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				﻿Dedication 

				To Christa and all those who push the boundaries for the benefit of humankind and for guys like Steve who support them.
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				“The crew of the space shuttle Challenger honored us by the manner in which they    

				lived their lives. We will never forget them, 

				nor the last time we saw them, this morning, as they prepared for their journey 

				and waved goodbye and ‘slipped the surly bonds of earth› to ‹touch the face of God.’”  

				President Ronald ReaganJanuary 28, 1986

				“The future of this country and the welfare of the free world depends upon our success in space. There is no room in this country for anything but a urgently motivated all-out effort toward space leadership.” 

				President Lyndon Johnson, 1966

				“We choose to go to the moon. We choose to go to the moon in this decade… and do the other things not because they are easy but because they are hard! The exploration of space will go ahead, whether we join in it or not.”

				President John F. Kennedy,1962
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				﻿COUNTDOWN

				It was the 1950s, and America’s paranoia about the Russians was at a fever pitch and knew no bounds. On October 4, 1957, Americans turned red, but it was a shade of embarrassment. News of a successful satellite launch by Russia left many Americans scratching their heads in disbelief. They were not used to feeling beaten in global competition or being in second place. Russia nicknamed it ‘Sputnik One’, and it immediately became the topic of conversation in homes from the Atlantic to the Pacific and back again.”What about our space program?”  Americans wanted to know. “How’d they get so far ahead of us?” 

				The USSR’s launch pushed the United States space program and its public relations efforts were kicked into high gear, and within a year, the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) was formed, and President Eisenhower declared space exploration to be a top priority for America. Soon, the United States could boast of its own accomplishments above the Earth. Alan Shepard became the first American astronaut in space, spending a short 15 minutes and 22 seconds in flight on May 5, 1961.

				Like thousands of American schoolchildren, young Christa Corrigan watched Shepard’s brief flight with amazement on a black-and-white television in the school cafeteria.” Someday, I’m going to ride in space!”  she said. And her head was tilted towards the stars from that time on. Time raced on and before long it was the 1970s… the time of disco, afros, and bell bottoms. After she married Steve and became Mrs. McAuliffe, she became a teacher. Christa shared her own special interest in the space 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				program with her children and her students, and in 1984 when President Ronald Reagan announced that NASA should search for the first civilian passenger in space and that it should also be a teacher... McAuliffe knew what she had to do. She immediately applied for the new ‘Teacher in Space› program. On July 19, 1985, her dream became a reality when she was chosen to be the first teacher and US civilian to go on a space mission. Upon learning the news, Christa told reporters she was floating, and she wasn’t sure when she was going to come back down to earth! She was smart, articulate, pretty, and she was able to make space fun and special again. She was perfect.

				The story of Christa McAuliffe is more than the tale of a simple school girl who dreamed of going to space. It’s a complex story about fate, setting goals, and working hard to achieve them, and it’s also a story about trusting God and the talents he’s giving you to make your and others› lives better. Sadly, it is also a story about greed, political pressure, and negligence. 

				Christa’s dream ended on January 28, 1986, with the explosion of the Space Shuttle Challenger 73 seconds after launching from Pad 39a at the Cape in Florida. The world mourned her death, and there’s little doubt that people will continue to look back on that historic date with sadness and sometimes anger. It was indeed traumatizing for the nation. 

				But as we remember the tragic death of Christa, it’s vital to also remember her life. She lived with a zest for life and shared her energy, talents, and knowledge unselfishly. 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				Christa cared about people, all sorts of people: students, neighbors, friends, strangers.

				After her death, the courageous educator received the Congressional Medal of Honor for Space. But that was just a sample of the proper honors bestowed upon her. For example, as a tribute to her memory, an asteroid and a crater on the moon were named after her. In addition, there are now numerous elementary, junior, and senior high schools that bear this name. Additionally, the Christa McAuliffe Center at Framingham State College was established to carry on her legacy and support the advancement of innovative education throughout the nation.

				This book is about Christa’s life, and the author shall not go into all the media optics and politics involved in the loss of these brave people and a taxpayer-funded multi-billion dollar spacecraft. However, it is important to note that many believe this was not an ‹accident› at all but was predicted and an eventuality. There’s enough blame to go around, but research reveals two important facts:

				One is that the Reagan administration, desperately needing some positive news after being involved in significant scandals, did exert pressure on NASA to have the Shuttle in space so that the President could talk with them or refer to them during his State of the Union speech before Congress, slated for the 28th, the date of the launch.

				The second undeniable fact is that the manufacturer of the Solid Rocket Booster, Morton Thiokol of Utah, knew of and warned NASA about how the” O”  rings (which seal the rocket and prevent the venting of fuel) would react 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				to freezing temperatures. Pressure to stay on schedule resulted in ‹Go Fever›. The overall NASA goal was to make spaceflight a regular occurrence and to make living and working in space a realistic goal. Most Americans were ho-hum about the space program and NASA.

