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This publication was made during the Fall 2016 semester by Women and Gender Studies majors as 
a part of the “WGS 690: Senior Seminar” course at San Francisco State University (SFSU).   
The Department of Women and Gender Studies examines the power relationships between gender 

formations and political economies, cultural productions, and embodiments. Understanding gender as co-
constituted with race, class, sexuality, and nation, the department deploys an interdisciplinary and 
transnational methodology to build feminist archives, conversations, and tools for social justice. In 

developing and communicating its understanding of gender and power, the department pays particular 
attention to insights from critical race and postcolonial studies. Viewing the production of knowledge 

about gender as itself political, the department seeks, in its research, teaching, and community building, to 
explore both gender’s embeddedness in current forms of injustice as well as its past and emergent 

potential for transformative politics. 
 

More information on the Department of Women and Gender Studies can be found at: 
https://wgsdept.sfsu.edu/ 
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ANMOL 

ਮੇਰਾ ਨਾਮ ਅਨਮੋਲ ਹੈ 

my name is anmol 
pronounced uhn mole 

translated from punjabi, 
meaning priceless or invaluable 

the wealth and the words that withstood  
centuries of conquest & colonialism 

a language that wasn’t lost  
as seas were crossed 

my body becomes  
a bridge back 

a birth 
- 

a homeland haunted by histories of harm 
a people yearn for tides to turn 

dispossessed and drowning  
in oceans of oppression 

waves of migration 
brought by boats 

displacement   
diaspora 
 a death  

- 
given to me by mother, 

taken from me by most others 
my name is a story of survival 
a tale told in two syllables  

tarnished into a taunt 
born out of burden  

i become a beast 
“animal”  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

ANIMAL 

 
my name is animal 

starting in second grade 
spanning centuries  

and still, even now. 
somehow while saying my name, 
you still center yourself.  

 your comfort. your willingness.   
your subtle social cues.  

i swallow whatever sound you spit out 
 this is the polite war the west has 

always waged 
- 

a familiar tale of colonial warfare 
foreign lands “founded” by  

kings, christians, christophers  
condemning our cultures  

making a killing for the crown 
brutalizing and burying brown bodies 

bearing our very same names 
thousands of tongues, 

spanning millions of miles  
a never-ending lists of names negated 

refusing any, renaming us all 
violence is the language of your 

forefathers  
but we will always be the savage ones 

projecting primitivity  
onto the “other” 

and at once, we become one. 
our one-size-fits-all name.  

“animal” 
spanning centuries 
and still, even now 

this is how  
you make history out of my name 

 

By: Anmol Singh  
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, 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
Incomplete Image  

By: Enkhmaa Enkhbold 
 
 

This is another immigrant 
story. Immigrant stories have 
been told and retold,  made 
into books, documentaries, 
movies and so forth. Why tell 
another immigrant story? 
Because it is vital to keep the 
image incomplete! The image 
of an immigrant has been 
predetermined, developed, 
produced and distributed. 
The category of “immigrants 
and immigrant communities” 
are too broad -mashed into 
one or two images- that 
it/they dismisses/dismiss 
many lived experiences of 
people of all walks of the 
world (now being categorized 
as “immigrants” as one item 
or one experience”  in this 
country.  
 
Why do I feel the need to 
share my story? I believe 
these are the reasons: first, I 
hardly ever come across 
persons like me in our 
discourse, WGS. Second, 
every page that I read in our 
discourse I seek those who 
share my struggle and reality. 
Third, I hope to offer to the 
narrative of immigrants. 
 
My mother was the first one 
to immigrate to the states in 
1999, then follows my father 
the next year and me in 
2002. Mom, engineer, Dad, 
high ranking officer and a 
professor. The country just 
transitioned from socialism to 
free market economy after 70 
years of socialism in 1991. 

