyes



Through My Eyes

Feminism has altered its appearance and influence across the decades. 
Therefore, an individual’s experience of Feminism greatly differs, and this 
unique difference creates a space for some amazing dialogue. This section is 
for students to express what Feminism means and looks like to them.
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Reflection of the Phoenix

by C. K. Williams
She was told she could do anything 
She was told she could be anything
She was told she could have her wildest dreams come true, 
find her prince charming if she wanted too
She was told she was unstoppable,
remarkable,
unbreakable…until they decided…it was time to break her, mold her 
She was told she was equal…

Now, she is told she is fragile, a delicate flower
Now, she is told not that she wants a man but that she needs a man 
Now, she is told the same lies that have been passed down from generation 
after generation
She is told she is unfit to fight her own battles
She is told that her only worth in society is beauty
She is told that her worth in our community is what she puts into it, and yet 
even when she puts in her all she is still seen as less,
less than a man 
Because a man decides her worth, 
a man decides whether or not her outward appearance overshadows her 
intellectual mind that not only has a higher IQ that they can’t even begin to 
comprehend, but also an intellectual mind that burns brighter than half the 
men that even came into existence
She is told that she is…stoppable…unremarkable…breakable…She learned that 
she was viewed…unequal
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She learned…the list goes on and on…and on…

But she can look in the mirror and she knows that her mind, her soul
Is superior compared to her body, even more beautiful
I won’t wait around for my “prince charming” to save me
I’ll punch through any danger
I was told I can do anything
I was told I can be anything
I can be anything, anything I want to be
I was told I was unstoppable, remarkable, unbreakable
They weren’t wrong

I will burn away the discrimination with my anger
I will be society’s fiery winged reaper
My feathers will melt down the barriers between men and women
My crusade will unite us under one name: human 
The fire will spread around 
Burning any obstacle to the ground
However, both have restrictions
This is a shared affliction 
But no matter what happens
I will be reborn from the ashes
Reborn from the ashes of society’s sin
Redefine the passive yin
I will make the world see my crimson fire
As I rise higher and higher
I can help find the solution
But this issue requires a two-way resolution
Trust me, there is nothing to fix
For I am the Reflection of the Phoenix
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Dear Mother of a Mother

by Leann Leite

Dear mother of a mother,

No matter how hard you preach
You cannot reach,
Because there is a difference 
between
To preach, to teach, to reach.
 
You preach to ignore that man
Because his only plan
Is to take, to break, to shake.
  
That was never my plan
Instead I wanted to understand,
Why we needed that hateful brand.
That it’s main intention was to 
disband
And that the biggest reason to 
preach was so much of a backhand.
 

Now I have grown
I have been shown
The real forms of change.
This change only happens through 
teach.
We use the powers of speech to 
reach
Those that can open up and 
understand.
 
So to the man
Who can lend out his hand
Try to understand
You know you are one of us too
That helps us make this world less 
blue.
 
Sincerely,
The third generation
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Mother Nature; Mother Earth by Vanessa Armenta
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Women

by Samantha Caracciolo

Women
Beautiful, loving, sexy

Skin that envelopes a body that creates miracles
But why, WHY is that the first thing we owe to women. WHY for women do we

contribute to their successes only if they look worthy enough in the reflection of 
a mirror. THAT their actions only matter if one could stand to look at them long

enough. NO
Women.

Intelligent, loving, powerful
A success is to be you.

Man or woman you deserve the right to feel empowered in YOUR SKIN
A skin that creates miracles.

We are not the objects to be played with by little boys with short attention spans.
That can’t differentiate between the words yes and no.

That blame grotesque actions on that of a woman for being too sexual.
That women with needs, wants, desires, dreams and goals should not speak out.

It’s just... too un-lady like...
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Well too fucking bad.
There is a spark within all of us that should be started. It should explode.

Its flames should be able to relish in the joy of creating light.
For us to make an impact on this world and the first topic to not be our sex life or

what kind of fucking pantsuit we were wearing last night.
We are not emasculating the opposite gender.

We are empowering all the women who feel as if their voice is weak. As if It’s too
small to be heard around the world.

To do just the opposite…
I WILL SCREAM AND I WILL YELL.

I do not need to appease men.
I’m going to appease only myself,

Because that fire has already been started.
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Feminism by Alex Maravillas
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Henna Art by Maribel Gamez @hennaartbymaribel



Intersections



In order to understand one’s lived experience, it becomes important to learn about 
the identities that make up an individual. We, as human beings, express ourselves 
based on this matrix of identities. This section is dedicated to students who seek to 
explore all of their identities in a creative setting.



18

The Beginning of Everything

by Dr. Jessica Williams

...a man rolled down his window and 
said, Hey, I’ll give you $100 to get in 
my car! And I just kicked off my shoes 
and started running...

