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Giselda Navarro

“The Suns Smirk”



“You Listen Up”

“We realize the importance of our voices only when 
we are silenced.” This inspirational quote from Malala 
Yousafzai comes to my mind when I read the theme about 
refusing to be silenced.  Our voices can be invoked from 
our art, writing, sports, science, business, government, 
religion, economy, health, work, home, education, 
and any organization or group around us. It is 2022, 
and women still continue the fight to ensure that 
our voices are being heard to eliminate the barriers 
in achieving equality. This fight is not about who is 
taking control. It is about working and contributing for 
women and men, girls and boys together as a team 
with equal opportunities for everyone. The power of 
our voices is the need for self-expression to create 
change. Self-expression can help us to reflect on 
our lives, decisions and thoughts. We can speak up, 
collaborate and build positive change around us and 
others. One example of this powerful expression is 
Malala Yousafzai, a young girl who would stand up 
for education and has changed lives.

Although Malala Yousafzai was shot dead at 
the age of just 15, she became a famous political 
activist and the youngest person ever to win the 
Nobel Peace Prize. Her life under Taliban rule 
did not stop her from giving her message on 
the importance of education for every child, 
especially girls. Malala Yousafzai found in 
education the foundation for giving power 
to her voice and changing her environment. 
Education is not only studying for learning 
knowledge;  it is a form to gain power and 
confidence in ourselves for refusing to be 
silenced and improving towards a better 
quality of life. In addition, education is the 
key to change the world because it opens 
doors to discover the meaning of equality 
and freedom.

Changing Our World with the Power of Our Voice



“You Listen Up”

Ana Molestina is from Ecuador. Her major is Education. Her 
inspiration for her piece is her husband, who has always 
given her freedom, support, and love. Thanks to him, she is 
like the girl who refuses to be a doll.

“We realize the importance of our voices only when 
we are silenced.” This inspirational quote from Malala 
Yousafzai comes to my mind when I read the theme about 
refusing to be silenced.  Our voices can be invoked from 
our art, writing, sports, science, business, government, 
religion, economy, health, work, home, education, 
and any organization or group around us. It is 2022, 
and women still continue the fight to ensure that 
our voices are being heard to eliminate the barriers 
in achieving equality. This fight is not about who is 
taking control. It is about working and contributing for 
women and men, girls and boys together as a team 
with equal opportunities for everyone. The power of 
our voices is the need for self-expression to create 
change. Self-expression can help us to reflect on 
our lives, decisions and thoughts. We can speak up, 
collaborate and build positive change around us and 
others. One example of this powerful expression is 
Malala Yousafzai, a young girl who would stand up 
for education and has changed lives.

Although Malala Yousafzai was shot dead at 
the age of just 15, she became a famous political 
activist and the youngest person ever to win the 
Nobel Peace Prize. Her life under Taliban rule 
did not stop her from giving her message on 
the importance of education for every child, 
especially girls. Malala Yousafzai found in 
education the foundation for giving power 
to her voice and changing her environment. 
Education is not only studying for learning 
knowledge;  it is a form to gain power and 
confidence in ourselves for refusing to be 
silenced and improving towards a better 
quality of life. In addition, education is the 
key to change the world because it opens 
doors to discover the meaning of equality 
and freedom.

Children, boys and girls from an early age must begin their education. A 
proper education and preparation can help in the construction for a better 
future where everyone refuses to be silenced.  In addition, girls can be 
respected with their rights and equality. It is not necessary to be a prestigious 
speaking, famous politician, or activist to change the barriers that women 
have been through history. Malala Yousafzai told us her experiences in 
order to transmit a meaningful message to how girls can accomplish their 
goals. She, within her limitations, found the way to speak up, improve, 
and change her life in Pakistan along with the lives of other girls. She has 
been fighting for peace, equality, and education in her country. In addition, 
Malala Yousafzai did not lose her faith and enthusiasm in continuing the 
promotion of education and success. Her perseverance is a motivation to 
see a world, which can be re-constructed in a peaceful way, but we all need 
to speak up to enhance our personal and group relationships. Girls and 
boys need to learn to refuse to be silenced; for when they become adults, 
they will be able to appropriate their educational rights in changing the 
world with their voices. 

In conclusion, women today refuse to be silenced, but they continue 
fighting within a world of inequality. Women such as Malala Yousafzai 
show us how the power of voice has prompted change in the education 
of girls in their country and around the world. Oppressive structures have 
existed in our society, but the proper education and preparation from an 
early age can motivate girls and boys to continue towards change and 
take new positive shapes in our contemporary world. Girls and boys must 
be included in this process, not just girls. It is an inadequate tendency in 
fighting for women’s rights advocating only with the change of girls and 
women. The change must come from everybody in continuing with this 
change. The fight is not about who is taking control. It is about working 
and contributing women and men, girls and boys together as a team with 
equal opportunities for everyone. The power of our voices is the need of 
self-expression to create positive changes in us and our society. Education 
is the foundation in giving power to our voices and changing our world. Our 
silence can provoke mental health issues, abandoning of our goals, and 
forgetting who we are and what we need. Change can be effected through 
commitment and determination. A proper education and preparation can 
help in the construction for a better future where everyone refuses to be 
silenced. 

