
 

 

 

 


Little intimate misadventures

by Sarah Hoffmmann

 

The relatives are here.

I don’t know how you say it where you live, but where I’m from there is a particular saying when it comes to menstruation. Someone may have already heard of it, as it’s an alternative way to avoid embarrassing situations and sentences with the word “menstruation” in them. Nobody likes to say it, usually we talk about the cycle, also because the word itself can refer to many other things, whereas when we hear the term menstruation there is no doubt about what the topic is. Even today there are taboos, embarrassment and shame around this, especially when we are very young. And it’s obvious! Imagine standing in line at the post office and feeling (because we feel it in every sense of the word!!!) that your cycle is coming. In that moment you realize you don’t have a pad handy ... and of course also no bathroom around, you can’t bring one along with you. It wouldn’t be elegant or appropriate to carelessly say to those around us “Listen, I gotta run home because I got my menstruation and I don’t have a pad.” Imagine the scene, whoever is with you at that moment, would like to sink a hundred feet below the ground, especially if it's a guy. Not to mention the people watching you, scandalized.​
​
I remember that in eighth grade my classmates, or schoolmates, would approach you as slowly as thieves, after having observed you for days, whispering among them and, after choosing the right time to come to you, they would ask you the fateful question: “Have you become a young lady?” A way to ask you if you have had your first cycle, which inexorably marks the end of your childhood. You would wish to answer “Minding your business for once?” even if, after all, having friends with sanitary napkins can always be helpful.​
​
But let's go back to the saying I talked about above. When you hear the sentence: “The relatives are here” don’t worry, there is no one coming to visit so just relax, you can keep lounging on the couch, there is no petulant aunt who, not having anything better to do, is coming to ask you classic questions such as “Do you have a boyfriend?”, “Have you finished studying?”, “Have you found a job?”, While you are thinking about her divorce and her perennial housewife condition which is only theoretical, since she does nothing but wander around her nieces’ places to meddle with their business . “The relatives” I refer to will not be like the aunt described above but equally annoying.​
​
Obviously these words you will hear only from the mouth of a woman, for a man they don’t mean anything or better, they don’t have the meaning that by reading them you should give them, indeed, to be honest, many men don’t know the existence of this saying. ​
​
It’s not such a strange similitude, each of us has in our family someone whom they can’t stand, someone with whom we don’t get along, the black sheep, in short, someone we detest, because of the way they behave, how they speak, because they are snobby or simply because we don’t have a good feeling about them. After all, people don’t often compare relatives to snakes? The menstrual cycle is like these relatives, annoying, irritating and a true party pooper. For example, let's imagine that you are going out of town, after you have been vegetating for years and years together with the mold of your textbooks that you haven’t opened once, just to keep them as new (good excuse). We were saying you are going out for a weekend, perfect, you worked for a season as a slave and you were paid with a little money and you got a kick in the butt that has kindly accompanied you to the door. Together with the little money you had in the piggy bank given to you by your grandmother years ago, you gathered some little money. You have more cash than usual which will grant you a small holiday that will last only two days, including travel, on an old wreck, which will take you a little over half an hour away from home. You get all your cute clothes together, boots, tights, make-up of all kinds, you have prepared a suitcase so big that it seems that you have to move to the other side of the world, never to return, the suitcase doesn’t even fit in the old wreck, but you will have it fit, because the determination of a woman is stronger than a stupid micro-trunk where your boyfriend has left his stuff from the year before. After compressing all the stuff, including your boyfriend, you are ready to go. The car, if we want can call it so, starts, seeming to cough out but you don’t mind it, it’s going as slow as a man walking but then, downhill, it will pick up some speed, so you can relax. After a few meters, suddenly, you feel a bit strange, you feel wet in your lower parts ... stop gals, it’s not how you think, so stop it immediately! 
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