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Projecting Words and Bodies

This series uses projection photography---a technique
that originated in the 1960s with the work of John
French, in which photographic images are projected onto
a model. For this series images of short poems and
vintage playboy playmates were projected using a mini-
beamer onto a model, Maya, who posed against a light
background. These images were selected to illustrate
how, historically, the male gaze has been formed. The
male gaze, or male perspective, is difficult to avoid
in art nude photography, for often the photographers
are male, while the models are female.

From a feminist vantage point, the male gaze is the act
of depicting women from a heterosexual perspective that
represents women as objects for the pleasure of the
male viewer. It is a manifestation of unequal social
power, between the gazing man and the gazed-upon woman;
and also contributes to a patriarchal sexual order.

This series comments on two of the building blocks of
the male gaze. Poets have created cultural narratives
which emphasize the differences between men and women
and which highlight the importance of the physical
beauty of women. Women are often identified in poems as
a prized possession, acknowledged merely for their
physical attributes. While many poets have written
about women as the object of a romantic chase, the
men’s magazines of the last half of the 20th century,
and in particular Playboy Magazine, characterized women
quite differently. They created and propagated
sexualized images of the girl next door, in ways that
contributed to the objectification of women and to
fostering sexist attitudes. For this series, we combine
short poems and playboy playmates with a model who
strikes poses that question the male gaze.
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However mean your life is,
meet it and live it:
do not shun it and

call it hard names.

Henry David Th
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Time 1s very slow
for those who wait.
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