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Clip from The Quiet American

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=42asJ9x0-po

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=42asJ9x0-po


Men look at women. Women watch 
themselves being looked at.

– John Berger, Ways of Seeing, 1972



‘Tell her I want to marry her.’

I told her.

What was that she said?

‘She asked me if you were serious. I told her you 

were the serious type.’

The Male Gaze: A Silencer



“Within the context of women’s speech silence has 

many faces… As a will not to say, or to unsay, and 

as a language of its own, it has barely been 

explored.” 

– Trinh T. Minh-ha

The Silence of the Orient



John Keats

“unravished bride of quietness”



‘Phuong,’ I said. She was kneading the opium on the 

bowl. ‘Il est mort, Phuong.’ She held the needle in her 

hand and looked up at me like a child trying to 

concentrate, frowning. 

‘Pyle est mort. Assassiné.’

She put the needle down and sat back on her heels, 

looking at me. There was no scene, no tears, just 

thought – the long private course of somebody who 

has to alter a whole course of life.



Muteness Envy

I remember the first tormenting year when I had tried so 

passionately to understand her, when I had begged her to tell 

me what she thought and has scared her with my 

unreasoning anger at her silences. Even my desire had been 

a weapon, as though when one plunged one’s sword towards 

the victim’s womb, she would lose control and speak.

(my emphasis)





The female spectator of herself:

Men look at women. Women watch 

themselves being looked at.

Woman is both subject and object.



But even while I made my speech and watched her turn the 

page (a family group with Princess Anne), I knew I was 

inventing a character just as much as Pyle was. One never 

knows another human being; for all I could tell, she was just 

as scared as the rest of us: she didn’t have the gift of 

expression, that was all.