Changing Our World with the Power of Our Voice

Ana Molestina



Ana Molestina

Refusing to Be a Doll 
Anita was the daughter of a male chauvinist. Her father said back then, that it is not true. As a 

self-proclaimed Christian today, who has seen the light, recognizes how her might have been a “less 
than perfect father.” The truth was that she discovered the meaning of maleness through him, and 
understood it well when she was six years old. Her childhood was built around screams and insults on 
the concept of decency. These situations were normal for her until the day that Anita’s grandmother 
gave her a doll her size.   

It was Anita’s birthday and she was very excited. The doll looked like her. She was happy to have 
her. That night, she decided to take off her clothes and put on her pajamas. She laid the doll down with 
her legs up because she wanted to put a pair of underwear on her. She did not get a chance to do this 
because nature called and needed to go to the bathroom. As she came out of the bathroom, she was 
greeted with those customary screams and insults; but they were not directly at her. With his back 
turned towards the door, her father was furious that “She, Anita” was without panties with her legs 
up in the air. Anita felt bad for her doll. She had to face his bulging green eyes that would almost turn 
dark hazel when enraged. Her mom didn’t do anything as usual, but it was the first time Anita under-
stood what machismo meant after witnessing it from different perspective. First, she was in shock 
with each insult hurled by her dad. Then, she began preparing herself to speak. She had never dared to 
answer him. Her father always insulted her and told her “don’t you dare answer me or look at me.” And 
if she dared to look him in the eyes, he told her to “look down.” In an effort to release all the pent-up 
anger, Anita’s mother gave her papers to tear. Her mother told her when she was angry, tear paper, so 
she could feel better. After her dad finished insulting her doll, Anita said “I am here. Why did you insult 
my doll if she did not do anything?” His menacing darkened eyes shot directly at her. She just waved 
in confusion as her dad’s face quickly transformed back to normal. Shocked with green eyes and all, 
swiftly left her room without saying a word.  

Although her mom and dad acted like nothing happened. On that day, Anita did not know whether 
to laugh or cry. She was scared, but at the same time, she felt proud that she had the courage to an-
swer back to her dad. In addition, it was the first time that her mom did not give her any papers to tear. 
From that day forward, she understood that nobody did anything to stop the verbal violence. Although 
her father never hit them, his yelling and insults cut deeper into the bone. Anita also understood that 
the day she decided to get married, she was not going to marry a man who was like her father. She did 
not want to continue on being a doll that would not speak nor say anything. 
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My name is Cynthia Delgado, and I’m majoring in 
Psychology. My inspiration for “We Have Freedom” is 
that there is no power over us. We are equal as a man. For 
us WOMEN to end this; abuse, discrimination, fear, and 
others. Therefore, let’s take a stand for our FREEDOM! 

Cynthia Delgado 

Mixed Media, “We Have Freedom” 



Emily Perez

Refusing to be Silenced

I used to sit in the back of class 

quiet as a mouse never raising my hand I 

was told not to bypass 

I was told being smarter was not grand 

They said women should be beautiful and 

elegant A lady does not speak her mind 

That we have to be poised and pleasant A 

woman’s purpose was to let man shine 

That was then this is now 

Year of sacrifice and torment 

We have come together loud and proud So 

much to be done but in this moment 

I sit in the front of my class 

Speaking my truth with pride



Esther Solorzano
My name is Esther Solorzano. I am an art and design 
major. When hearing that the theme was Refusing to be 
Silenced, I thought about justice. We can only receive it 
by speaking up and making our voices heard, not just for 
our sake but for others too. (Luke 19:40)   

Mixed Media, “Lady Justice”



Giselda Navarro

 Wings 
when I cry 
It nourishes…something inside of me 
Even though it might hurt, 
Flowers start to bloom 
And I… 
I soon forget why I even bothered. 
Because Now I have wings… 
To fly free! 

