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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurIn this daring book, internationally acclaimed author and playwright Eve Ensler offers 
fictional monologues and stories inspired by girls around the globe. Fierce, tender, and smart,I Am an 

Emotional Creatureis a celebration of the authentic voice inside every girl and an inspiring call to action for 
girls everywhere to speak up, follow their dreams, and become the women they were always meant to 

be.This edition features new material about starting a discussion group based on the book.ExtraitChapter 
OneSection IYOU TELL ME HOW TO BE A GIRL IN 2010Questions, doubt, ambiguity, and dissenthave 
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somehow become very unmasculine.Authoritarian maniacs arepremiers, czars, and presidents.Each one is 
more righteous than the next.Each town they bombeach human they killis done for humanitarian 

purposes.People dont own the water in their own villageand they certainly dont own the diamonds and 
gold.Millions are forced to make dinner out of garbage and dustwhile Russian businessmen and movie 

starsare buying 500-million-euro villas on Cte Sud.Bees have stopped making honey.People are drilling in 
all the wrong places.The U.S., Russia, Canada, Denmark, and Norway all claim the Arcticbut none of them 

seem to care that the polar bears are drowning.They are fingerprinting, photographing our licenses and 
teeth.Big Brother is now in our phones, our pods, our PCs.Not one of us feels even a little safer.New Age 

mental health providers turnout to be former war torturers with beards.And the pope in a dress showing off 
hisermine trim and cuffsis telling everyone thatpeople kissing people they love is the greatest evil.A woman 

running for U.S. vice presidentbelieves in creationismbut not global warming.Why is everyone so much 
more afraid of sexthan SCUD missiles?And who decided God wasnt into pleasure?And if the hetero nuclear 

family is so greathow come everyone is fleeing itor paying their life savings justto sit in a room with a 
stranger and cry about it?The Iraq war cost nearly $3 trillion.I cant even count that highbut I knowthat 

money could havewould haveended poverty in generalwhich would have canceled terrorism.How come we 
have money to killbut no money to feed or heal?How come we have money to destroybut no money for art 
and schools?The fundamentalists now havebillion-dollar private armies.The Taliban is backbut never went 
away.Women are burned, raped, bludgeoned, sold,starved, and buried aliveand still dont know they are the 

majority.Water is clearly nearly running outbut even in the desert where theres serious droughtthe golf 
courses are green and lushand the swimming pools are full of waterfor the twelve rich people who might 

decide to come.Special people adopt hand-picked babies in faraway lands.Their flights there cost morethan 
the babies parents madethis year.Why dont they just give it to them?Slavery is backbut never went away.Just 
ask anyone whos been whippedhow deep the legacy.Six million dead in the Congoand they never made the 

news,and dont tell me it doesnt haveto do with colorand minerals.Poor folks are dying firstFrom 
hurricanesShameTsunamisRadiationPollutionFloodsAnd neglect.Rich folksjust put up fancier super-

electrified gateson their private perfect cities.Everyones having benefitsand throwing fancy partieswith lots 
of swagso the rich people feel good about givingaway the tiny little bit of the whole lot they have.But no one 
really wants to change anything.If you really want ityou have to give something uplike everythingand then 
those that have, wouldnt,and then who would they be?And thats too complicatedso they write checksand 

keep doing the same old things.Selling change.Making revolution profitable.Corporations own everything 
anywayeven our hippie jeans, memory cells, and rain.Why do so many women leaders look like Margaret 
Thatcherand act even meaner?Why doesnt anyone remember anything?And how come rich bad peopleget 

paid lots of money to give speechesand poor bad people are torturedand in prisons?Is there anyone in 
charge?Or is this whole thing spinning out until it explodesor dissolves?And if there is something we can 

dowhy arent we doing it?What happened to fury?What happened to accuracyor accountability?What 
happened to not showing off your wealth?What happened to kindness?What happened to teenagers 
rebellinginstead of buying and selling?What happened to teenagers kissinginstead of blogging and 

dissing?What happened to teenagers marchingand refusinginstead of exploiting and using?I want to touch 
you in real timenot find you on YouTube,I want to walk next to you in the mountainsnot friend you on 

Facebook.Give me one thing I can believe inthat isnt a brand name.Im lonely.Im scared.Girls younger than 
me are giving blowjobsin homeroomand they dont even know its sex.They just want to be popularand get 
some respect.Most girls my age are taking pillsor not getting out of bedor eating or starvingor getting nose 
jobs or implantsor getting cutor twittering awayor covering themselvesor desperate for a wayto be awake 

without fakingto be alive without freakingto be seriousto be trueto even think of loving someonewhen were 
already doomed.You tell me how to be a girl in 2010I say lets go for itif its all coming down.I say lets speak 
itlets fight itlets right ittheres nothing to hold on toif its already gone.They left it to us.It sucks but its true.Its 
you and me baby.LET ME INSuburbs, USAOh God. I hate it when they act like that.Sit down. Shut up. Stop 

