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PROLOGUE

over the years, while working on my family genealogy, I
have collected hundreds of pieces of paper, letters, charts,
lists of names and dates, and copies of wills and other legal
documents from friends, family records, Bibles, and library
books and microfilm files. Countless times I would take a name
and try over and over again to fit 1t into place like a plece
of a jigsaw puzzle. Even though I knew the last name, often I
would not know the person’s age, parents’ names, or date of
birth. For instance, I handled the name James Warren Edmonds
for years before I realized that Virginia Frances Barrott--
another name I had shuffled around for months--was his wife.
Last year I learned their birth dates; this year I found that
they were married in 1858 and had eight children. Finally, I
discovered that he was my great grandfather and was born in
England.

Somehow I became attached to some of the names more than
others and kept wondering what kind of personalities went with
those names. I became aware of how even a will can reveal so
much about an author’s personality after reading one wraitten in
1821 by an ancestor con my mother’s side of the family.

Wher I thought about James Warren, I wondered 1f he was &

good husband and father. Did his family love him? Did his



neighbors think well of him? Was he understanding and
compassionate to others? What did he and Virginia look like and
wnat kind of life dad they have together? What was their
religlion?

Perhaps, 1in the year 2150, someone working on somebody’s
family tree may say, "You know, I keep coming up with this nanme
Eugene Gardner Edmonds, born February 29, 13924. That was a leap
year. I wonder what he was like and what life and times were
like that long ago?" Maybe somewhere, sometime, that person
just might find those answers if their research should lead

them to this account of my life to date.

--Eugene Edmonds



CHAPTER 1
EARLY LIFE

My parents, Annie Laurie Hudgins and Septimus Eugene
Edmonds, were married 1n Mathews County, Virginia, in April,
1923. My mother lived 1in Mathews 1n a small four-room house
(with porch and attic room) with her mother, father, and sister
Elizabeth. My dad lived in Baltimore, Maryland, and worked on a
commercilal steamboat (cargo and passenger) that ran from
Baltimore to West Point, Virginia. In a new Model T Ford, he
drove the 30 miles from West Point to Mathews to court Annie
Laurie. A month after the wedding, Mother moved to Baltimore,
where I was conceived shortly thereafter. She returned to
Mathews before Christmas to await my arrival. After I appeared
on the scene, Dad quit the boat and began doing painting and
carpentry for a local house builder.

I was born on February 29, 1924. Since the 29th falls only
on leap years, I didn’t have my first birthday until 1928. At
the party, I had my picture taken by a professional
photographer, who posed me on a stump in the front yard. I
remember that we had a freezer of homemade ice cream.

In 1930 my grandfather Walter Buck Hudgins died of a hearc
attack while he and I were eating breakfast. A few months
later, Dad accepted a job in the next county, Gloucester, on &

large 650-acre plantation located on the water. Eagle Point, as



1t was called, was owned by a Wall Street millionaire named
Rollins. He hired Dad to take charge of his large yacht, hais
speedboat, and several smaller boats. The "big house™ had
twenty-five rooms, twelve bathrooms, and three separate
wypstairs," each with three rooms and a bath. Each of the two
sons had his own "upstairs,” with the third used for guests.
There was a large Delco generator that provided electricity for
the big house. We had never seen electric lights or a
refrigerator before.

We lived in a large two-story home called the "field
house" about a mile away. My grandmother Corena lived with us.
1 started school in September, 1930. Our schooclhouse consisted
of two rooms, two teachers, six grades, and about thirty-four
kids. Each teacher had one room and three grades. The teacher
would teach English to each row in turn, then start over with
arithmetic, and so on. We joined the local church, which made
1t necessary to switch from Methodist to Presbyterian.

Nineteen thirtyv-three was a big year 1n our lives. We had
moved to the "Point® house (surrounded by water, literally),
and my brother, John Walter, was born there on February 25th.
Mr. Rollins had survived the 1929 stock market crash but was
forced to sell the yacht and the speedboats, close the big
house, and move his family back to New York. Before leaving, he
appointed Dad overseer of Eagle Point, and we moved to the
foreman’s house next to the big house. The only other pecple

who lived at Eagle Point were the Gunns--Boyd, Claudia, and



their daughter Janice. David White was another full-time
employee, but his family--his wife Susie and daughter Frances--
1ived about six miles away. Approximately ten colored emplovees
reported to work daily--some part-time and some full-time. We
had a major flood that summer. My cousin Virginia and I swam 1n
and out of the house through windows that were five feet from
the ground.

The next few years were great for me. I was ten years old
and enjoyed fishing, swaimming, pets, and summer visits from my
cousins Virginia and Marie (from Hampton) and Elizabeth (from
Maryland). We had kerosene lamps for light and a small pot
belly stove in each room for heat. Our family was very
religious, and it seemed that everything except eating,
breathing, and going to church was a sin. Anyone who played
cards, drank, or looked at a2 weman in the wrong way was doomed
toc spend eternity as Satan’s guest. I couldn’t sing anvthing
but hymns on Sunday. We were poor but always had food and
clothes, and fared better than many. In 1936, when I was
twelve, I graduated from the sixth grade and was salutatorian
of my class at our commencement exercises. That was the last
scholastic honor of any type I ever received. I really think it
was a case of being the smartest of the dummies.

In September I started the seventh grade at Botetourt
School at Gloucester Court House, the county seat. I rode the
school bus from our post office, Naxera, which was about three

mniles from our house. In 1937 we moved te a house near Short



Lane post office after leaving Eagle Point. I started Botetourt
High School 1n September. Sometime during the school vear we
bought 2% acres with a fairly new four-room wood-frame house on
Tidemill Lane {three miles outside of Hampton) for $1200. Dad
started a new job at a college, the Hampton Institute, as a
painter for $24 a week. I transferred to Hampton High School. I
had developed a pretty good personality and didn’t have any
trouble adjusting.

We did not have a bathroom in the house, so 1t was back to
the outside two-holer and the Sears catalog. My grandmother was
still living with us, so I slept on a fold-up sofa in the
living room. We adjusted to our new suburban living and life
went on. We joined the Hampton First Presbyterian Church, I got
a learner’s driving permit in 1938 and spent a lot of nights in
town with Virginia and Marie at Aunt Elizabeth and Uncle
Henry’s home on Elizabeth St. near the high schocl. In the
summer of 1939, I worked on Uncle Henry’s deep-sea trawling
boat, the Malola. I made one last trip in early September,
which made me late starting school. On the way back to port, we
neard on the radio that the Braitish had declared war on
Germany.

On February 29th, 1540, I celebrated my sixteenth birthday
(teéhnlcally my fourth). I remember driving my date home 1in our
old Model A Ford that jumped out of gear every five minutes 1f
you didn’t hold the stick shift. Soon after that, we rented out

+he house and moved into a rented home on the highway leading



into town. (I don’t know why We moved. Maybe 1t was because the
new place had a bathroom.) That summer I did some yard work for
pay and later got a Job in a Pender’s grocery store. I worked
twelve hours each Saturday for $2.75 (before withholdings). I
was a good salesman but later quit when I found that the
manager had been skimming 25 cents off the top of my pay each
Saturday.

Later in the vear, we moved to 47th St. in Newport News,
where Mother started a boarding house for shipyard workers.
Thousands of young workers came up from North Carolina. They
would work all week, head back home on Friday afternoon, and
return to Newport News on Sunday night. My mother filled all
the rooms of the three-story house. There were about five guys
to a room for a total of about thirty roomers and over a
hundred for meals and lunches every day. I slept in one of the
halls under a hanging curtain. I rode the streetcar back to
Hampton (ten miles) each day. I kept the move to Newport News
secret so I could remain in and graduate from Hampton High the
next June.

It was a hectic vear for me, but I did graduate on June I,
1541. I then worked full-time in the Young Men Shop--a clothing
store on Washington Ave. I did well, but I heard of job
openings at the Glen L. Martin aircraft factory in Baltimore.
My close friend 5.C. Forrest and I went for an i1nterview, were
nired, and reported for work, all within a month. We found a

rooming house in Waverly and rented a room on the third floor.



Room and board (with a lunch) was $9 a week. My starting salary
was $18.50 per week. Carpooling was $2, which left me $7.50 to
live on. I guickly adjusted to the new lifestyle and was very
happy with the new job. A year later J.C. married a girl from
Hampton, and I moved in with them to help share the expenses.
We lived i1n Govenstown, a suburb of Baltimore.

I went to church, made many friends, and worked out daily
at the ¥YMCA with my coworkers. Then it happened. I was touring
the U.S. Naval Acadeny at Annapolis with a girl from church one
Sunday afternoon when the loudspeakers asked all visitors to
leave immediately. As I drove through the gate in a borrowed
car, I asked the guard why we had to leave. He replied that the
Japanese had attacked the naval base at Pearl Harbor. As we
headed for Baltimore, I asked Lydia the same guestion asked by
millions of Americans that afternoon, "Where is Pearl Harbor?®

As the months passed in 1942, more of my friends left work
and went inte the service. The military forces expanded, and by
the end of the year they landed in North Africa. By the end of
January, I returned home to wait for my call from the draf
board. By quitting the aircraft factory, I forfeited my
military deferment. As we later joked when telling about
entering the service, I got my patriotism and stupidity mixed
up. After a couple months, I received a letter from the
president: "Greetings~-We want you.® My life was never the same

after that invitaticn.



CHAPTER 2
ENTERING THE MILITARY

I reported to a military induction center in Richmond,
Virginia, for mental and physical examinations in late March of
1943. The next day I was officially inducted into the U.S. Army
Air Force and given a few weeks leave before reporting to Camp
Lee, Virginia, for active duty. After a sad goodbye tc my
mother, father, and girlfriend, I entered the gate to the
unknown. I quickly found out that my life no longer belonged to
me. My long curly hair was the first to go.

Next I began basic training on May 2. I wasn’t sure what
to expect, but I certainly never expected to be sent to Miami
Beach and housed in two of the finest hotels on the beach--the
cadillac and the President Madison. After twenty-one days of
practicing close-order drill, we failed our passing review test
and had to start over. 0ddly encugh, no one seemed to mind.

Of course, it couldn’t last forever, and after passing our
next test, it was on to Amarillo, Texas, and alrcraft mechanic
school. Here we experienced many sand- and snowstorms during
the winter of 1943. I had never seen such high snowdrifts. I

ried to learn something about a B-17 multi-engine heavy
bomber, whatever that was. We studied Wraight Cyclone 1200-
horsepower engines, hydraulic and brake systems, and everything

else about that airplane. The sad part was that they did not



make us understand how important 1t was to learn and remember
what they taught.

We were given our PFC stripes and diplomas after five
months, along with the title of aircraft crew chief. Some used
the new title aircraft engineer, but that seemed too high-tech
for me. Normally, the crew chief flew in the top turret and
assisted the pilot and copilot in takecff and landing, fired
formation flares, checked oxygen and all fluid systems levels,
and generally kept an eye on the entire aircraft.

Next we were sent to aerial gunnery school on Jan. 25,
1944, in Kingman, Arizona. Here we had weeks of classroom work,
and then we were sent over to Yucca in the Death Valley area,
where we actually flew B-~17s for the first time. Each day we
would load our 50-caliber guns and fire at either air-to—air or
air-to-ground targets. In addition to learning how to fire the
guns, I also learned how to scrub ocut the waist and other gun
stations of a B-17 after being sick during the flight.

I completed the school on March 20, receiving my corporal
stripes and my first furlough. I headed for home after cone year
of military life. Things would never really be the same again,
and even though 1t was great to be home, I was happy to report
+o Lincoln, Nebraska, and wait tc be assigned to a combat
training crew. After assignment, I shipped down to Ardmore,
Oklahoma, where all of the crew finally arrived and we started
serious flight training on May 17. We flew day and night,

including some very lcng, high, and tiring missions.



We had been assigned two crew chiefs. For tne first two
weeks, I rotated positions with Corporal "pop" Donnally. He was
six years older than I was and much more mature and serious. So
T felt that the pilot, Lieutenant Harold Johnson, made the
right decision when he appointed Donnally the crew chief and
put me on the second waist gun. After another week I was told
to train in what was by far the worst position on the plane--
the lower ball turret.

After spending ten days in that hell hole, Lt. Johnson
told me to return to the waist gun permanently so that I would
be quickly available to back up Donally in the top turret. And
that I was also now qualified to back up Flammer in the lower
ball turret. I was really happy with the situation. We flew 150
flight hours, received cur first wings, were given our last
furlough, and then reported back te Lincoln to wait for our own
plane and receive orders for overseas.

The big day came on August 14th, when we received our new
B-17G and were ordered to England. We departed the morning of
the 16th and flew for four days, stopping in Manchester, New
Hampshire; Gander, Newfoundland; Revkjavik, Iceland; and
Valley, Wales. On the way to Iceland, while we were £lying at
13,000 feet one night, ice began to form on the wings. The
pilots forgot to turn on the wing de-1icers and slowly the 1ice
built up, causing the plane to decrease speed until 1t went
into a stall and the nose suddenly dropped straight down. The

copilot started to pull the nose up and Johnson hit his hands
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quickly and pushed the controls forward, sending the plane into
a dive in order to pick up enough speed to regain flight
control. He went straight down to approximately 4000 feet and a
speed of 200 knots before they both pulled back on the
controls. The plane leveled off and climbed back to the
original altitude. Believe me, nc one slept anymore that night.

We spent several days receiving so-called overseas
orientation and then it was on to cur newly assigned permanent
alrbase and organization. We arrived at a base near Polebrook,
England (15 miles from Peterborough), which housed the 351st
Bomb Group. The 351st comprised the 508th, 509th, 510th, and
511th squadrons. I was assigned tc the 5ilth. After a couple of
training flights, Lt. Johnson was instructed te remove his
backup crew chief, since they were currently flying only nine-
man crews. I said goodbye and was put in a flight pool where
I’d be available to fly on a daily basis until I was assigned
to a permanent crew. That was a frightening and lonely
situation.

I was spending some time in the squadron room one day
looking over some of Captain Clark Gable’s memorabilia. He had
filewn several missions, taken motion picture film, and had left
just before I joined the group. While looking at some of his
still pictures, I overheard a first lieutenant asking for a
crew chief tc fly a special checkout flight to northern

England. I was very happy to go, since there were to be only
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three people on the flight. I even got to fly the plane for an
hour.

Two days later I flew my first real mission with a crew
that was making its last--35th—--mission. Their crew chief was
late getting back from a three-day pass and I was a last-minute
replacement. It was amazing how smoothly they operated as a
crew throughout the flight. I was nervous and scared, and I
tried to act as 1f I knew what I was doing. We were the lead
plane for our 94th Combat Wing, which consisted of our 351st
and two other bomb groups, the 401st and the 457th. All went
well, with an average amount of flak over the target. At least,
they called it average, but I thought it was heavy. I‘1ll never
forget how beautiful the White Cliffs of Dover looked as we
returned to England that afternocon.

I was promoted to sergeant after my first mission and was
sure that I would be assigned to a permanent crew any day.
However, I couldn’t have imagined what was about to happen. &
crew returned from the States and volunteered to fiy a second
tour of duty. The officers were all at least captains, the
enlisted men technical sergeants, and they were fresh from a
hero’s welcome and a bond-selling tour back home. They would
only fly as the lead crew on designated missions. On thelr
first mission, the crew chief had been seriously injured and
removed from the crew. You guessed the rest.

The pilot was in the hospital for a checkup when I met

him. After giving me a 24~hour pass, his parting words were,
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"Don’t let them make you f£ly on a maximum—effort mission until
I get out of here." He was referring to a type of mission where
every possible plane and man, sometimes including cooks,
chaplains, and truck drivers, take off. I might have
exaggerated a bit, but some of those people did fly on
missions. I took the subway down to Oxford to see an old friend
+hat used to live in mother’s boarding house 1in Newport News.
He worked as an aerial photographic processor.

Bing Crosby and troupe entertained at his base Friday
afternoon. Upon returning to Polebrock late that night, I saw
that a nission was posted for Saturday, Oct 7th. Of course,
that didn’t affect me, so I went to bed thinking about the
leisurely day of bike riding that I had planned for the next
day. I had just bought a bicycle left by a barracks mate who
was shot down earlier in the week. Everyone left the barracks
for breakfast around 1:30 a.m. after receiving the dreaded
mission wakeup call. Around 2:30, someone woke me and asked for
Sgt. Edmonds. I told him that he wasn’t here and went back to
sleep. Twenty minutes later an MP hit my bunk extremely hard
with h1s night stick and asked to see my dog tags, after which
he ordered me, none toc nicely, to get the hell out of that bed
and dress for a mission on the double. 0Of course I explained
why I couldn’t fly, after which he grabbed my arm and said this
mission had been declared a maximunm effort, and "I don‘t give a
damn 1f God told you not to fly, yocu’re coming with me, now."

This presented a different situation.
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He drove me by the mess hall, and I picked up ten box
lunches—-part of the crew chief’s duties--and went directly to
the plane, which turned out to be new and had no name or prioxr
missions. I climbed up through the nose door, bringing with me
the box lunches, of which I hoped to use the tenth one for ny
breakfast. First I checked out my egquipment and personal items.
I had on my new leather A-2 jacket, which I took off and hung
up near the turret. I felt my little English New Testament, my
escape kit, and my .45 pistel. A little after 5 a.m., the
pilots yelled, "Start engines.” Suddenly, I knew I wasn’t going
to convince any of them that I wasn’t going to fly the mission.

Upon facing reality, I turned to the pilot and tried to
explain my problems to him, but he wasn’t in the mood to
listen. He said, "Later. For now do your Jjob and let’s get
these engines running so we can take our position for takeoff.
It’s going to be a long rough day." Little did we know just how
long and how rough. After we reached our flying altitude and
all planes were in formation, I toured the aircraft and spoke
to everyocne, gave out the box lunches, and mulled over the
information I had accumulated.

We were going to bomb the synthetic oil plant in Politz,
Germany, which was located ninety miles north of Berlin near

tettin. It would be a very long mission, around twelve hours.
Yes, 1t was a maximum effort all right. A normal 351st mission
put up 35 to 38 aircraft; tocday 47 planes had taken off from

Polebrook, led by Lt. Col. Glawe. Our pilot, Lt. Merrill
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Danford, was on his 26th mission and had a daughter back home
that he had never seen. He did not even know the copilort, Lt.
Robert Ayette.

While we were crossing the English Channel, I removed my
flight cap and oxygen mask for some reason and, with a little
sun on my face, locked directly toward the top turret gunner in
the plane on our starboard wing. A few minutes later, after a
quick exchange between the pilots, I was informed that my old
crew (enlisted men only) was in the other plane. Suddenly about
four 50-caliber machine guns, including mine, were moving up
and down in recognition. Approaching the coast of Europe, we
turned and flew a northeasterly course, which took us to the
North Sea, where we turned right and headed eastward across the
northern tip of Germany.

As the morning dragged on, we grew tired and restless, and
the strain began to mount. As we passed south of Denmark and
Sweden, the clouds broke and we saw the ground. We turned south
and headed for the target. All was quiet. I just stocod in oy
turret, turning and locking in all directions, enjoying tne
sunshine while I could. Through the constant drone of the
engines I thought about the poor navigator, Lt. Mike 0’Shea.
This mission was a repeat for him. On August 9, his 14th
mission, he had been forced to fly a maximum effort with a
strange crew. Their plane had been hit over the target but
apparently they did not suffer any significant damage. Then

suddenly as they approached the English Channel, two engines



gquit and one caught on fire, forcing them to bail out halfway
across the Channel. Just before darkness, after giving up all
hope, they were rescued. But not before one of them drowned in
the overcrowded dinghy. I remembered being told that the second
jump was more difficult than the first. Mike said he didn’t
know anyone on the plane and had not even seen them all during
this flight.

The silence was soon broken when the pilot spoke on the
intercom: "Target in sight." As we approached the IP, or
initial point of the bomb run, someone sighted two large groups
of B-17s coming in from the south and heading for our target. I
later discovered that their target around Berlin had been
closed in and this was their alternate one. Following an
exchange of messages, we were told to make a 360-degree turn.
We made a long, slow left turn and came back to the originali IP
about twenty minutes later. By this time, the other planes had
passed cver the target and every flak gun in the German 6th
Flak Brigade around the second largest oil refinery in Germany
had calibrated the exact altitude and f£light path of our
pombers; thus, the fuses on the anti-aircraft shells had
automatically been cut to explode at the right time.

I will always believe that the leader in the other two
groups outranked cur leader. That was one of the longest twenty
minutes of my short life. I thought about T-Sgt. Ralph
Choguette, the tail gunner. He had completed his tour of duty,

35 missions, packed his possessions, signed out from his
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squadron, and was down on the flight line waiting for the
arrival of a military transport plane that he already had
reservations on. It shows just how desperate they could get to
£111 maximum—-effort requirements. Poor Ralph had never even
flown in the tail before.

By the time we reached the IP again, the other planes had
left the target, the flak had stcpped, and momentarily a
peaceful atmosphere existed. But everyone knew what could
happen. The pilot turned the plane over to the bombardier, Lt.
custard, and called over the intercom, "We’re on the ‘run’...nc
talking...prepare for heavy flak, and enemy fighters when we
come out of it." Before he finished, the sky began to turn
black before us and our anxiety turned to fear as we all
realized that the black sea of exploding shells over the target
had suddenly compressed to a small and seemingly solid black
wall directly in front of us. It was like day had turned to
night.

our 351st group leader, Lt. Col. Glawe, refused to let us
change altitude or course. Seconds later he was hit and left
the formation but made it to Sweden. We were in the lower box
and near the back of the formation, and just as we dropped our
bombs I turned the turret forward in time to see a plane
directly in front of us explode. As I turned quickly to the
left, an explosive white flash burst in front of my eyes and
our plane shook viclently and flames began to pour from a hole

in the left wing between the fuselage and the gas tanks. The
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plLlot asked me to describe the damage as best I could from my
position. Mike O’Shea came on the intercom and said, "I have a
course to Sweden. It should take about 30 minutes." 0f course,
we all knew that 1f you couldn’t get back home, Sweden was the
next best place to go. Silence followed, and as the night
turned back to day, the plane banked to the right and left as
the pilots assessed the damage.

Needless to say, all of this action took place in a very
short time. As we walted for the inevitable, I noticed that our
right wing plane was still flying formation on us. Then 1t
came: "Pilot to crew, pilot to crew, bail out, bail out, and
God be with you." I disconnected my oxygen mask from the ship’s
supply system and hurried out of the turret, forgetting to
connect the emergency bailout bottle to my mask. As I went
through the cockpit, I found the smoke very dense by this time
and could see the pilot and copilot slumped over. I couldn’t
tell what their condition was. I stopped to check and realized
that there was nothing I could do to help them under the
circumstances, so I jumped down into the nose hatch and pressed
toward the open doorway. The flak was still exploding, figures
were moving before me, but as I tried desperately to reach the
hatch, I was rapidly drifting off into another world. It was
like the time a doctor applied a chloroform mask to my face
before my tonsil operation when I was a boy. Slowly my legs

crumbled and I slid to the floor, falling away from the door.
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Thirty-five years later, I read accounts of the mission in
the letters and flight-log excerpts of two of my old crew
members, who were flying in the plane on our right. First, A.J.
Smetana, the tail gunner. I had been best man for his wedding
in Ardmore, Oklahoma, just before we left for overseas. He
wrote, "You were leading our element of three planes. Pop told
us that hé thought he recognized you in the top turret. We
never changed altitude as we went in. It was one dark, boiling,
pursting cauldron. When we finally reached daylight, the
formation was all gone. Our two planes were still together and
you were on fire. Our rookie pilot,triedtto stay with you until
Pop cursed him and told him thétiif you blew,we would both go
. down.. We broke away and. you continued down. I never saw any
chutes. I prayed that. you got out but never knew until I heard
from5you after the war."

Next, from my old waist gunner buddy, Robert Flanagan: "My
log of Oct. 7, 1944, notes that we were flying on your right
wing. We did have officers of a new crew--their first mission.
It was my sixth--Politz 0il Refinery four miles north of
Stettin. Bomb load was ten 500-pounders. Our group was forced
to do a 360-degree turn at IP pecause of a screwup. Flak got us
real heavy. We recéived only light damage but felt heavy
concussions. Your ship and another in our element went down in
flames."

official postwar records 1isted the mission as being very

successful, but the loss of personnel and planes was guite
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severe. Our group alone leost 7 planes, 63 men, and had 24 out
of 48 aircraft damaged significantly. One of cur sister groups,
the 457th, alsoc lost its leader, Col. James Luper, and three
other aircraft, and suffered some degree of damage to 36 of the

returning planes.
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CHAPTER 3
PRISONER OF WAR

T recall that, as I regained consciousness, I was saylng,
wsweden, Sweden?" That would have been heaven compared to the
hell that I was really in. By this time, my eyes were focusing
clearly, and I saw a shiny bayonet held to my chest. I slowly
looked up and asked again, although I don’t know why, "Sweden?™
Then I made out the swastika on the soldier’s helmet and heard
him say, "Nein, Deutschland." Something told me I wasn‘t 1in
Sweden.

There was nothing left to say, so I closed my eyes and
tried to imagine that this was just a dream. But I was rudely
interrupted with a not-so-gentle push of the blade and a
command that sounded something like “get the hell up.% Then,
for the first time, I saw civilians standing around, two
holding pitchforks and arguing with the soldiers. They had
taken off my big heavy sheepskin flight jacket, pants, shirt,
and of course taken the .45 pistol from my holster. My new A-2
jacket had gone down with the plane. I still had a long wool
hand-knitted scarf around my neck. While I was picking up my
parachute and other things, one of the civilians ran toward me
with the pitchfork, but the soldier stopped him with his rifle
and ordered nim and the others to leave. It was amazing how my

respect for the German soldiers suddenly increased.
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We walked across a huge farm field, and I saw houses
burning and fallen debris in the distance. Then I understood
the actions of the civilians. These were theilr fields and homes
1in an 1solated area of northeast Germany. What had they done to
deserve this treatment? This was the beginning of a new
insight, for me, into the real horrors of war. As I sat in a
little room in a small building serving as a guard or sentry
outpost some miles from any town, I noticed a large picture of
an American flyer in the form of a monster with fangs, long
fingernails, and green skin. One soldier, who saw me looking at
1t, spoke English. He said that the caption read "American
airman who rains destruction from the sky on innocent German
people.® "You are one of those," he said, "so why shouldn’t
those people hate you." And then he left.

I patted the mud on my face. I had caked it on earlier to
stop the bleeding from cuts I must have gotten from the
parachute cords as they opened across my face. But how and when
did the parachute open? As I sat there alone, head bowed, I
+*ried to retrace the events of the past few hours, but there
always remained the same gap in time. My last coherent
recollection was my legs webbling and head spinning as I traed
to reach the open hatch. What had happened after that? Would I
ever know? I relived the sequence of events over and over, and
each time I seemed toc see the ground spinning and sense an
eerie stillness as I swaved in the parachute. It was always the

same--just a brief sensation and then it was gone.
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Hours later I was taken by truck to a town building, like
one of our smaller city halls, complete with several jail
cells. Late that night I was questioned by a German army
officer who asked me what I was looking for when he caught me
shaking the parachute. I told him that I was trying to find my
little Bible. I had rolled it up in the chute before leaving
the outpost station. When he asked me why I wanted it, I told
him that I believed it would give me additional strength in the
days'to come. We discussed religion for a few minutes and then
he said, "I will have the truck and the street in front of the
building searched in the morning if it means that much to you."