Natures Sings 
The cries of birds, resound in the early rise 
of this tongue tied morning 
Grunts and taunts, 
of men who fish but none bite 
Yet In the cold of the morning 
water drips like honey, As my feet suckle 
through the fishers chuckle 
In this tongue tied morning 

I am a Rose 
I am a rose, 
Thorns outgrow me. 
I have yet to be picked 
Petals welting, 
as years come unexpectedly 
Yet, I wait for nothing to sprout my beauty 
Accomp’ny me! 
Garden of wide eyed beaut’s 
Growing legs they Strut 
Towards the catwalk, 
Music quietly making shoulders rock, We 
won’t be silenced! 
We won’t be mocked! 
Excitement generated by air alone 
Beauty will never be unknown 
For I am the Rose, 
Thorns outgrow me 
To sprout into the strong woman, I wholly 
chose! 
Loving first the body of my youth. 
And with patience, 
I wait for love and truth



“How soon is now.”

My major is Studio Arts for transfer and the inspiration for my poems are nature and issues wom-
en face in general. The inspiration for the short story are the many stories my father told me when 
He grew up in El Salavdor during war. I was always an artist at a young age and choose to explore 
every aspect art. Being adventurous to see which art I could be successful in. From creative writing 
to Ceramics, I love how art can be given meaning and inspire those who admire it.



The Cries of War 
A short Story by Griselda Navarro Mejia and Sergio Navarro 

If a fly got its way in the classroom, there was only patience to eliminate it. Staring at it, flying, 
Mrs. Laura’s voice was fuzzy and distant. I stood stiff as a rock, welcoming the fly to land on my 
desk. Everyone felt distant, Mrs. Laura talking, Pancho throwing paper at my head and the breeze 
from the only fan in the room. What was important was the fly now crawling upon my desk. I slowly 
raised my hand and WHAM! The whole room suddenly was shaking and all of us looked up at the 
window. Smoke plumed into the sky from a distance. “Don’t worry muchachitos, that was just 
another explosive test made by the army,” Mrs. Laura adjusted her glasses. Wiping the sweat from 
her forehead, she continued her lecture. While she wrote something on the board, the phone rang.

She shook her head, confusion sinking into her brows. ”Okay, okay”, She hung up the phone,”The 
principal called and told me to dismiss class for today,” 

Everyone cheered, scurrying towards the door, I lifted my hand to see him. The fly all splattered 
upon my palm, I shook in disgust. I walked out of class to find one of my friends. I smeared the fly 
on his shirt. “Disgusting!” he ran to get me with his fist in the air. I ran towards the street that goes 
into my village. “Vas a ver!”, he warned me and went on his way. I wondered where the explosion 
came from. This hasn’t been the first time a bomb shook the classroom and everyone in it. Lately, 
there have been camouflage Jeeps with men running through various villages of El Salvador. Some 
come to terrorize the villagers and burn down the jungle to make camps. We were hearing news of 
a salvadoran army that was helped by the Americans, fighting the Guerillas. It was rumored that 
they would come soon to our village. I was not concerned, in Cinquera we were known to gossip 
and be neutral about war. 

However many villagers warned everyone to leave before we were to suffer. Going around my 
grandfather’s shop and gossiping, My grandfather shook his head. He didn’t believe that there 
was a war or that any Guerillas were terrorizing villages in our country. The fellow citizens tried to 
assure those leaving that if we stayed the same nothing would happen. Hearing all the rumors still 
haunted me. The other students could only scare each other with rumors that the soldiers were 
coming into the schools and forcing them in their Jeeps. The thought of my brother’s messy face 
came to my mind. He could barely feed himself, how could he even hold a gun. Bright eyed, playing 
with snails, he would never understand war and shoot at dogs for target practice.

Walking through the intersection that crosses through my village, another boom shook the earth 
beneath me. I lifted my head to see another cloud of smoke rise, visible in the direction of my 
village. I was not far, only two miles from my school that I walked everyday. I could only think of my 
sore feet, rocks in shoes. Staring at the miles of coffee bean crops until a strange sensation went 
through my body. I shivered even though the scorching sun beamed down on me. I started to think 
of the most horrid. What if the guerillas came to my village? What if the soldiers came to take my 
brother? 

Giselda Navarro



 

I shook my head, denying the fact that these things could be possible. How could anyone spot the 
village from any distance from the tall trees of the jungle? It was impossible, so I continued to walk 
at my slow pace to not hurt my feet. As I took a slow step a rumbling noise rattled the rock beneath 
me. I looked up at the sky, but it was not another explosion. On the horizon of the intersecting 
street, a front of a car grill showed. It was a Jeep. The crippling sensation came back again, making 
my heart feel like it was in my throat. I ran into the trees, to prevent them from taking me. In the 
corner of my eye, I checked what uniform they were wearing and guns they carried. They were 
not wearing the uniform shirts and pants soldiers wore. They cocked their guns towards the sky, 
seeing them pass I stared into the eyes of my neighbors sons crying. 