Her words echoed through my being 
as we rode down the street running 
over a pair of black shoes, the right 
first and then the left, a second later. I 
chuckled to myself and choked back 
the words “Baby, were those yours?” 
Deciding ultimately that the joke was 
too soon and the wounds were too 
raw. 

To everyone who had asked, I told 
them I had not yet processed the 
emotional ramifications of the past 
two weeks. Hell, I had not processed 
the emotional tsunami that drowned 
our nation in widespread panic and 
pain since November 9th. I was not 
any different than anyone else, in that 

regard. I was surviving; and right now 
the best way for me to survive was to 
go numb to the bullshit and just get 
through it. However, unlike most, I 
did not fear the crash of the water 
against my being. I was not naive and 
knew that the traumas were surely 
titanic in comparison to me. No, I was 
ready to surrender to it. I welcomed 
it. Not in a self-sacrificing way but 
why should I fear the ocean when I 
am a wave?

When I held her tiny feet in my 
hand, I let myself feel their journey. 
I slowly turned on the spigot and I 
cried for every stick and stone that 
pierced her body as she ran. I sobbed 
because I saw the face of God in her 
that night.  Her affect was manic, 
but her conviction was pure and her 
allegations? All true. She had slipped 
into that beautiful and unbound place 
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where the history of everything was 
ready and available to her, and her 
body couldn’t handle it.

It’s that kind of paradox that makes 
her like the sun. Nothing more vital 
to life and creation, and yet the 
pure brilliance makes her unable 
to be held. That night, my love 
was the sun and I could not touch 
her because I would have been 
destroyed; she was creation and 
she was also destruction. 

Have you ever been unable to 
just hold the one you love? Do 
you know the feeling when you 
finally get to them after periods of 
absence? When I looked into her 
eyes and they stared back at me in 
beautiful, blank infiniteness I feared 
I would never hold her again. The 
pain of the loss of something living 
and breathing right in front of you, 
wounds you in an indescribable 
way. Come back to me, just come 
back just come back. 

I remembered M’Lynn praying over 

Shelby in Steel Magnolias. Open 
your eyes Shelby! My love had 
never seen the original movie and 
nights before she ran, we watched 
the movie. Experienced laughter 
through tears and the resilience of 
Southern women. I begged her to 
remember the movie. Remember 
the moment with Shelby and to just 
open her eyes, come back.  But she 
couldn’t. 

“You know when something is so 
heavy you don’t even try to pick 
it up?“ I explained to a friend, “It’s 
all kind of like that. I know it’s not 
mine to carry so I don’t even try and 
I think that’s been a huge blessing.” 
This god damn PTSD; beautiful rose 
with deadly thorns. I sat cross legged 
in a circle of sand wrapped in white 
and prayers from my mother and 
her mother. It was there in my place 
of safety that I knew this love and 
this commitment was not beyond 
my current capacity. 

“You taught me how to love 
fiercely. Let me.” I told my mother. 
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She understood. I give and I give and 
I give and sometimes I get hurt. But 
I give again. I have given to those far 
less deserving than she, it was never 
a question to stay or to go. I was here. 
I could be the stillness. I could be 
the consistency. I could weather the 
storm because the storm and I were 
made of the same things. I knew hell. 
I was not afraid of it and really, that’s 
half its power. 

So I loved her because I always had. I 
accept myself as a work in progress. I 
am willing to make mistakes and lose 
my temper. I commit to the time to 
reflect. I commit to apologize for my 
part. I accept us not as imperfect or 
broken but as whole and exactly who 
we are called to be. Messy. Differently 
Abled. Misunderstood and even 
crazy. 

Struggling with anxiety, depression, 
disordered eating, PTSD, panic 
disorder…well it is not a struggle. It 
simply is. All of those things are part 
of who I am, and they are now part 

of who she and I are. They intersect 
with who we were before. Black. 
Queer. Non-gender conforming. 
Fat. Christian. And all of it blends 
beautifully. 

I always thought there was freedom 
in mental disorders. Your mind 
working a little bit differently gave 
you character. Gave me perspective. 
Gave all the colors in the rainbow and 
all the stars in the sky too. What we see 
and what we feel and experience is 
our contribution. It is our frequency, 
it is our symphony and our note at 
the same time because we are all in 
relationship with one another. 

So no, baby, you are not a burden.  
You are not too heavy. You are 
not broken or out of tune, you are 
beautiful and now that our song 
has changed keys, things have only 
begun to get interesting. In me you 
will always have a friend and with me 
you will always have refuge. 

