IL CORPO DELLE DONNE

Women bodies

di Lorella Zanardo, tr.it di Serena Povia

(Link al documentario italiano “Il corpo delle donne”. Le parti in rosso sono traduzoni dei programmi televisi citati)
http://www.ilcorpodelledonne.net/?page_id=91
I worked and I am drained out. I couldn’t imagine so much tiredness and so much boredom. Now I know that images aren’t just plain images, they are means of communication, memory, knowledge, education. I certainly couldn’t  imagine that televised images are such a faithful mirror for certain behaviours. I tried to look inside that mirror to see who we are and what we can change if we don’t like ourselves. I learned that sometimes mirrors can be used to conceal rather than reveal. 

I remember when Marco told me that TV has an incredible power. While discussing the reality, it can dissimulate. The TV now steals, blights, ruins the landscape of everybody’s conscience.  Despoils of our roots and foundations.

 “Go, Tino wants to make a look at you go go, thanks you can leave” 

Faces become masks thanks to plastic surgery. Bodies are inflated to silly proportions, like members of a freak circus. They give us a fake and unreal image of women. I’m sure that you can only watch TV, only bear it, if you understand what a circus it is.

Who are we? 

What do we want?

Why aren’t all Italian women in the streets protesting against they way they are represented? 

Real women’s bodies have been hidden away; instead we are presented with an obsessively vulgar image made of silicone lips, thighs, breasts: the truth removed and replaced with a mask.

What is feminine in these images of women?

“So pretty and silent on TV? Maybe men like these kinds of women a step forward and one back, are we being provocative? We’ll talk about this with our guests”

“After years of struggle to eliminate the silent showgirl from TV shows, we have returned to pretty girls who aren’t allowed to speak but are just there us a mute sidekick. History repeats itself.”

We don’t encounter, except in rare cases on less mainstream TV stations, a different type of woman, a new identity, original and genuine, who isn’t simply acting opposite and to that of a man. The women’s presence in television is more a question of quantity than quality. 

“Say it all together. Ladies and gentleman: commercial break” 

The portrayed woman seems to go along with men’s every wish and she renounces the possibility to be an equal “other”.

“We’ve seen you in magazines with many men. When men do it, it’s fine, if it’s  a girl doing it, well she gets another treatment…”

She is reduced and reduces herself to be just a sexual object, fighting the passing of time and undergoing all sorts of freak transformations to beat it, forced to stay in frame, mute, or to present TV shows that do not require any competence.

“Great champion: how many medals?”

“what kind?”

“what kind? Sit down. I don’t know”

“Welcome Roberta, you are, this everyone sees it, a beautiful girls. You could had it easy, maybe even marry a prince..”

“7 artichokes, juice of lemon, half. And what does this mean?”

“Juice of half a lemon”

“Juice of half a lemon, all right then”

It seems as if women are incapable of looking at themselves I the mirror, and won’t accept themselves as they are, with their own faces. 

“Today there is all this talk about lips…real lips, fake lips, what you inject what’s harmful and what’s good, so lets talk right away about lips, that sometimes are like this…”

Being authentic probably constitutes one of the fundamental rights of a human being. However in order to be authentic you need to recognize your own desires and deepest needs. In my opinion, the real problem is the fact that women lost the capacity to understand their real needs, and therefore how could they be authentic genuine? 

“And then Maria, there is the seduction, which is something else, being a woman and smelling of femininity. And what do you know? You talk about smelling of femininity? Yes darling, look at me, I look like a doll and you an the other end…”

“I’m not doing it for me, I’m doing it for Italian men, you get the shower.  The shower, come on Sara. Go under the shower, I’ll help you.”

“On this couch there is a cleavage fight  where you have no game…”

“I asked the seamstress for reinforcements… but if you lack the primary material… lets talk about something else. I look at you and I’m happy for you”
We are so used to seeing ourselves through the eyes of men that we can’t tell any more that we want and what makes us happy.

“The pleasure of seduction”
I mean that we look at each other’s breast, lips, wrinkles as if we were men… this current model of beauty doesn’t fit us and it is somewhat strange that advertising uses images that reflect men’s sexual taste in order to sell products women. 

“The pleasure of seduction”
I believe that without a pressure to be “beautiful”, following a criterion that is not our own, we would love ourselves more for what we are. And if it’s true that appearances speak louder than actual words, 

What are these bodies telling us?

“Go go… come on, a little left…. Go go Elisabetta.”
On the TV show Bagaglino, a few weeks after the demeaning Vallettopoli scandal, Elisabetta Gregoraci confirmed her humiliating role in the “sexual favours for TV jobs” scandal by singing “la rumba del lecca lecca”.

And did we really need a sadistic showgirl?

Was there really a need for such a darkly erotic figure rather than a brighter one? 

The image captured the attention of all men, just as they got home from work preventing them from changing channel.

