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AstroNautical Passion

Astronautical Passion

Characters :

Carole                 

Astronaut, middle-aged, attractive, but her looks are 




frayed and slightly maniacal. These qualities are most 




evident in her dress, which is decidedly sweatpants 




and top. 

Susan



Air Force Captain, middle-aged, also attractive but 




has a calmness that is reflected in her put-together 




attire & attitude. She appears to be quite the 





professional service woman, with more than a hint of 




sex appeal. 

Flight Attendant

Non-speaking

Stage:





Our play takes place in 3 areas: Scene One, inside the 



car of Female Astronaut. Scene Two, inside the 




airplane of Female Astronaut. And  Scene Three, 




outside the rental car of #2.  These areas should 




be recreated by staging that is more “suggestive” than





realistic. 

Time: 





Present.

(Stage is dark. We suddenly hear various voices and sounds from what seem to be   a “Space Command Center”. Slowly the noise dies away. All is momentarily quiet. Then, we hear a rocket blast of)

VOICE

“…..Uh roger that, we have lift off…..repeat….roger…..we have lift off….all systems now revert to control of……..Astronauts are now beginning initial orbit….Astronauts now in command of shuttle…..shuttle is now under supervision of Astronauts…..lines 1, 2 and 3 are open….shuttle Commanders please acknowledge…..”

 The blast off continues for several beats, then, the quiet of space descends on audience. A light comes up a female Astronaut entering her ‘car’ with several bags. She’s wearing an obvious wig, and looks frazzled and dishelved. After getting situated, she pulls out several pieces of paper and reads their contents) 

FEMALE ASTRONAUT/CAROLE 

So. Away we go. The journey of 900 miles begins. Directions? Here they are. Keep focused. Tomorrow, she’s getting off that plane in Orlando. Today, I’m getting into my car in Texas. I’m putting an end to all this back and forth between them. 

(Adjusts underwear)
These diapers better work, cause I’m not stopping. It’s here to there, no in-between. 


(Pause)
I can’t believe his e-mail to that woman. What was he thinking? Why would he sound that way. He’s leading her on and for the life of me, I don’t know why. All these goo-goo thoughts have got to stop. Listen to this.


(As she reads and re-reads she begins to mumble in an agitated way)
CAROLE
“…………..When I’m in deep space, on a mission, it’s you I think---you I’m thinking of. Even though we’re millions of miles from home, the thought of you makes the bigness of outer space seem…….like….an empty room. An empty room that becomes warm and sheltering when you enter. I want to be with you always……please don’t be confused by my relationship with her.”

(She stops, throws the papers everywhere, pauses, collects herself, gathers papers, finally, she speaks to us)

She’s only a damn CAPTAIN! I’m a full-fledged, well-trained, experienced ASTRONAUT. There is a difference. Who would any man want to be with an ASTRONAUT or some Captain. She doesn’t know what love is. She may have showered him with her Irish good lucks---I think she’s Irish, who the hell knows---all that milky white complexion---GOD I HATE WOMEN WHO LOOK LIKE THAT!   She doesn’t KNOW what love is. You can’t just fall in love with an Astronaut who’s been into outer space and then say “You’ve been in space, I’m in love”. It doesn’t work like that. Now, driving 900 miles from Texas to Orlando, putting on diapers, dropping EVERYTHING you’re doing---that’s love. And who’s doing that? Not her. Me. Because I know what love is. I’ve been in OUTER SPACE WITH THE MAN! I know about love.  And 900 miles from this moment, who’ll still be in love? Not Miss Milky white. Who’s name did he shout during sex?! It’s right here--- 


(Sorts through papers, finds her document, reads aloud)

“I couldn’t believe I said her name---ESPECIALLY during sex. Please don’t be confused by my relationship with her”. Does he think that’s all I am? A name to shout out during sex. I’ve written his parents, for God’s sake! What does he know. He only THINKS that’s all I am to him. Just some disposable----SEX SHOUT OUT! He’s only flown a couple missions with her---I’m sorry, that’s not love. I’ve never flown with him. If I could have flown ONE MISSION with him, ONE MISSION----one single mission. 