As T was being locked in a cell, he told me that they had
pickedfupwseveralwmdre%airmen“that:afternoon. No one mentioned
anythingaahout'foodﬂas-théy slémmedfthe“cell door, leaving me
in total darkness. Once again, I reenactéd the events of the
day, and once again I never reached the hatch, but the visions
of falling kept flashing through my puzzled memory. I was cold,
hungry, afraid, and very lonely for a long while. The door
opened and I was handed a cup of coffee, but as I raised it to
my mouth the guard knocked it out of my hands with a rifle butt
and departed. Once again, I lay in the quiet dark room for a
another hour. Again the door opened and I was taken outside,
and this time an officer drew his pistol, put it to my head,
pulled the hammer back, and then laughed and said, "Let’s wait

a while. "
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As I lay face down across the cold hard bunk, I prayed
that God would give me the strength to make it through the
night. Suddenly my high school ring hit an iron pipe running
through the cells, and the sound of the tap was magnified by
the gquietness. A few seconds later I received an echoc of the
sound from the next cell. I tapped again and got the same
response, so I tapped out the proverbial "shave and a haircut.”
It was like a voiée from heaven when the message "two bits" was
returned. It must have served as a tranquilizer, because I
drifted off to sleep, and the next time the door opened it was
daylight and I was given something to eat.

Shortly after that, I was taken down to a little canal
dock with a couple other Americans that I.didn’t know. They
could have been on my plane for all I knew. A small boat
arrived and I sat beside an American Air Force lieutenant.
Sometime after the boat was chugging down the river, we felt
satisfied that our guards did not object if we began talking
and introducing ourselves. I was sitting beside Lt. Danford
Merrill, my pilot, and did not know it. He had come down the
river from farther north. Neither of the other airmen had been
my “angel in the night" in the other cell.

I had only seen everyone on the plane for a very short
time, and they had on flight uniforms and helmets, and ocur
looks had changed for the worse since yesterday. Lt. Merrill
+0ld me that he and Lt. Ayette had experienced difficulty

removing their heavy flak suits while in their seats, but after
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I jumped down into the nose they finally made 1t to the bomb
pay where they jumped. Then I repeated my story, for which he
had no answer or further help. Our ride would have been
wonderful under different circumstances. It was like I had
always imagined a ride down a canal in Holland would be.

Later in the day, we entered the Grand Central Station of
Berlin. I was directed to go with one of the guards to get us
some fresh water. On the way through the heavy crowds, we were
separated. I saw what looked like a men’s room. I entered and
filled my container at the washbowl and noticed everyone
looking at me, 1including an elderly high-ranking German
officer. I suddenly remembered the 8th Air Force patch on my GI
shirt. I slowly walked through the door and tried to find my
way back. Needless to say, the guard was very happy to see me
wandering around near our group.

That night we were on our way south in a closed
compartment on the train. It was cold and bumpy, and the same
guard, with his machine pistol, sat between Merrill and me. As
the hours wore on, he kept nodding and his gun would almost
fall on me. We tried to communicate but were unsuccessful, so I
finally took hold of the pistol and really turned cn the sign
language until he agreed to put it under the seat, and we ended
up sleeping on each other’s shoulders for hcurs. What a strange
turn of events.

We arrived in Frankfurt late the next night and were

transferred to a local itrain that carried us 50 kilometers
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north to the new Dulag Luft Transit Camp for interrogation and
assignment to a permanent camp. We walked up a hill from the
train siding and reached the camp cold, tired, and hungry at
about 2 a.m., and completely unprepared for what was 1in store.
After being counted off into small groups, we were treated to
hot showers and issued new American GI uniforms and shoes. As I
dressed, I wondered if this was all for real or a dream.

Next we walked to the mess hall, where we were warmly
greeted by the American commanding cofficer (CO) of the camp,
Colonel Charles Stark. He told us that the Germans let the
American prisoners of war--or Kriegsgefangenen——run the camp,
and that they had the best food, clothes, and lodgings in
Germany. How well I remember him saying, "Now that’s the good
news. The bad news is that none of you are likely to be here
more than four days. Our goal in this camp is to help you guys
regain your physical strength and morale before moving on to
your permanent camp." The 1cing on the cake was the nice room
and soft bed where I went to sleep still trying to convince
myself that this was really happening.

The next day I was interrogated by a real professional.
The surprise was that I think he knew more about my base, bomb
group, and our mission than I did. He joked about my accent and
asked where my home was, and for some reason I decided T
wouldn’t tell him. He said he really didn’t care to know, but
1t was just the principle of the thing after he had been so

nice tc me. When I refused again, he sent me toc a solitary cell
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that was very small. As I left his office, I asked how long
this would last, and he said, "Maybe until the end of the war."
I spent a pretty miserable night before they unlocked the door
the next morning, took me by a bathroom, and then to a group of
American "kriegies" lined up at the gate.

The Germans checked papers, called roll, and informed us
that we were marching to the train station for shipment to our
permanent camp--another unusual experience to record in my
tired and confused brain. We were crowded into sleeper
compartments on the train and spent many days traveling north
and even stopped in my old stomping ground-—the big Berlin
station. It took so long because we were switched to sidings
several times some days and often left there until they could
find an engine to take us a little farther. Let’s face it, we
weren’t very high among their priorities.

On one of those October nights we actually sang "“White
Christmas." Of course, none of us believed that the war would
last until Christmas. Two days after leaving Berlin, we arrived
at a small railroad station by the name of Kiefheide, near the
town of Grosstvchow. None of us had many personal possessions
at that time, so our long march to the camp wasn’t that bad.
The camp was officially named Stalag Luft IV and was relatively
new, having been opened in April of 1944. It included four
large compounds, or Lagers as the Germans called them. They
were designated Lager A, B, C, and D, and each was separately

fenced 1in. There were ten barracks in each, with ten rooms per
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barracks. By Christmas, there were approximately 8,000 POWs 1in
the camp.

It was a model internment camp, with barbed-wire fences,
machine gun towers, searchlights, and warning wires, all
designed for maximum security. Ironically, the camp was located
approximately 120 miles northeast of Berlin and was only about
50 kilometers from Politz, the place where I had been shot
down. I was assigned to Lager B, barracks 6, room 7, where I
found all 27 bunks filled and one fellow sleeping on the floor
with one thin blanket. I had no choice but to share his floor
and his blanket. With the night temperatures running below
freezing already and with the cracks in the high wooden floor,
Bill Delaughter and I gquickly became close friends.

Whenever possible, the International Red Cross sent loads
of equipment, food, and general supplies into Germany for the
many POW camps. Included were Red Cross food parcels, sports
equipment, musical instruments, art supplies, books, paper,
pencils, games, and a few record players. Maybe 3 to 5 percent
of this reached our camp. The four Lager chiefs, each
representing approximately 2,000 kriegies, would meet with the
cermans and cut cards for significant items to be released to
us. Next, ten barracks chiefs drew cards for sach of the itens,
then each room chief, and finally the 25 of us 1n a room would
draw for the highest card. Once after the entire procedure, I
won a POW wartime log book. Some of the items were just kept 1in

the barracks for use by everyone, such as books and ganes.



There were never enough food parcels te 1ssue a whole one
to one person. The first montn, I was on a one-parcel-to-three-
people ratio, but that eventually changed to a one—-to-six
ratio. Did you ever try to divide a four-ounce can of beans,
fruit cocktail, tuna, dry coffee, sugar, or a small candy bar
into six equal piles? All food, both Red Cross and German bread
and soup, was divided somehow into six portions, and one of two
duplicate cards was placed by each item and a team of six
people would then draw a card and match 1t to the like one
beside a pile of food on the table.

one day the guards brought a load of open cans of salmen
and set them in the hall, informing us that they had been open
for at least five days. When the guards left, we stood there
looking at the cans for a long time. Then a few of us took a
chance and ate until we were stuffed. The others waited and
watched to see whether we became sick, but before they were
satisfied that we were not going to die, the guards returned
and tcok the rest of the cans away.

Since there was noe actual money in the camp, we quickly
made American cigarettes the basic currency. A price, 1n terms
of a number of cigarettes, was placed on all American Red Cross
and GCerman food, as well as other things of value. This was a
real plus for guys like me that didn’t smoke.

Another daily procedure was locking us in the barracks at
4 p.m. and shutting the blackout blinds, which resulted 1n our

never seeing a sunrise or a sunset. The weather just got colder
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and colder. It seemed strange that there was so little sickness
in the barracks, considering the fact that we had no
medication, not even aspirin. There were so few colds or
digestive problems that one would have to take a hard lock at
our life today and wonder what went wrong.

An old boiler room in the front of the barracks had been
cleaned out and six of the fellows had moved inte it in the
fall. Later, I was i1nvited to move in. It was quite an
improvement to sleep in a bunk, even 1f the mattress was
straw-—-at least it was dry. The name of the six guys were John
Maloney, Kenneth Bishop, Archie Stinebaugh, Ralph Groom,
Lawrence Romig, and Ray Sheppard.

With so many people in the compound, there was a lot of
talent available for numerous activities. We had organized
sports and various reading, art, prayer, writing, music, and
bridge groups. I think I played four hours of bridge every day,
only to find in later years that we weren’t playing by the
rignt rules. In spite of all the activities that we had
created, boredom was still our worst enemy. There were so many
pecple in such a little space. We visited, played games, argued
about everything that ever happened in the history of sports,
politics, religion, education, and so on, told bailout stories,
reread each other’s letters thousands of times, talked about
sex and lied about a lot of things. We sang songs like "Don't
Get Around Much Anymore,™ "I’11 Walk Alone," and "I’1ll Be

Seeing You."



30

The entire mental process of coping was just as great as
the physical one. I was one of the fortunate ones that could
dream of home and family easily on any given night. After
months with no contact from home, you realize that someone
could die and you wouldn’t even know it. On the other hand,
they may not even know that you are alive. In fact, the fairst
telegram, which listed me as missing in action, was delivered
on Oct. 23, 1944. The one stating "Your son is a prisoner of
war" was not delivered to my parents until Dec. 11, 1944.

One day the Barracks 5 chief brought us a handwinding
record player with one record and said that it was our turn to
have it for one night. We sat up and played it all night in the
dark in each room and the hall. The record, "“This Is the Story
of a Starry Night," was almost worn through. Having haéd no
taste for classical music, I did not know that many popular
songs were created from classics. This was brought home to me
thirty-eight years later when my son gave me a classical
cassette for Christmas. While playing Tchaikovsky’s Symphony
#6, I jumped up and said, "Jeffrey, that’s ’‘The Story of a
Starry Night.#"

Right after Thanksgiving, we began to plan for the end of
the war. We were all certain that we would be home before
Christmas. It was just a matter of when and how we would get
out eof there. In early December, the Germans really hit the
Allies with a surprise major offensive in Belgium called the

Battle of the Bulge. The Germans told us that if they succeeded
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in breaking through and capturing Antwerp that they would split
cur forces and certainly win the war. It all seemed so
difficult to understand and impossible to believe. We would
just have to wait and see.

In the meantime, our band and drama club had begun to
practice for a special Christmas program. The Germans announced
that they would issue us one parcel for two men Christmas week.
What a windfall. In our room, Bishop and I were partners and we
managed to restrain ourselves somewhat by eating our turkey and
trimmings a little at the time throughout the day. Many got
sick from eating too much at once on Christmas morning. After =z
quiet, lonely day, but in many ways a joyful one, we were ready
for the program that night. I went to the early show at 7:00
p.m. The entire show was very emctional for everyone as the
band played Christmas carols, and the players acted out the
story of Jesus’ birth. Of course, we ended it with the singing
of "White Christmas™ and "Silent Night." The German camp
commandant and all his visitors sat in front of me, and they
sure blew their noses gquite often. As for us, we just let the
tears roli. Believe me, the real spirit of Christmas transcends
nationalities and wartime enemies.

Then came the hew year, 1945. We just could not believe
+hat the Cerman offensive was still moving forward, even though
Bastogne had been liberated just before the end of the year. On
the night of January 4th, General George Patton, Jr., wrote in

his diary, "This afternoon I made the statement ‘We could still



lose the war.’ It’s tne only time I ever made such a
statement." For a long time we just waited and finally some of
sur so-called German underground friends told us that they were
Just f£lat running out of gas and ammunition for the tanks and
could not ge much farther. These same "friends" brought us
equally important news a week later. The Russians had launched
an awesome drive through East Prussia and into East Germany
toward Berlin. Our camp lay directly in their path.

Near the end of the month, the Russian artillery was
getting close. We listened with great anxiety and excitement,
trying to visualize how it would end or if they knew about our
camp. Our guessing ended on January 31st, when the German
guards gave us a few hours to round up our possessioﬁs and be

ready to march.
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CHAPTER 4
THE LONG MARCH TO LIBERATION

We were moved to the train station at Grosstychow and
forced into railroad boxcars where the floor was covered with a
foot of wet weeds and straw with a little snow mixed in. They
put approximately sixty of us in each car, and I was lucky to
sit with my back against the wall. However, by the time
everyone got in, we had to pull our knees up and back. As we
rumbled along, it became obvious that the train wheels were
somewhat less than round. Strange that we did not know how many
of us left by train that day. There were almost 10,000 in the
camp. We thought that everyone was put on the trains that day.
Years later I found out that well over half of the camp
remained and marched out five days after we left.

The next morning a guard gave us two 2-gallon pails to
urinate in and suggested that we pour it cut the one small
window about five feet from the floor in a corner of the
boxcar. Every time a can was full, 1t was passed all the way to
the window and of course the poor fellows under the window had
to stand up and try tc throw out the contents, sometimes into
the wind and snow. Two days later I made my third visit tc the
Berlin railroad station. The "Krauts" would open the docr,
throw in any food and water available, and, as always, refuse

to let us stand outside for a few minutes.
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Now there existed a more serious problem that could not be
put off any longer-—that of bowel movements. We had several
small food cans that originally contained German meat of some
+ype. Our three major problems were the lack of space, the
darkness, and the vibration of the train. The group in cur area
volunteered to test a plan that had been devised after the
failure of all normal procedures. It will be difficult to
describe, but this scene should be preserved in the annals of
history.

Luckily we had guite a few matches, so we all drew back
farther and created room for our first volunteer to take has
pants down and squat. He put his arms around the necks of the
two body holders, while the two match holders lay on their
stomachs and the two can holders zeroed in on their targets.
With some skillful calculations and despite the shaking car,
“"Operation Bowel Movement" got underway. The biggest problem
was that the matches kept going out at critical times as the
operation was repeated throughout the night. In spite of our
adversities, I have never witnessed, or been a part of, & more
hysterically funny scene 1in my life.

Soon after the air raid sirens sounded the next night, the
guards made their way to shelters and left us locked 1n our
cars in the train yards of Dresden. The British night bombers
came over and dropped bombs for thirty straight minutes. As the
pombs fell closer and our boxcars shook, we conducted

confessions and last rites, said goodbyes, cried, and praved
L ! i



until the last plane rcared away. While waiting for track
repairs, we noticed a rapid 1ncrease 1in dysentery throughout
the car. People were suffering from cold, hunger, and vomiting
as other sicknesses began to spread. All previocusly organized
procedures broke down and the cans never made it to the window
and the 1increased wetness of the weeds and straw was not from
the rain Or Snow.

Arrival at our destination, the city of Nurnberg, nine
days later was our only salvation. We were taken to a camp high
on a hill overlooking the famous Hitler stadium. Our compound
had recently been occupied by Russian POWs. The barracks were
filthy, and there was very little water available for any type
of washing. We gquickly finished what little food we had left,
and the Germans told us not to expect much from them. As the
days wore on, we grew weaker and spent most of the time lyving
in our dirty bunks scratching head lice and watching the rats
crawl over and around us.

one day a friendly guard told us that he heard about a
group of American soldiers that had volunteered toc drive
twenty-five large army trucks loaded with Red Cross parcels 1n
from Switzerland to several POW camps 1n southern Germany, and
that Hitler’s staff had approved the operation and worked out
the details. If I had not been so weak, I think I would have
laughed at this ridiculous story. Early one morning a couple
days later, we heard what sounded like the roaraing of large

truck engines, and we looked at each other and said in unison,
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Tt can’t be!" But it was. One by one we struggled outside and
saw the aust from the silhouetted vehicles coming up the hill.
After an awkward meeting between the Germans and the American
soldiers, an agreement was reached for unloading the trucks,
after which a few of the kriegies were allowed to talk to the
drivers for a few minutes. By this time the tension had
subsided but the drivers said they wanted to return gquickly for
fear that some German tank or aircraft personnel might not have
been informed of this unusual operation. During the rest of the
day, in spite of our good intentions, we all ate too much and
paid the price that night.

A few days later, several thousand American POW officers
marched into the camp and intoc a newly vacated compound
adjoining ours. The guards set up a posting board system for us
to display our names and organizations and later opened the
gates so we could be free to visit. I discovered a Lt. William
Custard, 351st Bomb Group, and tracked him down. He was indeed
the bombadier on our crew. The first thing I asked him was to
describe all the details related toc our bailout. He said, "Lt.
O’Shea seemed reluctant to jump at first, but as I headed to
the hatch, he made another try and disappeared. When I reached
the door, a series of explosions caused me to hesitate and lock
away. It was then I saw someone lying on the floor. I decided
to try and help him to the hatch, pull his rip cord and push
him out. When I started to pull the cord, I realized how far

the chute pops cut and how close the propellor blades on number



two engine come to the hatch. So, with time running out for
porh of us, I pushed him out. Then I Jumped and watched the
burning plane fall out of sight.”®

"B8ill, that had to be me that you pushed out." He said
+that because of the smcke and intensity of the situation, he
was never really sure. I then related my side of the events,
the floating sensations, regaining consciousness on the ground,
the ring on the pipe in the cell, and leaving in the boat on
the canal. Suddenly he exclaimed, "Oh my God, you are Eugene
Edmonds. When I was leaving the same place a day later, a
German major came up to me and said, ’'If you ever run into sgt.
Eugene Edmonds, one of your crew members, give him this
Testament and tell him that I found it in the truck the next
morning." I took it from him, gently opened it, raised my head,
and said “"thanks," still not able to believe what was
happening. After he signed my log book, I noticed that he was
from a distant place called Houston, Texas.

The next week, we were told that Hitler had issued an
order to kill all prisoners of war so that thousands of German
guards could be released to fight the Americans and Russians on
the twe major fronts, but confirmation had not come from any of
the military leaders. We never heard any more concexrning the
order. VYears later I read in Albert Speer’s Inside the Third
Reich that Hitler did issue that order as part of his "gcorched
earth" plan to destroy everything in Germany before the end.

Speer said that he and the military commanders would not carry
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out the orders, and because of Hitler’s mental state, he never
remembered issuing the order.

On April 1, 1945, one of our German underground sources
told us that the American Third Army forces were approaching
Nurnberg and that the camp commandant was anxiously awaiting
orders as to whether they would surrender us or begin a forced
march away from the Americans, the latter depending on theair
finding an additional seventy-five guards to assist with the
evacuation and march. The next day, we were instructed to
organize ourselves into squads, platoons, companies, etc., like
the infantry, with leaders and commanders, and be prepared to
leave on very short notice.

That afternocon we began to hear artillery guns firing from
the west side of town, and they continued into the night. We
were so close to being liberated, but I guess it Jjust wasn’t to
be. At daybreak, we heard shouts of the now famous German word
"Raus" (get up, get out, go) throughout the compound. While
returning to the barracks from the latrine, I locked toward
Nurnberg and saw the rising sun flickering across the stadium
and T could visualize the sleeping American soldiers who would
scon wake, eat K rations, capture Nlirnberg, and maybe stand cn
this spot at sunset and wonder what POWs had occupied this camp
and when they had left.

We ate a little breakfast, packed our things in whatever
type of bag, box, or container we could find, and waited for

the American officers to start yelling "Fall in." The German
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guards, many with dogs, began taking their places alcongside cur
iong columns of kriegies. The gates were opened and the orders
to march echoed throughout the camp. It happened that we were
on the southeast side of town, so it didn‘t take us long to
reach the country and then head south. Apparently most of the
new guards must have come from the "home guard" since they were
all quite ¢l4 and could not march any faster than we could.

Around 2:00 p.m., we heard aircraft approaching and to our
utter surprise discovered that they were American P47
Thunderbolt fighter planes. We waved at them but they did not
seem to share our enthusiasm and went into a screaming dive
with guns blazing. Our leaders, some being fighter pilots,
recognized the manuever before most of us did and began
shouting to take cover. Luckily, there were trees on both sides
of the road and most of us made it to the edge of the woods,
where we watched the 50-caliber bullets rip up the road where
we had been walking. Fortunately for us, they came in from the
front, giving us more warning and a chance to escape with very
few injuries. I often wondered if the pilots ever knew of their
mistake. OFf course, the Germans had a lot to say while we
regrouped, and, as usual, our ansver was, "Hey, if it wasn’t
for us, you would be on the Russian front." (By this time, the
Russians were approaching Germany from the eastern side all the
way from the south to the north.)

We walked all afternoon and stopped in the town of

Newmarket before dark, after covering approximately twenty-four



40

ki1lometers. The guards did find us some barns to sleep in and
then brought some soup and bread. We ate and nursed our sore
feet, blisters, raw and chafed rear ends, and tired bodies.
Later that night, there was a heavy raid on Nurnbergq,
indicating that the Americans had not captured it yet.

We continued south the next day, and while we rested at
noon, it started to rain. The rain worsened during the
afternoon. My friend Sgt. Irwin Weiss, who had sat beside me
during the famous boxcar saga, was sort of my partner on this
march. He began to feel 111 after we had been soaked by the
cold rain for hours. Even the guards decided that we should
seek shelter in the thick wooded area. Weiss and I ended up
under a big tree and tried to dig in for the night. The storm
and rain continued all night. We were a wet bunch of kriegies
the next morning when we made formation and continued our march
+o the south. Some of the guards went ahead of us, and when we
arrived in a little town named Berching, they had managed to
come up with soup again. Of course we never knew what was 1in
the soup and never asked. We remembered once, 1n Stalag Luft
IV, that what we thought were black eyes 1in the peas turned ocut
to be the black end of a worm in every pea. Nothing mattered at
this point; we would have eaten anything.

Cold, wet, and tired, we moved on and later stopped in a
town called Beleingreis in mid afternoon. An American doctor 1n
our company took Weilss and me to a nearby hospital. It was full

of wounded German soldiers. A German doctor examined Irwin and



41

diagnosed him as being very close to pneumcnia but would not
put ham in the hospital. The doctor explained that they had
very little help and medications and just could not take an
American when so many of their own were dying. I was 1impressed
by the fact that he tock time to explain his situation. I had
peen fortunate to have been accepted into a hospital in
Nirnberg for a few days after my left ear had been hurting for
a week.

when we got back to the formation, they had packages of
food. Somewhere the guards had obtained quite a few British Red
Cross parcels and some freshly baked bread. I never did know
where they found the parcels, but it didn’t really matter.
After an hour of walking in the sunshine and on a full stomach,
we made a left turn and 1t was obvious that there was a long
high incline in front of us. Everyone must have felt as I did,
pecause all started yelling "pbreak, break." The guards didn’t
offer any objections. 0ddly enough, this time we sat under the
trees toc avoid the sun instead of the rain.

I sat there wondering when and how 1t would end. As the
01d cliiche goes, "So close and yet so far." I caught myseilf
1ooking at the old German guard sitting on my left, and thought
how he looked at least as old as my Dad. Maybe he fought 1in
WWI. Hell, who knows, maybe they were in opposite trenches

£i1ring at each other. Stranger things had already happened to

me.



Then, on the more serious side, I thought about Dad and
how when his company, or what was left of 1t, was completely
cut off from the rear with no communication, he volunteered to
try and cross no-man’s-land and make his way back to the
battalion. His captain said that it was impossible for anyone
+o make the crossing, but Dad insisted, and with bullets
hitting all around him like hail, he survived and delivered the
captain’s message, and the company was rescued. For this, Dad
later was awarded the Silver Star, the second highest medal 1in
WWI, for exceptional bravery. I suddenly felt a little ashamed
for feeling sorry for myself. I also realized it had been seven
long months since I had heard from my family. Were they well?
pid they know that I was alive? My daydreaming was interrupted
by the shouts, “"Tet’s go, let’s take this nill,"® and a few
others that I will not record.

It did not take long to realize that this was a tough one.
Weiss was on my left and the old guard was on my right. Both
loocked ready to fall. I asked Irwin to ask the old man 1f I
could carry his rifle for him. He was the only guard for at
least 50 yards in front or back. He was reluctant at first, buc
then removed the clip and handed it to me. Somehow we all made
1t to the top and made a right turn on level ground. I quickly
gave the rifle back and the expression on his face said all the
thanks I needed.

The town sign read Paulushofen. I would always remember

that little place. In fact, forty-two years later, I stocd on
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that same spot and looked at that sign or one like 1t on my
first return visit. The Germans surveyed the tcown, talked to
the Burgermeister (mayor), and then informed us that we would
stay there two nights. They pointed to several large two-stcry
barns across a field on our left and suggested we find a place
and bed down for the night. There would be a formation the next
morning, Saturday April 7th. I managed to get Weiss in the
hayloft and laid out some clean dry straw. In a few minutes, we
both were asleep.

The next morning, the German guards tried to lay down the
_rules, but it was obvious that they could not control us to any
great extent. They said that we could roam the town all day but
they would be posted throughout the town and anyone caught
escaping, stealing, or attacking a civilian would be shot on
sight. I thought that was fair enough. Of course, it would be
fairly easy to escape, but there really was no reason to, since
the Russians and Americans were rapidly clesing in on both
sides. We had been told that morning that a company of
Americans was headed south from Nlirnberg. The war could not
possibly last more than another month. After we broke
formation, I walked around two of the homes to try and discover
which one owned ocur barn. This was a small isolated country
village, and these people had never seen an Amerlican scldier or
even many German ones, and all cf a sudden thousands of them

were running around their yards and town at 8:00 a.m. 1n the
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morning. It must have been frightening for them. After all, we
were those monsters that killed women and children.

Welss rested well but needed some hot soup or any focd to
help him get his strength back. On my return by the two homes,
a man was 1in one of the vards. I tried talking but did not
accomplish much on the first attempt. Just then, my old guard
friend strolled by while walking his post. I tried to tell him
to inform the man about my sick friend up in the barn. They
talked at scme length and I was sure he had teold them that I
was not such a bad gquy. At least when I left, the man nodded
and smiled. Late that afternoon, I even went into the town
church and took the tour as many others did. We were given a
little bread and soup before dark with a reminder that we would
be leaving early the next morning.

I found our doctor and asked him to look at Irwin again.
He did and advised me to try hard to get him some more good
food if possible and ask the guard to try and get him to a
hospital 1in some passing vehicle, which we both knew was nearly
impossible. I did a lot of thinking instead of sleeping that
night. I was a nonsmoker and had a few packs of cigarettes,
some chocolate bars, and some needles and thread in my perscnal
bag. 0f course, I had paid off a guard here and there during
the march. So the next morning, when the cthers left the barn,
we moved to another location in the loft and hid until the town

was deserted.
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They made a feeble attempt to check all the barns,
climbing the ladders and calling out, but they had no way of
taking an actual head count. After the all clear, I got Irwin
+o write the German words for a list of things I had written
down, such as "help me," "very sick friend," "up in your barn,”
"need milk, eggs, potatoes, or anything available," "have
chocolate and cigarettes." I waited an hour and then walked
cautiously around the barns and behind the houses. I had heard
the church bells and figured maybe everyone was in church.
Sometime later, they all returned to their homes. I decided to
knock on their backdoor and see what happened.

Even though they were startled, I was 1invited or at least
allowed in. On second thought, they had just come from church
and maybe their preacher had reminded them to love their
enemies. I didn‘t discover, until later, why the situation
seemed so awkward, beyond the fact that I was an American
soldier. There I sat in a German home, the folks just home from
church, and we couldn’t speak the same language. Well, out came
my 1list and I went into my act. There was a certain amount of
risk on my part alsc. Could I trust them? After all, they had
suffered and sacrificed for almost six long years. To my
surprise, the lady of the house fixed Weiss a plate of real
soup and some food and a jar of milk. I ate a bowl of soup,
thanked them, and gave them a chocolate bar.

