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Bl g Gane

by M ke Mari ano

(The scene opens in a bar. A stuffed pink elephant, |ike
one you would win at a carnival, sits notionless in a bar
stool, facing the audience. After a nmonent, JILL enters,
carrying a drink, dressed for the singles scene. She
casually takes the stool next to the el ephant. She | ooks
around, and then settles back in her seat. She glances at
t he el ephant.)

JILL:
Hey. ..

(Beat .)
I like that col or on you..
(She lets out a nervous | augh.)

My nane's Jill. | saw you sitting here fromthe other side
of the bar, and | thought 1'd...

(She trails off. Beat.)

You know, you look famliar... You weren't just down the
shore... at the boardwal k, were you...?

(JILL frowns.)

| was down there with ny boyfriend. Last week. It wasn't
very... We just had a big argunent, and the trip to the
beach was maybe to patch things up. | nmet himthere, and
then | snelled... He was wearing sone thick col ogne or

sonet hing; aftershave, but he didn't look |ike he shaved in
days.

| recognized it, though. It took nme a second, but |
remenbered; it was the stuff he was wearing when we first
met. | had forgotten the nane, but the snell, that nusky,

ridicul ous-
(She snmirks.)

He thought it made himirresistible, "This is what attracts
the big ganme,"” he said once. So | guess after the argunment



we had, | was the big gane again, and he was pulling out al
the hunter's tricks...

| could see right through him- snell right through him and
| knew it was doomed. Nice try buddy, but... But... |
don't want to say it was the scent, but sonething told nme to
stay just a little bit |onger.

So, we wal ked al ong the sand, | ooking at each other.
Looking into his eyes for any redeem ng val ue that m ght
have been there before. But any redeem ng values there, in
his eyes, were staring at sone bl onde wal ki ng her dog past
us. But the snell...

(JI'LL sips her drink.)

Then we went up onto the boardwal k. W shot sone zonbies in
t he arcade, played sonme skeeball; it wasn't bad...

We went back outside, and | think for a second: we don't
irritate each other half as nuch as we want to.

Qut si de were sone of the carnival rides. M favorite ride

t here has al ways been the space shuttle; you know, one of

t he ones that goes back and forth then upside down and you
get nauseous? Well, it's not so nmuch the nausea that's fun;
It's the setting. All the other rides on the boardwal k,
they seemto be pirate or jungle thened. Stuff that's
exciting. |I'mnot sure if a space shuttle still holds a | ot
of excitenent. \What can you pretend you're doi ng, besides

| aunching a satellite or fixing a tel escope?

But the space shuttle, it's so hopelessly out of place that

| feel sorry for it, and | kind of want to stick up for it.
Plus | |ove going upside down, grasping sonmebody's hand with
al nost nothing separating nme fromthe sky, or bl oody death,
or..

But | like it, | really do. And I thought, well, if I'm
bei ng hunted, maybe it's time to turn the tables and do sone
hunting of ny owmn. So | suggested to ny boyfriend that we
go on, and he immedi ately says no.

He said that the rising and falling of the ride had an
undesirable effect on, well... On his "nmale equilibrium.
He said | wouldn't understand; that what the ride did to a



guy "down there" felt the same as getting kicked "down
t here".

He was right; | didn't understand.
You're a... do you have any idea what he neans?
(Beat .)

Do you even have anything down there?
(JI'LL shakes her head.)

l"msorry; I'"'msorry. That wasn't a- | shouldn't have
asked.

Still, if you do, you're not hiding it very well. | nmean, |
could check if I wanted to, there's not nmuch stopping ne...
But | won't.

So due to male equilibrium | ended up on the space shuttle
alone. And | really — it isn't very fun alone. VWhen |I'm
upside down |ike that, |I want to be just nme, the sky and

someone el se. Someone in the sane situation as ne, to
reassure ne.

(She sighs and | ooks at the el ephant.)
Just someone.

Al right, this next part I'"'mgoing to tell you in rhythm

because, well, that's how!l sawit. In rhythm \Wen the
space shuttle goes back, | can see the boardwal k and ny
boyfriend on it. Wen it goes forward, | can only see the
beach. We go forward first, then back, and ny boyfriend
is... adjusting hinmself. Then forward, then back and he's

| ooki ng bored. Then forward, it's the beach, then back and
he's gone.

Forward, back, forward, back; there's no sign of the guy.
Maybe he's in the bathroom It would be an inprovenent;
he's not marking his territory in the sand anynore.

Forward, back, forward, back and | see him He's standing
on the other side now, right next to that blonde fromthe
beach. One hand is petting that dog of hers and the other
is sliding around her waist. Forward, and | see nothing.



Back, and | see it all again. That's him that's another
worman, and that's not what we cane here for.

Forward, and by this time we're going so high the shuttle's
about to |l oop around. While |I'm upside down | see
everything. He winks at her. He holds her closer. He

ki sses her.

And as we begin to swi ng back down, | smle. Hey, at |east
it's over. The hunt is over.

And that really was wonderful. [I'mat a 60-degree angle to
t he ground and at that nmonent, officially single. | got off
the ride, dizzy, but determ ned. | staggered over to him

fired off a "goodbye", and wal ked away.

Al one was good. Being alone this past week felt really,
really good. Sone girls, they think they have to run to
their friends after a breakup, |ike pack animls. Usually
they do this to make sure they still have friends, after
snubbing them during the relationship. But |I was still
close to ny friends. Close enough. So | didn't need them

this week. | didn't need to join the pack, hunt for another
man. | just needed ne.
(She takes sonme nuts froma nearby bow . Unconsciously, she

slides the bow in front of the el ephant. She | ooks over at
him then at the bow .)

Oh, I'msorry...
(Wth an enbarrassed snile, she slides the bow away.)

- I didn't nean to inply...

(She sighs.)

Maybe |'m better off alone. | really am.. Heck, | enjoy
it... | even went back to the boardwal k toni ght. Wal ked

t he beach, played sonme skeeball... Rode the space shuttle,
too; gotta stick up for the space shuttle. Still, nothing

to hold onto but the cold netal bars..

But hey, what are you going to do, right? Men aren't ny
game of choice at the nmonent. The intelligent man is
probably an endangered species, anyway. All ny girlfriends
have trophies of their own that need stuffing and cl eaning.



They were already out when | called them.. So... So |
don't need them..

So | guess I'mleft without any big ganme left to hunt, huh?

(JILL sighs. A beat. JILL gathers her courage and turns to
t he el ephant.)

Hey, have you ever been on the space shut-

(As she turns, she hits the el ephant with her armand spills
her drink on it.)

On!

(She grabs a napkin off the bar and begins to blot the
el ephant. It falls off the stool.)

OCh nmy God! Oh...

(JILL picks the el ephant back up and rubs it with the
napkin. She stops, notices her hysteria, and stops rubbing.
She tosses the el ephant a fresh napkin.)

Her e.

(She catches her breath and | ooks at the stain.)

s that going to conme out?

(JILL sighs.)

Listen... | think- I think |I've bothered you enough
t oni ght .

(She stands.)

If you ever...

(She stops.)

It was nice talking to you. 1'Il see you around..

(JILL exits. The elephant remains notionless as the lights
fade.)

THE END



