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Joseph Dvorak felt himself floating out of the plywood mockup of the space shuttle 
payload bay in the Neutral Buoyancy Laboratory at Johnson Space Center. He 
awkwardly grasped the plastic urn with the left glove of his Extravehicular Mobility Unit 
spacesuit as he floated through opening in the payload bay. His trainer, outfitted in scuba 
gear, floated alongside him.  

Joseph craned his neck upwards and peered through the clear visor in his helmet to 
observe Senator John Spearfish hovering above him next to his own scuba-gear-clad 
trainer.  

"That's right, nice and easy, Joseph," the voice of the Extra Vehicular Activity 
mission specialist came through the speaker in Joseph's helmet.  

The mission specialist floated a few yards in front of the senator. He pointed a 
mock video camera towards Joseph as he rose above the payload bay. 

When Joseph reached the senator he maneuvered into position, unscrewed the top 
of the mock urn, and feigned distributing the ashes in space. 

"At this point I will make my announcement," the senator said. His voice 
transmitted through the radio communicator in his helmet to the helmets of the other 
participants in the exercise.  

Joseph did not like the idea of the senator stealing thunder away from the release of 
his mother's ashes into space. He also did not like the proximity of the senator to him 
during the exercise. Joseph restored the top on the urn and practiced moving away from 
the senator back to the payload bay. 

The team of trainees finished the exercise by returning to the mock payload bay. 
They repeated the exercises several times before the trainers were satisfied that they 
were ready for their mission. 

------- 
As he floated out of the space shuttle cargo bay into the vast darkness of outer 

space, Joseph Dvorak felt his heart move into his throat. He felt a slight resistance to his 
movement away from the shuttle as his safety tether unrolled behind him. He craned his 
neck and saw the senator waiting for his arrival just as they had practiced in the Neutral 
Buoyancy Lab.  

Joseph could feel the anti-depressant in his blood resisting his attempts to focus on 
his mission. It was as if the more he tried to concentrate the more the drug decreased the 
energy level in his brain. He grasped the golden egg-shaped urn in his left hand and held 
it against the side of his spacesuit as he floated towards the senator. 

When he reached the senator, Joseph spun around to face the camera that the EVA 
mission specialist pointed at him. The taut safety tether kept him from floating any 
farther away from the shuttle. 

"All ready for the ceremony," the EVA mission specialist's voice came through the 
speakers in his helmet. "Go ahead and say the blessing like we practiced and then spread 
the ashes." 

"And the Lord God formed man out of dust of the earth and breathed into his 
nostrils the breath of life and man became a living soul," Joseph said. "Because thou hast 
eaten of the tree, of which I commanded thee, saying, Thou shalt not eat of it: cursed is 
the earth for thy sake. In sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life till thou return 
unto the earth. For out of the earth wast thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt 
thou return." 

Joseph unscrewed the top of the urn until it was nearly detached from the urn's 
bottom. Suddenly he stretched out his right arm and pushed his glove against the 
senator's spacesuit. The senator floated away from him. Joseph noticed that he was 
moving also as his tether stretched out over the space shuttle. He uncapped the urn. A 
four inch long stainless steel serrated knife floated out of the container. The knife was 
surrounded by the ashes of his departed mother as it hovered in space.  

Joseph grabbed the knife with his right hand, released the urn and then used his left 
hand to grab the safety tether. He stabilized himself 30 feet away from the senator and 
the EVA mission specialist. He applied the serrated blade to the tether and began to saw 
through its plastic coating.  

"What are you doing?" the voice of the senator blasted into Joseph's helmet.  
"I'm upstaging your little announcement," Joseph replied. 
"Put the knife away," the EVA mission specialist said through his communicator. 
"I can't do that," Joseph said as he continued to saw through the tether. "My life has 

been over for a long time. I have just been waiting for the right moment to go out with a 
bang." 

The tether came apart at the point at which he had been sawing. Joseph let go of the 
tether and grabbed the joystick control for his propulsion unit. 

"Don't try to follow me," he said. "I still have the knife and will rip open my suit if 
anyone approaches me. I would prefer you not try to recover my remains either. I would 
like to be known as the first man to go out into space and not come back. Top that 
senator." 

Joseph Dvorak moved the joystick on his belt and accelerated away from the shuttle 
and the two stunned astronauts. 
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millions of television screens around the world.  
------- 

"Congratulations on winning a trip into outer space," Senator John Spearfish 
said into the microphones as the image of Joseph Dvorak came into view on the 
giant television screen at the rear of the conference room. Another giant television 
screen above the senator's head displayed the same image for the reporters facing 
him from the floor below the podium.  

The senator wiped his brow and wondered what he had gotten himself into. 
Everyone told him to have the lottery rigged to ensure that an appropriate citizen 
would accompany him on the shuttle flight, but in his naiveté he did not listen. 