You could almost see color and energy return as Irwin ate.

He even wrote more things for me to tell and ask them. I talked
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to them 1n the backyard before dark and they told me to come
for early breakfast. She fixed Irwin eggs the next morning and
sent another jar of milk, telling me she needed a few
cigarettes toc pay some friends for the eggs since they didn’t
have any left. Tuesday was a beautiful day, so I took a chance
and walked arcund town several times. Most people were aware of
Weiss and me but no one had seen him yet. He was improving very
nicely. I had to be careful because often during the day a
truckload of retreating scldiers would stop in town. The
regular army people realized that the war was almost over and
seemed to be as glad as I was, but the dreaded SS troops got
meaner as the end drew closer. That night I walked to church
and stood out in the foyer where I could look out the door and
leave before the service was over.

The next day Weiss got up and walked around the barn for a
while. I cleaned him up and then went to visit the family,
where he made a big hit with his knowledge of their language. I
visited some other young pecple and almost got caught when a
convoy came through. A couple vehicles stopped and told the
townsfolk that the Americans were getting closer so prepare for
some heavy fighting in the area soon. After hearing this
information, I went back and discussed it with Weiss and the
family, and decided that we had better head south early the
next morning. We ate with them that night and when we said
goodbye the mother hugged and kissed us and said that they had

had two sons killed in the war. I can’t explain the mixed



emotions that I felt at that moment. That was why the situatIon
after church was so awkward when I first visited then.

Sieep wasn’t easy as we both lay there and wondered what
tomorrow would bring. The next morning we left Paulushofen by
going around the barns and out the back way. Of course, as
always, we wanted to head south. The doctor had told me that we
were going toc a POW camp in Moosburg, which was located
slightly northeast of Munich.

As we cut through a tiny village trying to get back to the
main road, a group of six or seven uniformed Hitler youth
appeared from nowhere armed with clubs. Their leader carried a
gun of some type, but it was impossible to tell if it was
loaded or even workable. One thing we knew was that they were
playing war games and had just cornered two American POWs.
Without wasting any time, Weiss started talking to the 1i5-year-
old leader. The others were much younger and acted very
childish, which could have been bad. So they talked, argued,
and continued to play their game for hours. They put us in a
small, shabby firehouse that contained a horse-drawn fire cart.

T figured Weiss was +rying to convince the leader that we
had gotten lost from the formation and were trying to rejoin
them. It certainly made a good story. The sounds of the
advancing American artillery grew jouder, and the group started
asking lots of gquestions, for which Irwin made up a lot of
astonishing answers. He told them we had seen the fighting from

paulushofen right after daybreak and watched the Americans rout
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the Germans. From the sounds, he said, they were almost 1in
Paulusnofen (we didn’‘t know where they were). Last, but far
from least, he explained that the Americans would shoot tnem
immediately 1f they hurt us. We strongly suggested that they go
down the other side of the hill and hide,rand we would continue
south. Finally, they decided there wasn’t much they could do at
this time to help the Fuehrer’s cause, so they headed for the
hill. The leader did say "Auf Wiedersehen" to us.

Quickly we headed for the main road, but first we found
some heavy brush and took a long break. Upon waking, we took a
few bites of what little food we had left and walked south
along the side of the road. A few times we had to hide from
truckloads of retreating troops. Late in the afternoon, we saw
a tank truck approaching, and upon seeing that the driver was
alone, we ran out and waved him down. He stopped, surprisingly,
and Weiss went into his "lost during the big storm last week
and trying to find our guards" routine. We crowded into the
fuel truck and headed for the unknown.

The driver said he was going to Munich for a tank of fuel
and would then return toc the front, if there was one left when
he got back. Weiss told him the truth concerning our escapades
of the past week. We agreed that it was utterly pointless to
continue the fighting another day. He said that 1t was the
Danube that we were crossing now. A little later we stopped in
a town where our driver was able to get us some food. I gave

him a pack of cigarettes. We didn’t know it, but the big group
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of our Xriegie buddies was bedded down for the night close by.
We drove on south.

Upon reaching a major east-west intersection, we ran 1into
all types of military vehicles and personnel. They stopped
everyone and informed us of a major air raid in progress in
Regensburg. Cur driver told them who we were and where he was
going. They quickly took us out of the truck and sent the
driver on to Munich. We expressed interest in getting to the
POW camp 1n Moosburg, to which they angrily replied, "If you
had stayed with your group you would get there without all
these problems. We should shoot you, but for now go over there
and sit with your American friends."

There were about 20 kriegies that had been picked up for
many reasons. Some were sick, some were lost, and others were
just strays like us. Shortly after midnight, a large truck
drove up, loaded us aboard, and headed for Moosburg. We arrived
at the original Stalag VII-A and were told to go into any
parracks we chose, since they were all crowded. Once again we
had to ask people to sgqueeze together to make space on the
£1poor. It was interesting the next day to discover how big the
camp was and how many POWs of all nationalities were already
+here. I knew of a couple thousand more that would arrive
within a week.

The Germans had added several additional compounds and
£11led them with tents. Weiss made friends with one of ocur

flcormates, a scldier from Israel, and found that he had a very



5C

good friend in the German staff office in Moosburg. There were
thousands of both regular army and SS troops in and around
Moosburg. Theodore Goloreich, our new friend, went into town
every day for four hours and brought back reports on the latest
American and Russian troop positions and movements. They were
closing in from all sides; however, those moving down from
Nurnburg were still meeting fierce resistance. Years earlier,
Theodore had been a classmate or roommate at a university in
Israel with the German officer in Mocosburg.

We never knew when our old group arrived, because they
were put 1n another compound or camp hearby. Prisoners were
arriving from all directions every day, adding to the
unbelievable overcrowding and confusion throughout the camps.
Many were just sleeping on the ground. A strong rumor, which
didn’t help to ease the tension any, was that the Germans
intended to march us to Salzburg, Austria, and hold us as
hostages. That coculd have been disastrous. During the ensuing
days, our worries and fear were offset by the thrill and
excitement of possible liberation. The only information coming
in was that full battle preparations were belng finalized 1in
town.

Early on Saturday, April 28th, about 12 miles northeast of
us, an attack had been iaunched on the rather large town of
f.andshut. At the same time, the 47th Tank Battalion had been
ordered to break off, head south, and attack Moosburg at & a.nm.

t+he next morning. AsS we were unaware of these events at the



time, that Saturday in the camp was much like any cther. The
weather was perfect; we walked, we talked, played a ilittle
catch football, and of course told the guards that their days
were getting fewer.

By late afternoon, various rumors began drifting in, even
from some of the guards. They included us being liberated,
being deserted, being shot, or being marched to Salzburg. I was
not overly concerned until Theodore did not show up all night.
We got up early Sunday morning and looked in all directions,
even from the top of the barracks, for some indications of
American troops in the area. There were none. A little after 8
o’clock, I saw Theodore come in the gate. After rounding up
Weiss and a few close friends, Theodore told us one of the most
incredible stories I had heard. At least it ranked near the
top.

He said that a German delegaticn driving a white Red Cross
jeep drove down about a kilometer below us to the American
command post and asked to see Brigadier General Karlstad, the
commanding officer. Now our troops were supposed to have
arrived there and set up camp around 10 p.m. the previous
night. The Germans were ushered in just before 6 a.m., and they
presented a complex surrender plan that would protect the
prisconers and the town. It called for a halt in all fighting
until a joint plan for releasing the prisoners could be worked

out. Gen. Karlstad rejected the proposal, stating that he would
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accept nothing less than an unconditional surrender offer. He
said he would delay the attack until 10 a.m.

There we sat, absolutely shocked by the story but sure he
had not made 1t up. I think everyone in our compound heard the
story within 30 minutes. The chaplain best expressed our
feelings when he said, "1 find the story hard to believe, but
let us move ocur 11 o‘clock service up to 9 o’clock." I an sure
God knew that our minds, including the chaplain’s, were not on
the sermon that morning. At least everyone agreed with what he
asked for in his final prayer. There was nothing but total
silence as tens of thousands of POWs stood there in the
sunshine just watching and waiting. Just before 10 o’clock, two
American P-51 fighter aircraft roared over the treetops and
across the camp. Excitement mounted as they returned, did a
slow roll, and pulled up in a steep c¢limb. While we were
watching them, all hell broke loose.

There was no doubt left. This was it. Large artillery
shells roared over the camp in both directions. One barracks
was hit, tanks were seen moving toward the town, and doocr-to-
door street fighting was taking place before our eyes. Machine
gun and small arms fire was all around us and eventually forced
us to go inside or lie on the ground.

The battle lasted for two and a half hours. At about 12:30
p.m., twe Company C tanks rumbled up to our main gate. Several
jeeps with high-ranking officers scon drove up. There was a

qgquick ceremony of officially surrendering the camp, and at 1:15
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the American flag was raised. Hands raised to salute 1it, tears
fell to express our love for 1t, and hearts beat faster as we
thanked God that we had lived to see it again.

The next hour was utter chaos everywhere. The troops gave
up on us for a couple of hours. I went across the road and down
the street to where a tank was sitting. Some Russian slave
liaborers, including women, were there and we all embraced,
patted the tank, and thanked the crew for freeing us. Then the
tank sergeant suggested that I climb up and take a tour. It was
my first, and last, time inside a tank. It was wonderful to sit
there and see the "Stars and Stripes" paper, all those K
rations, headphones, and ammunition. Funny, I thought of them
as brave heroes and then the sergeant said, "“Hey man, nothing
is too good for you guys. You gave it all and deserve the
best." They insisted that I ride into town with them.

After we stopped in town, I got out and walked around.
Later an American soldier rolled a German motorcycle up to our
group and everyone looked it over. His sergeant teld him to try
and get it running. I can’t figure out how they got the mess
line set up and the food ready so fast. I ate real, hot
American food, but my stomach could not take much of it. All
the time I was eveing the K rations as the men were telling me
how they hated them. There were still quite a few German
snipers around the streets and woods, so I decided that I had
better get back to camp before dark. The sergeant put all the X

rations he could find in a bag, sent for the soldier with the
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motorcycle, and told me to standby. I quickly became the proud
owner of a German motorcycle and a bag full of rations. I
wasn’t sure I could ride it, but with their help I finally
managed to head back te my camp compound. As I rode on, I
passed compound after compound of screaming, celebrating POWs.
The following are some official statistics and comments
from the historical files of the 14th Armored Division of the

3rd Army:

Official estimates of the total Allied prisoners
freed at Moosburg were 110,000, including an estimated
30,000 Americans, officers and men. Besides a series
of seven POW camps, the Division captured a German
garrison of 6000 men at Moosburg.

once the sharp, pitched battle by the SS was
over, the German defenses crumbled. The 600-man 47th
Tank Battalion took 2000 prisoners; the 600-man 94th
Reconnaissance Squadron took 2000 more. Division total
for the day was set at 12,000.

Scenes of the wildest rejoicing accompanied the
tanks as they crashed through the double 10-foot wire
fences of the prison camps. There were Norwegians,
Brazilians, French, Poles, Dutch, Greeks, Rumanians,
Bulgars. There were Americans, Russians, Serbs,
Italians, New Zealanders, South Africans, Australians,
British, Canadians--men from every nation fighting the
Nazis. There were officers and men. Twenty-seven
Russian generals, sons of four American generals.
There were men and women in the prison camps--
including three Russian women doctors. There were men
of every rank and every branch of service; there were
war correspondents and radio men. Around the city were
thousands of slave laborers, men and women.

A1l combined to give the 14th the mest incredible
welcone it ever received. The tanks were finally
slowed to five miles an hour as they went through the
camps.

"You damned bloody Yanks, I love you," shouted a
six-foot-four Australian and threw his arms around a
peep driver,.



A weary, bearded American paratrooper climbed on
a tank and kissed the tank commander. Tears streamed
from his cheeks. The women had flowers, and they threw
the flowers on the tanks and in the peeps. Italians
and Serbs, tired and drawn, Jjammed around the
vehicles, eagerly thrusting out their hands to touch
their liberators, weeping.

An American Air Corps lieutenant kissed a tank.

"cod damn, do I love the ground forces," he said.

"This is the happiest day of my lifel™

British ex-POWs rode bicycles through the towns--
freed prisoners took most of the bicycles and
motorcycles and autos with which Germany was so well
supplied. Slave laborers, men and women, stood by
every road, making a "V" with their fingers and
grinning and throwing flowers.

German prisoners taken included boys of nine,
fully uniformed and armed, and girls of 17 and 18--
also uniformed and armed.

Tec/5 Floyd C. Mahoney of C-47 freed his own son,
a lieutenant in the Air Corps.

While reading and enjoying the above information, I was saddened
by the following few lines I found in these records: “The enemy
in ¢ Company’s sector had fallen back to Paulushofen. C Company
dug in on the ridge and called for artillery on the town. The
artillery, mortars, and tank guns pounded at Paulushofen and the
town was in flames."

I received quite a welcome back in camp when my friends
discovered the rations. While we waited for trucks to evacuate
us to airports, we walked the streets and took hikes outside of
town. After what seemed like an eternity, we were taken to an
airport and positioned on the sides of the runways. Our lines
were about 20 feet wide and stretched for miles. Day after dav
passed before the old workhorse, the DC3, showed up by the

hundreds. They would land one after the other, then taxi right



up to the tail of the one in front, load in about 10 minutes,
and take off immediately. A picture I acquired later shows at
least 20 planes "bumper to bumper." I left on May 6th and never
looked back. That night Weiss and I landed in Reims, France, and
were taken to an army base especially set up to process
returning POWs. It was much like the old Dulag Luft 1in Wetzler
except it was totally American.

We rode a French train from Reims to the port of La Havre,
where we boarded a troop ship for New York. I stood on the stern
of the troop ship as we left the harbor and watched La Havre
fade into the horizon. Beyond that horizon lay France, Germany,
and the other war-ravaged countries, but also all those POWs who
would never return home. How lucky I was to be on this ship. I
began to review my experiences since that day when our B-17 left
the runway in Polebrook. As we cleared the harbor, I walked
along the side of the ship and toward thousands of ex-POWs and
realized how much I had in common with them.

They too had once been trained, assigned to combat duty,
and captured. They were sent by train, by truck, or by foot To
POW camps, where they suffered from cold, hunger, and disease,
were harassed or tortured, experienced loneliness, depression,
and sometimes joy, shed tears, prayed, and dreamed of home. They
too shared all these acts with their fellows prisoners. We all
had similar experiences, some better, some much worse, some
funny, some tragic, and some miraculous. I think of mine as a

1ittle bait of them all.
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The ocean crossing was mostly routine, 1f that was possible
under the conditions. We enjoyed good weather and good foocd. For
a few days, I filled in as the ship’s disc jockey and had a
great time playing all the songs I had not heard before. I fell
in love with Doris Day’s "“Sentimental Journey™ and piayed 1t so
often that the ship’s captain called and ordered me not to play
1t again.

After landing in New York, we were sent to a processing
center in New Jersey, where they sent Weiss to New York and me
to Fort Mead, Maryland. At Fort Mead I was briefed, issued new
orders, and given a 60-day furlough. During my physical
examination it was discovered that I had suffered a punctured
eardrum during my descent from the plane. My orders called for
me to report to San Antonio, Texas, for discharge from the Army
Air Force.

I visited ocld friends in Baltimore the first night and of
course called my family. What a relief to find that everyone was
alive and well. The next night I took the Chesapeake Bay
passenger steamer to Hampton. The family welcome was very
emotional for everyone. It tock a while to readjust to the new
style of life. In fact, it was very difficult for me. I was more
than ready to report to San Antonioc when my furlough was up. I
didn’t have any plans for my life at that time. My girlfriend,
Frances, had been dating my childhood buddy and they were
serious, so I felt that maybe I should go back to the Glen L.

Martin aircraft plant.
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Tn San Antonio, my records were updated and credit given
for the Purple Heart (awarded for my punctured eardrum),
overseas time, and missions flown, and then I was told to report
for discharge in two days. The next morning I received some
shocking news. I was told that because I had flown only two
missions and had been overseas less than a year, and even with
all other additional points, I was still well short of the
amount needed for discharge. They called army headquarters and
discovered that when the minimum-point system was put into
effect, no one considered POWs in my situation. Their
instructions were to give us a Class A pass and wait until this
problem could be reviewed.

For two weeks, I did nothing but roam the base, go into
town occasionally, and check with the discharge board daily. I
became friends with one of the girls in the office, and, while
having lunch one day, she told me that a discharge base in
Greensboro, North Carolina, had called and offered to take 500
people for immediate discharge. Of course their records must
show that they had the necessary peints. I asked her how would
anyone know until the folders were examined in Greensbhoro. Why
couldn’t an office clerk make a mistake and put someone else’s
folder with the cther 4997 Yes they could, she said, but she
wasn’t going to do it. "Now just wait a minute, let’s talk 1t
over," I told her.

T wonderad, but really didn’t care, what was going to

happen as I sat in the discharge briefing office in Greensboro
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the following Monday morning. After the group (500) braiefing and
a few minor stops, I found myself in front of a pencil pusher
who was checking my records. "Who in hell 1s playing Jjokes,
Edmonds? What do yocu know about this? Why are you in this
group?" I calmly said, "Is there something wrong? I was given
orders to report to this base, and one thing I have learned 1is
never question a direct order in this man’s army."

an hour later I listened to the CO of a base permanent
party company tell me, "I don’t know what to do with you. I
can’t assign you to any work detail, so here’s a Class A pass
and a nice room in Barracks Five. Stay clear of my men and I’11
call you when I hear more."

T took the bus home and stayed a few days and then drove my
prewar car back. Cne day in late October, with nothing better to
do, I drove to Durham, and while there I visited Duke
University. I was awed by the beauty of its Gothic structures. I
toured the campus, including the beautiful chapel. As I sat in
the famous Sara B. Duke Gardens (among the most beautiful
anywhere in the spring), I wondered what it would be like to go
to college. No one on either side of my family had attended one.

After returning to the base, I read cr heard about a new
education benefit program for veterans and immediately rushed
back to the administration office at Duke, where I was informed
rhat if my high school grades were good enough, I just might be
accepted into the first postwar veterans class starting in

Novenmber. The school was still on a four-semester wartime
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program. Back to the gardens for additional meditation. Should I
even consider doing 1t? After all, my grades only averaged C+ in
high school and this was a tough school. Then, on the other
hand, why not? The government would pay for my room and board
and give me $50 a month to spend (a whole $12.50 per week). I
didn’t really have a job, had very little money, but, after all,
I had developed a knack for survival. I decided to do 1it.

First, I called Hampton High Schoel and asked them to
forward my grades to Duke. I returned to the base, checked in
and hung around for a couple days before returning to Duke to
see if I had been accepted. I was getting excited now and
refused to face the discharge problem. I figured I would just
start classes anyway. When I reached the office, I was tcld that
ny joke was not funny. It seems that most of my grades were D’s
and F’s. I apologized and headed for Hampton. I rushed into the
principal’s office early the next morning and had a few unkind
remarks for the entire staff. The principal accepted them
because of my uniform and 1ts impressive ribbons, which still
carried a lot of weight at that time.

Tt didn’t take long tec discover that the secretary had
pulled the file on the other Gene Edmonds that had been in the
class behind me--a football hero. (A year later he told me that
he had always wondered how he had been accepted at the
University of Virginia in September but would never ask.) I
returned the correct grades to Duke and was accepted to start

classes on November 13th.
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When I got up early at the base the next morning, I was
told by the company CO that orders had come through to discharge
all POWs regardless of their points, and I was to start the
routine five-day discharge schedule Monday morning, November
12th. After receiving no help elsewhere, I went to see the bhase
c0. I told him my story and added that having been through part
of the system I knew that a person could be discharged easily in
one day. Intrigued by my story and desire to attend college, the
cO called an officer and asked what the chances were of rushing
me through in one day. After a brief silence, he shouted,
"Major, you will have Sgt. Edmonds and his honorable discharge
in my office at 4:30 Monday afternocon. I spent a long, restful
weekend calling home, going to church, and reflecting on the
events of the past year.

Monday afternoon, November 12, 1945, after a somewhat
disgruntled major left the CO’s office, I was given that elusive
piece of rolled-up paper and congratulated. He wished me luck as
T thanked him and said goodbye. It was with sadness and mixed
emotions that I returned tc the barracks, put on my new civilian
clothes, packed my uniform, and drove to Durhan. Somehow I had

the feeling that I had just been reincarnated.
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CHAPTER 5
RETURN TC CIVILIAN LIFE

The campus was painted with beautiful fall foliage, and
there was a chill in the air as I drove around trying to find
my new dormitory. I was to share a room with two more veterans.
We all quickly settled in, went to orientation, and started
classes. It was very exciting and certainly a new experience.
Almost everyone admired and respected us and went out of their
way to help in any way they could. The professors were
considerate and gave us every opportunity to go back and review
many of the things that we had forgotten. The average veteran
had been out of high school between four and five years.

As the weeks passed, I realized that I was still having
difficulty with the transition from military to civilian life.
Most of the nonveterans came from rich families with big homes.
Of course, I could not begin to fit into their lifestyle, as I
knew nothing of classical music, art, fashion, theater, or
society living. I think I began to feel somewhat inferior to
them and maybe even to the professors and staff at the
university. Somehow I forced myself to understand that I was
there for one thing only and that was to survive that first
semester. I did not have time to think about these other
things, so I settled down and studied day and night. Before I

realized it, I was home for the Christmas nholidays enjoying
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good home cooking and being with the family. Naturally, they
all boosted my ego--the ex~POW and now college student home for
Christmas. Maybe that was all I needed to go back and get ready
for exams.

T took stock of it all after successfully completing that
first semester. I now felt that I could finish the freshman
year, which I knew would be the most difficult of the four. The
next three and a half vears, including the summers, were
similar but certainly never dull. During the next semester, I
had a serious car accident returning from Greensboro on a
military matter. I hit a snowbank while trying to avoid a car
and went off the bank on the opposite side of the road. I was
lucky to escape without serious injuries. After having the car
repaired, I sold it. I did not have one for the rest of my
college career.

As a sophomore, I took several sociology and psychology
courses, which I enjoyed very much. My parents bought a home on
Ccolumbia Ave. in the heart of Hampton and moved in during my
first year. Mother rented a building on Shields St. facing an
elementary school and opened a small store/lunchroom
combination. Of course, she had sold the boarding house 1in
Newport News. Dad had transferred to the National Advisory
Committee for Aeronautics (NACA) at Langley Field just north of
Hampton.

During two summers, I worked on the fishing boat Malola

with my Uncle Henry and lived with him and Aunt Elizabeth 1in
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Gloucester, Mass. I managed to save some money each summer to
help with expenses at school. My two very close cousins Marie
and Virginia lived in Gloucester each summer and several of
their girlfriends from Hampton would usually come up for a
month. Lewis, Marie’s husband, would take a caricad of us to
different nightclubs in Boston during the summer--a new
experience. Virginia taught me how to dance, or at least got me
started.

I seemed to have developed more confidence in myself by
the time I started my second year. I attended church at the
peautiful Duke chapel the first year but stopped after that
except when I was at home. Most of the philosophical and
psychological material was very disturbing at times, since it
seemed to contradict every principle that I believed in, or at
least many of the professors went out of their way to make it
seem that way. Some of them even pushed atheism, pointing out
that no one should put his life into the hands of a God that
didn’t exist. You should strive, they said, to make your own
decis1ons and control your own life. In fact, here 1is one
direct quote: "To put one’s faith and dependence in a mystical
being is signifying immaturity and the inability to face
reality as a mature adult." The result of this kind of teaching
was major confusion for many of us. Maybe the whole purpose
behind their teachings was to cause one teo examine his beliefs
in relation to the real world and someday formulate his or her

philosophy.
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My kid brother, John Walter, came to visit me for a few
days. T think he was about 15 at the time. I had always felt
sorry for him because he had lived his whole life 1in my shadow.
He had grown up hearing about my high schoecl graduation, my
going to Baltimore to work in an airplane factory, my entering
the Air Corps, my being missing in action, my return from
Germany, and my going off to college. I had never seemed to
have any time to spend with him. There was an eight-year
difference in our ages.

I had become extremely interested in photography after
moving into a room with Aggie Capsalis, who had already set up
an enlarger and processing equipment. He taught me how to
develop and print pictures. I then located the university’s
head photographer, introduced myself, and volunteered to help
just for the experience. Later, I was allowed to use the school
darkroon.

I took advantage of this situation by shooting group
pictures, printing 8 x 10’s, and selling them. I did guite well
during my senior vear. I think that influenced my wanting to
open a photographic business of some type after graduation. Of
course, another influence was learning that all I could expect
from any type of social service work--my major--was around
$2000 a year. I really worked hard during my last semester,
knowing that I could not falter at this point.

One day in March, a reporter, Earl Porter, wrote an

article using me as a typical veteran ready to graduate in the
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first postwar veteran class. It made the Associated Press wire
service and later 1 received a congratulatory letter from the
retired Greensboro base CO. Just as that CO had ended a chapter
in my life with the army discharge, the dean ended another
chapter with a Duke diploma in June 1949. Mother, Dad, John, and
Aunt Elizabeth proudly watched from their seats in the Cameron
Gym at Duke. While packing to return to Hampton, 1 momentarily
reviewed my current situation. 1 was 25 years old, had no money,
no job, no car, and was headed home to open a new business.
Maybe the psychology had confused me more than I realized.

Mother and Dad insisted that I convert the back of the
store Into a studio. My family gave me a little money and Uncle
Henry cosigned a loan at the bank. 1 ordered equipment, and the
family helped me build the darkroom and repaint the area. After
a few weeks, everything was in place and my opening ads were in
the paper. 1 opened the studio under the name *""Gene Edmonds,
Photographer."

My First mistake was not borrowing more money. | had spent
it all and did not have any working capital left. Believe me, |
struggled for some time. If my parents had not given me the
studio area rent-free, 1 would not have survived. The second
problem was trying to make enough money for a down payment on a
car, which I had to have. Finally, 1 accumulated $200 and bought

my First new car--a 1949 Plymouth for $1500.
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Dealing w1th-the public (in business) was a new
experience, and there was a lot to learn. I met other
photographers, did a lot of free work (for the publicity), and
put in long hours. My bedroom was next to the darkroom, so that
made it easier to work earlier and later every day. Slowly my
pictures improved and I gained more confidence in myself and my
work. In the meantime, I had taken a job with an insurance
company in order to have a little steady income. They paid a
small salary and the rest on commission. I was pretty good, but
slowly my love for photography began to take over. I had too
many l0-cents-a-week collections to make. It was unbelievable
that about 30 people on my books had been paying 10 to 25 cents
a week for years and would continue to do so the rest of their
lives. In late summer of 1950 I quit the insurance company, and
in October a Mr. Parsons came to see me and offered me a
surprisingly good deal for his studio in Newport News, which
was seven miles from Hampton.

I was slightly familiar with his business. They did mostly
baby poriraits and quick studio package deals. Their work was
not of the quality that I had hoped to obtain; however, they
did have a good business. He would put a price on the business
and then set up the fcollowing deal for me: He would pay all the
monthly bills, give himself a fixed salary, take out $300 of
the balance as my payment on the business, and give me the rest
as monthly salary. The rest could be none or any amount I could

make 1it. He called 1t the incentive part of the deal.
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After examining the books, 1t looked like an average of
$200 per month, which would all add up to quite a nice deal,
and I could still keep my business in Hampton as long as I put
1in 8 hours a day at Parsons’ studio. I signed the papers and
began reporting in every day. During the next few months, I
began to make a lot of changes in the operations of the studio.
Also, I did a lot of cleaning up and painting. As 1951 started,
things were working out well for both of us. I was averaging
around $180 per month.

