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1. EXT. DAY. OUTSIDE CINEMA.

The title 'Night of the Living Feminist' flashes. The 
AUDIENCE runs out of the cinema vomiting, intense classical 
music plays. The words 'A few vomits later...' flashes. John 
projectile vomits. a piece is caught on DAISY'S skirt. 

DAISY
Ugh! Way to be a man 

JOHN looks at her angrily from vomiting position and wipes 
mouth. Daisy quickly changes the subject, realising he's 
angered. 

(shaking skirt of vomit)
Oh My John! That film was scarier 
than ‘The Blob!’. I couldn't even 
imagine wearing trousers.

John remains in vomit position trying to catch breath.

JOHN
(nods in agreement)

Her hair was cut like a man. 
(makes disgusted noise)

I'm simply astounded by the fact 
she could not make a turkey 
sandwich.

(spits out a chunk of 
vomit and wipes mouth)

DAISY attempts to speak. JOHN hushes her with his vomit 
ridden finger. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
No, no, no, Hush Daisy dear, do not 
fret, only in some sort of... 
flipped reality would women be 
providing for the family and 
jimminey crickets… running for 
prime minister.

DAISY
Oh wow John you’re terribly right. 
Especially since all I’m good for 
is cooking, cleaning and of course, 
being a hole for your penis.

JOHN
DAISY!

(looks around embarrassed)
You shouldn't say such things in 
public. And did you see what I saw? 

(Gestures armpit hair)



2.

DAISY
What, the armpit hair? 

JOHN dry retches in disgust. JOHN has an epiphany.

JOHN
Wait, do women actually poo? ... Do 
you poo?

(louder)
DO YOU POO?!

DAISY
Only in the backyard and I promise 
they smell like roses. 

JOHN is horrified and faints.

DAISY rushes to JOHN and hauls him over her shoulder and 
walks off into the sunset. DAISY farts.

DAISY (CONT’D)
(to camera)

Fuck, I've been holding that in for 
two hours. 

DAISY winks at camera.

--The End--

 