"Looks like we caught you with your pants down," the senator said and smiled 
broadly. The conference room erupted in laughter. 

"Can you comment on the beliefs of Mr. Dvorak's mother?" the reporter asked. 
"I can't comment on her beliefs except to paraphrase Shakespeare by saying that 

there are more things in heaven and earth than we can ever dream of," the senator said.  
"Let me just thank all the people who have worked alongside me to make this 

dream come true. It took a lot of hard work and dedication from my followers to finally 
fund the Space Shuttle Program to ensure the safety of its passengers and its availability 
to all Americans. Thank you."  

The senator walked away from the podium and disappeared behind the curtain. 
Members of the press corps shouted requests for more information about Joseph Dvorak 
as the senator walked away. 

------- 
Joseph Dvorak sat in the Hypobaric Physiological Training and Research Altitude 

Chamber with tears streaming down his cheeks. It was obvious to the trainer sitting next 
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face and rubbed the stubble on his chin. He reached over to the end table next to the 
couch and picked up the pink slip of paper he had purchased a few hours earlier at 
the convenience store on his way home from work. 

He knew that his chances of winning the lottery were appropriately 
astronomical. He also knew the exact reason why he wanted to win and that he had 
to keep that reason a secret. If he did win, he would have to use all his mental 
energy to convince himself that he wanted to win for a very marketable reason that 
NASA could use for promoting future lotteries.  

If anyone figured out the real reason he wanted to go into space, they would 
not let him within 100 miles of the Space Shuttle. Already he was trying to think of 
how he could get past NASA's psychological tests. He laughed at the thought of 
planning so far ahead for something so unlikely to happen. 

The first three numbers flashed on the television screen. Joseph casually 
checked his ticket and felt his heart race as he recognized the match. He hated the 
sensation the realization brought to his mind. It reminded him of the feeling he used 
to get when visited Reno to play the slot machines and would watch two sevens 
come up on the first two wheels only to watch a lemon come up on the third. 

The next three numbers settled into place and Joseph felt himself getting 
depressed in anticipation of a big disappointment as he realized the numbers 
matched his ticket. He tried to think of the reason he would give for entering the 
lottery and tried to make himself believe it.  

He wanted to do it for his mother who had passed away two years earlier. If 
the mission would allow it, he wanted to take his mother's ashes with him and 
release them through the payload bay of the shuttle and out into the vacuum of 
space. If he could get the story out and make himself and the world believe it, 
NASA would not be able to refuse his mission. 

The next three numbers came up on the screen. Joseph was not surprised to 
see that the numbers matched his ticket. He expelled a loud grunt out of his throat 
as he got off the couch and staggered over to the refrigerator to get another beer in 
preparation for the arrival of the last number. He popped the top off of the 
aluminum can and fell back on the stained couch just as the last number fell into 
place on the screen. He checked the number on his ticket, verified it matched the 
one on the screen and felt the aluminum can slip from his hand into his lap. 

As he jumped off the couch and brushed the cold liquid from his underwear, 
the red light on his two-way television started blinking. He had just enough time to 
grab a throw pillow off of the couch and move it in front of his wet crotch before 
his image appeared simultaneously on his television screen and on hundreds of 

to the Space Shuttle bill that provided for one civilian citizen, selected by the lottery, and 
one dignitary, selected by the Senate, to ride on every shuttle flight," the senator said. 
"As you also know, the Senate selected me as the dignitary for the first flight. 

"Let me say that I am honored to have been chosen by my colleagues and I look 
forward to the rigorous training and evaluation program both Mr. Dvorak and I must 
pass before we are allowed on the shuttle.  

"Now I will open the floor to questions for either Mr. Dvorak or myself." 
A cacophony of voices arose from the room below the podium. Reporters stood up 

and waved their hands in the air to get the senator's attention. The senator pointed to an 
attractive female reporter near the front of the room. 

"Mr. Dvorak," the reporter addressed the giant head on the screen above the 
senator. "Can you tell us how your mother died and why she wanted her ashes released 
in space?" 

"My mother died of breast cancer at the age of 67," Joseph said. He moved the urn 
towards the camera as he spoke so that the goblet filled the screen. "She was a very 
spiritual person and believed there was more to outer space than we will ever 
understand." 

"How do you mean she was spiritual," the reporter interjected her follow up 
question. 

"Now maybe this is getting a little too personal," the senator interrupted. "I am sure 
once we have had a chance to talk to Mr. Dvorak in detail we will release to the press all 
pertinent information about him. 

"Are there any questions about my role on the mission?"  
The reporters stared at the giant screen over the senator's head waiting for Joseph's 

response. 
"She believed in the oneness of the universe," Joseph said. "She believed we all 

have a little piece of godlike material deep inside us. We are all trapped in imperfect 
bodies with imperfect minds that distort communication of that perfection to others. It 
was her belief that all humans are basically good, it is only our imperfect communication 
that causes bad things to happen in the world." 