It was at that time that a local showman named Tiny Hutton
asked me to come up with a Playboy-type calendar skit for the
March of Dimes show to be held on the stage of the Palace
Theater in February. I started looking for twelve girls (one
for each month) for the show. One of my leads took me to the
basement of the Bank of Virginia and to a very attractive young
lady named Frances Hood. I talked to her, observed her
features, including her legs, and made an appointment for some
bathing suit pictures. Later I selected her as "Miss June
Bride." She wore a white bathing suit and bridal veil and
carried a bridal bouquet. I think it was her innocent type of
charm that caused me to ask her for a date after the show was
over.

I later had a very rewarding agreement with the owners of
the Palace Theater. Whenever celebrities came to perform, I
would cover their entire stay and performance. I took pictures

in their rooms, ate with them, and toured with them locally. I
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would then provide a complete album of their visit (like a
wedding alibum). Some of the celebrities that I worked with were
Tony Randall, Mitzi Gaynor, Jeff Chandler, and Elvis Presley.

Frances and I dated quite a bit that summer and started
talking about getting married in December. However, after
deciding not to wait that long, I asked Mr. Parsons what kind
of a month September was financially, and he said it was
usually a good month. Frances and I made all the arrangements,
spent all our money, and were married on September 16, 1951. 1
bought a new 1951 light-green Plymouth, and we took it with us
on the bocat to Baltimore after the wedding. We returned home
broke, and she moved into the Hampton studio near the end of
September. I waited for Mr. Parsons to complete the bockkeeping
for the month and give me the much-needed check. It turned out
to be the worst month since I had been there. I made a whopping
45.00 for the month. What a way to start a marriage.

We struggled through the rest of the year and spent our
first Christmas in the studio, but we were already planning our
£1rst home. In early 1952, we bought a home being built on Lee
Street. Dad saved us money by doing most of the interior
painting. No need to say how excited we were when we moved in.
The little white house was like a dream. The payments were $57
per month. We didn‘t have much money, but we were on our way
with a new home, car, and two jobs. The next two years settled

into a routine of long hours and hard work.
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Frances had four brothers named Harold, Robert, Gene, and
Wallace, none of whom were married at that time. Her mother and
father were Mae and David. They iived in Crewe, Virginia. She
had quite a few very nice friends at the bank, and we enjoyed
many social events with them during the next few years. I
closed the studio behind the store and my parents gave up the
entire building and tried to live an easier and more relaxed
life. My brother, John, married Nancy Gough in 1952.

A studio competitor, Stuart Lane, approached me with a
very complicated offer for me to acquire his studio. He had a
two~-story, air-conditioned building that was extremely well
equipped. He had a higher-quality clientele. It was located on
Kecoughtan RA. halfway between Hampton and Newport News. It was
a very good location, building, and business. He knew I could
not afford to buy the building, but he in turn had a buyer who
would require a five-year lease on the building, including the
second-floor apartment. Lane would sell me the business for
$500 cash. I then bought the business from Lane, signed a five-
year lease with his buyer, and rented the apartment.

I felt very bad when I sat down and tocld Mr. Parsons
about the deal. I asked if we could discuss a workable plan to
operate both studios, to which he replied, "Wait until I return
in 30 minutes.® He returned from the bank, handed me a check,
and said, "I have just bought the business back. It’s the best

way. Now you are free to devote your full time to your new
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place. I am sure you will need it." I thanked him for helping
me. I knew that I had hurt him. _

Then 1in July of 1653 I opened the studic, using the
original name: "Gene Edmonds, Photographer." The next year
passed quickly and the business improved very well, except that
there were always two major problems. First, I worked 12 to 14
nours a day, seven days a week. Second, I could not even begin
to get out of debt. There was always something needed to
improve the business. Frances was doing well with her job and
our families were fine. My dad was always trying to get me to
apply for a photographic job with the government at Langley.

Near the end of 1954, Frances became pregnant, and we
decided to rent the house and move above the studio. It helped
in many ways. I could@ work longer hours and write off more on
taxes. John and Nancy had their first child, Catherine, on
March 16, 1955. Frances quit her job in the summer. Very early
on the morning of September 15th, I tock her toc the hospital,
as the pains had reached the correct fregquency, so she said. I
happened to have a well-paying commercial job scheduled with an
insurance company that morning. Dr. Inloes advised me to go and
cover it, since I assured him I would be back before noon.

The job was on a tanker anchored in the "dead fleet" 1in
the James River. (What we would now refer to as being in
mothballs.) The ride ocut to the ship i1n a small boat took us
about 30 minutes. The boat owner said he would be back in an

nour to pick us up. I don’t think a human being had been on
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damage photographs, and we returned to the ladder around 11
o’clock. We waited for hours. Of course, we had nc food, no
water, and no way to communicate. When our ride finally
returned at 4 p.m., he found two sad and tired people who
didn’t feel like listening to his apologies.

I walked into Frances’ room at 6 o’clock to find her
sitting up, looking very pretty, and surrounded by flowers,
relatives, and friends. Then I discovered that we had a fine-
looking son named Jeffrey Lee. He had been born just before
noon. Something else had been born that day also--a hurricane
named Diane, and it was headed directly for our area. It hit us
on the 18th and delayed Frances’ and Jeffrey’s homecoming.
Frances never returned to work (officially) until 22 years
later.

We were very happy during the next few years. The business
Xept improving, I bought a new station wagon and better studio
equipment. Electronic lights, for both studioc and portable use,
came on the scene, and of course I just had to buy a set of
each. I had become good friends with anocther competitor named
John Holland and his wife Judy. We helped each other in
emergencies. In June 1958, Charlie Anderson, owner of the
building, decided to sell 1t, since my lease was up that month.
After learning that I could not buy the building ($20,000), he
forced me out. I found a nice commercial building close by,

rented it, and moved in.
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Since we had sold cur home prior to that, we located and
rented a house on Powhatan Parkway and moved in in July. We
made all the moves 1in the 30 days that Anderson had given us.
There was a beautiful backyard filled with flowers where we
lived. Jeff, now three years old, got a new kitten from his
grandparents in Crewe and named it Muff. We had an enjoyable
year there. We read the pony book Misty to Jeff 10,000 times,
Muff turned the Christmas tree over, and we had a beautiful 12-
inch snow that winter. Of course, Christmas was one of the
busiest times of the year at the studio.

As usual, Christmas Eve was a nightmare, what with the
many orders to complete and deliver. I still had some portraits
at the colorist at 6 p.m. I made a fast trip to her home and
found her still painting the last order. While I waited, her
husband invited me inte his study and handed me a cup of
eggnog. Norwocd Evans was the head of the personnel branch at
the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) at
Langley Field. He said, "Gene, this is Christmas Eve, you
should be home with your wife and boy. You work all the time."
of course, I could not disagree with him. "Why don’t you let ne
try and get you a photographer’s job at Langley."

I hesitated and figured in my mind that after operating
expenses were paid I might make close to 83000 for the year at
the studio. I asked him what kind of salary he was talking
about, to which he replied, "I think I can get you on as a GS-7

at $5500 per year. Now remember, that 1is eight hours a day,
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five days a week, with sick and annual leave, and a few other
perks included. Why don’t you think about 1t and come cut and
gsee me after Christmas.¥®

As much as I loved the studio, how could I think of
leaving? As I closed the studic doors around 9 p.m. and drove
home, I really took a hard look at my options and the future. I
think I made my decision while watching Frances and Jeffrey on
Christmas morning. That afternoon I told her the story and
asked for her opinion, which was expressed very quickly. I was
very concerned as to whether I could qualify for the job, since
I knew that motion picture experience was regquired. What the
hell... It wouldn’t be the first time I had jumped into the

unknown.



75

CHAPTER 6
JOINING HAEBA

After I submitted the application, I was told that it
might be weeks before any decision would be made, so I tried Tto
bury myself in my work and wait. One day, out of the blue, I
received a call from John Holland, who, in addition to
operating his studio, worked at the Navy Weapons Depot at
Yorktown. He was in charge of the small photographic
department. He offered me a job as a GS-5, which was about
$4985 per year. I asked him for two weeks to think about i1t. I
was sure I would hear something from NASA by then.

In early February, Evans called and said that a final
review of my application showed that I liacked three points of
the necessary 80 required to be eligible for consideration. The
personnel board reviewed and submitted the highest three
applicants to the employing organization, who could then
request any one of the three and were not restricted to the
applicant with the most points. Evans told me they had only twc
with more than 80 peints, but that did not help me any. In his
office the next day, he tried to help, and while rambling on
over points, service time, etc., he mentioned awards. I jumped
up and yelled, "Purple Heart--dces that carry any extra
points?" "Can you believe jt--five," he replied. "Now bring me

roof as ickly as vou can.®
P
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I returned a copy of my discharge, which listed my Air
Medal and Purple Heart. Later that day he called the studio and
told me that they could not accept the discharge as proof, and
unless I could do better before their 3:30 p.m. meeting the
next day, it was all over. That job was a short-lived dream, I
thought, as the phone rang again. It was Holland telling me
that he must have an answer by 4 p.m. the next day. After going
to bed, I made a big decision. At 4:30 a.m. I began draving 80
miles per hour to the Pentagon. I finally found the right
department and pleaded my case before five colonels who in turn
called the National Bureau of Records in Saint Louis. An hour
later we received a telegram containing the information I
needed with an "cofficial letter to follow."®

Tired, sleepy, and hungry, I reached the personnel office
around 3 o’clock and delivered the material. I wasn’t even sure
that this would satisfy them; however, I did ask Norwocd to
please let me know the outcome by 4:00 1if possible. I could
ell by his expression that I was pushing 1t a little far. Just
as I figured, Holland called the studio at 4 o’clock, and I
reluctantly turned down his offer. I had decided to go for the
big one, so I closed the studio and went home and waited.
Norwood called around 6:00 and politely said, "“"Gene, 1f vocu are
st1ll interested, you can report toc work onm March 3rd."

I reported to work at the NASA personnel office and was
sent over to a small building on the main Langley Alr Force

Base. After talking to several people, I was interviewed more
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extensively by a somewhat puzzled personnel officer. He made
several phone calls, left me a couple of times, and after 2
hours instructed me to go back to the office that I had
originally reported to that morning.

After a few more conversations and a couple more phone
calls from the Langley office, I was told to report to a Jenn
R. Brinkmann, chief of the Photographic Instrumentation Branch.
John welcomed me aboard and assigned me to the still
photography section. He told me that after a month I could
transfer to and begin training in the motion picture sectiocn,
which made me very happy.

After a couple weeks, I was very confused over the names
of the organizations. The Public Affairs Office, PAO, offered
me some written material and also provided me with an oral
briefing around the middle of April 1959. I learned that the
original National Advisory Committee for Aeronautics, NACA,
with headquarters in Washington and laboratories in other
states, had been engaged in research for 43 years. The Langley
Aeronautical Laboratory was the oldest, followed by Ames 1n
Califcrnia and Lewis in Chio.

Following WWII, both NACA and the military became
involved in develcping and testing faster and higher-fiying
aircraft and many types of rockets, such as the Jupliter,
vVanguard, Atlas, and Redstone. The Army, Navy, Air Force, and
NACA all worked for vears without any direction or master plan

from Congress. Then on October 4, 1837, the Russians orkited
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Sputnik I. From that moment on, all efforts were directed
toward the ultimate goal of putting a man i1nto space and
returning him safely to earth.

Oon July 29, President Elsenhower signed into law the
National Aeronautics and Space Act of 1958, which established
the National Aeronautics and Space Administration, or NASA.
Much to the bitter disappointment of the Ailr Force, 1in August
the president assigned the responsibility for the development
and execution of a manned spaceflight program to NASA. On
October 1, 1958, NASA was officially activated and the old NACA
was closed out. The names of all the NACA agencies old and new
were changed to Yresearch centers." Thus emerged the name
Langley Research Center.

Everyone became excited over the new NASA mission and
initiated all types of new programs. It was obvious that there
was going to be a lot of duplication and fighting between the
centers, since nc center had been named the leader. However,
the decision was made in Washington in late October to
establish a new NASA organization to be responsible for
implementing this manned satellite project, which 2 month later
was officially named Project Mercury. Where would thls new
organization be located? That announcement came on November
sth. The new organization was named the Space Task Group (STG)
and was to be housed, 1in the beginning, on the Langley Air
Force Base, but not as part of the Langley Research Center.

Thirty-five key people from the Research Center were
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transferred to form the nucleus of the STG, with Dr. Robert
Gilruth appointed as project manager.

In the beginning, as was to be expected, things were in a
turmoil at STG. People, equipment, and procedures were all new.
Decisions had to be made quickly and on the spot. all
operational support was provided by the Langley Research
Center. After several months of steadily increasing
photographic support for STG, John Brinkmann complained
bitterly to STG management, who finally responded, "All right,
we will tell Langley to hire us a photographer to help out."
The trouble was that they never told their personnel office of
the decision. That is why no one knew what to do with me when I
was sent to them that day I reported for work.

That also explains why I was put on STG’s payroll and then
loaned to Brinkmann at Langley. I reported my regular and
overtime hours daily to STG by phone, since no written taime
cards were required. Shortly thereafter, STG requested that I
be assigned to most of their overtime support jobs, and
especially those involving the astronauts. In many areas trers
was confusion betwesen STG and the Langley Research Center as to
operating procedures related to overtime and travel. Langley
had always operated on a tight budget with almost no overtime
or travel. Suddenly STG, with its large budget, was demanding
unlimited support of all types and at all times seven days a

week.
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In early May, the original seven astronauts, Malcom Scott
carpenter, Leroy Gorden Cooper, John Herschel Glenn, Virgil I.
Grissom, Walter Marty Schirra, Alan Bartlett Shepard, and
Donald Kent Slayton reported to STG for permanent duty. I
assisted in taking their first official astronaut portraits.

As he had promised, Brinkmann assigned me to work with and
train under the lead motion picture photographer, Andy Sea.
After a month I was going on assignment alone, where I
encountered countless strange new terms, such as "pooster, "
"capsule,”® "poilerplate," "heat shield," "atlas," "Iattle Joe,”
"escape tower," and so forth. I was often told that those were
just a few and that there would be hundreds more within another
year.

pDaily, in machine shops, wind tunnels, drop towers on the
river, and in fabrication shops, we would photograph all types
of straps, seats, shields, motors, covers, small towers, bolts,
wires, barrel-like containers, and many other items too
numerous to describe. The engineers told me that all those
things would be tested, reviewed, and tested over and over
until they were accepted or discarded. If accepted, most would
rhen be assembled as components of larger packages, which would
be dropped from aircraft and studied for their aerodynamic
characteristics.

Next, after hearing about Little Joe and Big Joe several
times, I knew that there was still a lot more for me to learn

about the current programs. With the help of Brinkmann and some
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on-site engineers, I learned tha® many major operational
decisions had been made long bef e I came to work. Types of
flight hardware had been determined, flight programs named, and
booster rockets tentatively selected. The more I learned, the
more amazed I became at the overall complexity of Project
Mercury.

Of course, the military had developed an intercontinental
pallistic missile with a warhead nose cone that would separate
and explode, but never had they faced the problems of putting a
man in place of the warhead and guaranteeing him protection
from launch "g" forces, mechanical failures, radiation, unknown
outer space dangers, reentry heat, landing impact, and the
possibility of not being located or recovered after landing. I
was surprised to find out just how much the old NACA personnel
had accomplished in designing the basic hardware for this
history-making progran.

Some had spent months trying to determine program phases,
schedules, cost, and the types, sizes, and availabkilaity of the
booster rockets needed throughout the program. Three major
phases were outline in the beginning. Committees, engineers,
and management personnel from all of NACA took off in all
directions to conduct research and support studies with all
pranches of the military and with manufacturing companies. As 2
result of these extensive studies, the following was decided:

Phase one would begin with the design, developlng, and

testing of the basic hardware needed %o proceed further. Of



course, it was obvious that the manned capsule was the most
important piece of equipment, if any piece could be considered
more important than any other. Its size, shape, and weight had
to be determined. This phase of the program would regquire a
small, inexpensive rocket.

Phase two would 1nvolve several suborbital missions that
would prepare for the ultimate goal of earth-orbital missions. .
It would be more sophisticated and require a larger booster
rocket. NASA selected Wernher von Braun’s Redstone missile for
this phase, and the program was called Mercury-Redstone (MR}.

For phase three-—-orbiting the earth--the country’s largest
TCEM missiles would be required. After reviewing the guality
and availability of existing rockets, NASA selected the Air
Force’s Atlas missile and named phase three the Mercury-Atlas
(MA) progran.

The booster rocket for phase one was designed by Langley
engineers. They settled for a cluster of four solid-fuel
‘Sergeant rockets with four large fins at the base of the
booster. They often joked that the four dark holes on the
blueprints resembled two dice with two dots on each. In the
jargon of crapshooters, that is referred to as "“Little Joe."
The name stuck, and both the rocket and phase one became known
as Little Joe.

I quickly discovered that the development of the capsule
{tself started from dropping different types of barrels, filled

with concrete, from cranes. From these +asts came the basic
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capsules, which were called bcilerplates. Sseveral different
models were being made-—some empty and some with a degree of
interior design and instrumentation. I was told that other
components would eventually be attached to the capsule, like
the heat shield, retro rockets, escape tower, and separation
bands. It was all so intriguing and exciting.

Brinkmann called me 1n for a branch meeting with his nine
desk-loving sSenior photographers, who had been with NASA an
average of 10 or 12 years. He reminded us how much hardware
testing had been done on the ground, in the water, and in wind
tunnels. Then he went on to describe the kinds of tests wve
could expect in the near future, such as the firing of
explosive bolts, parachute deployment, and escape rocket motor
tests. There would be many launches and high-altitude drops
before the Little Joe program was complete. Then he got to the
point: Photographing these events would require the
photographer TO shoot from the backseat of a high-performance
jet fighter, something that had never been done before. He told
us that the Rir Force had agreed to provide the pilots and
planes 1 we wanted to try it. "Hey, fellas, it’s a first. wWhat
do you say?" He added that it had to be on a volunteer basis
because some danger was involved and personnel management
thought we would not be covered by our government 1nsurance.
cal Worthington, Brinkmann, and I were all that signed up. Ccal

had to guit after his check-cut flight due toc an ear injury.
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When I completed the classroom phase, I was given an
orientation flight with an Air Force captain. It was the
highest that I had ever flown--34,000 feet--and the £f£light
included my first 360-degree roll. I took my movie camera to
see how 1t felt in my hands. Sometimes it weighed nothing and
sometimes 1t weighed 30 pounds. Brinkmann and I flew several
practice missions where we chased each other up and down and
around. We decided that in future we’d call them chase missions
or chase flights. The next few weeks we chased a boilerplate
capsule after it was released from the tailgate of a C~130 at
20,000 ft. I would follow it to about 12,000 ft. and Brinkmann
would move in at 10,000 and follow it to impact. Next was
parachute deployment and then the firing of the explosive bolts
to release the clamp rings that held the major part of the
entire package together. It was a new and exhilarating
experience, and we did provide some useful motion picture
photography.

I learned that the total package (or cluster) would
include the rocket, the capsule attached to 1t by a V-band or
clamp ring, and an escape tower on top of the capsule. The
escape tower was necessary to pull the capsule away from the
rocket bocster in case of an emergency while the rockets were
st1ll firing. On the bottom of the capsule was a heat shield
(to protect against intense reentry heat), and in the nose cone
was the drogue ({(pilot) and main parachute. I found 1t difficult

to realize Just how critical it was for all the programmed



sequences to respond to the command signal at the precise
instant in order for all the major events to occur
successfully.

During the next few weeks, I flew standing in a metal
basket specially welded to the nose a large Marine helicopter.
T covered astronauts egressing from a capsule in deep rough
water and being picked out of the water by another helicopter.
I filmed low-level capsule drops (for observing minor failures
that couldn’t be detected at high altitude) and impact studies
of the capsule on land and water. As phase one got into full
swing, I flew two and three flights a day.

I had thought in the beginning that the three phases would
follow each other in order. I was wrong. The Redstone and Atlas
rockets were to be fitted with boilerplate capsules and
launched from Cape Canaveral, Florida, at the same time that
Little Joe rockets would be launched at Wallops Island,
virginia.

on November 4, 1959, Brinkmann and I were scheduled to flv
an observation flight only for the launch of Little Joe {LI-
1A). By the time we reached 30,000 ft. and were circling 10
miles from the launch pad, we saw Little Joe leave the ground
and zoom past us. It was a thrill, even though we were so far
away. Soon after I landed, I heard someone say, "I held my
breath as Little Joe went through max-g." The next day I
learned that "max-g" meant maximum dynamic pressure, which was

the point at which a combination of the highest speed and
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highest atmospheric density created the greatest pressure on
the vehicle. Max-g on Little Joe was predicted to be 1000
pounds per square foot at 31,680 ft., 1 minute after launch.
These figures would change with different rockets and different
payloads. It would always be one of the most critical moments
in any launch.

It appeared that we were going to get our big chance
before the end of the year when we were scheduled to chase LJ-2
on December 4, 1959. STG had allowed the Air Force School of
aviation Medicine to fly its package, which included a small
rhesus monkey named Sam, after its alma mater. This time I flew
at 30,000 ft. and Brinkmann was at 20,000. The pilots had been
cleared to fly as close as they felt was safe. How close was
that? I wondered. I started the camera right after liftoff and,
as the rocket drew closer, it locked very close to the plane,
but the image on the negative was very small. Radar showed us
still five miles away as it reached our altitude. We estimated
that we had to be at least one mile for cur lens to provide
useful pictures. That was a frightening thought. In other
respects, the mission was highly successful, and Sam survived,
although he was a little shaken up; By the year’s end, five
launches had taken place (including a Big Joe), all of which

were successful overall, despite some minor failures.

With Christmas approaching, my attention turned tc the

family and our new brick home on Redheart Drive. It was located
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in a very nice area an& much closer to work. We had a large
window air conditioner in the living rcom. Frances ran the
studic during the day and I worked there at nights. Jeffrey
stayed with his aunt Nancy and cousin Cathy during the day in
+heir rented home on the edge of Hampton near my parents. We
had stopped going to church years ago, but with Jeff four years
old, we felt that we should think seriously about returning. We
went to see the Hood families in Crewe as often as possible.
Two of Frances’ four brothers were married and each had a child
near Jeffrey’s age.

We didn’t have to wait long for another try to get closer
to Little Joe. As we closed in after liftoff on January 21,
1961, I thought we were going to collide with Miss Sam and her
booster as it sped upward and passed within a mile of our
plane. What a fantastic sight as it roared by with all four
rockets burning fiercely. My pilot said over the intercom,
“Hev, Gene, I’ve got it now. The next time I’1l really get yocu
clese.®

The next big launch on the schedule was a Mercury-Atlas
{MA-1), which would carry an early Mercury capsule into space.
The capsule was basically an outer shell with one
instrumentation package inside. I had a pleasant surprise whern
told that I was to go to San Juan, Puerto Rico, and fly on a
large Navy plane and photograph the capsule’s reentry. Of
course, the cdds were against us even seeing i1t,. Some

scientists had figured a course and flying time necessary for
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us to arrive at a point 200 miles 1in the ocean at the same tTime
MA-1 reentered the atmosphere. They teold me to look out of the
s1de hatch window 45 degrees toward the nose and then up 45
degrees and that would be where the capsule would reenter.
After I absorbed all those instructions, I shocok my head and
walked away. My respect for the scientific world hadn’t reached
that level yet.

The trip included my first flight in a commercial 707 jet
plane. I was not welcomed aboard the Navy plane, since the
pilot had bounced a Navy photographer because of me. Just
pefore arriving at the reentry point, we heard that the capsule
had separated from the Atlas a minute after launch. It was a
long trip back to Virginia.

It was about this time that I had two pleasant surprises.
Frances was pregnant again and doing well, and I received my
first promotion, a GS-9 ($5985). The raise caused resentment on
the part of the other photographers, because they had waited so
many years for theirs. John had hired a new photographer,
Wendall Ayers, and he had agreed to fly. I bought my dad’s old
Plymouth to drive to work, making us a two-car family. Jeff had
several friends on our street, was growing fast, and seemed
very happy in our neighborhood environment.

on election day, November 8, the first fully instrumented
Mercury capsule, fresh off the McDonnell assembly line, was
launched atop LJ-5. The entire cluster was lost when the escape

+ower rockets fired 16 seconds after launch. The rocket,
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capsule, and tower continued to an altitude of 10 miles before
peing shattered to fragments upen impact 2 minutes later. The
parachute could not deploy. It didn’t seem possible that just
thirteen days later the first Mercury-Redstone, MR-1, with
another McDonnell capsule, would fail. When the Redstone
ignited, the escape tower shot upward and away, but 3 seconds
later the drogue and main parachutes shot out of the nose cone
and just fluttered down the side of the Redstone. It was
disappointing and embarrassing to say the least.

Even though failures are expected, these twe did nothing
to help improve our morale or the Thanksgiving holiday.
However, employee enthusiasm and confidence in the program was
just too high to let this keep us down any longer than 1t took
to return to work. Workers at the Cape quickly regrouped, made
several changes in the command-signal firing systems, and on
December 19 had a highly successful MR-1A launch. What a great
way to end the year--we needed that.

In early 1961, the schedule showed alternate MR, MA, and
1.J launches during the first four months, but foremost in
everyone’s mind was the first Mercury-Redstone manned flight.
Wendall and I received an invitation to become the first
photographers to chase a NASA rocket launched from the Cape. It
was to be the MR-2 mission, carrying a chimpanzee named Ham.
After a 4-hour hold, we were airborne and on the way. The
launch was beautiful and everything went well for Ham. He

reached a speed of 5857 mph and an apogee (highest peoint) of
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157 miles. He was weightless for 6 minutes and experienced over
17 g’s. He performed all his tasks as planned and really paved
the way for the upcoming manned flight.

As for Wendall and me, we did not get as close to the
Redstone as we would have liked, but the pilots had been
instructed to play it safe. President Eisenhower and Congress
had recently been somewhat critical of NASA, and this was not
+the time to risk an accident of this nature. Naturally, I
agreed.

I was happy to be able to stay at home for a while as
Frances was approaching that time again. She was doing fine,
and on March 2 gave birth to a precious little girl that we
named Jane lLee.

Several years earlier, I had gotten my private pilot’s
license. I flew every chance I got. There was just something
different from the type of flying I did at work--a lot less
dangercus, too. I would take family members on local
sightseeing tours whenever possible.

The decision had been firmly made that, before there could
be a manned spaceflight, there must be a successful mission
where the escape system functioned as it should at max-g. That
certainly added pressure and importance to the March launch of
LI~5A (a replay of LJ-5). I really felt confidant of a success
as I watched those four columns of fire headed for us. Then it
happened again-~a premature firing of everything far too soon

to save the mission.



There was only one Little Joe booster left, and the
pressure for the manned flight was coming from all sides. If
that wasn’t enough, on April 12, rumors were confirmed that a
Russian spacecraft, Vostok, piloted by Major Yuri Gagarin, was
1n orbit around the earth. It was disappointing news for NASA
and most Americans. President Kennedy said that we were behind,
and that the news would get worse before 1t got better. Little
did he know how true his statement was.

All was ready for MA-3 to lift off and make one orbit
around the earth carrying a crewman simulator that could 1inhale
and exhale. I remember waiting at the Cape, standing beside
John Glenn in the sunshine. It was the first launch I had
witnessed from the ground. Gus Grissom flew by in an F-106 and
headed for the Atlas as 1t shot upward, but 40 seconds after
1iftoff there was a violent explosion, and when the smoke
cleared there was nothing. I even thought Grissom’s F-106 had
gone up with the Atlas. If there was anything good to come out
of the failure, it was the fact that before the rocket was
destroyed (it had failed to initiate the pitch and roll
program), the escape system carried the capsule to safety and
cus was not close enough to be hurt. I rushed home from the
Cape to fly chase on the last Little Joe launch scheduled in
two days.