Huge change, great change, 
scary change. Messy! Two 
honest and hardworking 
parents of three try their best 
to prepare for their daughters 
futures. As a brilliant 
engineer, my mother had 
traveled the world attending 
conventions, designing and 
building machineries that 
recycle water because of her 
brilliance it was possible for 
her to come to the states 
(getting visas were much 
harder back in the day). At 
the age of 39, she landed in 
Oakland, CA with a hope to 
spend only few months to 
work, save and head back 
home to reunite with her 
family. Oh, how much I 
missed her! I used to sit in 
the closet just to be near her, 
closet full of her clothes, 
closet full of her smell, it felt 
like she was giving me a hug. 
My mother is one of the first 
Mongolian immigrants in the 
Bay Area. Her stories are 
amazing, sad but amazing. 
One day, I saw my dad, 
washing the windows of our 
big balcony, he was smoking 
and he had tears rolling down 
his cheeks. I had never seen 
him cry before.  I knew that 
he also missed her. I don’t 
know how it happened but 
one day I learned that my 
dad was also leaving us for 
America. Then he left. For 
two years, the three 
daughters were on their own.  
 

January 2002, Demonis 
Iowa. I searched my mother 
in the crowd and there she 
was--the most powerful 
woman that I have ever 
known was now smaller than 
me yet she remains her 
power in my heart even after 
what had immigrant life had 
done to her. What a joyful 
moment it was, hugs, tears, 
and kisses  After two days 
being in Oakland, I had my 
first job, night janitor. My 
coworker was my dad, our 
shift starts at 10pm and ends 
at 6am. The day I arrived in 
Oakland, I became an adult. I 
skipped teenaghood. I was a 
college student who works 
fulltime, who pays rent, pays 
tuition (out of state tuition 
was $2500 for community 
college so that I could keep 
my F1 student visa).  
 
The desire for assimilation 
rushed through, I noticed how 
differently I was being treated 
as soon as I open my mouth 
to speak. The accent. It 
somehow made me appear 
weaker, stupid, not worthy of 
others’ time. I hated it so 
much. I would watch a movie 
over and over again, observe 
how American people speak 
and interact, how they use 
idioms, and how they change 
their tone of voice in different 
scenarios;  I would work with 
a mirror, speaking out loud in 
order to correct my accent. 
This had continued until six 
years ago when someone 



 
 

asked me, “What’s wrong 
with having an accent?” 
Seriously, what’s wrong with 
that?! I stopped stressing and 
stopped trying so damn hard. 
The daily stress to 
communicate with Americans 
was grand. It is at that 
moment, I realized that I 
hadn’t used my mother 
tongue for so long; my 
Mongolian had become 
weak. This realization was 
sad. I started reading in 
Mongolian, writing in 
Mongolian. Even more, I 
found myself doing 
interpretations and 
translations.  
 
This is what I think today: I 
am bilingual which allows me 
to have access to literature in 
two worlds and for this I am 
grateful. Every now and then 
I run into those who treats me 

differently because of my 
accent, but it only makes me 
smile at their ignorance.  
 
Another assimilation: my 
name. At my first restaurant 
job, the boss 
couldn’t/wouldn’t want to 
pronounce my name and told 
me to “just make up a name.” 
I didn’t think much of it then 
and said, “emma.” This name 
stuck with me for over a 
decade. Four years ago, in a 
car, a coworker named Oscar 
asked my real name and then 
said, “Why don’t you use your 
real name?” Yeah! Why don’t 
I?! Right there and then I am 
Enkhmaa again. I started 
telling friends and family to 
refer to me by my real name. 
What a change! This 
transition from emma to 
Enkhmaa was liberating. The 
name “emma” was an 

oppressed name as it rose 
out of people’s ignorance. 
Every now and then, I am 
asked, “Don’t you have a 
nickname?”  
 
NO! 
 
Now, everyone refers to me 
by my name except my 
parents (they’re still working 
on it!). How ironic! When I 
correct my dad, he would 
say, “It is just a name.” I 
shout that it’s more than that! 
It’s actually very political! My 
mom and dad named me 
Enkhmaa, and I am 
reclaiming my real name; I 
am reclaiming what I am and 
who I am.  No more 
assimilation! No more making 
it easier for others, no more 
accepting ignorance! My 
name is Enkhmaa. 
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 [Untitled]  