Why did it happen? Maybe an answer could be that this is how the system works, and these are our reference role models. This is how it works in fashion,  politics, sports, pop music, even medicine. As a woman, Politics, sports, pop music, even medicine. As a woman, becoming part of this group, gives your power.

“Good morning doctor, how are you today?”

“Good morning. Fine thank you”

“Let’s talk about the face”

“We do treatments that really help our faces.”

As we have discussed, women today have to present themselves in public as desirable objects, even in a strictly professional situation, and even if  the women on the screen are adults who might actually have something to say.

“Beauty seems to be a crime in this country because beautiful women are considered stupid, showgirls are considered cheap…”

“Showing more and more, the heels have to be high, tied in the ankles with chains.”

Since the only sign of desirability we are able to recognize is an explicit reference to sex, we have changed our entire imagery into that of a strip club. To film these images you have to position the camera before the shot the same way you do in pornography starting with breast, the pubic area, thighs, exactly like a porn movie.

But we are actually watching public broadcasting.

Cristina, the latest star of Big Brother, is a daughter of feminism, a feminism she reinterprets: before you had everything to conquer. Today, using methods a feminist would never have used a woman has become something else. A woman of many contradictions. She represents all the symbols of femininity and yet she has adapted them to the market.

She herself uses and adapts to the market, but her personality is not weak, because today, you have to have to balls.

“I think the male public will like me because of my curves, but I also think women will like me too because they will think I have balls.”

Cristina’s tone of voice is similar to the chirping voice of Milo or Biagini, Italian showgirls from a past generation. But there were women.

“Girls, we look like five idiots!”

Strangely enough, most calendar girls are not different from the diligent, studious and ambitious girls mentioned in school statistics. Most of the time they were good pupils adored by their teachers. Sara Tommasi, “paperetta” (little duckling themed showgirl role), “schedina” (cheerleader themed showgirl role) and participant of on the reality show “Famous Island”, had declared 

“After 4 years of studying at the Bocconi, I became a manager in a big firm. Today I am the product, a product I sell in the show business market”.

“I came to remind you to vote. Today’s question is: would you like to see your daughter posing naked for a calendar. Call or send a sms… You can choose between three options: one either in favor, or two not in favor, three if your daughter has posed for a calendar.”

“Eva, can you hear me?” “Yes, I can”

“Where is your bra, where did you put your bra? Can you do this Eva? Ta ta ta ta and you throw it at me”

Of the 45 facial muscles, besides those you need to chew, kiss, smell, breathe, all the others help you show your emoticons. The more complex your character, and by character I mean your very essence, the more your facial expressions will be those of an individual. What are these faces hiding?

Why can’t women show their real faces on TV?

Why isn’t there a single adult woman who can show her face?

Why this humiliation? Should we be embarrassed to show our faces?

We have to hide our wrinkles: is the passing of time something to be ashamed of?

This is a violence inflicted only upon women not men.

Anna Magnani used to say to her make-up artist before a scene, as he was about to cover her wrinkles “Let them be, don’t hide a single one, it has taken me a lifetime to get them…”
“What kind of life do you want? Where do you live?

We are women, and we are something more than legs!

Women, women a large universe”.

By hiding our faces, are we giving up our uniqueness, and therefore our soul?

Our faces express our true nature. First of all, it’s direct; it cannot hide its naked dignity. It is our face that starts and makes possible all exchanges and it is at the base of all human relationships.

“Did it every cross your mind that I had my own dreams?” “Yes”

“That I couldn’t pursue” “You were more mature at 20, I wasn’t “

“Veronica, I became more mature because of the huge responsibility of being a mum” “It’s called sense of duty.”

Do the faces we are talking about allow to build relationships? Another person’s face makes us question, draws us in, it gives us responsibility.

The human face brings a message: total vulnerability. This is why we change it, hide it, embellish it or modify it.

This explains why it is so hard to accept one’s own face: it’s like looking at the image of total vulnerability. How can we remain vulnerable, and remain ourselves, in a world where you can only win if you are just thoroughly invulnerable? This is a tough choice for women! Invincible amongst the winners or vulnerable and forgotten? Vulnerability, however, is what makes a face more fascinating.
Pier Paolo Pasolini understood earlier that television was destroying the poetry of the human face. Pasolini had a deeper understanding of the reality as a ground where all untold energies explode through an expression, something asymmetrical, individualistic, impure, complex, in short the contrary of typical.

What is happening to women’s faces? And to femininity expressed through a unique face?

Growing old, I show my character. And for character I mean everything I lived through  and that shaped my face, it’s a face made of phases, habits, friends I’ve met, my own peculiar way of being, my ambitions, the real loves and the loves I dreamed about, the children I had.

“Honour the old face” it’s written in the Leviticus (19, 31).

