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A FUNNY THING HAPPENED ON THE WAY TO THE GYNECO-
LOGIC ONCOLOGY UNIT AT MEMORIAL SLOAN KETTERING 
CANCER CENTER OF NEW YORK CITY was first presented by 
MCC Theater (Robert LuPone, Bernard Telsey, and William Cantler, 
Artistic Directors; Blake West, Executive Director), New York City, 
opening on May 19, 2016. It was directed by Trip Cullman; the 
scenic design was by Lauren Helpern; the costume design was by 
Kaye Voyce; the lighting design was by Matthew Richards; the 
sound design was by Darron L West; and the production stage 
manager was Samantha Watson. The cast was as follows:

KARLA  ...............................................................................  Beth Behrs
MARCIE  ............................................................................. Lisa Emery
DON  ............................................................................  Erik Lochtefeld
GEENA  ................................................................... Jacqueline Sydney
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CHARACTERS

KARLA: A charismatic woman in her early thirties whose pretty 
face and somewhat childlike demeanor belie an incredibly dirty 
mouth and mind. Spunky, spirited, angry, wickedly funny. A stand-
up comedian with a real penchant for dark humor which she uses 
to hide behind and distract herself from the pain of her mother’s 
sickness.

DON: An unassuming man in his late forties. The kind of person 
you would never even notice on the subway or walking down the 
street—an “everyman” in the most boring sense of the word. 
Clearly has been through a lot of stress both in life-in-general and 
also more acutely quite recently. Employs a raging temper to 
mask the gaping wound left from his recent marital split and his 
mother’s illness.

MARCIE: Karla’s mother. A painfully thin, pale, dyed-redhead in 
her fifties. Recovering from a hysterectomy that she had to treat 
Stage I endometrial cancer. Very dry wit, like Karla. In her case, her 
dark humor belies not only oceans of pain but also an abusive, 
selfish cruelty. Still, she is capable of deep love and moments of 
tender vulnerability.

GEENA: Don’s mother. A heavyset woman in her sixties who hasn’t 
paid attention to her personal appearance in about forty years. Has 
been battling ovarian cancer for seven years. Brave. Tired.

NOTES

A / indicates overlapping dialogue.
A … does not necessarily indicate a pause. Rather, it connotes a sort 
of shift in thought—a momentary, often almost unrecognizable jump, 
snag, or tangle in communication. 
Beats can be very quick—they need not linger, unless otherwise 
indicated.
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A FUNNY THING HAPPENED 
ON THE WAY TO THE 

GYNECOLOGIC ONCOLOGY  
UNIT AT MEMORIAL SLOAN  

KETTERING CANCER CENTER  
OF NEW YORK CITY

Scene 1

A hospital room in New York City.

The decor makes every effort to be cheery: The walls are 
painted a pretty, soft pink, and there is a large and festive 
portrait of a somewhat yonic flower mounted over each of 
the two beds. Still, it is a hospital room, and the thick plastic 
blinds that hang in the windows and obscure the lovely late-
afternoon sunlight—coupled with the occasional beeping 
emitted intermittently from the IV stands—remind us that 
this is a place where cheeriness is, for the most part, put on 
hold.

The room’s two beds are separated by a thick, plastic, pea-green 
curtain. The door to the room is on the s. l. side. The door to 
the bathroom is on the s. r. side; it is currently open, and we 
can see that the bathroom is large and handicap-accessible, 
complete with a sit-down shower. Each side of the room is 
equipped with a pitcher of water and a stack of Dixie cups. A 
TV hangs in front of each bed. There is a window in between 
the two beds, exposing the New York City skyline.

In the s. l. bed lies Geena, a heavyset woman in her sixties 
who hasn’t paid attention to her personal appearance in 
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about forty years. She is fast asleep; her face is scrunched up 
as if she has just tasted a lemon—like she is worrying and 
fretting even in a state of deep unconsciousness.

In the s.r. bed lies Marcie, a pale, painfully thin dyed-red-
head in her late fifties. She is also fast asleep. Her skeletal 
arm hangs off the side of the bed. She looks so slack and 
relaxed that we fear she may fall out of bed at any moment.

Both women are hooked up to an IV drip, and both wear nasal 
cannulas to administer oxygen. Next to each bed is a bedstand 
and a not-very-comfortable-looking chair for visitors.

In the chair next to Marcie’s bed sits Karla. She is a clearly 
intelligent, somewhat visibly neurotic and quite charming 
woman in her late twenties, who at this moment seems a bit 
keyed up. She wears skinny jeans and sneakers and a colorful 
ironic sweater. She sips water from a Dixie cup and taps a red 
pen on a marble notebook that sits in her lap, covered with 
messy scrawl.

Karla refers to her notes as she speaks to Marcie, despite 
Marcie’s being dead asleep.

KARLA.  “I’ve been single for so long? I’ve started having sexual 
fantasies about my vibrator.”

Marcie’s mouth hangs open; she snores. Some drool begins to 
seep out.