(Begins to check articles in her bag)

CAROLE (Cont)
One knife. One BB gun. Pepper spray. Rubber Tubing. Steel mallet. I think it’s all here. Guess I’ll always be a make-a-list person. 


(Pauses)

I bet I know what he’s doing right now, right this very minute. He’s up there thinking of her! He’s---he’s in outer space loving this---this VISION---that’s all she is, a vision. He doesn’t want me, he wants his----vision.  He just doesn’t know what a vision I could be. If he knew who I really was---

he wouldn’t want her and her vision. He’d want me and my vision. It’s that goddamn outer space! It’s too freakin erotic. It’s like joy ridin with the universe in your panties. 


(Starts her car)

It’s like some aphrodisiac. They never tell us that, but it is. It is. It really is. The great beyond. Vast. Quiet. You can’t help but go to a different place. Inside. They don’t prepare us for that. He goddamn well KNOWS he wants me. Deep down. He knows. 


(Her cell phone rings, she recognizes the caller, adjusts her mood)
Hi Mom, did the kids get there ok? Yeah, yeah, I know-----so sudden----they just called and I had to run, that’s how NASA works…….I’m sorry…..I told the cab driver to make sure they were in the house…..I’m sorry…..no, it’s----like I said, I just had to run. I didn’t have time for----I don’t know when I’ll be back. I’m not taking a plane, I fly all the time I just wanted to----Mom I don’t want to explain all this----no, this is not about HIM. He’s a married man!

(She listens as Mom apparently gives her an earful, she’s not liking it, becomes more agitated, finally had enough)

Mom, I’m an Astronaut! I’m sorry----motherhood can’t be----everything----no it can’t---no---no---I don’t care! Mom-----Mom-----well name the mothers you know who’ve been to Outer Space?! I’ll name one---ME!


(Pause, now impatiently taps her foot)
CAROLE (Cont)
I’ll be home in a couple days. I know it’s out of the blue---yes, it’s an emergency. Yes I love them. Of course I love them---why would you even ask if-------well it’s my life too. I’m sorry. I’m an Astronaut, I can’t be expected to do EVERYTHING! 

(Pause)

Gonna run now. Thanks for watching them. I didn’t mean to impose----yes it’s business---why would I leave in the middle of the night if-------you’re wrong. It’s got nothing to do with him, mother! 

(Pause)

You’re just wrong. Just plain wrong----gonna run now. 


(Pause)

I love you too………gonna run now. I love them too. Yes. I do love them too. Gonna run now. Talk soon.………I’m turning off my phone, so don’t try to----I 
just don’t want any distract----I can’t talk and drive! I cannot talk and drive at the same time mother.


(Pause)
Outer space is Outer Space----the highway if different. FOR ME IT’S DIFFERENT.  Gonna run now---


(Flicks off phone, hesitates)

God, sometimes it’s just so much easier up there. It really is. I love my family, I really do. But sometimes, it’s like I just want to say, “hello. Astronaut in the house. Don’t have time for the daily routine.” What do they think----I’ve been to Outer Space, do they think I wanna come home and cook meat loaf? How many Astronauts are there? In the world? THE ENTIRE WORLD! How many are women? Newly SINGLE women? Reflect on THAT, mother. Take a moment and and just REFLECT about that? 


(Pause, turns up music)

I gotta focus. Luckily this assignment is 900 miles away. God, you just never think all that prep time in the cabin will work in your daily life. But here I am. I have time to delineate my 
CAROLE (Cont)
tasks. There’s no substitute for training. Real Training. Real Training made me an Astronaut. It made someone else a Captain. Wait a minute----hold on……..

(She physically stiffens, as if holding her breath, she stays stiff for a beat, another beat, and then another, and finally, she relaxes)

There we go. All better. I gotta say these diapers work a lot better in the galaxy. 


(Lights fade out)

(Lights come up on Susan. She’s on an airplane. Her laptop, under the small overhead seat light, produces a small intimate light. She ponders her screen, she’s appears uncomfortable with what the screen tells her)

VOICE

“Ladies and gentlemen the Captain has turned off your fasten seatbelt light. You are free to move about the plane”.

