
Menstruation Vacation

by Aleisha Hull



FADE IN.

INT. CUBICLE- MORNING

A wind up toy struts across the gray desk of the constrained

cubicle. The toy’s struggles get pass the stack of books.

An attractive woman in her mid-20s, SASHA SIMPLE, is sitting

in the cubicle staring at her computer screen in a gray

pants suit. She’s anxiously rearranging items on her

desk. Her colleagues, JOAN, a mature, sassy woman in her

early 30s and TINA, a lively, mouthy woman in her early 30s

walks over to Sasha’s cubicle.

JOAN

Sasha Simple lets go! Mr. Rowe

called an "emergency" staff meeting

in like five minutes. I don’t get

why he calls random meetings

throughout the day.

Joan rolls her eyes at the thought.

TINA

Yeah and you know how Fathead would

get if we we’re even a minute late.

"Time is money and most importantly

my money." Ugh, he’s annoying! I

swear I just...

Their boss MR. ROWE, an older male in his early 40s with

stern, yet comical look on his face, parades down the

hallway.

MR. ROWE

Okay, ladies let’s go! Here at

Tampads time is money and most

importantly my money!

Tina and Joan looks at each other with a snarky annoyed look

before they walk away. Sasha trails behind them fumbling

with her notebook in her hand. Her pen drops on the floor.

Others are passing her by in the hallway as she clumsily

juggles the items in her hand.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM- DAY

A tall man in his early 30s, RONALD, is pompously sitting

leaning on the table talking with another male colleague

barely noticing Sasha as she rushes in to grab a seat.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

RONALD

(arrogantly)

So then she lashes out at me and

then she gets really calm and star

apologizing saying "I’m sorry, I’m

PMSing really hard right now." It’s

like seriously!

They both nod their head in agreement. Sasha pulls up an

extra chair to squeeze in at the table between two people.

SASHA

(whispering)

Sorry, I’m so sorry.

MR. ROWE

Okay people, this meeting is going

to be short, but not so sweet.

Let’s get down to business. You

guys know Mary the secretary.

Everyone around the table mutters "yeah".

MR. ROWE (CONT’D)

Well forget her. She’s gone! Fired.

We need a replacement.

Inaudible comments are made around the table.

MR. ROWE

Apparently, she suffers with severe

PSM. Anyway, we...

SASHA

(utters)

PMS.

MR. ROWE

What was that?

SASHA

(utters slowly)

It’s PMS...you, um, you said PSM.

It’s PMS. It stands for

premenstrual syndrome and it’s

actually...

MR. ROWE

Okay, Sandra thanks for the fun

fact of the day.

(CONTINUED)
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SASHA

(murmurs)

It’s, uh, it’s Sasha...

MR. ROWE

Anyway, we need a replacement.

Joan! I saw your hand go up.

Perfect.

JOAN

Wait, what? Me? I’m the assistant

marketing manager. Why can’t Ronald

do it? He talks enough

RONALD

Because I’m the Creative Sales

Manager and besides Mr. Rowe has me

working on a very important

account. Don’t worry Joan you’ll do

great.

MR. ROWE

Okay, that’s all for now. See you

all the next meeting in a hour.

RONALD

Great meeting Mr. Rowe!

Ronald pats Mr. Rowe on his back with an eager smile. Groans

and moans are heard in the conference room. The room is

emptied left with just Sasha, Joan and Tina.

SASHA

Did you all hear that?

JOAN

What Ronald Duck open his mouth?

SASHA

Mr. Rowe fired Mary because she has

severe PMS.

TINA

Men don’t get it! They think we’re

over exaggerating. My cousin is

like on bed rest the first day of

her period because the symptoms are

so bad.

JOAN

I’m not surprised. When Jessica

took extra sick days off for it Mr.

Rowe threatened to take away her

(MORE)
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JOAN (cont’d)
parking space. I mean...I have to

take prescription meds because

otherwise I’d be even more of a

bitch than I am now.

Joan is looking into her phone fixing her hair.

SASHA

It’s so unfair. I just started mine

today and I know the symptoms are

going to kick in at any time today.

I guess it’s nothing we can really

do about it. I mean it’s not as if

they’ll give us sick days for it.

Sasha chuckles a little. Joan and Tina look at each other

with eager excitement. Sasha looks at the two bewildered.

TINA

Omg, Sasha! That’s a great idea.