All my love, all ways, always. 
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Future by Rhiannon Ripley
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Portrait of a Sleeping Angel

by Alexandra Muñoz

We met like pen to paper, when I
Spoke my first words,
“Mamá”, and you smiled softly. 
I remember Sundays
Spent at mid-day mass,
That left marks on my paper skin
With a heavy hand,
Words that ingrained long and broken lessons,
With blue ink that bled color on thin pages.
Letters of the Holy Book were cut in cursive,
And with twisted writing,
You signed sincerely yours.

So tell me why, if you are not my shadow that lingers,
The heavy behind my hesitations,
Who taught me how to act and smile softly,
To sit cross-legged and closed,
I feel as if I am the portrait of a sleeping angel,
That lives in dreams of your piety,
Hands held above my head to reach expectation,
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My eyes covered, my body suspended,
Among circling, darkening clouds,
That occupy the thunderous storm of my thoughts,
A suffocating suspension and pink bliss,
Of my closed eyes,
With weathered wings, stained and stuck. 
I live and you linger,
In potted plants where white flowers bloomed for centuries,
Seeds of sorrow grown in generations before,
Of abuelas and hijas that prayed
To the portrait of a sleeping angel,
The patron saint of the unseen.
For who can truly be loved in your eyes?
Other than those who construct their own cages?
Who bury their own bodies?

You told me to sink into the rivers of Durango
That ran through my veins,
To plunge into the cold water
That turned the hands of my grandmother hard,
And to fold the clothes she washed 
That dripped dark red. 

What happens in the time of a generation?
That mothers forget to tell daughters the price of pretty.
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Oppressed Versus Privileged

by Rye Boulter

I have never thought about myself in 
parts until I learned that each part of 
me is treated differently. 

I am a biracial, young ciswoman who 
is part of the LGBT+ and working 
class communities. It was not until 
high school that I realized how these 
different traits of mine affected how I 
was treated. 

My life experiences are influenced by 
my collective identities. I am part of 
the outside on both sides of my family 
due to being one of three white people 
on my mom’s side and one of three 
Asian people on my dad’s side. From 
the beginning of my school life, those 
around me expected me to surpass my 

peers (“Aren’t Asians really smart?”). 
My youth has given people reason to 
try and discredit my identities. They 
often use the typical “You’re just too 
young to know” against me. Growing 
up as the only female in my immediate 
family, I am constantly dealing with 
double standards. Within the LGBT+ 
community, I identify as pansexual. In 
this community, I am often questioned 
since I am straight passing. Being a part 
of the working class, my family has 
always struggled with money but not 
to the point that we didn’t have the 
very basic necessities of life.

In some cases, I am privileged - I am 
mostly able bodied (I do have horrible 
eyesight though) and I am a cisgender 
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person. When you are privileged, 
you do not think about the way the 
oppressed are treated. I never thought 
about needing ramps for wheelchairs, 
or how mental illnesses can quite 
honestly make certain tasks hard, and 
I do not have to worry about where I 
go to the bathroom. There are other 
disadvantages these communities face 
that many - including myself - may not 
think about. 

Being a part of all these groups has 
taught me how I am affected by 
societal norms. However, I have also 
been taught that we must think about 
groups who aren’t privileged in order 
to be better allies and to help build a 
more united front.

Image: https://dupress.deloitte.com/dup-us-en/top-
ics/talent/multidimensional-diversity.html
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A Feminist, Hija del Machismo

by Fernanda Hernandez

 “A Feminist, hija del machismo”
 

I understand now why, el Machismo is afraid of a feminist
She, as he can’t, will resist contra el oppression

 
I understand now why, they siempre argue

I Fernanda, as you Fernando, at constant challenge to the other
 

I understand now why, the end of the mesa is your seat
My seat, as yours at the other extreme, a symbol of power in the household

 
I understand now why, el dinero is dirty

My obedience, as your mandates, march behind it
 

I understand now why, mi educación will be my only inheritance
She, as he knew, knowledge would make her dangerous

 
I understand now why, we do not breathe in the same room
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Yo soy, as you are, a threat to the other’s existence
I understand now why, El Parde works hard to do right by la familia

The feminist, and him, know el Machismo will make him do them wrong ever 
more Querido Padre,

I understand now why you shut down the queer & non-gender binary, why you 
cannot even look at me, why we laid hands on each other; el machismo made 

you do it.

Now, understand why the feminist no se deja
I am she, you are he, we cannot be peace. 