SUSAN

(Tap-tap- tapping away, stops to sip the remainder of her in-flight glass 
of wine, she 
hesitates, and then speaks aloud as she types)

“You were wrong to let her use your laptop. PERIOD. You know how she’s been. Stop being everyone’s “savior. She’s read our e-mails. Why did you risk everything that we have?”


(She stops, sips again, cryptically reads his reply)


“I didn’t know how attached she’d become.” 


(Amused, now not typing)
SUSAN (Cont)
Typical. Smarty Boy Astronaut, Dumb Guy Man. Scream about a 3-alarm fire, they bring a water gun. Reason? It’s a WOMAN doing the screaming. The more powerful the male, the less equipment 
they think they need. They all rely on their ‘invisible powers’. Well. I could see it coming. Two women Astronauts, 1 male Astronaut, I did the math.  


(Pause, holds up her empty glass for Stewardess to see)

I saw it coming. I told him it was coming. My restraining order PROVED it was coming! 


(Pause, sips more)

Well who can blame her---we’re all wound too tight. They recruit the most eager puppies. And all we want to do is please, please, please. I don’t think you can train men and women the same. I could be dead wrong, but I think not. We want so much to prove EVERYTHING beyond a shadow of a doubt. We can’t be equals---“equals!?” Maybe the guys can settle for equality. The gals know we’ve gotta raise the bar. 


(Starts typing again)

“Why didn’t you save your HEROISM for Outer Space?”


(A new drink appears, she acknowledges the courtesy, then sips)

It happens to all of us. We get into that abyss---that great big dark EXPANSE and-----Wham-o. It’s like we’re walking in the footsteps of the Creator. We wake up and it just lays out there before us. The buffet table of Mystery. Science. 


(Pause)

Life. Regeneration. Time. Before. After. We soak it up. For as long as we’re floating around up there, it’s like one, gigantic visual orgasm. Up there, we’re unbound. Everything’s loose. Nothing applies to us. Nothing has dominion. We’re seduced. Drugged. Brainwashed. Before you know it----you’ve got some jealous Astronaut-bitch on a rampage. I only went on a two missions with the man---we shared some zero gravity---a couple walks in space---it’s not like I own his ass.  


(Pause)

Way I see it, the problem is Re-Entry. It’s all in the return. We come back aliens. Surveying the terrain, deciding what’s worthy, what’s not. No one can see it. But we’re never the same.


(She gets another reply)

“You were right. Something took over her. Probably me. I didn’t back away. If I did, not far enough…………….anybody can have infatuation. I wanted obsession.”

 (She types)

“Well you got it. The wheels are off her wagon. She broke into your account. I repeat Commander: she has the e-mails. And YOU’RE up there!”


(Sips, typing)

“Leaving me with a green-eyed “EARTHLING”.


(Chuckle, pauses)

I don’t know why all this ever happened. Everybody’s otherwise “involved”. Spouses coming out the woodwork. Everybody’s guilty as sin. 

(Flight Attendant stops by to offer more wine, she accepts. Wine is poured, Attendant leaves. Astronaut sips,)

This is what happens when you’re above it all. It’s just messy and so goddamn incestuous. We’re all falling all over each other. But the ability to float in space is our get out of jail card. We can do no wrong, not on this planet. 


(Types)

“I don’t care if she knows about us. I love you……….. so who needs Heroism when you’ve got a full-fledged…..HEROINE………sez I.” 

VOICE

“This is your Captain. We’ll be landing in about….oh…15 to 20 minutes.  So please find your seats, and fasten those seat belts…..”

SUSAN

(Puts laptop away)

Hmmmmm. Maybe I should have used a different e-mail account. Maybe HE should have. 


(Hesitates, thinks on it)

Nope.……

( More airplane sounds. Lights down)

(Several beats pass. Slowly, light returns. We see an empty’ car.’  We hear the sound of someone walking in a hurry. Out of the darkness, Astronaut #2, Susan, appears and hastily locks car door. Soon after Astronaut #1, wearing a wig & carrying her bag of ‘goodies’, arrives and bangs on window)

CAROLE

(Irate, agitated)


Susan! SUSAN! It’s me!  Carole! See---it’s just a wig. 