By: Natalie 
 

School has never been easy for me, so when it was time for me to transfer to San 
Francisco State I thought my only option for getting accepted was to declare a Women and 
Gender Studies major because it was not impacted. I was so focused on getting accepted that I 
did not even look at the description of Women and Gender Studies or really understand what I 
was getting myself into. If I had it my way, I would be majoring in Child Development or 
Communications. I took a couple communication classes and a couple Early Childhood 
Education classes at Santa Barbara City College and I was really interested in both of those 
topics. Many of the students who major in Women and Gender Studies are very passionate 
about feminism and truly making everyone equal. I grew up in a house where my mom stayed 
at home and took care of her three daughters, while my dad went off to work to make money 
to support his family. Feminism was never present in my house, so the material that I was 
learning about was very new and different to me. My entire family is also Republican, so 
listening to my teachers and peers talk so highly about Democratic views irritated me because 
I did not grow up with the same views that they believe in. Going back to my childhood and 
high school years, I was placed in a very heteronormative and patriarchal space, so that is 
really all I knew. My first semester at San Francisco State, I would complain non-stop about 
my classes and what they were teaching. My parents told me to just try and have an open 
mind and learn as much as you can even if I did not agree with what they had to say. After I 
talked with my parents, I started to have an open mind and really tried to understand where 
my peers and teachers were coming from. The advice that my parents gave me about having 
an open mind changed the way I thought about Women and Gender Studies. I never thought 
of myself as a feminist and honestly, still don't think of myself as a feminist, but I have 
become more aware and more educated on the issues revolving around feminism and I agree 
with a lot of what my professors are teaching me. My view on Women and Gender Studies 
has changed me for the better from my junior year to my senior year. I am happy that I was 
able to step out of my comfort zone and the bubble that I was living in and learn about 
different races, sexualities, and genders. This major has really helped open my eyes to the 
oppression that people experience worldwide. I believe that I have learned so much from 
choosing to major in Women and Gender Studies and I think it will impact my life forever.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

  QUEER TEARS  

By: Enkhmaa Enkhbold  
 

I broke down on Market Street. The street- full of color, loud music, cameras, nudity, tourists, and the 
glorious rainbow FLAGs everywhere. I stood against a wall and watched the parade. My aunt was 
with me, she pushed people around to get to the front of the line for better view. I, standing against a 
wall, was chain-smoking and watching. Suddenly, I broke; tears rolled down my cheeks and I was 
desperate for human connection. I was surrounded by people yet I felt completely alone. I was 
desperate for queer connection. Hundreds of people on the street and there I was--disconnected. Ever 
so alone. I hated the fact that my aunt does not see me as a non-hetero person. She fishes but I refused 
to be caught because I am not ready, yet I want to her to. It was a special day. Her enthusiasm along 
with all others’ with their cameras and their objectifying gazes made me furious and sad. I was 

desperate for queer-human connection. I texted my sister in tears, telling her how could she not called 
me today--it’s a parade day. It is my first parade since I came out. She responded by saying, ‘This is 
also new to me.’ I ended up understanding her. Then I thought to myself, when is my turn?  When will 
someone be there for me? I was finally tired of being strong, I wanted to be completely vulnerable. I 
called a friend, said the same thing. Her response was same as my sister’s.  I was desperate for queer 

human connection. I wanted to break away from my ever-so-hetero aunt, I wanted to be alone. I 
needed to drink. So I did. Broke away and headed to Castro. Just walking around, rainbow flags 
comforted me; yet, I was desperate to belong and desperate for queer-human connection. I stopped at 
Harvey’s, had few drinks. I wrote down a few thoughts. A thought struck me like a bullet--a girl that I 
hurt. A single kiss hurt her. The consent! I kissed her without her consent. No one ever asked for 
consent to kiss me. I was lost. Then the delusional heteronormativity became nostalgia. Sick.  I walked 
some more in Castro.  It was a very hot day! Then I went into a barbershop for a haircut in an attempt 
to make myself even more queer. Silly, really.  Yes, that buzz cut will do it, I thought to myself! 
Greeted by the barber and asked to be seated in front of the mirror. Eyes puffy, nose red. “What would 
you like today?,” he asked. I wanted to say, make me visibly queer--queerer than now. What does that 
even mean?! I poured my heart out as he listened. He had no questions, he only listened.  I loved being 
in that barbershop.  The chair, the atmosphere, it was like a hug from my mother. A “thank-you-for-
everything” type of hug! Then I left. Where to go now? I walked to Dolores Park…sat there and drank 
alone. 
 