The Women’s March 2017
On January 21, 2017, millions of people came together to march in solidarity against the 
new changes and threats being made on human beings across the globe. These photos are 
meant to show the power women have when everyone is able to come together for what is 
right. You didn’t have to be a woman. You didn’t have to vote a certain way. You didn’t even 
have to come out as “feminist”. All people were asked to do was to come together and show 
support. The whole globe decided to show up. For this, we want to recognize our Global Girls 
and their commitment to continuing the fight to obtain equal rights for ALL human beings. 
This moment in history will be one to remember.
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Out of the Box



We are each taught from a young age that boys and girls are meant to act 
a certain way. However, the problem is that these gendered boxes we force 
people into are often constraining our freedom of expression. While people 
have found ways to circumvent these boxes, many are still confined by the 
social pressures. This is a creative outlet for students to express how they “do 
gender” and how they interact with gender roles on a daily basis.
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Between a Leotard and a Hard Place

by Dayna Giehl

When you’re young, everything is 
really simple: you play, you eat, you 
play some more, and you listen to 
your parents. When I was around six 
or seven years old, my favorite things 
were my dress-up box—full of various 
tutus and exciting leotards—Beanie 
Babies, and big bowls of Kraft macaroni 
and cheese.

I liked playing dress up. I dressed 
up in a lot of feminine clothes and 
accessories—one of my favorite board 
games was Pretty Pretty Princess, where 
you had to collect jewelry in order to 
win. However, I never thought of myself 
as a “pretty princess”; I always felt like 
playing dress-up was a game where I 
could pretend to be someone different 
or someone new—I could pretend 
to be a princess, or a baseball player, 

or a dancer, or a pirate, or a 

combination 
of all four. 
There was 
a moment, 
t h o u g h 
where it 
became clear 
to me that 
some dress-
up wasn’t as 
acceptable 
for girls as 
ballerina or princess costumes.

I wore leotards around the house—I 
had a red, gymnastics leotard with 
Snoopy on it, and I had two dance 
leotards with tutus attached to them—
one was red and the other one was 
yellow; the yellow one was my favorite 
because the tutu was flowy and it made 
me look like one of the flowers from 

Image: https://www.behance.net/
gallery/16854231/Duality-and-Dysphoria
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Fantasia (which was another one of 
my favorite things growing up). But I 
had one leotard that was probably the 
most interesting—a full-body, sleeves 
and leggings included, tight spandex, 
leopard-print leotard.

My grandma tells a story about a day 
my grandparents came over to my 
house. I guess I saw them park in the 
driveway from my window, so I ran 
downstairs and burst out of the front 
door in my leopard leotard to give my 
grandparents a warm greeting. It was 
pretty shocking for my grandparents 
to see their poofy-haired grandchild 
running at them in a tight leopard 
leotard, but I loved my leopard leotard.
 
When I played with Beanie Babies 
while wearing this leotard, I would 
shamelessly wear a single Beanie Baby 
inside my leotard in the same place 
where male genitalia would be. I would 
also wear Beanie Babies to make my 
breasts larger like the girls I saw on TV. 
Now, moving past the uncomfortable 

idea of me shoving innocent, bean-
filled animals into my leotard and 
positioning them “inappropriately,” 
remember that I was very young. 
Having male genitals and large breasts 
were things that I was curious about, 
and that was nothing to be ashamed of.

My mother once walked in on me 
playing with Beanie Babies in my 
leopard leotard, inviting me downstairs 
for her lunch special: a Barney bowl full 
of Kraft macaroni and cheese. I didn’t 
think that she would have a problem 
with my new outfit (and I certainly 
didn’t think that I was doing anything 
inappropriate), but my mother’s 
eyes widened as she noticed the 
accentuated areas of my leotard.

“What are you doing?” I recognized 
her tone, and I knew that I was doing 
something that I wasn’t supposed to 
be doing. “Dayna, you can’t wear things 
like that.”

I was embarrassed, and I burst 
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into tears. I had worn the leopard leotard 
before, and it was never a problem, but 
the breasts were new, and the bulge 
in my crotch was quite unfamiliar. I 
knew that she was upset about the 
Beanie Babies, but more specifically, 
the placement of the Beanie Babies. 
“You can’t put those there, honey.” My 
moments of curiosity and questioning 
were stopped, and I quickly removed 
the Beanie Babies from my leotard. I 
even took off the leopard leotard—it 
was tainted with negative association, 
and I didn’t want to wear it again.

In one moment of stern policing, I 
grew to be ashamed of the leopard 
leotard—I grew to be ashamed of who 
I am. I connected the leotard to being 
in trouble and upsetting my mother, so 
the leotard sank to the bottom of my 
dress-up box. I understood that girls 
who wanted to look like boys were 
“wrong” in some way, so I chose to wear 
the flowy Fantasia leotard instead.

I’ve struggled with my gender identity 
for years—I’ve always wanted to 
perform a masculine gender, but my 
upbringing as a “girl” has consistently 
restricted me from wearing the 
clothing that represents the most 
honest version of myself—a queer, 
gender fluid female. When I think 
about my appearance today, I often 
return to the moment when I chose 
to put the Beanie Babies in my leotard, 
playing with the idea of gender and its 
beautiful complexity.