				To date, Morton Thiokol and NASA have yet to be charged for their criminal negligence. No one has been held accountable. The final report from the Congressional Rogers Commission, set up to ‹investigate› the ‘Accident’, was seen as nothing more than a political whitewash and not a real effort to find the truth. We will probably never know the full story. In 2011, the United States discontinued the Space Shuttle program, but the legacy of Astronaut Teacher Christa McAuliffe lives on! This is her story.

				TomFall 2022
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							The Author with Astronaut Cady Coleman who launched the Chandra Space Telescope from STS-7.

						

					

				

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				﻿CHAPTER 1

				﻿Growing Up

				“Exploration really is the essence of the human spirit, and to pause, to falter, to turn our back on the quest for knowledge, is to perish.”

				NASA Astronaut Frank Borman

				“Where there is no vision, the people perish.”  

				Proverbs 29:18

				Her eyes widened, and the 13-year-old stared at the paper she held in her hands. She couldn’t believe what she saw. “Sharon Christa Corrigan”, the puzzled girl shook her head. Who was that!? 

				For a moment, Christa even thought about running back to the Rectory and asking the Nun if there had been some sort of mistake. The year was 1961, and like thousands of other eighth graders across the country, she was preparing for her confirmation. She was Catholic. It was when she stopped by the Rectory, a place where priests and nuns live, to pick up her required baptismal certificate that she made the surprising discovery. Her name was not what she had always known. The name on her baptismal certificate was not right, so she rushed home to find out why.

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				Her parents quickly cleared up the confusion... It seems that when Christa, or rather “Sharon Christa” , was born on September 2, 1948, both her parents were expecting a boy. They were all set to name their new son “Christopher” , reflecting pride in the Scottish-Irish tradition of their ancestry, but when the baby turned out to be a precious girl, Ed and Grace Corrigan had to change their plans. So they scanned the book of names carefully, weighing each possibility, and came across “Sharon” . Because “Christa”  was the feminine form of “Christopher,”  the new member of the family was christened Sharon Christa Corrigan.

				However, within a few weeks, the family began calling the baby ‹Sharon Christa›… but soon the Sharon disappeared when her brown hair turned blonde and she took on a Scandinavian look, at least according to Mr. Corrigan. The firstborn of the Corrigan family called herself Christa, and so did everyone else. Whenever she needed a middle name, she simply made one up; sometimes it was Mary, other times it was Carol and sometimes even Georgie, making up different names to suit different occasions.

				 But it was not until she was ready to be confirmed in the Catholic Church that she found out the whole truth. Her real name was... Sharon Christa Corrigan. It didn’t seem quite fair to totally ignore the Sharon in her name, but after years of being Christa, it was a bit late to change.

				Not that Christa Corrigan needed a unique name to be considered special. Her early years were filled with unusual adventures and achievements that set her apart. As a young child, Christa developed bronchitis, causing Mr. 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				and Mrs. Corrigan to travel often to Children’s Hospital in Boston, Massachusetts. Once the problems disappeared, it was problems with her intestines that ravaged the young girl, and she underwent 28 straight days of intravenous feeding. After battling to survive, an antibiotic finally conquered the disease.

				From then on, young Christa was a quick learner. She listened to everyone around her, echoing their words and repeating them back in complete sentences. She could talk at 16 months, and she was already reciting nursery rhymes! While her dad, Ed Corrigan, attended accounting classes, his wife stayed home and tended to the baby. They both watched the family budget. The Corrigans had to stretch every penny. In their 2nd floor flat on Columbia Avenue, just outside of Boston, their only luxury was a tiny dog named “Teddy” . Soon, the dog became Christa’s 
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				favorite playmate, and the lovable pet proved to be a lifesaver... literally.

				Grass or a lawn was a rarity in the housing project the Corrigan family lived in. It was surrounded by cement pavement. Almost every time little Christa started to wander off with Teddy, Mrs. Corrigan came running. One day, the little girl pedaled her tricycle up the block to a major intersection in the neighborhood with cars zipping and zooming by in every direction. Little Christa was paying them no attention whatsoever. Suddenly came Teddy, running and jumping along the path and barking an alarm as loud as he could. A few people, including one of the Corrigan’s neighbors, noticed the little girl on her tricycle near the roadway. Meanwhile, Teddy raced to 
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				the street, snagging the little girl’s long-legged pants and dragging her towards the sidewalk! The neighbor finally got there and helped pull little Christa out of harm›s way. Thankfully, her daughter’s guardian angel kept her safe that day, Mrs. Corrigan would later remark. But Teddy the dog helped too.