The Air Force had called in a hotshot major and an F-101
jet from Florida to chase LJ-5B, the last and most critical of

all the Little Joe launches. The previous mission report
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indicated that a structural failure near the clamp ring had
caused the early closure of two main clamp-ring limit switches.
Of course, the clamp ring and limit switches had been
redesigned and reviewed. Mission parameters called for a max-q
of 990 pounds per square foot and a steep trajectory of 45,000
ft. before the tower separation and chute deployment.

Rehearsals, on radar, had been beautiful, and Major
carson, my pilot, was planning to rendezvous with Little Jce at
45,000 ft. and then follow the capsule and parachute down to
25,000, where Wendall would be waiting. He was the best pilot
that I had ever flown with in a jet. At 9 a.m. on April 28,
1961, we flew across the shoreline in a climbing half circle
and watched the four pillars of fire and smoke from the booster
as Little Joe headed directly for us. With the adrenalin
flowing, I started to squeeze the camera button but quickly
yelled, "Oh God, not again," as I saw large flashes around the
escape tower. This would be the third time that everything had
taken place far below me, and so 1t did. The tower separated,
the capsule rolled over, and the chute ejected. I screamed,
"Down, go down." Simultaneocusly, he executed a violent insaide
loop maneuver (since the capsule was behind us now) in corder to
catch the capsule and follow it down.

Quickly we rolled out, and I had never experienced such
welghtlessness and quietness in a plane before. I kept velling
o go down, and then he came back, loud and clear, "Edmonds,

will you please shut up while I try to restart these damn
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engines. Both engines have flamed cut." I froze. I had never
experienced an engine flame-out before, and now I was getting
two for the price of one. He pushed the stick forward, and as
we started down I closed my eyes and my mind drifted back to
another time when I headed to the ground in a disabled
airplane. I sensed the increase in g’s as we pulled out, and I
opened my eyes to face reality again. This time the major
calmly said, "Relax, Gene, they’re both running OK, but the
show 1s over for us today. Let’s have a restful ride back to
Langley." After communicating with the tower, he pulled the
nose up and made a guick roll and headed home.

I happened to look down at the river we were crossing and
thought of one cold morning when we were flying back very low
and down that river when the pilot saw several oystermen
standing in a small boat ahead of us. He dipped the nose and
went down to 50 ft. and flew directly at them at around 300
nmph. They all jumped intc the water.

One thought led to another as I remembered the day my good
captain, whe was the base safety officer, dropped his oxygen
mask, forgetting it was on 100 percent, tc have one final
cigarette before landing. He was able to cut off the oxygen
quickly and escaped with only minor facial burns. You should
have heard him trying to explain the cause to his boss.

Oh yes, there was the morning the previous week when Major
Carson asked me, as he r-_.eased the brakes, "What's the fastest

you’ve ever reached 30,000 ft.?" "I guess 2 Or more minutes," I
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replied. "Well, look at your second hand," he said, as I felt
the wheels of the powerful F-101 leave the runway. Sixty
seconds later I saw the altimeter reach 30,000 ft. I just
coulén’t believe what I saw.

T will always remember the time we flew through the edge
of a hurricane for a turbulent 20 minutes before arriving at
Langley. We still hadn’t seen the ground when we got down to
1000 ft. My new young pilot called Wendall’s captain (we were
st11l flying in a tight formation) and told him that we had
inverted the planes somewhere along the way and had to turn
over again. The captain ordered him to continue as he was.
After the tower gave us clearance to land, he said, "Gene, I
know we’re flying upside down and I‘m going to roll over." Just
at that moment, 500 ft. from the ground, the clouds opened and
there was the runway--we were flying right side up. They called
1t vertigo in the Air Force.

As I was scanning the instruments, I thought of another
moment of excitement last year. This happened the morning of my
first ride in one of the Air Force’s largest and fastest and
newest planes, the F-106. The pilot had Jjust completed his
briefing and bail-out procedures and we were strapping in. He
turned on the intercom and told me to notice that on top of the
instrument panel was a long black box with six small glass
panels 1in 1it. He teld me, "Should a red light come on in any
panel, don’‘t even wait for me to tell you to go. Just bail

out." As we leveled off at 35,000 ft., I was still marveling at
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+he smoothness and comfort of the plane when one of the lights
came on.

"Oh hell," I screamed as I searched for the ejection seat
handle and tried to conduct a last-minute cockpit check before
squeezing it. At that instant he yelled, "Wait, wait, we may
have an electrical short in the panel box." I waited. There was
a short, but I don’t remember nuch more.

I once had another big surprise. After a Little Joe
launch, my pilot received a message for us to land immediately
(we had never landed at Wallops before) and tell Edmonds to get
out with his film. STG had requested Brinkmann to send a small
chartered plane to take me to Washington National Airport where
a car was reserved. I was to take all the aerial and ground
color film to Eastman Kodak where they would process it
immediately. Then I had a first-class reservation on a
commercial flight leaving after midnight. I was to have the
f£1lm in the conference room at 6 a.m.

I was relaxed and smiling as Major Carson told nme to
prepare for landing. BY the time we arrived in flight
operations, they had received word that, much to our surprise,
+he mission had been declared a success. A slight malfunction
in one of the four booster rockets had resulted in the decision
to fire the escape rocket motors at a lower altitude. They even
recorded a higher max-g than had been anticipated. Wendall had

some nice film, and I told him that 1t just might be time for
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me to switch positions with him. Neither of us realized that
that was our last rocket chase mission.

Earlier in the year, Dr. Gilruth had selected John Glenn,
Alan Shepard, and Virgil Grissom as the three candidates for
+he first American to go into space. Even though it was known
among the astronauts, Alan Shepard’s selection was not made
public until after the first postponement of MR-3 on May 2. On
May 5, 1961, Shepard lay in the capsule for 4 hours and 14
minutes before he finally lifted off at 9:34 a.m. with 45
million Americans watching on their TV sets. Freedom 7
functioned as programmed. Shepard experienced 12 g’s, 5 minutes
of weightlessness, reached an altitude of 116 miles, and a
speed of 5180 mph during his successful 15-minute flight.

Dean Conger, a National Geographic photographer, had been
allowed to go on the recovery ship in addition to the Navy
photographers; however, few of their pictures ever reached
Langley or the Space Task Group. There was a definite need for
NASA personnel to coordinate many of the recovery operations,
including photography. On June 11, Walt Williams of STG
informed the Navy that a NASA representative or team leader
from such areas as engineering, medical, public affairs,
photography, and the Mercury program office would depart on the
aircraft carrier for the next recovery mission. That set the
stage for the first of my 28 trips to sea on Navy ships, mostly

carriers, in the Atlantic and Pacific, to coordinate all
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photographic support activitles among the news nmedia, the Navy,

and NASA.
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CHAPTER 7
RECOVERIES AND REORGANIZATION

For the MR-4 mission, we departed from Jacksonville,
Florida, on the USS Randolph. Sailing on a Navy carrier was a
new experience for me. After a few days, I knew I was going to
enjoy it extremely well. The clear fresh air, rolling seas,
plenty of sleep, good food, and the VIP red carpet treatment by
all of the Navy personnel was more than one could ask for. The
main events to be covered were the splashdown, pilot egress,
capsule recovery by helicopter, pilot arrival on the ship,
capsule arrival on-board, medical examination, and pilot
departure. Even with all of the Navy and one extra NASA
photographer, I was still a little shorthanded. I would bring
more NASA guys the next time.

Two Navy photographers and I left the ship in the three
recovery helicopters and headed for the splashdown area after
we received word that pllot Gus Grissom was reentering the
atmosphere. Just before we arrived on the scene, the capsule
door suddenly blew off and water began to rush 1n. Grissom dgot
cut and into the water immediately, but he forgot to cliose his
suit 1nlet valve and his suit began to fill with water.

The praime helicopter was trying desperately to lift the
water-filled capsule and instructed the backup helicopter to

pick up the astronaut. They moved in, lowered the "horse
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collar" (recovery sling), and approached Grissom. They were
flving too low and the air flow from the rotor blades Just blew
him away from the collar, which was dangling in front of his
cutstretched hands. We moved 1n closer and watched their second
try, and 1t became obvious that Grissom was struggling to stay
afloat. Our pilot suggested that they pull up and drop down on
him, which they did quickly. The collar fell on calm water and
into his hands. Meanwhile, a red emergency light appeared on
the number one helicopter’s panel, and the pilot decided to
release the capsule, which then sank in 15,000 feet of ocean.
Grissom now had the collar on, but backward, and we held our
breath as they raised him and dragged him into the helicopter.

About 10 seconds of my footage was used in the Hollywood
f11m The Right Stuff 22 years later. Gus told me during the
medical examination that he was really struggling at the end. I
was flown to Cape Canaveral that afternoon and was 1interviewed
by several TV and radio stations before getting a good meal and
a flight home with all the film. Aside from the post-~splashdown
problems, MR-4 was a success, and NASA decided to cancel the
rest of the Redstone suborbital flights and go directly to the
crbital missions with the Atlas rocket.

Upon returning from one of my trips, I discovered that the
Space Task Group had decided to create a photographic office
and had appeointed Andy Sea to head it. Soon after he
transferred, he convinced Al Morowitz to transfer and be his

assistant. Al was another of John Brinkmann’s 15-year GS-95 desk
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lovers. By this time, most of them had little to say to me--a
GS-9 after two years, traveling so much of the time and putting
in so much overtime. In early August, Andy called me, and when
we met later in his office, he offered me a job in the new
photography organization. We all knew, by then, that STG would
move to a new location in the near future.

Brinkmann and the Langley personnel office had coerced me
into officially transferring to Langley in early 1961. They
convinced me that there was no future with STG and that they
would lock out for me. Of course, I was definitely interested
in rejoining STG, moving on with them, and being a vital part
of the space program. I stressed the importance of Brinkmann
not finding out about my feeling at this point. For a month, I
worked when I could with Andy and Al, writing purchase requests
- for new equipment and planning the new organization. The
problem was that I couldn’t trust either of them and was not
sure what positiocn they would offer me. The new division would
have at least three section heads, twe branch heads, and one
division chief. I realized that I had very little experience 1in
government service.

I had closed the studic, and Frances and the children were
enjoying life on Redheart Dr. Of ccurse, I wasn’t helping much
by being gone so often. I was driving to work in the cold
Pilymouth, which had about 65,000 miles on it. Jeff would be
starting schoecl in September--another milestone. Jane was still

a littlie baby.
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The success of MA-4 with a mechanical crewman simulator
on-board would be critical to the program at this stage of the
schedule. After a successful launch, the capsule became the
first to attain an earth orbit. It was recovered by a destroyer
over a hundred miles from the carrier. I flew there 1n a small
Marine helicopter, dropped ontoc the deck, took pictures and
movies, collected the important on-board items, was reeled back
into the helicopter, and returned to the carrier. A few days
later, the long-awaited announcement came that the new Manned
Spacecraft Center (the new home for STG) would be built in the
Clear Lake area 26 miles southeast of Houston, Texas. Where on
earth was this?

During the month of October, many things were happening
behind the scenes. Brinkmann had found out that I was going
back to STG and was waiting for the right time to confront me.
He had been creating problems with his men and management
because he was favering STG a little tco much even though he
ciaimed to dislike them. A high-level management friend of his,
Jack Heberlig, transferred to STG and was put on a committee to
review the planned photographic organization. Heberlig had been
involved in reorganizing Langley’s diversified photo support
pecple into one division several years before. Upon hearing
about Andy Sea and Al Morowitz, he tocld the group that they
were not gqualified and should be put in charge only of public
affairs activities, including news photography. He thought that

STG should establish an engineering, aerial, and still
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photographic division with a complete processing laboratory.
Naturally, he told them he had a good man in mind to head the
division: John Brinkmann.

During a routine visit the next morning, Andy and Al asked
me to pledge my allegiance to them again and to spend more time
helping them to write purchase requests. When I returned to the
office, Brinkmann suggested that we go off base for lunch.
After sipping his beer for a few minutes, he let me have both
barrels. "Why in hell did you do it? Those guys will never do
anything for you once you’ve moved. I know them, and besides,
what makes you think that the Manned Spacecraft Center will
ever succeed on its own? You’re leaving job security. Why? Tell
me!" "Dammit, John, I’m sorry but I‘ve put too much into this
program to leave it. I started on the ground floor and, with
your help, I‘ve come a long way. I have all the faith in the
world in their future, and I’'m going to Houston." Then he
informed me that he had been offered the job of photograph:c
division chief and wanted to be sure that I wasn’t geing to
back out before he called Heberlig with his answer after lunch.

"It will not be easy," he said, "the move, new homes, our
wives, and starting over from the ground up." We shook hands,
and I realized that I had just double-crossed Andy and Al. My
double-cross was mild compared to the anquish they suffered
when told of the major changes in the structure and personnel
of the new photographic division. When lcoking back on the

relationship between our two organizations during the
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subsequent 25 years, I know now that they declared war on us
that afterncon--one that would never end.

John and I worked overtime planning the laboratory lavout
for the builders, discussing personnel, deciding the division
structure, and writing purchase requests for lab equipment. I
was given a momentary reprieve from the internal organization
problems when I reported to the recovery carrier for mission
MA-5. This was to be the dress rehearsal for the manned orbital
mission. MA-5 lifted off with a 37-pound chimpanzee named Enos,
who performed his duties successfully during the fliight, which
was cut short by cne orbit. Enos was recovered by a destroyer
and found to be in excellent condition. He posed for pictures
and stole the show at his press conference. A later cartoon
showed him showed him walking away from the capsule with Ham,
saying, "Well, we’re a little behind the Russians and a littie
ahead of the Americans." The next day, John Glenn was announced
as the pilot for the first orbital flight, scheduled for early
1382,

Formal management offices were now opened in Houston, and
the name STG was being replaced by MSC (Manned Spacecraft
Center). STG had chartered a shuttle plane to fly from Langley
to Hobby Airpert in Houston twice a week for personnel te use.
Upon returning home from MA-5, I found that John had scheduled
us for a trip to Houston that week. We stayed in a motel named
+he Carousel, located in the Gulfgate shopping center. We

toured the area where the Center was to be built, and there was
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nothing but cows in the field and one narrow approach road.
Houston had unusually ccld temperatures the first night, and
the motel pipes froze, sO We got off to a bad start the second
day. A visit to Ellington Air Force Base did nothing to alter
our disappointment with the entire area.

I was pleased with a housing project named Fairmont Park.
The houses started at $14,500, though, and I was not sure I
could qualify for an FHA loan. During the return flight,
Brinkmann began to have second thoughts, and after we landed
that night he called our director at home and asked 1if he could
keep his job with Langley, as we had not officially transferred
to MSC. Unfortunately, he insisted that I stay with him. I
didn’t care what he did at that point. The next day he broke
the news to Heberlig. After a guick management meeting, they
asked Brinkmann if he would continue to work on the buildaing
plans, as time was critical, and they would try to replace him
as soon as possible. Of course, when they asked me, my answer
was, "I want to go to Texas." The game plan was to get John so
involved in division planning that he would not want to back
out. Of course, they would delay his replacement, and 1n less
than a month he changed his mind again.

Frances was not very happy about leaving our friends, but
she knew that I would have a much better future if we moved. I
kxnew that this would be our last Christmas in Hampton but had
1ittle time to dwell on it, because MA-6 had been scheduled for

January 27. We submitted a division staffing plan calling for a
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was listed as cne brancn chief and Bob McGee, from Langley, the
other. We would find the section heads 1in Houston. Brinkmann
and 1 were officially transferred to the Manned Spacecraft
Center on January 20, 1962, one day before I sailed for MA-6.
After two launch postponements, the carrier returned to
port and I went home to find that McGee had decided he didn’t
want any part of Texas. Things were moving fast: We now had an
office over in the old STG area, Brinkmann was going to Houston
for a week, and many STG personnel were already moving. When
leaving, John told me to find a replacement for McGee before he
returned. After much persuasion, I convinced my old friend John
Holland to accept the job. Since he had been a GS-9 at the
Naval Weapons Depct for over five years, he was eligible for a
GS-11. During his interview with Brinkmann and personnel, he
decided that since he really didn’t want to goc anyway, he would
ask for a GS-1l1. They called his bluff and gave him the raise.
In civil service, there is an absclute minimum period of 12
months between promoticns. In most cases, the higher the raise,
the longer 1t Takes. I had not keen a GS-9 but eight months.
Holland started two weeks before I was to return to the
ship. I pulled some strings and had him cleared for travel, and
much tc his surprise I took him with me. On February 14,
weather conditions forced another postponement, and we anchored
cff San Juan and spent four days there. We had daily meetings

with Admiral Eastwald and his staff on the beach. It was my
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first experience lying in the sun on a beach in February. Of
course, the meetings were official.

On February 20, John Glenn became the first American to
orbit the earth and land safely. However, his flight was not
without several hair-raising experiences, some of which could
have been fatal. One of the most dramatic and critical moments
of the Mercury program came when a signal light came on 1in
mission control indicating that the capsule’s heat shield was
no longer locked 1in position or that it had come loose from the
capsule. If the heat shield fell off before or during reentry,
the capsule would burn up. Breaths were held and prayers
quietly said as the capsule entered the atmosphere and the
flames became visible through the window. Those prayers must
have been answered, because Glenn survived the reentry.

He was recovered by the destroyer USS Noa, and guickly
three of us were dispatched by helicopter from the carrier USS
Randolph. We could not establish contact with the destroyer;
nevertheless, we hovered over the fantail while I was lowered
with a movie camera in one hand and a case in the other. Just
as I was ready to slip out of the sling, the destroyer executed
evasive action and left me hanging over the water. I was raised
a 1little and left swinging while the helicopter chased the damn
destroyer for another try. It was obvious that they did not
want us to come aboard.

However, once I was aboard, I locatead Glenn in the ship’s

ward room. The doctor was trying to examine him but could not
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because of the total chaos that existed there. Scmecne from
every department on the ship, including the captain and the
cnaplain, was trying to present him an award, preclamation, or
make him Man of the Day for everything in the Navy. Eventually,
Glenn said goodbye and was lifted into the helicopter as the
setting sun provided a beautiful background for my £ilm. As he
headed for the carrier, I went to the capsule and picked up the
vital 1tems to be returned as quickly as possible.

I found the captain of the destroyer and asked him to
call for a helicopter to take me back to the Randolph. "There
w1ill be no helo pickup from my ship after dark, so why don’t
you eat a nice meal and go to bed,” he replied. I tried to
explain that the data had to be returned immediately. After all
else failed, I designated a witness and, as a NASA
representative, officially requested that he contact Admiral
Eastwald and let him make the decision. I then left for that
good meal.

The carrier and destroyer were both heading for Grand Turk
Island at flank (full) speed, and the destroyer was scheduled
to overtake the carrier at ¢ p.m. Thirty minutes later, the
captain sent word for me to join him on the bridge. He greeted
me and said, "You must be the most important man in NASA, or
Admiral Eastwald has lost his mind. I have been instructed that
you will make a highline crossing +o the carrier i1n the dark at
flank speed, which is forbidden for Navy ships. Good luck to

you."
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Back on the carrier, three S4B planes were being made
ready for catapulting as John Glenn and John Holland made thear
way to the flight deck and boarded the first two. They strapped
in and waited and waited. No one told them why. Around 8:45, we
moved alongside the Randolph and slowed to 30 knots. The lines
were shot across to the Noa as the waves leaped 20 ft. into the
dark canyon between the two ships. The scene was awesome as I
watched those cables swinging and snapping, heard the
loudspeakers barking signals, and saw the cable chair being put
into place. I was strapped in and sent off on one of the
wildest and most frightening crossings I ever witnessed. I was
battered by the wind and waves and hardly aware of the chain of
events that followed. The deck hands unstrapped me, the marines
grabbed me and my bags and practically carried me to the flight
deck.

T strongly complained as they pushed me into the third S4B
and slammed the door. A pilot yelled, "Quick, fasten your
seatbelt." As the buckle snapped, the plane was released and I
was on my way to somewhere. I saw the three-plane formation and
was told who was in the other two and how long they had waited
for me. Someone had packed all my personal belongings and the
suitcase was in the back of the plane. Still wet and cold, I
arrived in Grand Turk, where Heolland and I boarded an empty C-
130 cargo plane and flew to Cape Canaveral. A few hours later

we were flyving to Langley and home.
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The next afternoon, February 22, I left on the shuttle
plane for Houston to set up and open our first operational
photographic office. NASA had opened headquarters 1in the
Farnsworth Chambers building on Telephone Rd. I was provided a
temporary office next to the acting director, Marty Byrnes.
During the next two weeks, I made everyone aware of the new
photographic division and 1ts needs. I was able to get a full-
time van assigned to us, and I requested more space, equipment,
and personnel. Somewhere along the way, I found time to gc back
to Fairmont Park and buy a lot and apply for an FHA home loan.

I took the house plans back to Virginia where Frances
approved them, provided we could add a fireplace in the living
room. For the next four months, Holland and I rotated going to
Houston every two weeks. With Mr. Byrnes’ help, my loan was
approved, and I signed final papers for construction tec begin
when ready. With the radio playing "Stranger on the Sheore" in
the background, Frances cried when I told her I had put the
fireplace 1n the den because that was the custom in Houston. I
think 1t was her final realization that there was no turning
back now, in spite of the fact that no one, especlally wives,
had any nice things to say about Houston. A few weeks later, I
received my GS-11 promotion ($7560).

As I sat on the flight deck of the USS Intrepid soaking
up the salt air, I wondered what unusual events the Ma-7
recovery would bring and what Scett Carpenter and his capsule

-

Aurora 7 could do to top the excitement of John Glenn’s
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recovery. When I lock back on the Mercury missions, I realize
just how dangerous, exciting, and frightening the flights and
recoveries were and how fortunate we all were that no one had
been seriously injured or killed. There was never anything else
li1ke them.

NASA still used the small Marine helicopters and pilots
that trained with the astronauts at Langley. On this trip, the
Navy had a sgquadron of large new HSS-2 helicopters on-board for
sea trials. Every time six would leave the ship, three would
experience problems in a short time and return. The launch went
well and Scott enjoyed the flight. In fact, he enjoyed 1t so
much that Mission Control had difficulty at times getting his
attention away from the outside scenery. Due to a 25-degree
capsule yaw error when the retro-rockets were fired, the
capsule landed 250 miles downrange from the carrier. I was on
the flag bridge with Admiral Eastwald when the Marine major
informed him that the distance was too far for them to go and
left the bridge dejectedly.

Navy helicopter commander Wonderjim casually commented
that he surely would like to have a shot at the pickup.
Eastwald laughed and said, "If you took your whole squadron, I
doubt 1f one would reach the capsule 240 miles from here." His
sm2le faded quickly when he was told that Mission Control at
the Cape was waiting for his plans for rescuing Carpenter, who
was sitting in or on top of the capsule with no means cf

communication. We did not know that his landing signals had
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admiral, with tongue in cheek, reported that he had a fine new
squadron of long-range helicopters on-board and that he planned
to send two primes and two backups, with launch scheduled in 15
minutes. Eastwald was reluctant to let me go, but Wonderjim
insisted that I go in his pickup helicopter.

Smiles broke out; we shook hands and ran for the flight
deck. Everyone on the flight deck was astounded when the
loudspeakers announced the plan. The top media photographers
ran to our helicopter door and threw Nikon and Leica 35mm
cameras in, yelling "Take some for me" as the crew chief closed
1t. We flew in a four-helo formation for a while and then one
dropped out. We received@ a message that a seaplane from Puertoc
Rico was on the way to the capsule and had been told that
whoever got there first would recover the astronaut. WonderJjim
pushed the throttle forward, and we shook, vibrated, and heard
loud noises everywhere. Half the panel instruments were close
to the redline markers.

By this time, a second helicopter had returned to the
ITntrepid. We roared on te our rendezvous with Carpenter. A few
minutes later we received word that the seaplane had been
cleared for pickup, after the pilot had confirmed that the wave
height was safe, and that we could return to the carrier or
proceed and watch the recovery. We all nursed our
disappointment as we approached the splashdown area. The plane

made another low-altitude pass and all of a sudden pulled up
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and left. I learned later that 1t was an Air Force seaplane and
+hat the Navy convinced NASA that 1t was unsafe and NASA waved
1t off at the last minute. Later there was an investigation and
a congressional hearing in Washington.

We were then told to recover the astronaut as cquickly as
possible. I had never seen soO much dark green dye marker on tne
water before (1t 1s released to help high-flying aircraft
iocate the capsule). As we slowly approached, there sat Scott
on top of the capsule with his camera in his hand. The sling
was lowered with extra slack in the line in case the helicopter
rose any while he was putting the collar on. When Scott was
ready, he raised his head, gave a big thumbs-up signal, and
jumped off the top of the capsule. Two mistakes happened at the
same time. First, he should not have left the capsule until the
line was tight; but worse than that, the hoist operator, in his
excitement, pushed the down button instead of the up button
when Scott jumped. Carpenter disappeared intc the poocl of sliimy
dye marker.

I had my Arriflex movie camera running but could only
think of the collar slipping off of him while he struggled
under the water. In a few seconds, a bare green head pocpped up,
followed by a green body. As he neared the helicopter, dye
marker was pouring out of every cavity in his suit. As we
dragged him inside, he was coughing and choking and trying To
nold onte his camera. We cleaned him up and tried to make him

rest, but he would not. Next I tock the media cameras and
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framed some great shots of him talking tc Wonderjim with the
sun setting through the cockpit windows. (A year later I found
out that one of those pictures had been selectad for a cover of
Life magazine and that all the covers had been printed. But
they had been pulled at the last minute for a stock market
crash picture.)

By this time, we were closing with the carrier at flank
speed, and I could not believe that I had already been nearly
400 miles in a helicopter over the ocean. We received quite a
welcome upon landing. I also enjoyed covering the medical
examination, since it was the last one with just the two
doctors and myself present. Not long after, they turned into a
three~ring circus.

Once again, I changed clothes, ate, catapulted off the
carrier, and landed in Grand Turk, where we were greeted by
most of the astronauts. I flew on to the Cape, Hampton, and
then Houston te find that our new house was well under
construction. Mass movement of Center persconnel was also well
underway. I worked with our house builder selecting coloers,
floor types, cabinets, etc., and then returned to bring the
family up to date. They all seemed a little more excited over
the coming trip toe Houston.

on my return to Houston, I drove my old Plymouth. It was
my first trip by car, and I had 1t loaded with plants for my
new yard. Frances notified the movers in early July and all our

worldly possessicns arrived around July 15. The house had bkeen
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completed, and I received word from the local office that the
truck would be at the house before noon that Saturday. I waited
until after 4 p.m., called Houston, and then waited some more.
around 8 ofclock, I was told that they couldn’t locate the
+ruck but would keep trying. When it arrived Sunday morning,
the driver told me they got lost, and after spending most of
the day arocund Texas City and La Marque, they gave up and slept
in the truck somewhere around Seabrook. I was disgusted with
them and the company but managed to put everything in place and
hoped the family would like it. The next day I flew back to

Hampton to drive Frances and the children to Texas.



CHAPTER 8
MOVE TC TEXAS

I’n sure Frances and the kids felt iike pioneers heading
across the country as we loaded the De Soto with everything we
had left 1in Virginia, said farewell to our families, and headed
for Texas. Jeffrey was almost seven, Jane was 16 months,
Frances was 29, and I was 38. The trip was fine until we hit a
heat wave i1n Beaumeont, and with no car air conditioner Jane
really was tired and restless the last 100 miles. When we
arrived on August 1, 1962, it was 102 degrees and stayed over
100 for seven days. John and Judy Holland had stocked the
refrigerator with the essentials and greeted us. Later in the
afternoon, the Drummonds, friends from Hampton who also had
moved to Fairmont Park, came over to visit us.

During the weeks that followed, we tried to adjust to the
new life, the heat, and the community. It was harder for
Frances than anyone, because the children were too young <o be
concerned and I had my work to take up most of my time. I was

iready planning my next recovery, which was to be 1n Hawali 1n
late September. Frances got her Texas driver’s license, found a
new doctor, and made a few new friends. We began attending the
local Methodist Church in La Porte. My biggest task at home was
to save the newly planted sprigs of grass, which had been put

:n § inches of clay-like sand. I waded through 1t and watered
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to spread befeore winter.