I remember looking at myself in 
the mirror and dancing around my 
room, naïve to the stringent societal 
boundaries of gender that I would 
be subject to for years. I remember 
the smile on my face as I dove into 
my curiosity, exploring the parts of 
myself that would be hidden and 
ignored for the entirety of middle and 
high school. I remember wearing my 
gender honestly, without shame, and 
I remember how happy I was to be 
somewhere in between girl and boy.
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Ladylike by Rhiannon Ripley



38

Saturday Night

by Tarah Aguilera

She decides to go to the bar.

He decides to go out.

She decides to wear a dress and heels. 

He decides to wear a button up shirt and jeans. 

She decides to invite her roommates.

He decides to go alone.

She decides to take several shots of Cîroc. 

He decides to tuck the pills in his pocket. 

She decides to call an Uber.

He decides to drive his BMW.

She decides to get a Vodka Tonic. 

He decides to get a Blood Orange IPA.

She decides to dance with her friends.

He decides to choose his victim.

She decides to approach him.

He decides on the leggy blonde.
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She decides to go to the restroom. 

He decides to spike her drink while she’s gone. 

She decides she’s safe with her friends there. 

He decides to strike up conversation with her friends.

She decides to drink what he offers.

He decides to buy her a Long Island Ice Tea.

She didn’t decide for her vision to run blur.

He decides she is ready by her lifeless state.  

She didn’t decide to leave the bar.

He decides to take her behind the bar.

She didn’t decide to be assaulted. 

He decides she wants it.

She didn’t decide to be taken advantage of.

He decides he wants it.

She didn’t decide to become a rape victim. 

He decides he did nothing wrong.



This Is Me



This more personal space is dedicated to those who want to explore the 
question, “Who are you?” It has long stumped humans. While there is no 
definitive answer, every individual has their own experience with this question. 
Often it manifests when you think about why you are on the path that you are 
on currently. Dig deep to truly discover the uniqueness inside. 
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The 2

nd

 Nature of Rape

by Victoria Meyerott

It frightens me that 

I would second guess 

how to give CPR 

how to stop the bleeding 

from a gunshot wound 

how to help a person that is choking

What part of my house to run 

to during an earthquake 

but I can recite with confidence 

“Do not change your clothes.” 

“Do not shower.”

“Go to the hospital.”

“Report it to law enforcement.” 

“Tell your family immediately.” 

“Don’t make a scene.”

“Don’t act like a five-year-old.” 

Never speak of it again 

Find a therapist 

Become an advocate 

The second half of the instructions 

Will feel like cracking a pomegranate 

open

and drenching your wounds in 

Scrutiny not sympathy 

Answer our questions 

And spew out your answers 

Faster than you absorb shame 

“What were you wearing?”

“Why were you alone?”
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“Why did you attract attention?”

“Why did you change your mind?”

“You had sex with him before, right?”

“Why didn’t you fight him off?”

And just to be sure you feel 

responsible and guilty 

They insist that in spite of the 

rape kit backlog 

The victim blaming 

The rape culture 

The Brock Turners 

The Austin Wilkersons 

The John Enocks 

The system didn’t fail you 

You didn’t fight hard enough 

You let this happen and now 

You’re letting this happen to another girl

but as I rise in my power and 

reclaim my light 

I release all the instructions but 

Become an advocate 

Say something.

Do something.
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My Feminist Story

by Yumary Vasquez

Let me paint you a quick picture. I am a 
feminist and a scientist. I believe in trying 
to promote women in science and living 
my everyday life to prove that women 
should be taken seriously in STEM 
subjects. But I was not raised as a feminist 
nor a scientist. 

My parents are from Venezuela and 
have never truly let go of their culture. 
This was amazing because I was raised 
with this beautiful Venezuelan culture, 
but I was also taught ideals that are 
harming to my personal life. If you ever 
watch Miss Universe, the women from 
Venezuela are always gorgeous and 
almost always win. This idea of beauty 
caused so many Venezuelan women 

to grow to appreciate outward beauty 
above anything else. You may think 
that this idea is how it is in so many 
places, but Venezuela has experienced 

breast implant shortages even before 
the current situation today. The plastic 
surgery field has been growing in 
Venezuela and people will travel there 
just for that. My mother is a beautiful 
woman who has had breast implants 
and neither of my parents have let go 

“When I left my household 
for college, I knew that I 
was rejecting this idea of 
being noticed as ONLY a 

beautiful woman.”
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of this beauty ideal. Nor did my mother 
ever grow from the stereotype of always 
having to cook a meal for everyone in the 
family even as she worked full time for 
little pay. 