				The Corrigan family grew steadily as they welcomed brothers Christopher and Steven and then two sisters, Betsy and Lisa, to the clan. Christa, desperate to please, enjoyed following her mother around, eagerly volunteering to do the slightest task. Once in school, Christa quickly learned reading and writing. She attended Brookwater Elementary in Framingham, Massachusetts, and spent many hours improving her handwriting. She wanted to be the best at whatever she did and saw no reason why she couldn’t be.

				As time progressed, Mr. Corrigan proved himself as an able accountant, while Mrs. Corrigan set out to be the best housewife and mother possible. Christa’s mom taught nursery school and organized a Brownie troop. If one of her children showed an interest in singing, voice lessons were somehow lined up. Dancing and piano lessons became regular items on the schedule despite the family budget. The only thing tighter than the budget was the living arrangements, with 7 family members living in a 3 bedroom home. One thing was sure: the children always came first. 

				Despite two prominent front teeth that prompted the other kids to call her “Chipmunk,”  Christa won special attention because of her smooth skin, sparkly brown eyes, 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				and soft auburn hair, which was worn in pigtails. She was indeed the wholesome girl-next-door and the epitome of cute. She even modeled young girls› clothing for a local department store and was elected ‹Summer Princess› at an annual neighborhood event. She was a good kid who loved her parents and her life. Whenever teachers required Christa to write about the person she most admired, it was no easy choice, and so she alternated between writing about her father or her mother. In each case, Christa always felt she had plenty of material to work with.

				In her eyes, Ed Corrigan was the perfect dad. It wasn’t that he was so good at his job; it was that he always found time for his kids. Although she was the oldest of the five Corrigan kids, she knew she was “daddy›s little girl” , and she loved the label. As Mr. Corrigan’s fingers slipped over the ivory keys of the baby grand piano in the family living room, Christa stood nearby and sang. She cheerfully obeyed her dad›s request to sing before friends and visitors. At the annual local talent show, Christa was onstage, sharing her gifts and soaking up the applause. She “might be another Judy Garland,”  Mr. Corrigan would boast, but he never pushed Christa into anything she didn’t want to do, and besides, she was a natural. 

				Christa never ceased to marvel at her mom’s ability to get a million things done at once. With a smile that had enough power to light a small city, she made sure that each of her five children always had clean outfits ready to go. The clothes might not be new, but they were always clean. It all required a rare talent for juggling time, schedules, and tasks. If one child came down with the flu, the rest would follow, and then there was always the 

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

		

		
			
				refereeing of squabbles and disputes. It was, in general, a busy and happy home.The Corrigans did things as a family as often as possible. For example, New Year’s Eve called for an annual dinner at a favorite local seafood restaurant. Summer brought short family vacations to Cape Cod and the Great Lakes. 

				“We couldn’t afford to stay long at any one place,”  Christa recalled. “But we made the most of the time we spent together. Sure, we kids fought, but it was never for long. Mom and Dad helped us realize that the time spent being mad was just wasted time.”  

				It was a valuable lesson. Every moment counted in the Corrigan house. On Sunday mornings, Mr. Corrigan was a stickler about making it to Mass, and anyone who didn’t make it would pay the consequences. Each of his children learned their prayers, and he enjoyed hearing them recited out loud. Christa seldom disappointed her parents with her prayers or anything else. Her schoolwork reflected quality and dedication. She routinely received A’s in most of her classes and took pride in any extra credit activities.

				On May 5, 1961, Christa sat in the school cafeteria watching a small black-and-white TV at Lincoln Junior High. Her eyes wide, she and her classmates watched American astronaut Alan Shepard blast off into space and stay there for more than 15 minutes! She scribbled 
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				in her notebook, capturing the historical event and her reactions to it. Christa told her friends,” I’m going to ride in space someday!”  Soon afterward, President Kennedy announced that the United States would have a man on the Moon by the end of the decade, and a program was put in place to make that dream a reality. 

				These were exciting times filled with opportunities for achievement in space. And for many in the student cafeteria, including Christa Corrigan, the idea of living and working in space didn’t sound impossible at all. While some shook their heads, others set about the work of getting it done. 

				Christa took note. “I remember in early elementary school when the Russians launched the first satellite. There was still so much unknown about space,”  she would recall years later. “People thought Mars was populated!” 

				The future was bright with possibility and innovation, and while President Kennedy spoke of a “man”  on the Moon, the time hadn’t yet come for people to consider a woman for such a mission, and the precocious young lady Christa Corrigan didn’t think that was fair. But that summer, when she went to the annual fair, heading off into space was the furthest thing from her mind... she got sick just riding on the Ferris wheel! 
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