T left for Hawail around the middle of September and on
arriving in the lobby of the Hawalian Hilton was given a
message that the launch had been postponed for eight days. Our
recovery team leader, John Stonesifer, asked Houston if we
should return the next day. The first reply was to sit on our
éultcases until further notice. After 2 hours we were told,
"Tt’s cheaper for you to stay than the cost of airfare home and
back." 0Of cburse, these were tough orders to obey, especially
since it was our first trip to Hawaii.

A week later, we sailed on the carrier USS Kearsarge.
Wally Shirra in Sigma 8 was launched October 3 and after 9
hours landed five miles from the Kearsarge, which was located
575 miles northeast of Midway Island. He elected to be brought
aboard the ship in the capsule. I photographed 1t from the
helicopter as it was lifted from the water and lowered to the
deck. Wally’s urine bag had burst upon the capsule’s impact
with the ocean, and we had lots of laughs while undressing nim
for the medical examination.

Farlier 1n the week, the captain of the carrier had
related his experiences during the Battle of Midway when we
were located over the exact place of the battle. I asked him 1f
I could fly in with the planes going into Midway, after lunch,
to pick up the other six astronauts and a couple of NASA VIPs.

T had about 2 hours on the small, unusual island with all the
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pirds on the airfield. I visited the government liquor store
and bought the very best for $2.00 a bottle. Of course, thera
was a Navy rule that no alcoholic beverages were allowed on
Navy ships.

All the astronauts left the plane first and walked across
the flight deck to a musical welcome. The captain and commodore
were out on the bridge watching. I had to take my large
briefcase with me as I walked across the deck. Well, I could
barely carry it and I was leaning considerably. Later I
received a message from the captain wanting to know what was 1n
the briefcase. I quickly wrote a return note that said,
ngjlverware, sir." Several days later at a luncheon at the
governor’s palace in Hawaii, while I was taking a picture of
Shirra, the captain, and the governor, the captain told the
governor that I was a NASA photographer and that I had visited
Midway Island and had bought quite a bit of silverware to take
home. Then he lcoked at me and smiled.

T found things going guite well back at home. The weather
had started to cool down, and I was sure we had saved the
grass. Jeffrey was in the second grade but was nearly a year
younger than most of his classmates. We were about to have our
first Thanksgiving and Christmas in Texas. There was one more
Mercury mission scheduled for mid-May of 1963. Gordon Cooper
was to become the first U.S. astronaut to spend more than 24

hours in space. Faith 7 was launched May 15 and landed 7000

f3

crest from the same carrier, the Kearsarge, after a 34-hour

5
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flight. Cooper also elected to ke brought aboard the carrier in
the capsule and thus Project Mercury became history.

Six of the seven original astronauts had been in space and
returned safely. Donald Slaytcon had been grounded due to a
heart murmur. To paraphrase a saying of later years, "Never had
so much been accomplished by so few in such a short time." We
sa:d farewell to the program with a Center-wide party in the
"I,ittle White House" on the bay in La Porte. Near the end of
May, I did my own celebrating with my GS-12 promotion, which in
1963 was worth $10,960 per year. I think even Brinkmann was
sold on the future of the Manned Spacecraft Center at this

point.

It was time for MSC to regroup and lock at what had been
accpmplished before moving on. It was also time for people like
me who had traveled so often to return home and spend scome time
with the family. We lived on a street called Winding Trail R4.,
and our good friends the Bones and Franks lived on Belfast Rrd.
I sold the old Plvmouth, kought a white Falcon, and started
driving the De Soto to work. Jeffrey began the third grade 1in a
newly opened school, Baker Elementary, within walking distance
of the house.

We made the first of our 25 or more trips to Virginia by
car to spend one week with my parents and one with Frances~’.
The usual trip highlights going and coming were hearing Vvolces

from the backseat: "Stuckey’s!¥® and "Green, Green!"™ (Holiday
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inns). These trips have continued even though the children have
left home. Cunmulatrive statistics for these trips: 113,000
miles, 5600 gallons of gas, 100 different motel rooms, and an
undetermined number of restrcom stops. Alsc undetermined would
be the quantity of domestic arguments and the times we heard,
"Mother, make Jeff stop" and "Daddy, Jane is touching me" and
"are we there yet?" When I look back now, 1 realize how blessed
we were to survive them all without serious problems or highway
mishaps.

The Manned Spacecraft Center had been completed and we all
moved into it, coming from many temporary locations all over
Houston and Ellington Air Force Base. Even though everyone
wanted to begin the Apollo program and put a man on the moon,
as President Kennedy had promised when speaking in Houston the
night before his assassination, there was yet so much more work
that needed to be done. The decision had been made some time
before to gc with a two-man spacecraft in a project named
Gemini. The main purpose of the project was to develop such
tecnniques as precislon maneuvering of vehicles in space, The
rendezvous and docking of two spacecraft, long-duration
missions, and extravehicular activity (EVA).

During the time before the first Gemini launch, it was
like Langley all over again. We photographed astronauts
egressing from boilerplates, went on astronaut field trips,
chased capsules dropped from aircraft, and sc forth. In Aprii

of 1964, the first Gemini-Titan was launched with a koilerplate



120

capsule on top. All systems worked as planned; however, there
was no recovery of any hardware. We departed the port of
Providence, Rhode Island, on the USS Lake Champlain for the
recovery of the full-blown ummanned Gemini 2 mission. The
spacecraft survived a high max-g, and the post-recovery
examination showed it to be in excellent condition. All systems
seemed to be "go" for a manned launch.

NASA quickly announced that Virgil Grissom and John Young
would fly on the first manned Gemini-Titan flight in March. The
Titan was the new two-stage booster rocket for the Gemini
program. Some referred to the mission as GT-3, but officially
it was Gemini 3. Because of his vivid memory of what happened
to his first capsule, Liberty Bell-7, Grissom named his Gemini
spacecraft, much to the displeasure of NASA officials, Molly
Brown, after the Broadway show The Unsinkable Molly Brown.

During the recovery, I decided to remain on the carrier
and send some of the new men out in the helicopter. As I
watched the pilot Gus Grissom walk across the flight deck, I
noticed how much happier he looked on this recovery. I thought
of the time, years before, when he and I boarded a Continental
707 for Los Angeles. After we were airborne, he went to the
back of the plane. Sometrime later he tapped me on the shoulder
and said, "Come on back, we’re golng to serve all of the food.
The girl in charge became 111 and the other girl is new." 5C we

did, and believe me that was an unusual experience.
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After Gemin:i 3, I returned home and bought a new blue
Falcon stat:on wagon, fully loaded--our first with factory-
installed air conditioning. Again, just before leaving for the
next recovery, I received another raise: GS-13 ($12,075).

We sailed out of Norfolk, Virginia, on the USS Wasp for
the recovery of Gemini 4, which was launched on June 3, 1965.
Tt was the first flight to be controlled from the new and
beautiful Mission Control Center in Houston. It was also to be
the first time an astronaut ever attempted to "walk" in space.
It was a very stimulating experience as astronaut Ed White,
attached to an umbilical cord, propelled himself around the
spacecraft for 15 minutes with a hand-held maneuvering gun with
a 35mm camera attached. When he was ordered to come inside, he
replied, "This is the saddest moment of my life."

After a few close calls, White and McDivitt landed and we
recovered them safely. After physical exams, some hot food, and
a good night’s sleep, they returned to the medical ward for
more tests the next morning. While walking across the hangar
deck, they saw a c¢rew tug-of-war in progress. Ed left his
doctors and NASA VIPs and slipped into the line and grabbed the
rope and pulled. The other team was so surprised that they
momentarily let up, and about 50 sailers crumbled to the floor
on top of Ed. Tne entire episode was funny until one realized
that at the bottom of the pile was a man who had just returned

from the longest spaceflight to date and had walked in space.
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There were a few silghs of relief when he got up and stumbled
toward the dispensary.

T remember taking Jeffrey out to the Center late the nxght
T returned and photographed him holding the maneuvering gun
that White had used. Even now, that and so many similar events
are already history. In August, Gemini 5 set another record for
duration--eight days--as they practiced simulated rendezvous
techniques. In the fall of 1965, Jeffrey was 10 years old, Jane
4, and I had passed the big "four-oh."

I will never understand how I found the time to coach
Little League baseball for four years. We had some great teams.
Jeff played first base. We won two championships. During two of
those years, I had to leave for a recovery jJust before the big
playoff game. My assistant, a NASA director, took over. I was
able to hear the scores within hours thanks to a local ham
radio operator who contacted a ham operater on the carrier. We
won one game and lost the other.

As in the past, every recovery was different and offered
scme new experience. We had traveled to places like Boston,
Norfolk, Providence, Jacksonville, ané Honolulu to board
different carriers with different helicopter crews and media
personnel. We visited ports like Puertec Rico, the Virgin
Islands, the Dominican Republic, Bermuda, Hawaiil, Midway, and
the Johnson Islands in the South Pacific. It was always &
+hrill to see the large full parachutes slowly and gracefully

lowering the swaying spacecraft into the water, to watch the
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astronauts egress and later step out of the helicopter onto the
flight deck, and to listen to them talk about their fiight
experiences during the medical examination.

wWhile flying back to the States one night, I reminisced
about some of the fun things that had happened to me on various
trips. There was the time that I was taken ashore from the
carrier alcne in the admiral’s launch. Ancther time they
launched a plane from the carrier just to take me into San
Juan. Then there was the time the admiral’s chief of staff and
I flew into port and spent the weekend alone in the admiral’s
elite mountaintop villa with a car and driver at our service.
The carrier sailed early on Monday morning, but we did not fly
out to the ship until mid afternoon. We were given fine
quarters on the ship and had many of our meals with either the
captain or the admiral. I think you can see why I still enjoyed
life on the ship.

211 good things come to an end, of course, and I could see
a change coming. As time passed and the missions became longer,
more frequent, and routine, they began to interfere more and
more with other naval cperations and thus lost some of their
glamour. However, the Navy always gave us full suppcrt as
requested and in most cases was as excited as we were during
tne flights. During the Mercury program, the number of NASA and
media personnel on~board averaged arcund 18, but now that
figure had more than doukled and was causing the Navy some

concerne.



mhere had been a late change in mission scheduling and now
the next misslon was to be Geminz 6A and Gemini 7, both manned,
with rendezvous ana stationkeeping as the prime objective.
Lovell and Borman, GT-7, launched on December 4, 1865. While
waiting for Schirra and Stafford, GT-6A, they removed their
flight suits in space--a first. The GT-6A crew and spacecraft
did not arrive until December 15, but 1t successfully
rendezvoused with the GT-7 spacecraft and tired crew. They
looked at each other, waved, held up cards, and flew in
formation (anywhere from 1 to 100 feet apart) for three and a
half orbits before GT-6A returned home. The GT-7 crew set a new
record of 14 days 1in space. We just made it home a few days
before Christmas.

During this time, space hardware and systems testing for
the Apocllc program was increasing at Houston. The success of
the latest Geminl missions boosted the morale of the Apollo
engineers and researchers. Each mission brought a new
milestone. In Gemini 8, the Gemini Agena Target Vehicle (GATV)
was launched an hour before the astronauts Neil Armstrong and
David Scott in March 1966. The crew sighted, rendezvoused with,
and fcr the first time docked with another vehicle 1in space.
Twenty-seven minutes later, a major problem developed with <hne
spacecraft, and after separation from the GATV, only a near
miracle saved the crew as they returned tc earth immediately

and were recovered 1n the Pacific.
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Geminl © was to be the same type of mission, but the
launch covers or shrouds failed to drop off and remained
partially separated, causing Stafford to refer to 1t as the
"angry alligator." Actual docking was not possible. During the
longer-than-usual delay before the next flight, I made a wild
field trip with a group of new astronauts to the dense jungle
outrside of the Panama Canal, where I had a couple of close
brushes with the deadly bushmaster snake. Upon returning to
Panama from the jungle, we all found that we were well covered
in the private areas with chiggers. The NASA doctor sent word
to all our rooms for us to shower, unlock our room door, lie on
our backs, spread our legs, and wait. He went from room to room
and painted a minimum of 30 chigger bites on each person with
what he called some special medicine. However, I’'m certain 1t
was Jjust clear fingernail polish.

Many pecple thought "Well, it’s about time...¥ after the
Gemini 10 flight with John Young and Mike Ceollins proved to be
so successful. They docked with the GATV, performed a stand-up
EVA, and then separated after being docked 40 hours. Then three
hours later, for 1cing on the cake, thev rendezvoused with the
original Gemini 8 Agena. Mike, using an umbilical and a
maneuvering gun, removed an experimental package that had been
attached since launch five months earlier. Collins had removed
the dark slide from his 70mm Hasselblad camera when going EZVA.

While he was removing the package, the camera separated from
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his suit and sailed off into space.

The most significant event during the next flight, Gemini
31, was the breathtaking climb into deeper space after the crew
was in orbit. After a smooth docking, a difficult EVA, and a
safe return to the spacecraft, the propulsion system of the GATV
vehicle was fired, and the two vehicles shot straight up to an
incredible apogee (maximum altitude) of 741 miles above the
earth. After two fantastically exciting revolutions, i1t was
fired again to return them to their normal apogee of 164 miles—
the average mission altitude. This proved to be my last Gemini
recovery. Gemini 12, already scheduled and ready, just seemed to
improve and perfect many of the procedures and operational
maneuvers required for the success of the moon landing. With the
landing and recovery of astronauts James Lovell and Edwin "Buzz"
Aldrin on November 15, 1966, so ended the much-needed and very
successftul Gemini program. After Thanksgiving, my branch was
expanded to three sections, and I now had 25 photographers.

Our fifth Christmas was a month away, and there was the
shopping to do and the usual tree and house lights to put up. We
felt that we had become real Texans. We lived in the same home,
attended the same church, and Frances still would not consider
going to work as long as the children were iIn school. Her
youngest brother Wallace Lee married Martha Jacob in December.

Christmas day was very satisfying for all. After the
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festaivities, I just sat back and wondered what the new year

would bring.
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CHAPTER 9
APOLLC

Everyone wanted to just relax and wait until the New Year
to get serious about the Apcllo project. Of course, that was a
joke. But for the very first time, when an engineer called now
for coverage of a vehicle drop, field trip, test program, or
whatever, I at least did not have to ask him 1f this was for
Mercury, Gemini, or Apollo. It was the end of the tunnel--
nothing left now but going to the moon. For every piece of
hardware used in Gemini, there was a similar piece that had
been built and tested for Apollo. All vehicles and their
component parts were larger and more complex, and there was the
exciting lunar module (LM), which would take the astronauts to
the moon and return them toc the three-man Apollo spacecraft
orbiting the moon.

Even though all the operational procedures, such as
rendezvous, docking, and EVA, had been tested during the Geminl
missions, all of them had tec be reflown using the larger Apollo
spacecraft, the huge multi-stage Saturn boosters, and the new
iunar landing vehicle. First they had to be tested
individually, where possible, and then flown in space as a
complete working unit. In fact, during the last year of Gemini,
there had been several unmanned Apoclle-Saturn (AS) launches. =

even went on one of the reccoveries.



There were thousands of major and minor changes made 1n
the vehicle, w.ring, spacesults, handles, couches, windows,
lighting, fuel and oxygen suppiy lines, food, waste facilities,
and so on as a result of experience gained from the Gemini
flights and early Apollo hardware tests. The goal was tec have
as much hardware tested as possible so that there would be
iittle delay between the end of Gemini and the first manned
Apollo launch. In fact, NASA named the astronauts for the first
flight 1n March 1966: Gus Grissom, Ed White, and rockie Roger
Chaffee. As the year moved to a close, it appeared that a
February or March launch was possible.

In early January, preparations for CGrissom’s AS-204 flight
were in full swing. However, behind the scenes there was much
reluctance and fear that we were moving too fast and not making
enough necessary changes 1n the spacecraft’s vital systems.
During a full-scale launch simulation at 6:31 p.m., January 27,
1967, a fire broke out in the spacecraft and caused the death
of all three astronauts. They were the first to die from direct
spaceflight operaticns. The detailed accident i1nvestigaticn
resulted 1n the decision to make major changes in all wiring
and subsystems 1in the command module, which was the cfficaal
name for the spacecraft.

We knew that there would be a long wait for the first
Apollo flight--maybe a year. In the spring I was sent To the
Hasselblad camera factory in Sweden with a four-man tesam to

evaluate new cameras for the Apocllo program. Before returning,
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~e visited the Zeiss lens factory in Germany, which was located
only a few miles from tne Dulag Luft POW camp where I had
received the new clothes, good food, and nice bed that
memorable night in early October, 1944. This was my fairst
return trip to Germany since the war.

After returning from our annual visit to Virginia that
summer, I made several field trips, including one to the Grand
canyon. Just befcre the end of 1967, NASA successfully launched
Apollo 4 (the new designation for future flights), which tested
the giant Saturn V booster that would be used for all lunar
flights. In early January, Apollo 5, using the smaller Saturn
1B booster, launched the first IM into space. There was no
recovery, but mission cbjectives were met.

The objective of Apollo 6 was to put a command module on
top of a Saturn V (with all stages included) and go for a dress
rehearsal of the first Apollo manned flight. Pete Stanley and I
sailed from Ford Island, Pearl Harbor, on the USS Okinawa fcr
the recovery. There was a problen with the Saturn——an
anacceptable amount of vibration that was later referred to as
the Pogo effect. Since the Apocllo spacecraft came through with
flying colors, NASA decided to use the Saturn 1B booster and go
with a manned flight in tne fall. No IM was needed for an earth
orbital flight. Apollo 7 was then scheduled for October 1968.

Training activities, Including recovery, doubled;
equipment was readied and shipped. For the Navy it was new

ships, personnel, helicopter squadrons, and weeks of preparing.
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We had nearly 50 support people on-board the USS Essex when we
sar1led. It had been 22 months since the tragic fire. The crew
called the command module the “magnificent flying machine"
after a surprisingly great mission. Inside, cabin TV had been
used for the first time, and the public loved 1t. Because the
command module again performed so well, the Saturn V pogo
problem had been solved, and the IM would not be required, NASA
shocked the world by announcing on November 11 that Apollo 8
would@ be a lunar orbital mission, with the launch set for
Decemnber 21, 1968.

Astronauts Borman, Lovell, and Anders had been assigned to
Apollo 8 1in August. I had only one month to select fouxr
photographers’ ecquipment, prepare travel, and reach Pearl
Harbor in time to sail two weeks prior to liftoff. Upon
arriving on-board the USS Yorktown, I found that my cld friend
commander Wonderjim was the captain’s chief of staff and also a
captain himself. I quickly realized that this situation would
be much to my advantage. There were going tc be more problems,
arguments, and demands than ever before. We spent days and
weeks in meetings, flying, and recovering the boilerplate dummy
spacecraft as we sailed to the tiny recovery spot in the
Pacific Ocean.

cne day, I think to ease the tension, Weonderjim must have
decided that 1t was time to pull a good cne on Gene Edmonds for
a change. As we fainished lunch, he said, "Gene, I need your

help to test the Marine guard at tne top security vault on the
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ship. Since you can t+alk your way into anywhere, telli him you
have to get some cf your special film immediately. Just try to
get into that vault." After five minutes of persuasion, the
poor kid started to unlock the vault. A Marine lieutenant
rushed up, asking, "What in hell 1s going on?" and accused me
of violating all Navy security as presented to us before
sa1ling. He raked me up and down, called the sergeant, and told
him to throw me in the brig.

I yelled, "Hey, come on, iieutenant, enocugh 1s enough, we
both know why I did 1t." As he turned to leave he barked, "I
know nothing, except that I'm tired of you damn NASA people who
think you can run this ship," and he walked away. As I sat in
the dark confinement of the brig, I suddenly felt convinced
+hat something had gone wrong with the original plan. No one
would take a message from me to the captain. Ten minutes later
+he lights went con, and there stood everycne laughing at me.
They were all in on it, including the lieutenant, who shouid
have received an Acadenmy award for his performance. The captain
had cleared the plan witn John Stonesifer, the NASA tean
leader, ahead of time. I was treated royally after that for
being such a good sport, but 1t took several days for my pride
TO recover.

After listening to the successful launch and watching a
movie 1n the wardroom, I went to bed. John Stonesifer woke me
at 5 a.m. and took me to the front of the flight deck andé

explained that the three vehicles going to the moon (command



module, service module, and S~IVB propulsion stage of the
Saturn V) would have to be fired and depart from the same spot
where the spacecraft was scheduled to land. He then pointed to
a specific area, looked at his watch, and said, "Anytime now
the $-IVB will fire for five minutes." I had never seen SO many
bright stars in the sky in my life. Then 1t happened. It was
hard to believe that, as we watched, the vehicles turned
upward, 1ncreased to a speed dgreater than any man had ever
traveled, and escaped earth’s gravity, leaving a long trail of
bright flame. Three of our friends were heading for the moon.
1711 never forget those few moments.

Two days later, Lovell looked at the entire earth and
said, "Frank, I was just thinking that if I were a lonely
traveler from another planet and loocked at the earth from this
view, I would wonder 1f 1t was inhabited or not. Also, I would
be curious as to whether I should land on the brown part or the
blue part of 1t." They later made a successful lunar orbit
insertion and late on Christmas Eve read the first 10 verses of
Genesis, closing with, "Good night, good luck, and merry
christmas, and God bless all of you...all of you on the good
earth." If that wasn’t a Christmas Eve tearjerker, I have never
heard one.

I knew Christmas morning that this would be the most
memorable of all my recoveries. In fact, 1t was only the third
Christmas that I had ever spent away from home. The first was

on a trocp train in New Mexico, and the second in a POW camp 1n
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Germany. 1 had brought a small Christmas tree with me/decorated it
and put presents from Frances and the children under 1t. It was a
long and lonely Christmas day as our thoughts were divided between
home and the moon. Two days later we recovered three tired but
happy astronauts, and since they spent the night on the carrier, I
got to talk to them in their rooms as 1 took pie-cures of them
sorting personal i1tems from the spacecraft.

Returning film and other on-board data had been a very simple
job at first, but by the end of Gemini it had become an impossible
task. Removing and packing all the on-board high-priority items had
become the most hectic part of recovery. The Navy always provided a
plane to fly me to the closest land or airport for a connecting
plane to Houston. We would provide them with a more accurate
departure time when we began removing the material. After removal,
it was sent up to a small, overcrowded, unlighted room, where the
NASA team leader, doctors, scientists, engineers, and others would
examine 1t, list and check off serial numbers, record comments, and
then give the items to me for final packing.

In addition to the usual still, motion picture, TV, and
computer data tapes, cassettes, and magazines (around 35), there

were crew radiation buttons, blood and urine samples, and
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sometimes things like frog eggs or bags of feces. AS Time Jgrew
shorter and the tension mounted, I could always expect a wave
of comments: "Gene, you can‘t pack those urine bottles like
that." "This blood will have to be iced at each of your stops
and the temperature kept the same." "Houston 1is screaming for a
1ist of everything and said to hurry." "Edmonds, 15 minutes to
takeoff." "Gene, 1’m missing a volce tape." "You can’‘t pack the
eggs until I‘ve taken more readings." "Gene, here is the
missing tape, and 1t has to go in container #5, the one you
just finished packing." "Houston called again and wants an
update on what container each item is in."

T remember once when we were at that frantic stage, an
admiral came in, yelling, "Edmonds, hurry, the plane will be
iaunched in 10 minutes.” I yelled back, "I’m sorry, Admiral,
but I can’t make it; just launch the damn thing without me.”
One must understand that 1f the Navy doesn’t catapult that
piane within 10 seconds of the scheduled time, the world will
end. As I was getting into the plane 35 minutes later, an
ensign told me that after they left my room, he told the
admiral that maybe he should reconsider and hold the plane,
since the flight was only scheduled to take me To Hawaii,
anyway. After about 30 sieepless hours, I would arrive in
Houston and meet a group of vulture-like individuals and begin
the process all over again--—1in reverse.

Incidently, one time, because we couldn’t find anything

else, we packed about 25 clear plastic bags of feces in one cf
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the Navy'’s dark-~green, 2-~gallon grease buckets and loaded 1T
into the back compartment of the plane with all the other on-
board 1tems. Lorenzo McCarty, my courier for that trip, told
the plane‘s crew chief to set the containers on the ramp when
they arraived in Hawail while he found a ride to the waiting Air
Force plane. Unfortunately, the crew chief left the NASA bucket
si1tting beside two similar-looking aircraft buckets. McCarty
did not count the containers and didn’‘t discover that container
#9 was missing untal he arrived in Houston. For the next two
days, everyone on Hickam Field, the Air Force plane, and the
carrier searched for that bucket. Just before we docked 1in
Pearl Harbor, the crew chief discovered it where he had left it
in the back of the plane. Guess who took it to Housteon on a
commercial airline--in his seat?

The entire world had viewed and been thrilled by the
exciting events that occurred during Apollc &. NASA was kack in
the space business and charging full speed ahead as New Year
1969 rang in. Everyone now realized that fulfilling President
Kennedy’s eight-year commitiment was now a real possibility.
The primary objective of Apollo 9 was to fly the entire lunar
vackage in earth orbit and practice the full set of maneuvers
that would be regquired for a lunar landing. First, the crew
would separate the command module, turn it around, fly in and
mate the nose to the LM, and back the IM out of the 5-IVE. Then
two astronauts would crawl into it, close the tunnel, separate

from the spacecraft, simulate dropping tc¢ the moon, return to



the spacecraft, and reverse the entire procedure. This was one
of the most complex put vital set of maneuvers of the entaire
Apollo program. The misslon satisfied the outlined
requirements. We safely recovered the crew on the USS
Guadalcanal and returned them to Norfolk in March 1963.

I had recently bought two wooded lots in one of those big
promoticnal deals at Lake Livingston 100 miles from home. When
T returned from the recovery, I borrowed a truck, packed
camplng gear and clearing tools, loaded the family, and headed
for a "fun weekend." We worked very hard cutting, raking,
burning, clearing, and cooking. I don’t think the rest of the
fam:ly shared my enthusiasm throughout that great camping
experience. Their 1dea of camping was more i1ike work until
you’re tired, hungry, and hot and then go to & motel. In early
May, before I left for the Apcllo 10 recovery, we bought a big
new car--a 1969 green Pontiac Bonneville.

Apollc 10 was considered a full dress rehearsal for the
long-awaited lunar landing. It was supposed to do all the
things that were done on Apollc 9 but dc them above the surface
of the moon. Again the crew and the vehicles performed as
planned, and mission objectives seemed to have been met. We
picked the astronauts up on May 26, and once more I rushed sone
impertant £i1lm and data back to Houston from Pearl Harbor.

Even though the Apollec 11 crew of Neil Armstrong, Edwin
Aldrin, and Mike Collins wWas vigorously preparing for a moon

landing, everyone knew that the mission would not be given a
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"go® unt:l a thorough evaluation of the Apollc 10 results was
complete. The thrill, excitement, and anticipation among the
employees at the Center was sO great that no one waited fcr any
announcement but Just assumed that the crew of Apollo 11,
scheduled to be launched July 16, would land on the moon. I
also knew that we would not drive that new car toc Virginia thais
June. I Just knew that I would be going back to Hawaii in early
July.

As T stood on the flight deck of the USS Hornet 1in Pearl
Harbor, I could not believe the people, eguipment, and vehicles
coming aboard. I had five of my own photographers and 15 loaned
to me by the Navy. The media had brought vans, trucks, and over
100 people. No question about it, this would be the biggest and
most demanding of all recoveries.