As they passed, I began to run, thinking of my brother and grandfather. I didn’t care about the 
rocks that punctured through my feet. I ran and ran, fearing that these jeeps carried them in it. I 
could feel my eyes begin to water: the street signs were blurry as I rubbed my eyes hard. My shoes 
were non-existent, feet bleeding, marking the concrete. The village was so far that my patience 
could take it no longer. I cut through the coffee crops, branch after branch slapped my face, but I 
could only feel my heart pounding in my throat. 

Smoke burned my nostrils as I approached the village. I coughed and saw something red, it began 
to get hotter than the sun. Fire engulfed Don Manuel’s Bakery, a woman walking in the distance. 
The sound of her screams were muffled by the image of his dead body. I soon found someone had 
shot him dead; a bullet had gone through his head. I felt an urge of something that came up in my 
throat. I dumped all that I had eaten for lunch on the floor. His dog barked at me, I ran away from 
the body. I couldn’t take it anymore, all that I thought were rumors and nightmares that woke me 
up at night and came to haunt me. 

Ceaseless, I trotted to the direction of my house. I wonder sometimes if the unquizy feeling that 
deguts me is only temporary. If the feeling will ever leave Everytime I pass by the unthinkable. The 
type of unthinkable that rips through leaves. that scorching sun taunting me. Looking to the right, 
my grandfather’s shop was no longer there. All that was left was flames and a broken palm tree 
that smashed into the store. I feel knees to the ground, streams of tear flowing onto the ground. I 
turned and could see a figure on the right side of the burned building. I limped, my legs too tired 
to run. I dug my nails deeper into the mud so I could pull the rest of my sore body to him. I could 
make out his tattered green shirt and beige shorts. His small tender body and sweet laugh. I could 
no longer stop the urge to scream. It was him, my brother, lifeless looking and stiff. As I got closer, 
more tears rushed through my muddy face. Yet, these tears came from the clouds. Today it rained 
heavy rain that drenched my thoughts to the ground. Washing away towards the gutters. I no 
longer enjoy the rain like all the young, energetic guns, Shooting at the deep puddles with a bang, 
All plant life quenched, by the splattering of young blood. Singing his favorite lullaby I rocked him 
in my arms. Helping him go to the other side, where my nightmares would no longer haunt him 
and My tears of war will never be silenced. 



Giselda Navarro

Language of Birds 
Oh my darling, 
I wish you knew, 
That I wait for the birds to tell me, our love is true. 
Yet birds in choir sing, 
“You fool! You fool!” 
So I ask, is this true? 
Are you this cruel? 
Can’t you tell me, 
that I am the fool? 
To fall in the depths of your lies
The sentiment of fear, 
slipping through the eyes 
Of passions tossed, 
nothing here to see. 
To be silenced, 
I refuse your plea! 
The intangible force of my words,  
Making you scurry out the door.  
Still talking about the past 
I never heard from you, 
anymore 
It’s different now, than the pouring rain
 As the sunless sky, 
Seems to give out rays. 
Its rays which are meaningless, 
As I wait. 
Waiting to see what the day will bring. Oh, 
You beautiful birds, 
I thank thee. 



Jennix Bien
Hi! I’m Jennix Bien, this semester I’m getting my degree in both 
Graphic Design and Drawing & Painting. I make art that expresses 
my identity and where I come from. As a queer woman, I create to 
inspire with aim of elevating the voices of women and LGBTQI+ 
individuals within the creative realm.

Oil on Canvas, 
“Posture in Cube”



Jennix Bien

Oil on Canvas, 
“Kaleiding Cluster”



Julie Gallo
Julie Gallo is a current studio arts and graphic design major at Cerritos 
College. Her mixed media artwork, Rise, exemplifies the strength of 
community and the resilience of the oppressed. In Sanctuary, the central 
figure is stepping out of darkness as those around them provide refuge.

Mixed Media, “Rise”



Julie Gallo

Mixed Media, “Sanctuary”



Sidney Solorio
My name is Sidney Solorio and I am an Art major 
at creditor college. I was inspired by the frustration 
women feel about daily injustices face when it comes 
to harassment.

Drawing, “Silent No More”



Yeaeun Kweon

Photography, “Brighter in the Darkness”

Communication Studies from Cerritos College. Inspiration - 
Thinking that women history is not quite bright, but women 
in that history is never giving up. I tried to find something 
that can represents and portrait of women who strived not to 
be silenced.



Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L1Ei8J7IWuI 

“Tarantella Op. 6 - Camille Saint - Saens (Introduction)”

Summer Wilson: Cerritos College c/o 2016 - Music
Program Facilitator with Cerritos College Student Health Services

Simply put, I was inspired to play alongside one of the best musicians I know 
who so happens to be one of my dearest friends and one fierce woman!

Summer Wilson on the Flute  
and Reyneelyn Cameros on the Clarinet 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L1Ei8J7IWuI 
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