(Re: the drool.) Oh. Um.
Karla looks around, spots a box of tissues on the bedstand.
She grabs a tissue and delicately wipes Marcie’s mouth. 
Throws the tissue away.

Now what do you think works better, “sexual fantasies” or “sex 
dreams”? Or “wet dreams”?

Marcie emits a little groan in her sleep.
I know. I actually think “wet dreams” is the funniest option, but I’m 
worried it might not get a laugh because girls don’t have wet dreams.
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Considers this.
Per se…

Marcie emits a tiny, forceful snore.
Yeah, fuck it. Wet dreams? You’re in. 

Crosses something out and scribbles in her notebook. 
And I have more stuff I could add on to it, too—like I could elaborate 
even more?

Marcie emits a sort of shuddering, four-part, near-violent 
snore.

Ummm…
Karla reaches out and gives her mom’s arm a quick, some-
what awkward little rub. Then—she returns to her notes.

Like I could—oh Idunno this is all just improv, but like I could be 
like: “Instead of a strong, chiseled, oiled-up man throwing open 
my bedroom door and raping me? I just have visions of like, my 
vibrator standing in the archway, backlit by silvery moonlight, 
sometimes wearing a fedora (sometimes not), and lovingly fucking 
me ’til sunrise.” 

Beat.
What do you think of that? That was just improv.

Marcie starts to snore lightly, almost rhythmically. Karla 
begins to chew her cuticles, absently, as she peruses her notes.

Maybe the rape part was a bit much.
Karla continues to chew her cuticles as she starts to scribble 
in her notebook.
Don enters, quietly. He is an unassuming man in his late 
forties. His face is drawn, gray, pursed; he looks like he has 
been through the wringer both in life-in-general and also 
more acutely quite recently. He wears a corduroy jacket with 
big holes in both elbows and a pair of extremely depressing 
sweatpants.
He slips in silently and sits down next to Geena’s bed. Looks 
at Geena. His face fills with sadness. He reaches out and 
takes her hand, gives it a squeeze. Then, he leans back in his 
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chair, reaches into his jacket pocket and removes a copy of 
the New Yorker. He reads.
On the other side of the curtain, Karla starts to talk again, 
oblivious.

I don’t know, I kinda don’t think there’s anything funnier than rape.
Don reacts, with horror.
A loud snore from Marcie.

Okay, well what if I just said something like… (Reading from notes.) 
“I’m in bed, dripping wet, waiting for my vibrator to come fuck me”?

On the other side of the curtain, Don is becoming increasingly 
aghast.

Maybe that’s like—does that kinda take the teeth out of it, though? 
Am I being a pussy? Arghhh, I can never tell if I’m just resorting to 
being a big, gaping-wide pussy.

On the other side of the curtain, Don thinks he is perhaps 
hallucinating.
Karla scribbles in her notebook, then gets another idea.

Or I could even work the rape element into it, but in like a different 
way—like I could say something like: “I love getting fucked by my 
vibrator ’cause I know it’ll never rape me.” 

Thinks. 
Or something like that.

On the other side of the curtain, Don has put his New Yorker 
down and is listening to Karla with silent horror and fury.
Karla continues, oblivious, to chew her cuticles, scribble, think, 
improvise. She laughs at something she just wrote down.

How about—ha ha—how about: “I only rape myself with my vibrator 
when I’m really angry at myself”?

Marcie snores.
Too much?

Karla chews a cuticle and scribbles.
Don’s face is, at this point, nearly crimson. He is shaking.

Okay here’s a compromise: “I only play out my rape fantasies with 
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my vibrator, ’cause I know it will always respect my safe word.” 
Thinks. 

It’s still maybe too vague… 
Scribbles. 

“It’s so fun to get raped by your vibrator, ’cause—”
DON.  (Quiet, but forceful.) I’m sorry—I’m sorry?

Karla’s eyes go wide. She panics. She had no idea Don was 
there. She chews her cuticles, fiercely.
A long, long, deadly beat. Then—

KARLA.  (At a loss.) …yes…?
DON.  (Trying very hard to convey a tone of equanimity.) Could you 
keep it down? Over there? / Could you—
KARLA.  (Earnestly.) I didn’t realize someone else was in here.

Don doesn’t say anything. He just rubs his temples, hard. 
Inhales, sharply. Then—
His cell phone suddenly vibrates, loudly. He takes it out of his 
pocket, reads something on it that is obviously displeasing to 
him, then puts the phone back in his pocket.

(Really softly.) I’ll be more quiet. Sorry.
Karla returns to her notes, and Marcie.

(A whisper.) “It’s so fun to get raped by your vibrator, ’cause you 
don’t have to go to the police after, you can just—”

Thinks. 
No… 

Scribbles; thinks. 
“It’s so fun to get raped by your vibr—”
DON.  (A harsh whisper.) I’m sorry?!

The rest of their conversation is spoken in low tones—often 
heated—but still, always relatively measured whispers, so as 
not to wake Geena and Marcie.

I’m SORRY—what / are you—
KARLA.  I’m being quiet.
DON.  That’s not…the point!
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