Growing up, I spent a lot of time worried 
about how I looked or how I was 
perceived by my community. When I left 
my household for college, I knew that I 
was rejecting this idea of being noticed 
as ONLY a beautiful woman. I stopped 
caring what I wore, what people thought 
of me, and I have even yelled at men who 
decided that my body was theirs to look 
at. All the while, being told that I needed 
to look prettier or stop getting so angry. 

I spent years rejecting the side of the 
Venezuelan culture that taught my 
cousin that she needed surgery on her 
ears because they were so big. But as 
I fought against my mother and her 

story, I learned that I could intertwine 
my feminism and my science with some 
of this Venezuelan culture. I dress for 
myself and for every girl who thinks that 

science cannot be (for lack of a better 
word) “girly”. I wear my bedazzled lab 
glasses with pride as I perform a chemical 
reaction, and I will show my feminism 
every time I walk around in (closed toed) 
heels and a lab coat.    
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Personal Opinion

by Sarai Ramirez

After this heated election, all I can say 
is that we all just want to avoid talking 
about the current leader of this nation. 
I think this goes to show that America 
must confront the fact that racism and 
important issues such as police brutality 
are a reality in this country. We must 
not ignore these issues, but rather find 
solutions. 

Personally, I think diversity is beautiful. 
Because I am a student here at Cal State 
San Marcos, I have been able to make 
friends with people from different 
backgrounds. Honestly, I would have 
stayed speaking to people with a Latino 
background, such as mine, however, I 
would not be able to get over my shyness 

if it were not for this college’s diverse 
student body. Additionally, I can also 
say that I am lucky to be surrounded by 
individuals who all support each other in 
good times and bad times. 

To conclude, we must be strong and 
fight those who hold us back and those 
who do not want to recognize the fact 
that America is already a diverse nation. 
After all, America is and will always be a 
land of immigrants. 
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Cougar Pride

Anonymous

I am tired of the emails, the warnings, the invitations to sexual assault defense 
trainings

Where is the campus pride when at least once a semester there will be a student 
who is raped

Where is the campus pride when survivors must do their best to continue their 
education and share a class with their perpetrator

Where is the campus pride when said perpetrator gets convicted of only 6 months, 
to be released in 3

I am sick that almost 1 in 5 women and 1 in 16 men on a college campus are at risk of 
sexual assault

I am disgusted when people doubt a survivor, when there is only a 2-10% chance 
that an assault report is false

Where is the campus pride when rapes are one of the most underreported crimes

Where is the campus pride when other student’s opinions on the female body are 
more important and are allowed a platform to spread fear and hate

I am exhausted by the penetrating opinions of males who think they know what is 
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best when it comes to my body, when all they care about are “family values”
Yet they will chastise a mother for needing social welfare programs, more so if she is 

Black
They will underpay a woman’s days’ work, more so if she is Latina

They will cut funding to Planned Parenthood with the idea they are saving countless 
of lives when they are actually harming countless lives financially, emotionally, and 

perhaps physically

As a society we need to teach our children that no one is allowed to touch them 
without permission or harm them

As a society we need to teach our children how to be a “hero” and help people if 
they are at risk for being touched without permission or harmed

As a society we need to learn that we do not get to overpower someone and take 
their body for our pleasure

As a society, we have much work to do

Let there be campus pride in the fact that more survivors feel comfortable in 
reporting

Let there be campus pride in the supportive communities of survivors
Let there be campus pride when more students will intervene rather than be a 

bystander
Let there be campus pride, when people feel and are 100% safe from any forms of 

violence
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Cougar Pride, Anonymous
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Power

by Alexandria Lopez

Oh my love, so sweet so kind
The words you spoke so softly
Just your voice was enough
To hear heaven in my ears

Oh my love, so strong so tough
The way you held me so hard
Like I’ve never been held before
Just one, unintentional little bruise

Oh my love, so angry so loud
Every time we talked I didn’t grow, I shrunk. 
Every word, every insult
Your plan is working, is it not enough?

Oh my love, so smart so proud
The narcissism you possess 
The power that you’ve gained

Your game always changes, I’ll always be 
less

Oh my love, so disappointed so sad
I’m tired and weak
This game always has something to add
Entertainment you’ve defeat on repeat

Oh my love, so hurt so pained
I’ve broke your heart
You’ve cut your vein
So now we restart

Oh my love, so ugly so coercing
You gave me new direction 
With this little angel growing
In my mid section
Oh my love, so hateful so destructive
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I’m slipping through your fingers
Every waking moment you have
And every night you go to sleep

Oh my love, so powerful so scary
Those threats you send me
The voicemails you leave 
They only worked for so many months

Oh my love, so horny so nasty
The sex you force constantly
Is the pain that I breathe
But one day I will be back on my feet

Oh my love, so proud so happy
Little angel is here 
My only motivation
I will make that clear

Oh my love, so dumb so scared
I’ve taken it all
And now I live with fear 
Which I know may never disappear

Oh my love, so cold so lost 
I’m alive again
You cannot control
The power I now hold 
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This Black Woman

by Quincy Sharp
Who am I to you?
A pair of hips and lips just ready to lick,
Or that loud mouth that you could go without?
Am I just my exterior, is this all you can see?
I mean, everyone has always told me to change my
hair, my skin, my clothes, my look,
it was never okay for me to just be me.