Telling this story intends to reach out to those who are like me as it intends to offer a moment of truth 
and moment of sorrow. It is for those who are immigrants or bicultural and for those whose intimate 
immigrant community has no queer visibility.  As someone who “came out” at the age of 30, it is 
astonishingly difficult to build new friends and community and I still struggle with having the courage 
to come out to my parents.  Ultimately, I seek decent human connection and understanding. Telling of 
this moment was inspired by a book called, First Person Queer. The stories in this book had offered 
me  many hugs that were needed and missed.  
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 

Gender Shopping 

By: Jlyn 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Sources: 
http://www.dictionary.com (wife beater/muscle tee) 
https://mic.com/articles/139771/why-are-we-still-calling-white-tank-tops-wife-beaters#.08wMVKywo (wife beater) 
http://oystercoloredvelvet.com/?style=why-is-it-called-a-pussy-bow-blouse (pussy bow blouse) 
http://www.currentelliott.com/what-are-boyfriend-jeans (boyfriend jeans) 
http://wyrk.com/why-are-they-called-swimming-trunks-dales-daily-data/ (bikinis/swim trunks/bathing suits) 
https://www.google.com/webhp?sourceid=chrome-instant&ion=1&espv=2&ie=UTF-8#q=why+is+it+called+flats (flats) 
https://www.thebowtie.com/bow-tie-history/ (bow ties) 
http://fashion-history.lovetoknow.com/clothing-types-styles/origins-nightgown (night gown) 
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https://mic.com/articles/139771/why-are-we-still-calling-white-tank-tops-wife-beaters#.08wMVKywo
http://oystercoloredvelvet.com/?style=why-is-it-called-a-pussy-bow-blouse
http://www.currentelliott.com/what-are-boyfriend-jeans
http://wyrk.com/why-are-they-called-swimming-trunks-dales-daily-data/
https://www.google.com/webhp?sourceid=chrome-instant&ion=1&espv=2&ie=UTF-8#q=why+is+it+called+flats
https://www.thebowtie.com/bow-tie-history/
http://fashion-history.lovetoknow.com/clothing-types-styles/origins-nightgown


 
 

 

 

 

Gender Shopping 

By: Jlyn 
 
*wife beater (n.): A sleeveless undershirt.  
Why can’t we call them white tank tops? The term was given because of its appearance in 
American movies from the 30s and 40s to explain what white heterosexual males wore when 
beating their wives behind closed doors. 
 
*pussybow blouse: formed as a euphemism for female genitalia but was synonymous as 
being similar to a bow tied on a feline, essentially a type of “girlie tie” 
 
*skater jeans: form-fitting jeans typically worn by a group who associates within the skater 
community 
 
*boyfriend jeans: the style cut originates from the first blue jeans created in 1873, this 
“boyfriend” cut was loose fitting and thought to be a kind of masculine beauty 
 
*swim trunks: essentially the same as swimsuits, yet is explained to have come from when 
people wore underwear that covered the entire trunk of their body to their feet, usually worn 
by men as women get arrested for going topless in some countries 
 
*combat boots: typically worn by soldiers in the military branches and was personalized to 
wear in everyday society 
 
*muscle tees: a sleeveless Tshirt, often close fitting, that shows off muscle development 
 
*flats: usually used to describe an apartment but also used to explain a type of shoe typically 
worn by female-bodied people 
 
*bathing suits/bikini: taken from a French designer when the two-piece women's swimsuit 
was introduced, naming it after the Pacific test site for nuclear weapons Bikini Atoll 
 
*bow ties/suspenders: bow ties & suspenders became a staple in male wardrobe in the mid 
1880s, following the cravat ties worn inside a dress shirt 
 
*night gowns: why not call them pajamas? Nightwear for female-bodied people that were 
also called “baby-doll” gowns 
 
*spaghetti straps: tank tops with straps the size of spaghetti, typically worn by female-
bodied people 
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A Ella  
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Learning to Scream  
By: Janette Gutierrez 

 

 



 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 


