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When it was time to take 2 bath, he told his mothet,
“rr 2 . e 2 »
_ : aut. I'd love to, but I’'m saving the planet from aliens.
Chris was an astronaut. An important and very busy astron g the p
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ut of the bath and go 1o bed.

Whea if was time to gZero
s are always polite -

he 1old his father— politclg higause astronau
“Sorry, no can do. I'm o1 my way 1o Mars”
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“You're a big boy now,” said Chris’s father.
(‘\’ = e v, 2
; ou have to sleep in your own bed.
But their parents do. -




\nd Chris tried, he !'t‘.‘l“_\ did,

but his room was dark. Very, ver)

The kind of dark
that attracts the

worst sort of aliens.




But his parents meant i,

Chris. Was. Going. To. S?cep.
In. His. Own. Bed. Tonight.

His mum and dad checked under his bed and in the wardrobe,
and even in his underwear drawer. They declared the room
one hundred per cent alien-free.
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And thea his father said something that worticd Chris even more than 'rhc
dark didl. “Osne mare pecp, JOuTE min, and P'm afraid we'll all be too tired
ik nec iy bad to 86 Chiis seaved in his own bed. With Tt took a long time to £l
vkl el gl day Chos a0 o Chris stayed in his own bed. Without a peep. It took a long tme to &
But omorrow pecial day. asleep, but when he did, he had his b

o next doar. His life pretiy much depended on .
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The house was already full of people, all gathered
around the TV - the only TV on the whole island.



Astronauts, Real, liy
They were
jumping s

€ astronauts, On the actual, far-away Moon.
Wearing puffy white suits and jumping for ST
0 high, because there was so much less gravity there.




. Their whole lives
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That night, Chris did a little experiment.
He turned off all the lights in his room,
even the night-light. It was still dark.
Very, very dark. There were still shadows
that looked a little, well, alien.

Nothing had changed.

But Chris had changed.
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ABOUT CHRIS HADFIELD

rowing up, Chns Hadi 1eld spent every summet at his famity’s

cottige on Stag 1sland n s wathern Ontano. L

else (in the island, the Hadfields didn't have
the evening of 20 july

ke just about everyons
1 television st 50 late i
1969, Chos and his family went 10 2 neighboors Cotage

wilo 11 \anding on TV. When he saw Neil Armnstrong step O
the surface of the Moon, hries life changed
be an astronast too

to watch the A7

forever. He knew he wanted 10

At the time, 1k was \mpmsxhﬂc. Far one thing, he wasn't A grown-up yet.

For another, all of NASA% astronauts were Amencan (

anadians weren't cven
allowed to apply for the iob.

But Chris decided to start getring ready, Just in €ase things evet changed.
He worked hard at scho |, learning everything he could about sQence, rockets

and Space, As  teenager, he learned how to fly gliders, and then, aftes

praduating from military college, he hecame 2 fighter pilot. Later, he became 4

rest prlot who helped make military aircraft s

years after that summer night on Stag

afer. 1n 1992, almost twenty Ahree
{sland, Chirts's dream came true the newly

formed Canadian Space Agency chose him to be an asronaut.

Since then, he has arhited the Barth thousands of tmes on three separate
missions, Most recently, Chns was 10 dpace for ne

asty five months, from
December 2012 1o May 2013, when he servy

ed as the first ( “anadian (.« ymmander
of the 1nternatonal Space Sranon (158).

Today, Chns travels vhe world teaching people about Space, sharing the
beautiful photographs he took and playing the SONES he recorded on the space
seation. On summer nights, he likes to sit on his dock on Stag 1sland, warching

for the 188 to pass by averhead. Even in the darkest dark, on 4 moonless night,
the spaceship's light 1s clearly visible.



