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A PATIENT is sitting on the exam table. The DOCTOR walks in.

DOCTOR: Hello, Mr., uh, (looks at chart) Smith, I’ll be your doctor this evening. What 
seems to be the matter?

PATIENT: Well, my pants are a little too tight,  and-

DOCTOR: Your pants are too tight?

PATIENT: Yes, my pants are a little too tight, and-

DOCTOR (pointing to the door): Do you see what that sign says? (slight beat, and 
then angrily) It says Doctor’s office! It doesn’t say Tailor’s shop! It doesn’t say Pants 
Loosener’s, and it certainly doesn’t say fuckin’ Bitch Coddler’s Den! (bringing it back 
a little) I’m sorry. I’ve had a pretty long day but I’m not joking around! I am sick and 
tired of people wasting my time with minor complaints. I went to medical school, 
one of the good ones, spent the majority of my life thus far training to help sick 
people, but do you realize how much of my time is spent with bullshit problems 
instead?! Go on the computer and google this shit! Seriously sometimes it feels like I 
am the last sane person in a world full of idiots.

sHe finishes, slightly out of breath from his rant. The PATIENT is unfazed.

PATIENT: Well… If you had let me finish, I was going to say my pants are a little too 
tight (bragging) and I have cancer. 

DOCTOR: You have cancer?

PATIENT: Oh no, I have cans sir

PATIENT pulls out two soda cans.

DOCTOR: Are you fucking me?!

PATIENT: Yeah, nah I’m just playing. I found a lump the other day. I went to my 
doctor and he said it didn’t look good but I should come to you for a second opinion. 
He recommended you very highly. 

The DOCTOR looks embarrassed. Beat. 

DOCTOR: Well I feel like an asshole. (pause) Wait. Why didn’t you open with the 
cancer?



PATIENT: The fact that I have cancer does not negate the discomfort I feel from these
pants. 

DOCTOR: But that’s not an emergency!

PATIENT: Don’t deny my experience!

DOCTOR: Your pants are not important!

PATIENT: Have you ever had tight pants? They are uncomfortable.

DOCTOR: Of course I’ve had tight pants! 

PATIENT: Now try having tight pants and cancer. I call it Pantcer. Checkmate

DOCTOR: but- but- But you can just buy new pants!

PATIENT: Shit. That’s brilliant. If you had just said that at the beginning, this would 
have been much less awkward. 

DOCTOR: I shouldn’t need to tell you to buy new pants! That’s crazy!

PATIENT: So now my pants are too tight, I have cancer, and I’m crazy. Today sucks!

DOCTOR: I have never said this to another patient before in my life, but I wish I could
give you more cancer.

PATIENT: Well sometimes you have to fight fire with fire. Let’s do it!

DOCTOR: No I’m not giving you more cancer, I just hate you!

Suddenly the PATIENT lets out a gasp and starts keeling over in pain. The DOCTOR 
runs over to him. 

DOCTOR: Nononono- don’t do that. I don’t hate you. 

He starts taking the PATIENT’s pulse. Just as suddenly as he keeled over, the PATIENT 
sits upright.

PATIENT: Aha!

DOCTOR: Are you okay? What happened? 

PATIENT: I figured it out.

DOCTOR: What?



The PATIENT dramatically rips out his belt and holds it up. He lets out a big sigh.

PATIENT: Oh yeah, problem solved. 

He jumps off the exam table and starts walking away. 

PATIENT: Later doc!

DOCTOR: Aren’t you forgetting something?

PATIENT: I don’t think so.

The PATIENT starts checking his pockets.

DOCTOR: Your cancer?

The PATIENT looks relieved.

PATIENT: Oh that! Don’t worry, I’ve still got it. 

Blackout.