On-board the carrier were two mobile guarantine facilities
(MQFs) and one lunar receiving laboratory (LRL). The MQFs were
like big Airstream house trailers. The astronauts, dressed 1n
biclogical isolation garments and masks, would enter an MQF as
soon as they left the recovery helicopter and stay inside until
they returned to Housteon. The LRL would be used by two 1isolated
scientists who would unpack, sort, list, weigh, examine, and
repack everything brought back from the flight. The "hottest"
i1tems would be packed in sealed containers and lowered into a
+ank filled with formaldenvde, and after 10 minutes the package
would move intc an empty unit that could be opened from the

outside.
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The entire hangar deck looked like a convention center
fioor. There were about 23 different types of badges for as
many different places. I knew that we would conduct rehearcsals
for 12 hours a day for at least a week and then President
Nixon’s secret service men would come aboard the night before
recovery and change whatever they wanted to. At last we sailed,
and after a few days crossed the eguator, which was my first
time, so I was compelled to take part in the Navy’s traditional
King Neptune ceremony. I prayed I would never ever experience
it again. If they were trying to impress the civilians, they

did an excellent job of it.

Somewhere over the South Pacific at 40,000 feet, in a huge
Ai1r Force C-141 aircraft, one night late in July, T saﬁ with
Dr. Thomas Payne, the director of NASA. We were laid back with
glasses of V-8 juice in our hands and a bare foot each resting
on two shiny, white, pressurized metal containers. We just sat
and grinned as the plane roared nonstop to Houston, still 10
hours awvay.

"How do you feel?"™ I asked.

“Numb, "™ he replied. "I guess we’ve been on our faet for
around 30 hours now. God, mine hurt,” he said.

"Dr. Payne, was it all worth 1t?"

"Gene, do vou realize that the entire world is waiting To

see what 18 1n those two boxes. I don’t know whether to laugh
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or cry when I look at them. I just get goose pimples all over.
Do you realize what it was like at the launchpacd tnat morning?*
and then he began telling me the mission story. Of course,
1t was all history now. After a successful lunar landing on
July 20, 1969, Neil Armstrong became the first human being to
set foot on another celestial body as he stepped on the surface
of the moon at the Sea of Tranquility and told the world,
"That’s one small step for man, one giant leap for mankind."
The Eagle had landed, and as the world watched and listened,
they walked, took pictures, collected rocks, unveiled a pladque,
and held a flag-raising ceremony before returning to the IM.

Then, 21 hours and 36 minutes after landing, came the
maneuver that caused the world te hold i1ts breath-—-the firing
of the ascent engine that would 1ift the LM from the surface of
the moon and hurl it back to the command mocdule and the lonely
Mike Collins, whe had missed the entire show. Early on the
morning of July 24, the command module, the last and smallest
vehicle in the original cluster, splashed down near the USS
Hornet. The recovery helicopter was rolled off the elevator ana
placed in front of the MQF, where the astronauts entered
wearing their 1solaticn suits.

It all ended when President Nixon led an emotional weicome
heme ceremony as the astrcnauts, tnen in regular fiight suits,
watched through the window of the MQGF. Several hours later I
was called to the LRL and informed that the first of two

special containers was ready to be passed out to me. Two hours



later a NASA recovery engineer, Dr. Payne, and I catapulted
from the Hornet and flew to Johnson Island, a dot 1in the
pacific. There we were taken to the largest plane that I had
ever been on. It could have transported arcund 300 troops, so
there was quite enough room for the three of us.

“Gene, have you ever been on one of these recoveries
nefore?" After he asked the second time, I answered from a
sleepy daze, "Yes sir, a few times."™ I didn’t let him see me
laugh.

We talked a while, and seeing that I was falling asleep,
he asked me, "Will you do me one last favor?"

Imagine, the director of NASA asking me for a favor.

"I711 try, sir. What can I do?"

"Take a picture of me standing on this box." And he
stepped on the box and did a Tarzan bit with the fists on the
chest. Then he looked down at me solemnly and asked, "Did you
ever stand on a box this size that was worth 20 killion
dollars?”

"No sir."

“Then stand on 1T; you may never have the opportunity
again." The last thing I heard him say before I went out was,

"T wonder what the rocks loock like and what 1s on all of tnat

iy

1im.*
We received a tremendous reception when the plane landed

at Ellington Air Force Base, and after signing all the gquality-
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control release papers, I returned to my office, greeted
everyone, and went home.

After I returned to work, Brinkmann decided that I shoulad
"hang them up" and not go on any more recovery trips. We wvere
now starting to leok beyond the Apolle program. TV support was
on the increase, nmission experiments were requiring more
scientific types of cameras, film, and remote systems, and
multi-camera clusters (using four types of film and operating
off of one sw1tch} were Jjust the beginning of a néw era in
photography. New to us at the center was the pressure to hire
special contract perscnnel to research and perform in isolated
areas of any field. So I was told to expand, develop, and
improve all aspects of my motion picture, still,
instrumentation, and aerial photography.

The family decided to take the delayed 1869 trip to
Virginia at Christmas because we had not spent one there since
we had moved to Texas. We returned by way of Saint Louis to
visit our friends the Minshews, and Jane got to see her first
snow. We all enjoyed 1t very much.

The Apollo £lights slowed up but continued into the 1870s.
During much controversy in 1970 as to whether we should
continue to send men into space, Jeffrey, then 15, wrote an
article in high school defending the space program. It was
great and I was proud of him for writing it. Then sometime In

late 1971, I sent a2 copy to our congrassman, Bob Casey, and he
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entered 1t into the Congressional Record on January 26, 1872. I

must 1anciude 1t here.

Why We Ge into Space
by Jeff Edmonds

And they wait. Above the pathetic culture of modern
humanity hang the stars. The passage of time affects them not.
Their 1l1fe 1s eternity, each heartbeat an eon, and each breath
countless ages. In one breath of their cosmic existence they
watched over a promising humanity. And in the dim light of
morning they heard the echo of the excited words, "Land ho."

And upon the return of the explorers, there arose a
triumphant welcome from those who understood the importance of
such a discovery and realized the treasure of a new continent.
But there was a shrug of ignorance from the others who could
not comprehend the value of new discoveries and new
territories.

In the same breath, the stars looked down upon the
struggles of a primitive humanity and guided those who would
reach out with the first step. "A small step for man, a giant
leap for mankind."

And again, amidst praise and applause, there were these
who displayed only apathy toward such an astounding event. It
is these pecople today who are so nearsighted, imperceptive, and
worldly practical that 1in every conversation strike up the
familiar question, "Why should we go the moon?" Such a well-
thought-out gquestion deserves an answer as complicated as
“Because it is there."

But actually this statement says gquite z lot, for 1t sums
up the reasons for all the great ventures of the past. Though
many practical reasons are stated to explain the current space
program, the real reason, known by every scientist and dreamer,
is simply because it 1s there. The moon, the planets, the
stars, the universe.

But this 1is usually counterattacked with a variation on
the ancient argument: "If the Lord had meant for us to fly he
would have given us wings."” To answer this and remain on the
previous subject, one need only say, "He did.¥ For as God
created life in great diversity, he blessed man with
intelligence, reasoning, and most of all, curiosity. For
without curiosity, man’s intelligence would serve no purpose.
This inherent trait allowed man to gain the two most sacrec
possessions: knowledge and wisdom. And with knowledge there
came ability. Though we were not blessed with wings, we were
given the ability to obtain them.

curicsity offers a general and undisputable motivation for
space travel, yet are countless sums of money being provided
simply to give sclentists something to mollify their eternal



thirst for new knowledge and frontiers? Thougn the scientists
seem to be the only cnes concerned with space exploratlcn now,
in the future 1t will have a tremendocus effect on each of us.
our earth 1s becoming exhausted, and our demand for almost
everything is growing daily. Our tremendous swell of population
1s forcing us to extract vital materials from a planet
incapable of regeneration. Someday our dving world will regquire
a steady supply of raw materials to furnish food and
necessities to the societies of the future. The possibilit:ies
of wealth 1in our sun’s family are great. Life, health, and
luxury are all offered in some manner by the trillions of miles
of unknown. And the greatest luxury i1s, of course, room.

And from reaching out into space we will gain knowledge
that we and our young must have to survive and flourish. And
through the eyes of the lunar observatory we will gain
knowledge of the stars that lie in the path of the destiny we
so seldom think about in our material world. But there is yet
another aspect of space travel which may seem philosophical,
but it is even more concrete than the need for material
resources and technical knowledge. It may be one of the few
ways to save our nation from corruption, dehumanization, and
general decline. It is clear that our great nation is declining
from internal conflict, and the reason is unrest. The urge and
yet inability to pioneer new frontiers. And eventually a
stagnant society must grow foul. The oceans may be the
beginning of the answer, but when the earth is crowded and
depleted, we must reach upward where there is an infinity of
space filled with uncountable planets of fresh resources. Each
planet a frontier to be explored and tamed by a new species of
the hearty pioneer. Each one offered free in exchange for
curiosity and courage.

can our current decline be reversed by the discovery of a
new frontier and the awakening of the pioneer spirit in those
whe live only to die? Or will the hastory of the United States
prove analogous to the rise and fall of the Roman Empire in the
historic literature of a future society?

For these reascns, space travel is something we cannct
hold back. It can be delayed, but it 1s progress. And there
will always be those with the will to move forward and outward,
to add to our knowledge and better our existence. And in this
way it is necessity. The universe 1s a world which bustles with
1ife and activity, and we must depart from our cradle, the
earth, and join a world far different from our wildest
imaginations. We will discover intelligent races, and learn to
l1ive and share together with our superiors. For the
intelligence of the universe will exist in peace and narmony as
1t seeks that which 1s to come: The Ultimate.

Those who insist thlis has no significance in the practical
world of today have only to chserve. For what is our problem
today but lack of unity? Our world 1is divided, both in
boundaries and in though%. Attempting to achieve unity througn
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politics is like walking through an endless maze. The people of
ethe world must be united, not through a written agreement, but
united iIn heart and soul for a common cause. And what better
cause 1s there than the exploration and colonization of space?
We have already shown that we can talk and share freely on the
topic of space. And for one brief moment in the summer of 1969,
the inhabitants of the entire world shared feelings of relief,
joy, admiration, and pride. They were united.

Maybe someday soon we will live and work and learn together
in space, a limitless void with no boundaries to separate race
or opinion. A place where all men brave danger and the unknown
together. A place where all men strive to reach a common goal.

And the brilliant jewels of the night shine ever onward.
Forever beckoning. We struggle upward, ever upward. And they
wait. ..

To sum up Apollo 12 through 17, they were filled with such
activities as setting up and leaving scientific data packages,
collecting soil and rocks, testing a moon buggy called the lunar
rover, and taking all types of pictures. Twelve men walked on
the moon before it all ended on December 19, 1972, when ethe
crew of Apollo 17 splashed down in the Pacific.

Soon after, people began to say, "If we could put a man on
the moon, why can’t we -—?" Well, let me tell you, there will
never be another program on this earth that will bring as many
dedicated men and women together and accomplish a feat so
spectacular as that of the Apollo program. Counting Mercury and

Gemini, nine years of hard work resulted In 27 manned



146

spaceflights, six of which involved moon landings, and only one
major accident, and tnat occurred during a training exercise on
the ground. That accomplishment will never be matched agaxn 1in

the history of man.



CHAPTER 10
SEYLAR AND MANY CHANGES

Once again, NASA had developed the rardware for ancther
project to follow Apollc. The Skylab was a 100-ton orbital
scientific space station. Skylab, a floating lzboratory, would
allow the astronauts tc maneuver, work, and play in space as
they never had before. The laboratory was designed with a
docking port for the Apcllo spacecraft. The program launch
schedule called for the unmanned Skylab to be launched first.
Then, three crews of three men each would visit the laboratory
in turn.

As in the past, the excitement mounted during all phases
of hardware development and astronaut training. There would be
+ime for more and better photography, since the first crew was
scheduled to stav i1n the lab for 28 days. The Skylab LakboraTtory
(s1.-1) was launched atop a Saturn V launch vehicle on May 14,
1571. Unfortunately, a protective shield failed to deplocy and
the inside temperature reached 126 degrees. NASA persconnel
worked around the clock for two weeks to develop a Zix that the
first crew could take with them. SL-2 was launched May 25 and,
after some Grfficulty, successfully docked with Skylab. The
next day the crew went outside and deployed a reflective
sunshade or parasol. By June 4, the temperature inside the

orbital workshop was down to 75 degrees. After 28 days, the



Skylab 2 crew splashed down safely southwest of San Diego on
June 22.

Jeffrey graduated from high school during that mission. 1
had not intended to go on the recovery mission anyway, since
for all practical purposes I had been told to stay behind my
desk. I went with Jeff to Texas A&M University, where he was
accepted and registered for the fall semester. I had pressured
him into entering the field of chemistry, something I would
later regret.

Skylab 3 was launched in July, and the crew watched a big
spider spin beautiful webs. They took showers for the first
time, slept longer and better, and performed three long EVA
sessions, all in addition to performing nearly 100 scientific
and medical experiments before returning home after 59 days in
space.

Jeff had departed for college before splashdown, leaving
two proud parents at hone.

8L-4 was launched in‘November, and the crew set a record
for time 1n space before returning to earth, 84 days later, 1in
February 1974. Now that another major program was history, I
sat at my desk and examined my life, my job, and my family and
reviewed my priorities. I knew there would be nearly two years
befcre the next spaceflight and that would be only a one-time,
one-week mission. Censidering it was to be a joint flight with
the Russians, one might think there was a good chance it might

never fly.
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The biggest of our photographic division programs at the
Center was the Earth Resources Program, which involved three
large aircraft and hundreds of large high-altitude aerial-
mapping cameras. Black and white, color, and infrared films
were used and all of the cameras were operated from a large
camera console. The cameras were mounted in the bottom of the
aircraft in clusters. Most missions lasted approximately two
weeks, with rivers, mountains, cities, shorelines, and crops
being photographed all over the country. We also made several
trips to foreign countries. Usually the photographers traveled
in two-man teams. It was a good, solid photographic program,
and one I was happy to have, since the long-range future of
spaceflight was uncertain.

While spending most of my time at home, I became more
aware of family and church activities. I missed Jeff, who was
now in his second semester but not doing tooc well and did not
seem very happy. I was very active at church: I was chairman of
the trustees and was on a building planning committee. Frances
and I were the adult counselors faor the junior Methedist Youth
Fellowship, or MYF. We worked hard and were rewarded by a
dedicated and delightful large group, including our daughter. T
taught Sunday school for 10 vears. Frances and I tried to help
young people and teach them the way of life that we thought was
best for them.

With Jeff in college and Jane headed that way, I thought

about how fast time had passed. In a short time, both children
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would be gone. Suddenly you realize how many mistakes you’ve
made along the way. You have devoted almost 20 years to raising
your children. Something about this had always bothered me. Now
I was more certain than ever. I was well aware of God’s
greatness, His creations, His forgiveness, love and
understanding; however, I felt there was a flaw in His system
of human relationships, especially between parents and
children.

In every professional walk of life, one must train, take
specific courses, and get on-the-jobk training before being
accepted for the job. However, without any formal training or
experience, two young people can suddenly become parents and
face the biggest responsibility of their lives. As they raise
their children, they work hard, make sacrifices, and love them
until the children leave home. The parents sincerely believe
that everything they d4id, at the time, was in the best interest
of the children. Unfortunately, the young leave home never
fully convinced that this was true, and parents never get the
second chance to profit from their mistakes and experiences. IZ
you are lucky, then maybe after many yeafs, when they have
grown clder cor have become parents themselves, they will come
back and tell you that they better understand the things you

did and tried to teach them.

Meanwhile, administrative changes were taking place at the

Center. More and more, we were tTurning over what we thought



were untouchable jops to contractors. Even in ocur Photograpnic
and Television Division, my Photography Branch was the only
organization left that was completely staffed with czvil
service personnel. After an outside contractor took over an
organization or branch, the civil service personnel became so-
called monitors who observed, advised, and graded the
contractor. Within a few years, the contractor became
unobserved and unadvised, and the grading became a joke.

Much to my surprise, by the end of the year we were able
to remove all the political and technical roadblocks and become
very serious about flying the American-Soviet joint test
mission in space. The excitement escalated as the new year
rolled around and the cosmonauts arrived at our Center. We took
joint crew portraits as well as individual ones, and we were
thrilled as we realized that we were directing and touching
Russian astronauts. They autographed pictures for us and were
extremely cooperative and friendly.

My father died in March of 1975, and I spent a week at
nome in Virginia with Mother after the funeral. Upon returning
home, I received a very disappointing letter from Jeffrey. He
sai1d tnat he just could net continue studying chemistry since
he did not like it and that he had always wanted to study
English literature. It was then I realized that I had pressured
him in the beginning and had caused him tc waste one and a half
vears. He was advised to visit Sam Houston State 1f he was

ser>cus about English literature. We drove to Huntsville and



consulted the dean. After studying his A&M record, the dean
suggested that he take summer classes at San Jacinto Junior
College, which was only three miles from our home, and return
to Sam Houston for the fall semester. Jeff tock four summer
courses and received A’s and B’s and started a new academic
career in September 1975.

The Russians and Americans successfully launched their
spacecrafts, rendezvousing and docking in mid-July. They
visited each other by crawling through a small tunnel in the
docking vehicle, exchanged greetings, took pictures, and helped
each other perform experiments before landing. Thus ended a
long era of American spaceflights using capsules and parachute
landings. It all began with Alan Shepard, May 5, 1961, and
ended with Tom Stafford, Vance Brand, and Deke Slayton (of the
original seven astronauts)} on July 24, 1875.

Jane was now in high schoel, and I was head of our
building fund drive at church. We had decided that we’d have a
k1ickoff fund raiser. We figured we needed at least $15,000 in
pledges 1in order to proceed with the new building. The entire
affair was great. Jane was 1n a group called the High Hopes
that entertained. Frances sold one of her oil paintings for $85
during the auction, and one of my photographers at work, Terry
Slezak, sang several numbers. We finished the night with over
$25,500 in pledges.

It felt strange to begin a new year with no spaceflights

scheduled. We had been conducting preliminary drop-tests on a



sleek blue-and-white model that resembled an airxrcraft rather
than a spacecraft. Larger models were belng fabricated in the
shops. We had been told that the model was to be the spacecraft
of the future and that the program would be called the Space
Shuttle. In the spring, here’s how a NASA media release

described the program:

In the remaining years of the 1970s, NASA is assembling
all elements of the U.S. Space Transportation System (STS) for
the next decade and beyond. Its principal vehicle, the Space
shuttle, is in the process ¢f intensive preparation and testing
involving most of the NASA centers and facilities. It is a
major national effort using some 40,000 skilled workers and
some 200 contracts of over $1 million each in the current
fiscal year. All the elements are working toward an epoch in
manned spaceflight. With the shuttle, the U.S. will be entering
space and returning 1n a reusable spacecraft, on a regular,
even scheduled, basis.

The Kennedy Space Center will tremble again under the
assault of millions of pounds of rocket engine thrust. The
vehlicle that rises in the Florida sky will not have the clean,
symmetrical lines of a Saturn V carrying an Apollo spacecraft
en route to the Moon. It will be instead an odd-looking, four-
pointed package resembling a stubby jetliner perched on a belly
tank, flanked by two slim rockets.

The shuttle would land on a normal runway when returning
from outer space. Starting again covering the development of a
new vehicle was certainly nothing new for the personnel in ny
crganization. We were just thrilled to be involved again with a
totally new program. It meant mere flying, traveling, astronaut
training, and planning meetings for the next five years at
least.

We had a ground breaking at church for cur new gym and

recreation building during the July 4th celebration of our
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country’s 200th anniversary. Jeffrey completed his first full
year and received all A’s 1n 10 courses (32 semester hours).
Needless to say, we were very happy and proud of him.

I spent another week 1n Virginia cleaning ocut Mother’s
house, attic, and garage 1in preparation for selling the house.
T was able to rent a very nice one-bedroom condominium in La
Porte for Mother to move into. The trip here by car was very
tiring, since the physical and mental strain of selling out,
packing, and saying goodbye had taken its toll on her. She
finally moved in around the first of August.

Another big event of the year was our trip to Hawaii to
celebrate our 25th wedding anniversary in September. Our old
friends Jerney and Sadie Minshew were stationed there with the
Air Force. We spent a week with them and then toured the other
islands before returning home. We spent a day and night in Los
Angeles, touring Universal Studios and visiting some TV
studios. Then, after all those years, Frances started back
working. She took the secretary’s job at our church. The church
ruilding was coming along fine, and the children were both
doing well in school. I had given Jeff our old Pontiac
Bonneville and I drove the blue Falcon station wagon to work.

At work, we were preparing for a shuttle landing test at
Edwards Air Force Base in California’s Mohave Desert later in
the year. The first shuttle, Enterprise, would be carried
piggyback on a commercial-type 747 aircraft and released so

+hat the astronauts could experaience an actual landing. Early
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one morning, I was scheduled to fly to the Dryden Flight
Research Center {(DFRC)} at Edwards in a T-38--a high-speed jet
chosen as the astronaut training plane--to photograph the
Enterprise. It would be mounted on top of the 747 and was to be
dispiayed to the news media the next day. When reporting for
takeoff, I was told that no NASA pilot was available, but that
astronaut Vance Brand, pilot on the Russian space mission,
would take me.

That was the first time I had ever flown with an
astronaut, but in the next few years I flew with seven or eight
that piloted the shuttle in space. They were all different
while flying. John Young complained a lot, Karol Bobko never
talked, Robert Overmyer talked all the time, Bob Crippen was
just a great guy, Owen Garriott was sort of guiet, and Hank
Hartsfield always tried to perfect his tight roll around
another T-38. The worst times for me were when flying in a
formation with three or four and having them decide to practice
some Blue Angel stuff or show off when landing at a big airport
that was expecting a formaticn of astronauts to arrive. I knew
T would be slammed with 4 to 6 g’s, but thank God it was Just
for a few seconds--a momentary blackout for me in the backseat.
Nothing like bad weather, fog, storms, low fuel, or low
ceirlings seemed to bother these guys.

When Vance Brand and I were taxiing toward the Dryden
ramp, we saw what looked like a skyscraper coming toward us. It

was the shuttle on the 747. They had mated 1t a day early. So =
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rai1sed the canopy, unbuckled, and stoed up in my seat and shot
a roll of fiim as we taxied past them. It was absolutely
fantastic. Af+ter lunch and our meeting, I talked Vance into a
fast takeoff and trip back to Houston. Holland processed and
printed the pictures during the night and delivered them to all
the VIP offices the next morning before the press conference at
DFRC. I gained a few points for that little episcde.

Shortly after that I returned to Edwards AFB to fly chase
with one of the astronauts for the first piggyback shuttle
landing test, which was very successful.

Frances’ mother and father were enjoying good health and
all was going well on the farm. Her brother Harold had two
children: Allen Dale and Bryan Keith; Bob had two: Catherine
Mae and Debra Cay; Gene had one: James Clinton; and Wallace had
two: Janet Lee and Mary Frances, just born in March and likely
to be the last from the four brothers and one sister. As for my
brother, he had two children: Catherine Ann and Scott Gough.
John and Nancy had been divorced, and John had moved to Dallas.
Nancy later remarried.

Two of Mother’s closest childhood girlfriends (and
somewhat related), Lizzie Hudgins and Blanche Sadler, flew here
+o visit witn her. She liked the apartment and was very happy
as she faced a new environment and type of life. Jeffrey
graduated from Sam Houston State with a 3.8 grade point average

and decided to apply for graduate school and a teaching
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fellowship. During the summer, he received both. In the fall,
Jane began her senior year.

John Brinkmann retired from NASA at the end of the year.
Contractor support continued to 1ncrease thrcocughout NASA; =t
was becoming a way of life whether we liked 1t or not. I made
three trips early in 1979 to plan photographic support for two
projects. Shuttle engines were being test-fired 1n Mississippi,
and testing and training was in full swing at every contractor
and NASA site involved in the program. It was announced that
the first five shuttle landings would be at Edwards Air Force
Base on the dry Lakebed, where some of the world’s greatest and
fastest ailrcraft had landed, including the X-15.

Jane finished high school and started college at Sam
Houston witn Jeff in the fall. We were a couple of proud
parencts whenever we vislited them. IT was SO diff:cult to
realize that ancther decade was drawing to an end, because 1t
seemed like so wmuch had nappened in this one. Just locking pack
through tne last two chapters, I can read about astronauts
going to the moon, two cnildren finishing high school and
starting college, my father dying, my mother mceving to Texas,
Americans flying in space with Russians, and a nevw era of space

hardware and missions ready to be launched.
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CHAPTER 11
THE SHUTTLE YEARS

In all the years of capsule landings, the NASA team leader
was totally in charge on the ship and the Navy never
interfered. The Johnson S$pace Center (formerly the Manned
Spacecraft Center) was the lead center for the shuttle program
and in charge of all mission activities. However, NASA
headquarters placed the Dryden Flight Research Center at
Edwards in charge of the shuttle landings. Relations between
the JSC and DFRC had been strained for several years. Also, the
A1r Force owned and controlled all runways both on and off the
Lakebed. Finally, 15 years earlier, the Air Force had developed
and tested a smaller vehicle similar to the shuttle, but then
congress cut off funds and gave them to NASA. Laittle did I
yealize the utter misery I would experience during the next
five years as a result of this situation.

t our first join%t planning sesslon 1n the spring of 1880,
requirements were submit-ed for a total of 18 pnotographers to
pe at the touchdown position beside the Lakebed runway. It was
gurte natural for DFRC and the Air Force to feel that they
should make all the rules and provide the support personnel
since it was their show, runways, and Lakebed. Much to our
surprise, the DFRC team leader announced at cur next meetling

that the Air Force had dec:ded that, due te the uncertainty of
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+he shuttle vehicle’s pehavior during touchdown, only three
photographers would pe allowed near the runway. After absorbing
the shock, I asked headguarters and JSC public affairs
personnel 1f they would turn over their requirements to me and
then let me fight the battle with Dryden and the Air Force
(which were basically the same thing). We adjourned, conducted
a private meeting, and resumed the big meeting after lunch.

The headquarters team leader informed everyone that I
would be responsible for tne photographic requirements
(1ncluding press release pictures) of JSC and headquarters. He
also felt that DFRC and the Air Force did not have any
requirements that I could not provide for them. There was a
moment of silence and then all agreed. However, I knew it was
not that simple and I would pay in many ways.

A young DFRC employee named Larry Biscayart was assigned
to assist me as I attempted to develop a photographic plan for
DFRC and Air Force approval. Larry had a wife named Conni, a
daughter Trish, age 7, and a son Larry Jr., age 4. Over the
next five vears I pecame one of the family and an uncle to the
children. As the years passed, the Mchave Desert became my
second home. The town of Lancaster where we stayed was 20 miles
from Edwards. Everything in between was tumbleweeds and sand.
Larry was well liked at work and seemed to Know people 1n kKey
places. Whenever he got something done for me, they would say,
#7/m not doing this for JSC or Edmonds, I’m doing 1t for

Larry."”



I found that the Air Force had extremely capable
instrumentation photographers, and they were friendly and
wanted to be part of the action. They agreed with my idea of a
large plate with three or four high-speed motion picture
cameras wired to one switch, with each camera having a
different focal length lens--from wide-angle to telephoto. In
other words, when a single person operated the cluster, 1t
would be the equivalent of several photographers. By doing the
same with still cameras, two photographers could equal six or
eight.

I then proceeded to produce a 20-page operational plan,
which called for support from one Air Force and one DFRC
photographer. I would add two of my best and throw in Larry as
the driver of the equipment van. I listed him as the Lakebed
coordinator. After he had positioned everyone, he would retreat
in the van to a safe area and stay in radio contact with me
back at my trailer office. Both DFRC and the Air Force bought
the plan, including the fourth man, and Larry as the driver. I
think what really sold the plan was my staying off the Lakebed
and using their personnel.