embarrassing me. Please!Dont worry!I dont say this out loud. God no. Only in my head. These are my 
friends . . . supposedly.Oh God. Please stop. You are so utterly immature.I hate it when all those people look 
at me.Not like them. Theyre always showing off. Theyre not so sure of themselves when theyre alone. But in 
the possegiddyup.Its hopeless. I cant keep up. Im always one Marc Jacobs, one Juicy Couture behind.Theres 
Julie.Hi hi. Kiss kiss.She hates my guts. Look at her cruising my once-something-now-so-over boot. I wish 

my feet were leaves. Blow away. I bought the brown leather riding boots like you said. Even though Im 
allergic to horses and I didnt have the money. Or I should say my mother didnt. Shes a temp secretary and 



sometimes for weeks doesnt even get called. I got hysterical in the shoe store. Started hyperventilating on 
the floor. My mother was so embarrassed that she paid.But then they changed right after that. Julie says 

riding boots are so pre-Britney. Its all about purple UGGs. My mother will not even consider it. She doesnt 
get it. She constantly jeopardizes my position. I mean shes the reason I cant keep up. I hate my mother and I 
hate these painful riding boots even more. To be honest I didnt like them in the first place. Now I just look 
like a stupid girl without a pony.Oh God, Julie just cant stop.Cut it out, okay? I got the drop circle earrings 
like you said and the . . . Just stop checking me out.Dont worry. I dont say this out loud. Only in my head. 
They are my friends . . . supposedly.Julie now hates every bit of me. It happened yesterday. I completely 

blew it. I was accidentally nice to Wendy Apple in front of them. I forgot and hugged her right there. I lost 
myself. Wendy is so out. Shes got wild hair and her family lives in this ugly house and she has the dumbest 
laugh. She cant help herself and she really doesnt care. To be honest, I sort of like Wendy. Well, I admire 
her. Shes pretty sarcastic and draws these amazing pictures of slutty angels who are always falling from 

somewhere like outer space. But its familiar.Julie says shes not like us. Well, them. Julie saw me hug Wendy 
and did the big eyeball roll in front of all of the posse like I was demented or pathetic and then she turned her 

back on me. So did they. Like her backup dancers.So I got mad at Wendy. I shoved her a little and turned 
my head and told Wendy to stay away from me. She just looked at me, stared in shock like I was an alien. 
Then she started crying. That made me feel pretty shitty because I kind of like her a lot. But it made Julie 
like me again. Later Julie gave me the same kind of glitter lipstick that Beyonc wore at the MTV music 

awards. Julie only used it for two weeks.But she is suspicious. So are the others. The word is out. Its because 
of my clunky boots and my tits. Well, my lack of them. Julie is stacked and thats why all the greatest guys 

are after her. She and Bree rule the posse. They dont go anywhere apart. Even to pee. I saw them go into the 
toilet together. They were laughing real loud and we were all wondering if it was us they were laughing at. 

Wendy told me they had padded bras and went all the way. Thats why the guys like them so much. But Julie 
is genuinely pret...Revue de presse"When I encounter 'teenage girl' stories, whether in novel, play, or film 

form, I tend to change the channel. Participating in pop cultures clichd teen experience is like recalling 
simpler times. It is remembering a past we can never get back, because it never existed. I cant think of a time 
when my life was less definedpopularity was a murky concept, rules were rubber, and perfection was always 
just out of reach.Leave it to Eve Ensler to get it right. Her new book, I Am an Emotional Creature, made me 
want to vomit from its emotional power. Ensler does not coddle the reader; instead she forces us to realize 

that teenage girls possess the largest untapped energy source in the world. Written in a similar format as her 
groundbreaking 1996 feminist theatrical work, The Vagina Monologues,I Am an Emotional Creature is a 

disjointed roller coaster of poems, fictional monologues, and scenes inspired by real girls around the world. 
Much like a quilt, the seamsthe disparity between each piecedraw them closer together, even when the girls 

the stories describe live on opposite sides of the globe. Enslers world is a place where one high-school girl is 
tortured for her Ugg boots and another is mutilated for having a vagina, and she manages to tell both sides 

with equal degrees of honesty, courage, and heartache. Ultimately about all girls, this is a tale about dreams, 
nightmares, realities, boyfriends, fathers, body image, sports, friendship, popularity, mothers, piercings, and 
poetry. Its the Gods honest truth, as my mother would say".Bust Magazine A searing look at the inner lives 

of young females today in entries that explore sex, violence, love, body image, materialism, identity, family, 
friends, and the futureA potent call to girls to honor their emotions and to readers of all ages to uphold 

human rights at every level, from the boardroom to the bedroomBooklist"These are sorrowful voices, and 
the waste is everywhere: waste of beauty, talent, grace. Sometimes their powerful exuberance rises up and 
you believe they have a shot at happiness."Los Angeles Times"I Am an Emotional Creature" is thoughtful 

and provocative. Its unbiased acceptance of girls of all types is comforting and inspiring...Parents often 
lament about the drama and stress of raising a daughter. If they read Ensler's book, it might open up a 

discussion of the realities of generation Y."The Associated Press 