What am I here for?
Other’s fascination with my spirit and stature
Or my own passions and dreams that the world keeps telling me 
will be impossible to capture.
I seem to inspire and create 
at an astounding rate
Yet, to have my own dreams in my hands
I still cannot determine my own fate. 

How am I supposed to be?
In this world that constantly tells me to hate myself,
Know thy worth, know no wealth
Forget what it means to be a lady
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For my own existence is for someone else to 
repeat on the daily
Probably named Hailey or Tracy
whom will get the praise that I deserve 
for being oh so wavy

If you ask me these questions,
I’ll always be ready with my answers.
See, because that’s what it takes to be 
infected day in and day out by society’s cancers

I’m more than a black woman
a black body to treat any which way
I’m more than my lips and my hips
I’m what they say; I’m how they sway

See, my mind has already thought of the worst things that one can say to me
I’ve been in darkest of places, I’ve seen the scariest of things
I know no fears other than those trying to defeat me

I have a purpose, and her smile is enlightening
She gives me hope, strength courage and love
When I think of her life
My Mya B ♥
She’s my prototype; my shining light
So for her, I can only pray to be the best Black woman I can be
Strong, proud, and unapologetically Me. 

Image provided by Quincy Sharp
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Feminist Astrology Advocacy Inspired by Individual Strengths

Aries: Maya Angelou, April 4, 1928
Strengths: Courageous, determined, confident, enthusiastic, 
optimistic, honest, passionate

Taurus: Eva Peron, May 17, 1919
Strengths: Reliable, patient, practical, devoted, responsible, 
stable

She could do, and did, everything from poetry to 
civil rights activism. Her book, I Know Why the 
Caged Bird Sings, reached critical acclaim and 

opened a dialogue about sexual abuse.

“I’ve learned that people will forget what you said, people 
will forget what you did, but people will never forget how 
you made them feel.”

Image: http://www.biography.com/people/maya-angelou-9185388

As the First Lady of Argentina, she fought for 
women’s suffrage and improving the lives of the 
poor. Spent a portion of her life as an actress 

before being thrust into politics. She was revered by the 
people of Argentina for her skilled speaking abilities and 
compassion for the poor.

“When the rich think about the poor, they have poor ideas.”

Image: https://www.pinterest.com/
pin/380694974727534006/
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Being Trans herself, she is one of the most 
prominent advocates for Trans and LGBTQ 
rights. She has a role on the hit Netflix show, 

Orange Is the New Black, where her character is faced with 
being transgender in the criminal justice system. This spot 
landed her the title of first openly transgender person to be 
nominated for an Emmy.

“By doing the work to love ourselves more, I believe we will 
love each other better.”

Image: http://www.lavernecox.com/

As a young girl, Malala defied the Taliban and 
traditional Pakistani customs to demand that girls 
be allowed to receive an education. After being 

shot in the head by a Taliban gunman, she survived and went 
on to advocate even harder for the education of women and 
girls. She went on to win the Nobel Peace Prize in 2014 at the 
age of 17.

“One child, one teacher, one pen and one book can change 
the world.”

Image: https://www.pinterest.com/explore/malala-yousafzai/

Advocacy Inspired by Individual Strengths

Gemini: Laverne Cox, May 29, 1984
Strengths: Gentle, affectionate, curious, adaptable, ability to 
learn quickly and exchange ideas

Cancer: Malala Yousafzai, July 12, 1997
Strengths: Tenacious, highly imaginative, loyal, emotional, 
sympathetic, persuasive
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Becoming famous for the Harry Potter films, 
Daniel Radcliffe has been in the spotlight from a 
very young age. As a declared Feminist, Radcliffe 

has used his stardom to bring Feminist issues to the forefront 
of our collective conscience.

“People do incredible things for love, particularly for 
unrequited love.”

Image: http://www.imdb.com/name/nm0705356/

Queen B. One of music’s top-selling artists, 
Beyoncé is acclaimed for her ability to do it all. 
She is a singer, dancer, actor, businesswoman, and 

activist. Her most recent album, Lemonade, demonstrates 
her version of Black Feminism. Taking imagery from black 
history, Beyoncé has carved out a space that is all her own 
where she empowers women and men alike.

