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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurEve Endler is back and has set her sight slightly higher with an intimate contemplation
of her second greatest obsession: her tortured relationship with her post-forties stomach.Ensler toured the
world asking women about their bodies and gives us their wild and wonderful and deeply moving stories.

She frames these stories with her own personal journey, serving up riotous excerpts from her lifelong
dialogue with her stomach - a sassy and conniving antagonist in its own right. We follow her through the
serial seduction of low-carb diets, ab rollers and personal trainers, to the wise words of a woman who taught
her how to love her body, and see that it was good...ExtraitCHAPTER ONEWhen | was alittle girl people
used to ask me, What do you want to be when you grow up? Good, | would say. | want to be good.
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Becoming good was harder than becoming a doctor or an astronaut or alifeguard. There are tests to pass to
become those thingsyou have to learn dissection or conquer gravity or practice treading water. Becoming
good was not like that. It was abstract. It felt completely out of reach. It became the only thing that mattered
to me. If | could be good, everything would be al right. I would fit in. | would be popular. I would skip
death and go straight to heaven. If you asked me now what this means, to be good, | still dont know exactly.
When | was growing up in the fifties, good was simply what girls were supposed to be. They were good.
They were pretty, perky. They had a blond Clairol wave in their hair. They wore girdles and waist cinchers
and pumps. They got married. They looked married.They waited to be given permission. They kept their
legs together, even during sex.In recent years, good girlsjoin the Army. They climb the corporate ladder.
They go to the gym. They accessorize. They wear pointy, painful shoes. They wear lipstick if theyre
leshbians; they wear lipstick if theyre not. They dont eat too much. They dont eat at all. They stay perfect.
They stay thin. | could never be good. This feeling of badness livesin every part of my being. Call it anxiety
or despair. Call it guilt or shame. It occupies me everywhere. The older, seemingly clearer and wiser | get,
the more devious, globalized, and terrorist the badness becomes. | think for many of uswell, for most of
uswell, maybe for all of usthere is one particular part of our body where the badness manifestsitself, our
thighs, our butt, our breasts, our hair, our nose, our little toe. Y ou know what Im talking about?t doesnt
matter where Ive been in the world, whether its Tehran where women aresmashing and remodeling their
noses to looks less Iranian, or in Beijing where they are breaking their legs and adding bone to be taller, or in
Dallas where they are surgically whittling their feet in order to fit into Manolo Blahniks or Jimmy Choos.
Everywhere, the women | meet generally hate one particular part of their bodies. They spend most of their
livesfixing it, shrinking it. They have medicine cabinets with products devoted to transforming it. They have
closets full of clothesthat cover or enhanceit. Its asif theyve been given their own little country called their
body, which they get to tyrannize, clean up, or control while they lose all sight of the world.What | cant
believe is that someone like me, aradical feminist for nearly thirty years, could spend this much time
thinking about my stomach. It has become my tormentor, my distracter; its my most serious committed
relationship. It has protruded through my clothes, my confidence, and my ability to work. Ive tried to sedate
it, educate it, embrace it, and most of all, erase it.From the Hardcover edition.From AudioFileThe last time
we heard from Engler, she was sharing her dramaturgic ramblings on the vagaries of vaginas (THE
VAGINA MONOLOGUES). Her fixation and attention have moved north to her stomach, and, as usual, Eve
leaves no crone unturned, no lass unlabored, no stereotype untouched as she delves into the seriocomic
depths of the estrogen-fueled abdomen. Her vocal caricatures are often hilarious, even asthey evolveto
touching truths about women accepting their bodies as they are--beautiful, flexible, amazing near-miracles.
Endler's quality of performance waxes and wanes, but just as her self-examination beginsto lag, up pops a
memorable woman she has met somewhere in the world, expanding the stage and honing the spotlight on
that beautiful, if rounded and full, belly. D.J.B. AudioFile 2005, Portland, Maine-- Copyright AudioFile,
Portland, Maine