Senator John Spearfish rolled his eyes and raised the right cuff of his tailored suit to 
his mouth. "Let's cut this guy off," he whispered into the microphone attached to his 
wrist.  

The crowd of reporters let out a groan as Joseph Dvorak's head was replaced on the 
giant screen by a close-up view of Senator Spearfish. 

"Are their any more questions for me?" the senator asked from the podium. He 
pointed to another attractive female reporter near the front of the room.  
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  Egos in Space
By Joseph A. Mootz 

Joseph Dvorak sat on his tattered beige-colored couch in his dank one room 
second story apartment. He stared at the 13 inch two-way color television on the 
stand across the room from him. His attire included a sleeveless stained white 
undershirt stretched tight against his rotund middle section, pink and white striped 
boxer shorts, and faded gray athletic socks which had fallen down around his 
ankles. He slurped down the last remnants of his third beer as a sharply dressed 
man appeared on the television screen. 

"Good evening," the man in the tailored suit said as he stepped behind a 
wooden podium covered with microphones. The man had the classic facial features 
of a Greek statue. His blond hair was trimmed neatly above his ears. The blue silk 
backdrop behind him was checker-boarded with insignias of the National 
Aeronautics and Space Association.  

"Tonight, I am proud to announce that after a 10 year hiatus, the Space Shuttle 
will resume flights into outer space," the man said. "As you know all Space Shuttles 
were grounded after the tragic Columbia accident until funding could be obtained to 
ensure the proper safety of the astronauts during space flights. 

"I am proud that I and my colleagues in the senate were able to pass the bill 
which created the National Space Shuttle Lottery which allowed us to raise enough 
money to make the necessary changes to restart the Space Shuttle program.  

"Without further introduction, let me start the random number generator which 
will pick the lucky winner of a trip into space on the newly designed Space 
Shuttle."  

The man pushed the large red button affixed to the podium and 10 white 
squares appeared at the top of Joseph's television screen. The numbers flashed by 
on the screen as if they were spinning on the wheels of a slot machine. 

"What a crock," Joseph mumbled under his breath.  
Joseph recognized the man as Senator John Spearfish, the former boy-band 

wimp that tried to buy his way onto a Russian space launch. He is finally going to 
get a ride in space, Joseph thought. All he had to do was get a bunch of his brain-
dead female fans to elect him to the Senate and then come up with another 
government sponsored gambling activity to get back some of the government 
money doled out to the poor so he could spend it on himself.  

Joseph laughed at the arrogance of the man on the screen. With his elbow, he 
knocked the empty beer can off of the arm of his couch as he moved his hand to his 

"Why don't you sit back down and I'll have the camera zoom in on your face," the 
senator said to Joseph. Then to no one in particular he said, "Can we zoom in on Mr., uh, 
Dvorak's face."  

As the camera zoomed in on the face of the tired looking 50 year old man with a 
two-day growth of stubble on his chin, a purplish-colored nose, and a pimple on his 
forehead, the senator wondered again if he had made the right decision. 

"Mr. Dvorak, as you by now understand, you have just won a trip on the space 
shuttle," the senator said. "Can you tell us how you feel?" 

The conference room fell silent in anticipation of Mr. Dvorak's answer.  
Joseph Dvorak's vacant eyes sprung to life and a broad smile came across his face 

as he spoke. "I feel great," he said. "I can't believe I won. I am just so excited I don't 
know what to say." 

Senator Spearfish smiled and felt his shoulder muscles loosen. He knew he had a 
winner.  

"Can you tell us why you entered the lottery and why you want to take a trip on the 
Space Shuttle?" he asked. 

Joseph paused and looked straight into the camera with swollen eyes. He picked up 
a shiny gold egg-shaped urn off of the coffee table in front of him and held the urn up in 
front of his face. 

"It was my mothers dying wish that her ashes be spread into outer space," he said. 
"Since she died three years ago, I have thought of nothing else.  

"When I heard about your work to hold a lottery that would allow common citizens 
to ride the shuttle, I saw a glimmer of hope that I could fulfill that wish."  

"This is all I have left of my mother," he said. "I won't rest until the day I can empty 
this urn into the heavens above." 

A gasp escaped from the corps of reporters in the conference room as they made 
notes in their electronic personal data assistants. 

"Very well son," the senator said. "At this time and pending approval by NASA, I 
am sure we can accommodate your mother's wish."  

That was ambivalent enough to cover himself, the senator thought. He would look 
like the good guy by encouraging him for now and if he later decided that this guy was 
too much of a nut to be trusted on the trip he would make NASA play the heavy and tell 
him he could not go. 

"As you all know, at the suggestion of my colleagues in the Senate I put a clause in 
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