“We have to teach our boys the rules of equality and respect, 
so that, as they grow up, gender equality becomes a natural 
way of life. And we have to teach our girls that they can reach 
as high as humanly possible.”

Image: http://people.com/tag/beyonce/

Leo: Daniel Radcliffe, July 23, 1989
Strengths: Creative, passionate, generous, warm-hearted, 
cheerful, humorous

Virgo: Beyoncé, September 4, 1981
Strengths: Loyal, analytical, kind, hardworking, practical
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bell hooks is a prominent figure in academia with 
her work which primarily focuses on perceptions 
of women and black women, in particular. She 

remains an activist against racism and sexism in America. She 
uses her great-grandmother’s name, in lower case, to show 
respect for her ancestors as well as acknowledge what her 
ancestors went through during slavery.

“I will not have my life narrowed down. I will not bow down 
to somebody else’s whim or to someone else’s ignorance.”

Image: http://www.notablebiographies.com/He-Ho/Hooks-Bell.
html

As a trans woman and leader for transgender 
rights, Miss Major has dedicated her life to 
assisting transgender individuals who are 

disproportionately incarcerated. She typically focuses on 
women of color. Among her empowering activism, Miss 
Major participated in the Stonewall riots in New York City 
in 1969, which jumpstarted the gay rights movement as we 
know it today.

“My community still needs help. They still need to know 
there are people out there that cares about them. That they 
don’t have to do anything special, you know you don’t have 
to have a feather flowing out your head just be who you are 
stand your own ground and have someone appreciate you 
for that. And that’s me.”

Image: http://www.cbc.ca/radio/q/schedule-for-friday-june-3-2016-1.3614220/major-

celebrates-trans-mama-miss-major-griffin-gracy-1.3614256

Libra: bell hooks, September 25, 1952
Strengths: Cooperative, diplomatic, gracious, fair-minded, social

Scorpio: Miss Major Griffin-Gracy, October 25, 1940
Strengths: Resourceful, brave, passionate, stubborn, a true 
friend
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Iranian artist and writer. Her novels, like Persepolis 
and Embroideries, depict stories of women 
living in Iran, while her comic books made her 

a prominent figure in the cartoonists’ circles. She had to 
overcome witnessing countless atrocities committed by the 
Iranian regime of the time, but she was able to thrive and 
lives to tell the tales of those she had encountered along the 
way.

“I don’t think of myself as a rebel; I just say what I think.”

Image: http://www.interviewmagazine.com/film/marjane-satrapi-
chicken-with-plums/

One of the most beloved First Ladies of the United 
States who advocated against childhood obesity. 
Before becoming First Lady, Michelle was a lawyer 

and community-outreach worker in Chicago. She graduated 
cum laude from Princeton University, eventually going on 
to Harvard Law, where she met her husband Barack. She 
continues to be an advocate for healthy living, education, 
and poverty reforms.

“These are the moments that define us—not the day you get 
the promotion, not the day you win teacher of the year, but 
the times that force you to claw and scratch and fight just 
to get through the day; the moments when you get knocked 
down and you’re wondering whether it’s even worth it to get 
back up. Those are the times when you’ve got to ask yourself, 
who am I going to be?”

Image: http://www.biography.com/people/michelle-obama-307592#gifted-student

Sagittarius: Marjane Satrapi, November 22, 1969
Strengths: Generous, idealistic, great sense of humor

Capricorn: Michelle Obama, January 17, 1964
Strengths: Responsible, disciplined, self-control, good manners
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She broke boundaries for women, with regards 
to stereotypical gender roles, with her book, The 
Feminine Mystique. She has long been an advocate 

for the advancement of women’s rights and an increased role 
of women in the political process. Betty Friedan has become 
a staple of the Feminist movement.

“Men are not the enemy, but the fellow victims. The real 
enemy is women’s denigration of themselves.” 

Image: https://www.britannica.com/biography/Betty-Friedan

The first woman to receive a Masters’ Degree 
from an American medical school. Helped found 
the New York Infirmary for Women and Children. 

Dedicated her life to the education of women.

“If society will not admit of women’s free development, then 
society must be remodeled.”

Image: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Elizabeth_Blackwell#/
media/File:Elizabeth_Blackwell.jpg

Aquarius: Betty Friedan, February 4, 1921
Strengths: Progressive, original, independent, humanitarian

Pisces: Elizabeth Blackwell, March 3, 1821
Strengths: Compassionate, artistic, intuitive, gentle, wise, 
musical



“Feminism’s agenda is basic: It asks that women not be forced to ‘choose’ 

between public justice and private happiness. It asks that women be 

free to define themselves—instead of having their identity defined for 

them, time and again, by their culture and their men.”

- Susan Faludi