Northrup Strip on the White Sands Missile Range in New
Mexico was an alternate landing site, so we had to plan,
organize, and train there just as we did at Edwards. Due TO
many favorable factors, everything worked much smoother there.

For the next few months, we ran simulated landing exerclses
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over and over until we could see something landing 1in our
sieep.

Then 1t finally happened, and around 400,000 people
watched as John Young successfully landed the shuttle on the
Lakebed at 12:20 p.m. on April 12, 1981. NASA made history
again by launching an aircraft-like vehicle intc space and
landing 1t on a conventiornal runway after two days in space.
Naturally, there were many minor problems, but when the smoke
cleared everyone was satisfied. I was allowed another
photographer and could move a little closer to the runway for
STS-2.

In June of 1981, our daughter surprised us at the end of
her sophomere year by quitting college and moving back home.
She took a part-time jcb at our bank, where she had worked
during previous summers. She enrolled at the University of
Houston at Clear Lake and was able to complete her junior year
and maintain her overall 4.0 average. Meanwhile, after
receiving his masters degree, Jeffrey was given a graduate
+eaching jcb at Oklahcma State University, where he went to
pursue his doctoral degree. Rlso in June, Frances completed her
first year as secretary in one of the lccal elementary schools.

Working relations at DFRC improved somewhat during the
fall, but the petty rules and regulations seemed To ger wWorse.
For STS-2 in November, 1t seemed like 1t would take a miracle
to get into all the areas that we were cleared to enter. There

were more guards, more badges, more checklists, and more pecpie
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involved than on the first landing. Photographers were required
in the following areas: convcey departure, landing, rollout,
inspection, hazardous, and medical. We were required to have a
special badge for each area and to be on the checklist at each.
God help you 1f you weren’t on the list, even though you had a
badge.

It was extremely frustrating to have to fight everyone all
the time just to do the job I was sent there to do. I tried so
hard to get them to 1ssue some type of "top priority" badges
for those cleared for several areas, Eut I had no success. The
major problems were the lack of communication throughout the
large organization, the bringing in of new/additional security
personnel at the last mlnuté, and the "little guy" that was
never told or didn’t care. A typical experience from a later
landing illustrates my point.

All personnel approved to be at the shuttle for astronaut
egress and shuttle post-inspecticn were required to report to
area A at Dryden to receive a ®"hazardous" badge. To get the
badge, you had to turn n your JSC, DFRC, or Air Force
permanent badge. My number-one Air Force photographer pleaded
to keep his badge but to no avail. Two hours later as the Air
Force photographers left for the Lakebed runway, they were
stopped at three different flightline gates and told that
Connerly could not proceed without an Air Force badge. As a
last resort, they called me on the NASA frequency, and even

though I was running late myself, I hurried to the gate where



they were being held (I had replaced Biscayart as Lakebed
coordinator). I explained to the AP (air police) that had been
summoned by the guard-gate AP. I finally had to stop short of
being arrested myself. I apologized to Connerly and sent him
walking back to the photo lab.

We headed to the desert quite unhappy. As I raced toward
our landing peosition, I glanced 1in the rearview mirror and saw
four air police cars rapidly approaching with lights flashing
and sirens sounding. We were surrounded and stopped. The lead
AP, who threatened me at the guard gate, ordered me out at
gunpoint. This was one of four times I had guns pointed at me
during my recovery career. The first was during the prank on
the Navy carrier, but the others were real: once during STS-3
at White Sands and once during a later shuttle landing where an
MP put an automatic rifle in my left ear as I sat in the
driver’s seat.

The AP’s reply to my obvious question was, "You -=~-—-- ; you
backed up, opened vour rear door, picked him up, and took off.
We’1l handcuff him, throw him in the brig, and hold you until
this landing is over."™ I couldn’t believe 1t. With his gun
waving, he opened the rear door and yelled for Connerly to get
the hell out. I don’t think I’ve ever seen the shock, despair,
and embarrassment that he experienced as he saw nothing but
cameras, tripods, and film. With his snow-white face drooping,
he said, "If you guys are going to cover this landing, you’d

better hurry." We made 1t okay but cut 1t a bit close. All
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because Connerly couldn’t keep his Alr Force badge and the base
AP knew nothing about a NASA hazardous badge. I did file a
complaint, hoping that :t would bring some of these problems to
light.

Incidently, the investigation revealed that about 30
seconds after we had left the gate, the AP on duty in the guard
house called "my friend" on the radic and told ham that the
NASA van had backed up, opened the doors, and the Air Force guy
had jumped 1in and they had headed for the Lakebed.

At all times the prime landing strip, whether concrete or
sand, was always well protected from people and vehicles. It
was declared hallowed ground and well policed. Our JSC
television group did not have the problems that I did because
their TV cameras were equipped with very long lenses and
iocated well outside the contrclled landing area on either side
of the runway.

When we arrived for STS~3, we found the Lakebed almost
covered with water. After the launch, a decision was made To
land at Northrup Strip in seven days. Traln Convoys were
dispatched, vans rented, small planes chartered, and support
personnel just toock off however and whenever they could for the
White Sands Missile Range. The next five days and nights were
packed with meetings, training, securilty exercises, and even
simulated landings. We had high winds during this time and even
nad to postpone the actual landing because of a vicious

sandstorm that day. The landing was successful but meost
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postflight activities were difficult to perform because of the
wind and sand, and I tnink that everyone felt that Northrup
Strip should definitely remain an alternate landing site.

Later in the spring, Jane provided us with our annual
surprise. This time, she told us she was going to get married
in June at the end of the school semester. She would marry her
high.school boyfriend James Black. The wedding was enjoyed by
all, and the next morning Jeff and I went to the airport
together. He returned to schoel 1in Oklahoma, and I went on to
Lancaster to prepare for STS-4. Jeffrey had taken a semester
off from his English studies and was reviewing movies and
editing for the school’s newspaper. After President Reagan
announced that he would attend the landing, NASA scheduled 1t
for the 4th of July. Frances decided tc fly out and join the
festivities. We spent the night of July 3rd with Larry and
Cconni in their motor home on the Dryden ramp.

After Columbia made a smocth landing, the ceremonies took
place on the Dryden ramp. The shuttle trainer Enterprise had
been placed behind the president’s platform, the new shuttle
Challenger flew over as 1t headed for Houston on the 747, and
the Columbia was towed in front of the platform after leaving
the Lakebed. It was a memorable day. We spent three days 1n Las
Vegas before returning to Houston. As fall approached, our
zero-gravity aircraft support activities doubled. with the
increase in shuttle flights and so many new astronauts to

train, the zero-g aircraft flew almost every day.



166

STS-5 1in November and STS-6 in April, 1983, were more oOr
less routine to the outsider. Of course, there were the usual
in-house disagreements, but I had been accepted--I’m not sure
whether for better or worse--and was being allowed much more
freedom on the Lakebed.

At the bottom of the shuttle steps, astronauts were always
greeted on national TV by top NASA officials, presidents,
congressmen, or generals. STS-7 was scheduled to land at the
Kennedy Space Center in Florida, and I think all of the above
might have been waiting. As usual, we were in our positions
peside a Lakebed runway walting in case of a change in the
landing location.

Well, that’s just what happened at the last possible
minute. Commander Robert Crippen, with America’s first woman
astronaut, Sally Ride, on-bocard, made a beauti1ful touchdown
right in front of me. Later, with no cne except technicians and
photographers present, I was locking at Crippen through the
iens as he kept coming cleser and closer. Suddenly I saw his
hand lifting toward me so I gquickly lowered the camera. I
couldn’t resist, so I shook 1t and welcomed him home. Then to
my surprise there stood Sally right behind him, so I offered
her the same greeting. After they headed for the crew van, I
realized what I had done, but then I never had been overly shy.
T+ was later suggested to me in Houston, by some top officzals,

that maybe I shouldn’t repeat my performance.
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The next milestone coming up was a night landing on the
ma'n concrete runway at Edwards. I found during gimulated night
landings that there just was not enough light to get a good
st111 picture. I checked with the Nikon camera company and
found that a new lens with an aperture of f£/1.2-T was
available. They said the "T" made the lens equivalent to a true
£/1.0 lens.

There was a dirt road that ran parallel to the runway and
was about 200 feet from the edge of the concrete. From the
road, there was 150 ft. of thiack tumbleweed and other green
thorny brush that ended at the bottom of a 50-ft. clear steep
incline leading to the edge of the runway. We were absclutely
restricted to the dirt road for the landing. I had a serious
prcblem and presented it to Dryden but to no avail. The new
lens unfortunately had a very short focal length of only 50mm.
In other words, from the road the image on the negative would
have been too small to obtain any gquality at all in the
enlarged finished picture.

Twenty-five minutes pefore landing, I began crawiing
through the thick brush on my stomach in total darkness. When I
was near the edge of the pbrush, I just stopped and lay there,
stretched out, and waited. The DFRC securaty guards were
driving both the runway and the dirt road using their
searchlights, checking all support personnel and their
positions. Now we all knew what crawled through those bushes at

night: large ants, lizards, spiders, scorpions, and I won’t
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mention snakes. After ten minutes, many of them were crawling
around, over, and Jjudging from the burning sensations,
seemingly through me. By now the landing searchlights had come
on and after the two loud sonic booms, indicating that the
shuttle was nearing final approach, I stood up, brushed off,
thanked God, and walked part of the way up the incline, where I
knelt and waited to take pictures.

The results were later used extensively throughout NASA
and the news media for years to come. I then ran back to the
road and was picked up at my original assigned position. The
next day, while treating me, the Dryden doctor asked, "What the
hell did you do, Gene, lie on the Lakebed last night?" "Of
course not. I’ve got more sense than that." I stopped by the
press trailer, picked up 25 8x10’s of my touchdown picture and
was asked how I got close encugh to get that great shot. I
smiled, scratched a little, and headed for Houston.

We had a new division chief named Paul Penrod, and I had
been assigned a new secretary. Jane and James had moved to
Houstcon, where she had gotten a new Jjob with gquite an increase
in salary. James was getting started in the acting field. I had
bought a blue Toyota pickup truck, which I was guite pleased
with. Mother was getting over the mini-strokes she had been
experiencing and was doing much better. She had many nice
friends 1living around her.

The last missicn of 1983 was the largest to date--six crew

members—--and the first to carry a non~U.S. crewman; otherwise,
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1t was routine. The first shuttle to fly in 1984 landed at the
Kennedy Space Center in ¥lorida, the next flew at the highest
operating altitude, the fourth featured the first woman tc go
EVA and the first seven-person crew.

Oon the family side, Jeffrey decided to call it guits and
come home for good. There were many factors involved, but my
personal opinion was that he had simply burned cut from too
much school.

While walking into the office early in October, my left
leg began hurting. As I sat at my desk, it continued to get
worse during the morning. At lunch time I made it to my truck
with the help of Nick Nelms and a crutch. Jeffrey took me to
the doctor. After many x-rays, he sent me to the hospital and a
specialist, who diagnosed my problem as a slipped or ruptured
disk in the lower vertebrae. It was the specific one that
causes pressure on the left sciatic nerve, which runs all the
way down to the foot.

That was my first time in a hospital other than as an
outpatient. After five days, he routinely told me that he was
going to operate on me the next day. I replied, "Oh no you
aren’t. Not without a second opinion." I knew that there were
risks involved when messing with those vertebrae and disks. I
checked myself out and went to see anocther specialist. After
new x-rays and an examination, he said that if I could endure
the severe pain for about three weeks, with the help of

medication and heatr, I would have a 50 percent or better chance
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of getting well. Of course that was no problem for me. I stayed
in Jane’s old room and bed, took pills, used heating pads,
read, cried, listened to music, but above all got well after a
month. I moved slowly for the rest of the year. I missed two
flights but both of them landed in Florida.

Nineteen eighty-five was scheduled to be the busiest year
in the history of NASA spaceflights. There were nine flights
scheduled, each carrying at least six crewmen. A new NASA
policy went into effect that allowed outsiders to fly. Some
were military, some scientists from other companies, some
American politicians, and others foreign royalty. 2 few that I
worked with while they trained were Patrick Baudry from France,
Prince Al-Saud, nephew of the king of Saudia Arabia, Senator
Jake Garn, Ernst Messerschmid from Germany, and Christa
McAuliffe, a schoolteacher from New Hampshire. The first two
flights landed at Kennedy and the other seven at Edwards. One
flight in Octeober carried a crew of eight. It was a very busy
year, and I spent arcund 10 days at Dryden for each flight.

In January, Frances’ mother had a heart operation, so
Frances went to spend spring vacation with her in March. Whaile
she was there, Mae had a stroke and was taken to the hospital
and then a rehabilitation home, where she got much better and
returned home. She did suffer speech and memory damage but
began to improve slowly.

Jane anncunced that she and James were separating. Jeffrey

had gone to live with a high school buddy 1n New Haven,
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Connecticut, who was working on his Ph.D. at Yale. My back was
feeling fine, and I thanked God more than once that I dadn’‘t
have the operation. The year passed very quickly. There was
always so much to do for my mother when I was home. Frances
bought her groceries and checked on her every day when I was
gone. I’1l1 never know how Frances managed all those early years
with the kids when I was sometimes gone from 50 to 100 days a
year. She never complained. So many times she would have
problems but wouldn’t tell me until I got home, like the time
she broke her toe or when the kids had the chicken pox.

One day Jeff called and said he was living with a couple
in a little town called Peterborough, New Hampshire, and that
it was a beautiful place. I hoped so much that he might find a
job there ana settle down. In September we managed to squeeze
in a trip to San Francisco with our closest friends, the
Franks. That was an exciting place, and we had a great trip. We
were there on our 34th wedding anniversary.

Prior to the last flight of the year, I recommended that
we turn all landing photography coverage over to the DFRC
photographic branch and get out. They had a new boss,
additional personnel, and mocre new equipment. When I arrived
for the last mission of 1985, I presented my plans and they
quickly agreed. Late 1n the morning of December 3rd, I selectad
cne of my favorite positions and set up ny cluster of four
Hasselblad 70mm still cameras near the runway, and to wmy

amazement, nc cne complained. I was alone and had over an hour
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to wait. I didn’t mind, because the sun was shining and the aixr
was coocl.

As I looked around, I thought of the misery that I had
suffered on this Lakebed for five years. We were required to
report to our positions 3 hours before touchdown, so counting
approximately 30 simulations and 18 actual landings, that was a
lot of waiting hours. Many times we drove out in total darkness
following spraypainted X’s every 50 yards for two or three
miles. It may be freezing at night or 115 degrees 1n the day.
The surface was a sandy clay, swept clean by the wind, full of
cracks from dryness and as hard as concrete. Most outsiders
hated the Lakebed, but to me 1t was a challenge and even
beautiful when viewed relative to 1ts surroundings.

I could remember standing on this spot in 100-degree heat
and looking south at the sun reflecting off the snow-covered
San Gabriel mountains, or looking to the east across the desertc
for miles as it faded into the horizon and stretched to the
Colorado River 150Q miles away. Northward, I could see the
desert crawl to the foot of tne Sierra Nevada mountains, witn
Mount Whitney and the Sequoia National Park, and then gaze
westward toward the Pacific Ocean. I had spent SO much tTime 1in
many of those mountains photographing redwcod trees,
waterfalls, and acres cf spectacular wildflowers. Suddenly I
realized that this would probably be the last time I would see
this exotic panorama of natural beauty, and for the very first

time I thought about retiring.
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Maybe I was burning myself out, or maybe I had pushed
fate too far, or as we often said, "I wonder how many of my
seven lives I have left." I sat there and compared the
beautiful snow-covered mountains to heaven and the Lakebed 1in
front of me to hell. I tried to think of what I really did
believe about a hereafter and heaven and hell. Qf course, I
grew up believing in all three, but in the last 25 years of
living on the edge of space, so to speak, and listening to so
many people’s opinions and beliefs, I began to realize Jjust how
much people really care what others think of them, whether they
admit it or not. Many times I had heard sentiments such as "I
would be in heaven just to know that my friends and loved ones
remembered me as a good person that cared for others."” I had
heard such expressions as "My life has been a living hell" and
"Heaven right here on earth" and, my favorite, "A person 1s
never dead until he is forgotten." Maybe death is just a
continuation of the life you are living now. Or 1s heaven and
hell simply the wav vou are remembered by those you leave
behind?

Then I thougnt of a few lines that I had always
remembered, I don’t know why, from "The Rubaiyat of Omar

Khayyam," which I had studied in college:

I sent my Soul through the Invisible,
Some letter of that After-life to spell;
And by and by my Soul returned to me,
and answered, "I Myself am Heav’n and Hell"--
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Heaven but the Vision of fulfilied Desire,

And Hell the Shadow from a Soul on fire
There comes a time in every person’s life when he must seriously
reexamine his values and beliefs. However, before I could lock
any further, I was quickly brought back to the present by two
loud sonic booms. There was a huge dome-like tumbleweed directly
in front of me and a picturesque cloud formation behind as the
shuttle Atlantis touched down within the imaginary frame that I
had visualized, and I recorded my last and best portrait of a
shuttle returning to earth.

It was especially difficult saying goodbye to the Biscayart
family. They had done so much for me. As I had felt and said so
many times before, "This is the end of another chapter in my

1ife." Tt was home to Houston, family, and Christmas.
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CHAPTER 12
THE ROAD TO RETIREMENT

January, 1986, brought me plenty of excitement early. I
flew on a zero-g flight with our new visiting schoolteacher,
who had been chosen to fly on mission 51L (the new designation
for flights). There was to be a flight with a congressman
aboard on January 12, but of course I was back chained to my
desk. Christa McAuliffe told me that the town Jeffrey was
living 1n was absoclutely super and was not far from her. She
was one great person and was just counting the minutes until
11ftoff. The zero-g aircraft was referred to as “the vomit
comet." Almost everyone gets sick when they fly, especially the
first time, but she didn’t. She laughed all the way through the
two-hour flight. She made out better than I did.

Jeffrey moved back home and was considering teaching at
his high school, where he had done some substitute work. On the
morning of January 28 at 10:36 a.m., I watcned the iliftoff cf
+he Challenger with my boss in his office. The rest 1is history.
What else can I say, except that I hope history will someday
show that NASA tock a bum rap from the news media, politicians,
and the public. The shuttle was not a commerc:ial aircraft and
all the crew members knew the risk involved.

It was the first in-flight disaster in 25 years of

spaceflight. NASA had set one of the most incredible records in
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the nistory of aviation. There was a lot of political pressure
on the NASA brass that morning. President Reagan was scheduled
+o make a state-of-the-budget address that night, and he had
planned to include the successful launch of the schoolteacher
in the speech. I will always believe that that had much
influence on the final NASA decision to launch. 0f course,
there would be no more flights for a long time.

With Jeff here to take care of the house, Frances and I
decided to go to Europe for a leng vacation. Jane had started
going steady with a young man named Mike Martin. For a couple
of months I was busy making reservations, calling hotels in
Germany and Austria, and planning our first week with friends
in central England. In early May, Jeff was notified by his
friends in Peterborough that there was an opening for a copy
editor on the sophisticated computer magazine BYTE. He flew
there for an interview, and just before we left he was notified
that a woman had been selected. It hurt deeply to see his
disappcintment. He had experlienced more than his share for his
age. It had been a draw between them to the end.

After getting off to a bad start in Houston and Atlanta,
we had a pleasant trip to London, and the four~hour train ride
north was great. After a week 1in England and Scotland, we took
the hydrocfoil to Ostend, Belgium, and then Eurail to
Kaiserlautern, Germany, where we stayed with Frances’ niece
Cathy and her family. Her husband took us to Paris for three

days. On the way, we stopped at Verdun, where I found the
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pattlefield and monument where my dad fought and won his hcnors
1in WWI.

Frances and I later took the train to Salzburg, Austria,
our favorite. Then on to Innsbruck and Garmisch, Germany, where
we rented a car. I drove north to the iittle town of
Paulushofen where Weiss and I slept in the barn while he was
eg1ck. I walked down the street to visit the church, and while I
stood on the front steps, the chimes began to ring announcing
the 10 a.m. Sunday service. After leaving Paulushofen, I
retraced other memorable roads and towns as we headed north.
After a boat ride down the Rhine, overnight stops in Cologne
and Trier, we arrived in Amsterdam, Holland, where we toured
for a day and then departed on a nonstop flight for Houston on
Sunday.

After arriving in Houston, we saw Jane and Mike, but nc
Jeff, behind the glass wailting while we cleared customs. As if
+he excitement of the trip and being home were not enough, Jane
informed us that Jeff was 1in Peterborough working for BYTE.
After catching my breath, I gasped, "What happened?" We had
read 1n the newspaper about a possible hurricane heading toward
the Houston area two weeks ago. Jane said that on the Tuesday
of that week, Jeff started to prepare for a storm as he hacd
seen us do before, when he received a phone call from the BYTE
editor asking him how soon he could report for work 1f he st <

wanted the job.
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After hearing that the woman had been fired before she
even started because she kept saying "just a few more days and
T711 be there," Jeff said, "I’1ll start Monday morning." He
packed about 50 boxes of his stuff from the attic and his rcom,
labeled everything, left us notes, made plane reservations, and
left Thursday night. I had never seen him move that fast
pefore. We had an extra thank you to add in our prayers that
night.

Mother had been i1n Virginia and flew home a week later.
She loved to fly, but it was very difficult getting her off ana
on the plane and into her seat. She was feeling surprisingly
good.

Since I had made my retirement plans public, and the
laboratory contract was up for renewal in 1987, the decision
had been made to eliminate my branch and turn photography over
to the new contractor. I was prepared for it, but it was like
seeing somecne die anyway.

Jane’s annual surprise came just before Thanksgiving. She
and Mike were golng to get married the next spring. In the
meantime they had rented an old house in West University Place
and asked us to help them move on Thanksgiving day. We met
Mike’s family while working together during the move. After we
finished, we all went to their home for Thanksgiving dinner. OZ
course, we discussed Jeff during the meal. He seemed to be

doing great and was satisfied with his new job, and we knew
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that he liked the town. We Jjust prayed that he would £ind sone
of the happiness that had so long eluded him.

In early December, I put off my retirement again when I
found out that the announcement of the new contractor had been
delayed for three months. I began the new year helping to plan
the turnover of the branch to the contractor, inventorying all
our equipment, surplusing old egquipment, and assisting 1n
planning the remodeling of our area.

In March I was taken sick at work and found to have a
serious liver problem. Of course, cancer couldn’t be
overlooked, so I was given several scans called Magnetic
Resonance Imaging, which was the newest thing and provided very
high resolution on the final negative. I spent the longest two
days of my life waiting for the results. My prayers were
answered as the scans proved negative. With rest and
medication, I improved enough to participate 1in Jane’s wedding
on April 4th, 1987.

We had been assigned new projects in connection with the
challenger accident, and I was told that I could move into the
division office and be put on hold for a short time 1f I would
like to stay on for a while longer. I thought 1t would be fun,
and T could observe all the changes taking place.

Several years before, I had become interested 1n genealogy
and had begun collecting information from people related to all

of Frances’ and my families. I began going tc the geneaiogy
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data there was on microfilm.

Frances and I decided to visit Jeff 1n early October when
the autumn leaves would be at their peak. Much to our surprise,
Jane and Mike decided to go a week earlier and overlap with us
for two days. We rented a car and drove to Peterborough and
were completely awed by the beauty of the area and town. We
five went out together for a dinner at the Powder Mill, which
was a large house in the cocuntry that had been converted into a
restaurant. It was cold while we were 1in New Hampshire, but the
love, pride, and excitement of being all together for the first
time and seeing Jeffrey happy was just wonderful for us. The
next morning I got everyone up and cut early so I could start
taking pictures and slides. Everything everywhere we went was
o colorful and beautiful, and 1t even started to snow just
pefore Jane and Mike left for the airport.

Upon returning to work, I found that I had a new division
chief. Since we were enjoylng a slow, quiet period, I got to
spend a lot of time with Dave Bi1llingsly. We became good
friends, and I liked him very much. In early Novenmber, he
requested a serious talk, which went like this: "Gene, 1I've
spent some time with our director and personnel and have an
offer for you. As you know, I'm not a photographer and do no:
know the people under me--who I can trust, what we shouid buy,
and those types of things. I want you to stay and jJust be ny

personal assistant and adviscr. We’1ll have to take away your
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branch chief title and change your job description. Think 1t
over."

We had wanted to dc about $10,000 worth of remodeling in
the house, and of course I wanted very much to be part of our
new slogan, "Return to Space," which should happen the next
summer. Also, 1t would add to my retirement benefits. Maybe T
used all of these as excuses, but I said yes. Then I wondered
if I would ever retire.

The year ended on a few nice nctes. Jeff came home for
Christmas. Mother was well, and we were all together for the
holidays. Frances had been working for eight years at the
school and practically ran it now. She was doing very well
physically.

Mother moved slower each year because of her arthritas. I
just had to watch her closely and do more for her now. Blanche
couldn’t fly here anymore, but Lizzie still managed to visit.
She brought many old pictures, and I listened to them talk
about their childhoods, teen years, and courtships.

My work and relationship with Dave had proven toc be a
great arrangement. We had several major activities at the

Center, 1ncluding a visit by the president in which I

represented the division while planning all photographic and TV

coverage. I also had ample time toc spend on my family tree
hobby. Our house work was completed by June, so we made our

yearly sojourn to Virginia.
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That summer of 1988, excitement once agalin mounted
throughout NASA as we entered the final phase of preparation
for the return to space. We should never have taken so long,
but .1t was the bad publicity that forced us to wait. Some of my
old photographers had resigned and gone to work for the
contractor and some had become contract monitors. I enjoyed ny
positicn more every day, but in my mind I knew this would be my
last year. I was preparing myself for it. The only thing on my
mind was the shuttle launch, scheduled for mid-September.

Frances returned to school, Jane received ancther nice
promotion, and they rescheduled the launch for September 29. I
remember how hard it was to watch the first few minutes after
1liftoff that day, but everything went as planned and we were
back in the space business. Later in October, we received an
invitation to an astronaut party in honor of the successful
mission. Dave tried again to get me to stay, but I told hinm

that there was no turning back this time.

Just before Christmas I traded in my blue Tcyota truck for
a new red cne. I considered that my retirement present. I
worked or at least went to work every day during the holidays
as I had previously agreed to do. As usual, there weren‘t many
pecple at work between Christmas and New Year’s, so I just
walked around, visited other areas, and made lots of phone
calls. In my office I drank coffee, packed boxes, looked out of

the window, and lost myself in memories of 30 years of thr:ilis,
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excitement, dedication, and hard work. I felt that NASA and I
were even--neither owed the other anything. I was paid a good
salary and would have a good retirement, but most of all I had
my good health.

There was almost no one left in the building on the
afternoon of my last day, New Year’s Eve, 1988. As I took my
last long look across the "campus" and then slowly walked to my
new truck, I thought, "And so ends another chapter of my life."
The transition to retired life was a little difficult for a
while. Frances was still working but seemed to understand how I
felt. She gave me the suppport I needed so badly and helped me
to make the transition a pleasant one.

Soon I really began to enjoy my new life. I worked on our
family trees, recorded music on tapes, started playing golf
again, read a little, and wrote lots of letters. When ycu add
all of that to the time I spent with Mother, then I had a full
schedule. I planned our trip to the ex-POW convention in
Niagara Falls in September and one to Ireland and England early
the next vear. I suppose that 1f I had a real hobby 1t would
have to be taking care of my flower gardens, rose beds, and
yard. Incidently, I turned 65 last month. I guess that’s a good

retirement age.

One spring morning I kissed Frances goodbye as she left
for work, took my cup cf coffee and went into the backyard and

sat in my swing. I watched the early morning sun Creep across
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“he green grass and listened to the birds chirp as they ate
from the feeders. I looked at the dew-covered rosepuds, sipped
hot coffee, and thought how much I had to be thankful for.
Today I am the luckiest man in the world. Yesterday is filled

with memories. Tomorrow, well, tomorrow 1s full of hopes and

dreams.
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