It’s citizen’s duty to show his face in public, without concealing it, although today you can do this thanks to plastic surgery. The damage caused by the lack of visibility of older faces is not a small one: the faces showed to the public are only shaved faces, wearing make-up, ready for the screen to sell products, goods or politics.

“Hold on one second. Sara is asking if she can do it lying down”

“No…I don’t have my bra on…Everything will hang out…(my breast)”

“Are you sure? Go!”

There are many women today, who have reached a certain amount of fame and power in television; most of them are mature women, with a personal history: but what truth do their faces tell us?
“There are rules, and those rules were explained to you. You probably sow it in earlier edition of the show also. La Talpa is a different kind of reality; it’s a tough one, where you are expected”. “I kept this necklace for 7 years, my father, this is the only memory I have, I have nothing else”. “What should we do? I am sorry”

What kind of role model are they for younger women. With whom they seen to be in competition when it comes to appearances? Isn’t there a single woman out there with an alternative against the pressure to have a perfect body?

“I do the night singing tours, so? So what?”. “Yes, in geriatrics right!”. “What’s your problem, the fact that you can’t do this?”. “No, I was just wondering… since you are asking me about my qualification…what are yours? What are you giving out autographs?”. “Because I work with Maria, that’s it! So what? What? Who do you think you are? You are not even a five feet tall, take the heels outs, the make-up, the extension, the fake nose. You’re nothing!”
We see only a few images of adults and not artificial women, and those images are fierce ones: these women are harpies that attack younger ones with whom there is can be no aesthetic comparison. This is unfair because of the age difference, and the young girls are humiliated. What happens when faces can’t show their vulnerability anymore? Where we can find pietas, sincerity, where can we look for those answers that stand the grounds for cohesion in a society?

“Let’s get the lifting, not on our faces, but on our ideas. Will find out that all of the ideas that blossomed in our heads watching on television the spectacle of beauty, youth, sex and physical perfection, in truth only help us hide to ourselves.

This is the part of ourselves we never really considered, because from an early age to appear in a certain way was more important that be someone, with the final results of risking to live an entire life being a stranger to ourselves and to others.”
“Girls according to you if someone smokes the pipe, think hard though, he knows what’s breathing?”. “Great! Great! Congratulations! The answer is perfect…”. “I’m not hearing the answer!...”

At primary school, my teacher taught to draw grechine (pretty little borders) to separate one essay from the other on same page. These were decorative figures that would frame my work.

Television teems with women acting as decorative frames, some of these have an erotic attitude, others are just pretty decorations, young and fresh faces who are there during a commercial break, or serve as furniture, exactly like pretty little borders.

“Who said that to go on TV you have skills, I mean you don’t have to know how to dance, sing. They are pretty!” 
Loredana Lipperini, the author of “Still on the side of little girl”, reminds us how hidden under the bras and inflated lips, which even the smartest woman feels obliged to show off, there is a misinterpreted concept that once you are free from old patterns you can use them for your own amusement. 

“- 2 minutes of commercial break and then we will talk more about television, how thing changed… - And we will all be naked!”
However playing with symbols and stereotypes, requires a thorough knowledge of the rules of the game or you will get burnt. 
Can one go under Plexiglas table, pretend she is the legs of the table, spend a long time underneath the table and do this pretending it’s as it if were only a silly game?

Can one do this without creating a scar somewhere in her body? And what should people who are watching on TV feel? 

On TV there is a woman and a man is using her as the legs of the table… When the programme started a few people commented on it but the authors of the program and the presenter Mammuccari said that “The girl is a living sculpture and her cage even has holes she can breathe from”.

“Keep the banana, orange, lemon, an apple. -You got the lemon? -No.

-You don’t even have a brain. Concentrate on the fruit you like best.

Let’s send a message, what’s the name of the video?  - …I don’ know – see people. You say it Nando’s video. Good damn! You should work for Schicchi (porn director). You would make more money for less trouble.

-Look at that pretty face. What’s your name? Chicca. …Chicca…Come on Chicca… Where are your boobs? Did you live at home?
An infinite number of HUMILIATED women.

“It was the only think I knew…”

The alternative to humiliation is incompetence. These are girls who present a program but have no experience, have nothing to say, they were put there only because of their beauty, are not aware and only give out a superficial and fatuous image of us women. 

Many female adult presenters on Italian TV are as powerful as men, and somehow they feel the urge to act like men by demeaning the younger girls, who have less power.

For years I believed that Television wasn’t one of my concerns, or that of millions of women who work hard, have goals in life.

But these images keep appearing on television and entering our homes, forging fantasies, clouding the vision of our kids and dominating the world.

Our identity is at stake. Why don’t we react? Why can’t we show our inner truth? Why do we keep accepting this constant demeaning? Why don’t we do sometimes about our rights? What are we afraid of?
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