SUSAN

Why the wig, Carole?

CAROLE

Susan, I was just---you never speak to me anymore.
SUSAN

That’s the purpose of the restraining order.

CAROLE

But----I don’t need a restraining order---can’t we just talk---

SUSAN

What’s in the bag?

CAROLE

Nothing.

SUSAN

Carole?

CAROLE

Just some things.

SUSAN

What things?

CAROLE


(Proudly confesses)

Just some tape. A few diapers. Candy bars. 


(Then hesitates, and turns a bit childish, she whispers)

And….and…..a…uh BB gun. A Steel mallet. Pepper spray---

SUSAN

Carole. What’s the steel mallet for?

CAROLE

The mallet?

SUSAN

THE STEEL. MALLET. 

CAROLE

Oh, that’s only in case you didn’t wanna talk. It’s not y’know….like a weapon.

SUSAN

Carole? 

CAROLE

All that stuff’s just a deterrent. A last resort. But I wasn’t gonna really……I just wanted to talk.

SUSAN

“Just wanted to talk?” I’m rolling up the window Carole.

CAROLE


(Clings to car exterior)

Do you love him? Is that it? Because he’s really in love with me.

SUSAN
I’m going Carole.

CAROLE

What he and I share is…just so special. I want you to know that. If you knew that, you wouldn’t think he belonged to you. He doesn’t belong to you or space, he belongs to me.
SUSAN

I think you better go Carole. 

CAROLE

You see it, don’t you? How special we are together.

SUSAN

…………..He doesn’t love you.

(Carole absorbs this)

CAROLE

That’s not a nice thing to say…….He does love me.……that’s a mean thing to say. If you say that again……then I’ll have to use……see, everything in the bag is a deterrent. Just a deterrent. But if you say that again---

SUSAN

I’m going Carole.

CAROLE

Say that again and I’ll----you only had 2 flights with him---you couldn’t---he knows how I feel---on this planet he’s mine, do you understand that?! 


(Suddenly pulls out pepper spray)

Space is one thing----earth is another.
SUSAN

You gonna pepper spray me, Carole?

CAROLE

If I have to. 

SUSAN

Carole you’ve got a career.

CAROLE

Don’t force me.

SUSAN

A distinguished career.

CAROLE


(Now breaking down)

2 flights----and-----you think it’s LOVE?!

SUSAN

You’ll never see space again.

CAROLE


(Over the edge)

Say that he’s mine! Say it! SAY IT?!

SUSAN



(Hesitates, stares at Carole, then smiles)

……………..Carole. He’s mine.



(As Susan & car” speed off”, Carole sprays pepper in vain)




(Lights dim out on Car & Susan, Carole, hysterical and near tears, screams, tosses bag, flustered and at her wit’s end, she angrily paces then just as  angrily, she sits. She breathes deep.)

(Several major beats pass)

CAROLE

Now I’ve done it. I’ve really gone and done it. 


(Pauses)

I’ll never see space again. I’ll never see outer space again. Not in this life. Why---why would they let me back up there? They won’t. They won’t. They won’t let me back. Oh my gosh. Oh my gosh, they won’t send me back up. No. I’m----I’m---face it---I’m earthbound. I’m right here on this ground, that’s where I am.  


(Pauses)

An Astronaut no more. Nooooo. Not. No. Carole? Carole! An Astronaut no more?!

(In the distance, we hear police sirens. They get closer and closer)

It WAS a mean thing to say. Why say something so mean like that? She couldn’t love him like I do.  



(Looks to the sky)

It’s your fault. Goddamn Outer Space! 



(Pause)

How could you?! HOW COULD YOU TAKE HIM AWAY FROM ME?!

(Sirens grow louder and louder, finally, police lights encircle the stage. Carole collects her bag, pulls it together, starts to run off. Stops. Faces audience.  She then drops her bag---the lights and sirens move in on her. She knows she must stay. She hesitates, then stands tall to address her new destiny)





LIGHTS DOWN. 
THE END 


