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Act I, Scene One

Denver, Colorado

[It was unseasonably warm for early April.  LAURA stands on the sidewalk, wrapped in her Colorado Avalanche jersey, anxiously shuffling back and forth on her feet.  She looks down at her New Balance trail runners, methodically looking at her watch.]

LAURA:  (sighs heavily) Five minutes late. (paces nervously) He’d better be stuck in traffic.  That’s the only excuse I’m taking.  That or he’s seriously injured.

[LAURA reaches into her pocket for her cell phone, to check and see if she had any missed calls.  Annoyed that there weren’t any, she shoves the cell phone angrily back into her pocket.]

LAURA:  (looks at her watch) Six minutes.

[A Kawasaki Ninja came to a stop in the road directly across from where LAURA was standing.  She stared at the rider, folded her arms, and tapped her foot against the concrete.]

LAURA:  And you brought…the bike.

[ROB, the man on the bike, took of his helmet, and tousled his hair.]

ROB:  (still sitting on the bike) Yes I did.  It’s an absolutely gorgeous day, and we (outstretches his hand to LAURA, who in turn simply blinks slowly) are going to the game on this.

LAURA:  Oh, the hell we are.

ROB:  (sighs) Wha, why the hell not?  Give me one really good reason why not.

LAURA:  (almost whining) But it’ll be cold after the…

ROB:  (takes a deep breath) Laur, we’ve got…rink side tickets to an Avs’ game.  No, not just an Avs’ game.  An Avs-Red Wings game.  (sits up straight on the bike) And, and we didn’t pay anything for them.  I would run naked to this game if I had to!

LAURA:  (stifling a laugh) That, uh, that would be interesting.

[ROB waved for LAURA to come over.  Hesitantly, LAURA walked over to the motorcycle, or which she was somewhat afraid of, and ROB handed her the helmet.]

ROB: Here.  You wear this.

LAURA:  (hesitantly) What about you? (slides the helmet on)

ROB:  (revs the engine) Pffft.  I’ve had a good run.  Lived dangerously for a large chunk of that, too.  So I’m taking one more risk.

LAURA:  (muffled by the helmet) Just…take it slow, okay?

ROB:  What?  You want me to go really really fast?

LAURA:  (muffled by the helmet) No!  You, you’re a crazy bastard.

ROB:  Right.  Crazy faster.  Gotcha.

Act I, Scene Two

Pepsi Arena

Denver, Colorado

[The parking lot was already filling with anxious hockey fans, some who had been there since early afternoon, and the game wasn’t to start for another two hours.  ROB pulled the bike into a parking space, surrounded by families that were tailgating, hibachi grill and all.]

ROB:  Geez, you’d think for people sitting rink side they’d have a, a special parking lot or something.

LAURA:  (hands ROB the helmet) Yeah well, we didn’t pay for them, remember?  Speaking of, you do have the tickets.  Right?

ROB:  (pats all of the pockets of his leather jacket) Uh oh.  I, uh, I think they’re…on the nightstand…”

LAURA:  (exhales heavily) Rob, please tell me you’re joking. (ROB doesn’t flinch, and turns away) Oh my…I cannot believe you!  How could you possibly…

ROB:  (pulls tickets out of his inside pocket) Calm down, Laur.  Calm down.  I put ‘em there last night specifically so I wouldn’t forget.

[They both paused.  LAURA leaned back against the bike.]

LAURA:  (glancing at ROB’s back) Hejduk, eh?

ROB:  (spinning around slightly) Oh.  Yeah.  It, it was clean.  Besides, someone had my Forsberg jersey…

LAURA:  (blushing) Looks better on me, anyway.  (chuckles once) So where were you.

ROB:  Huh?

LAURA:  Before you picked me up.  Where were you?

ROB:  Where was I?

LAURA:  (sighs) Just…answer the damn question.

ROB:  I was (hesitates) I was stuck in traffic.  You know how the traffic can be down York that time of day.

LAURA:  Ah ha!  You had to think…

ROB:  Awww geez Laur, why’re we…

[They argued for about forty-five seconds, when ROB started to laugh.]

LAURA:  And…you’re laughing.

ROB:  Yes I’m laughing.

LAURA:  Why’re you…

ROB:  (interrupting LAURA) Because I think it’s absolutely hilarious how…paranoid you really are.  Where, where did you think I was?  Of with another woman?

LAURA:  (sighs heavily) You…you know me, Rob.  I’m paranoid as hell.  Especially about us.

ROB:  But why?  I mean, have I ever done anything to make you this paranoid? (waits for response) Then…

LAURA:  (rubs the back of her head) I, uh, well…oh, hell.  I don’t know.  It’s just me, I guess.  I’m afraid of losing you… (aside) or how I really feel about you.

ROB:  (stands in front of LAURA; puts his hands on her shoulders) Laur.  You should be more afraid, of dying in a Chernobyl-like explosion than losing me.

LAURA:  (pauses) Oh, okay.  I, I’m sorry I’m such a…

ROB:  Spaz? (LAURA sighs, seeming somewhat annoyed) ‘Cause, that’s how you’re acting right now.  Like…something right out of a Pauly Shore movie or something.

LAURA:  Eew, God, gross!  Ugh!  That, that’s harsh, Rob.  That’s way harsh.

ROB:  (kisses her cheek) Eh, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to say that.

LAURA:  (folds her arms) Uh huh.  Whatever you say.

Act I, Scene Three

[Inside the arena, LAURA went to their seats, while ROB got some kind of refreshments before the game started.]

ROB:  (skipping down the aisle) Man, this is fucking awesome!  (hands LAURA a bottle of water)

LAURA:  (twists and sips) Gee Rob, you’re acting like you’ve never been here before.

ROB:  Laur, you can’t tell me that these aren’t the best seats you’ve ever had for any event here.

LAURA:  (nods) Now, that’s true.  I mean, we’re so close, we can hear what Blake and de Vries’re talking about.

ROB: (presses himself against the glass) What are they talking about? (LAURA chuckles) Probably about that…hottie sitting right on the ice. (slips his hand into LAURA’s)

LAURA:  (chuckles) Now why would they be talking about you?

ROB:  (chuckles curiously) Dork.

LAURA:  Oh.  So…now I’m a dork.

ROB:  (sighs, annoyed) God.  There is just no pleasing you, is there?

LAURA:  (kisses ROB’s nose) I know you’re kidding. (pauses) And you’re the dork.

[A body is thrown into the Plexiglas separating ROB and LAURA from the game, sending a shockwave through the arena.  Their bickering stopped, if only for the moment, as they sat back and enjoyed the game.]