Paid sick leave!

SASHA

What? Oh, I was just...

JOAN

Oh that could actually work. I mean

why not! With written approval from

a doctor we should be allowed paid

sick leave.

SASHA

This is crazy. I was joking. Mr.

Rowe would never approve that. He

would immediately turn us down.

JOAN

Don’t let him! If he says no,

then...then we don’t work. We don’t

work until he is at least willing

to negotiate something.

SASHA

Guys, I don’t think that...

TINA

Light bulb! Sasha you should lead

this! You’d be perfect. You could

be like a modern day feminist hero.
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SASHA

What?! No. No.

JOAN

Sasha, come on! It’s perfect.

You’re the last person he would

expect to go up against him.

Sasha looks at the Tina and Joan with an unsettling, yet

intrigued look.

SASHA

(bashfully)

Well, I did organize the last

clothes drive...

Sasha twiddles with her pen.

JOAN

See there’s the spirit! Now are you

on board?

Sasha averts her eyes back and forth between Tina and Joan

with an unsure confidence. She bites her lip.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM- LATER SAME DAY

Mr. Rowe walks into the room and takes a seat a the head of

the table. Ronald is leaning against the table talking to

another male colleague. The other colleagues are talking

amongst themselves.

MR. ROWE

Welcome back everybody! Today

Tampads will be making changes.

RHONDA

More changes.

Sasha, Joan and Tina enter the room.

JOAN

You’re damn right it will be.

TINA

Go on tell him Sasha.

Sasha hesitates. She takes a deep breath and looks Mr. Rowe

in his face. Mr. Rowe leans back in his chair and looks up

at Sasha.
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SASHA

Mr. Rowe. I...

Sasha pauses. She glances down. A distressed expression

comes over her face.

TINA

Go on Sasha tell him. What’s wrong?

SASHA

I’m not feeling well. I just

started my period today. I think

I’m PMS.

RONALD

Uh, Mr. Rowe what is the meaning of

this.

Beat.

SASHA

The meaning is for you to shut up

Ronald!

Sasha looks surprised, yet intentionally satisfied.

SASHA (CONT’D)

(murmurs)

Oh. That actually worked.

Joan and Tina look at each other excited and surprised.

Sasha turns to face Mr. Rowe.

SASHA (CONT’D)

(assertively)

Now. Mr. Rowe we are very offended

by the firing of Mary.

RONALD

(whispers)

I think she’s PMSing right now.

Ronald whispers to the guy next to him. They both chuckle.

SASHA

(sarcastically)

Yes, I am Ronald! Great

observation! Mr. Rowe do you know

how much PMS can interfere with our

daily lives? Do you?!
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MR. ROWE

No, I don’t...

SASHA

Oh, what a coincidence there! I

didn’t think you did. You know the

women here make up 80 percent of

this company. If it wasn’t for

Joan’s decision to change the name

of our last ad campaign from

"Bloody Hell" to "Woman on the Go".

Sasha steps up on to a chair. She puts her hands on her

hips.

SASHA (CONT’D)

We the women of Tampads...

RONALD

But there’s only three of you.

Sasha looks back at Tina and Joan.

SASHA

Well, we the 3 women of Tampads and

I’m pretty sure the rest of the

women of Tampads would agree. We

demand a Menstruation Vacation. We

want additional sick days for those

women here who suffer from severe

PMS. We won’t work until we get it.

JOAN AND TINA

Yeah!

RHONDA

I actually don’t suffer from severe

cramps so I’m good.

SASHA

Shut it Rhonda!

Sasha, Tina and Joan all form a line and fold their

arms. Mr. Rowe studies Sasha for a moment.

MR. ROWE

Menstruation Vacation. I like it!

Let’s make a campaign out of it.

Sasha you’re in charge of the

campaign.
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RONALD

What?!

SASHA

What? Really? Okay. Uh, I accept.

Sasha struggles to get down from the chair. Joan and Tina

help.

SASHA (CONT’D)

I accept. So we have an agreement?

You agree that we should get extra

sick days...

MR. ROWE

Of course I do. Looking forward to

seeing what you do with the

campaign.

Mr. Rowe exits the room. Everyone awkwardly looks around at

each other. Sasha adjusts her clothes slightly out of

breath.

SASHA

Okay, I, uh, I think that went

well. Better than I expected at

least.

FADE OUT.


