From the moment it was announced that
Apolio 11 was going 1o flv 1o the moon, there
wasn't a red-blooded Canadian bay, or girl,
who didn't wish that he could be at Cape Ken-
nedy — to watch the dramatic blast-off of that
histaric mission.

And ane 15-year-old Canadian boy made I,
all on his own. He was only 30 feet away when
the three ostronants walked by en route 1o their
spaceship. Donald M. Cameran, in this article,
tells how perseverance and luck earned him a
ringside sear {0 the greatest event since the
time of Columbus.

By Donald Cameron

HOW DID a 15.yearold boy from Baie d'Urfé,|
Quobes, and the Okanagan Valley in Beitish Colus-}
i, find himself in the press stand ot Cape Keonedy,
waiching the Apolio 11 lifioll — closer to the launch|
than the VIPs? It may be hand to believe, but there
1 was, standing in the front row of the press stand
when that beautiful bird, the Satun V. roared off
Pad 19A a1 Cape Kennedy. There's quite & story
behind the fact that @ Canadian was the youngest
person that close (o the launch,

| have becn interested in astronautics since the |
carly launches, been president of the Macdonakd |
Amateur Rocket Club at Macdonald High School
in Ste. Anne de Hellevue, Quebec, and represeated
the Youth Acronautics and Aerospace of Canada ai|
the 1969 Model Rocketry Convention at MIT in}
Boston,

The idea of going 1o the moon shot launch first
came into my mind when one of my classmates sakd
jokingly: “Why don't you talk somcone inio going 10
\he Taunch of Apolla 117 (scheduled fo take place
four days from then). | didn't take him seriously af
first. Then | began 10 wonder.

Slowly but surcly, my
that this was a “once in a lifetime" chance.

1 planned to travel as light as possible. All the|
newspapers were warning people 10 stay away —
there would be no hotel space. With & thin pup jent
and a sleeping bag, a couple of pairs of extra socks
and some chocolate bars louded into my pack, 14
have everything I'd need. With tickets bought for
half fare: (an intes-airline agreement benefit since my
father works for CP Air) 1o Orlando, | was all set.

When I'd arrived in Tampa, | still didn't know
what nifport was the closest 10 Cape Kennedy. It
turned ot that Melbourne airport (or the Cape
Kennedy regional airport) was the closest, forcing
me to wait from 4 in the aficrnoon to 1140 that!
night

Seven hours is a long time for anyone 1o Wail in
an airport terminal. To keep myself amused. 1'd sit
in onc end of the terminal, waich people until half an
four had elapsed and then get up, mave 1o another
part of the terminal and repea the process

Eager o get moving as soon as possible, | weat
aut of the air-conditioned lerminal into the muggy
heat of the Florida night. The humidity was aimast
unbearable. 1 strolled towards Gate 10.

s became meuod:
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Don's hobby is astronautics, and his bedroom at home is crowded with space modely and pasters, both
seriotes and humorous. Snapshots taken at Cape Kennedy include (clockwise, from top) Saturn V rocket
taken through binoculars; astronauts walking to van for trip (o Apollo 11: Don as he watches Apolio
in final minutes of the countdawn, and his friend José talking to NASA official in cape press room

The Kid Who Gate-Crashed 1he IVloon Shot

There was & man standing ut the end of the line

Gate-Crash Continued
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press. representalive for different parts of South

“Are you going 1 Cape Keanedy” | asked
“Yes," be answered, with a slight foreign accent
“I bebeve that most of the people on the mirplane
ing there.” | learncd that José was from
ico Cablevision.
His was a lasi minute decision 10 come 1o Cape
Kennedy. All be had was an equipment-filled Aero-
naves de Mexico flight bag

Both of us recognized the advantages of travelling,
at least for the present time, fogether, 30 we planned
our strategy for when we arrived in Melbourne

As we got off the planc, the humid air hit us
again. It was | AM but relatives and friends of
some of the passengers were there 10 preet them:
The crowd of passcagens getiing off ihe plane
thinned out before us until we were part of the pas
sengers walking in

After picking up s, José went over
to enquire about limousine service to Cape Ken
nedy. He came trotiing back 1o me with the same
bright smile that greeted me at the Tampa wirpori,
waving a small piece of paper

“The last two limousine tickets™ he cried happily.

We got out of the terminal and into the back seat
of the limo as quickly us possible. We dropped off
passeagers al different stops along the way. Our
next stop was the press cenire at Cocoa Beach. José
and | began talking to the man sitting beside us.
Continued
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Balter had gone inside, our bags were taken off the
limousine. Then we had 10 make a very important
decision.

“Well, Don,” José sked me, “Do we stay?™ (f

passes. being st

he lasinch area) "Or do we po all the way 10 the vis-
itor information centre’
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ousine furc. The road to the visitor information
centre was lined with cars — sometimes three of four
deep with the driver and passengers sprawled out
cither on blankets beside the car or on the hood.

“Don, there is a chance that we might get press
passes with this,” he said as he tapped his Mexico
Cablevision card. 11 is just u chance, but since we

have come this far, it would be foolish pot 1o ex-

plore all possibilities. You could be my assistant.”
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visitor information centre. A - informed.

Washington NASA man, we arrived in the press
centre in time 1o yet press passes for all three of us.
melhmw my journcy was almost unbelieva-
ble. Perched atop & water faucel, | was only about
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Even at 230 AM the press centre was. alive with

majar newspapers in. the world were scalteced over
‘about 40 tables.
By 6 o'clock we had arrived al the manncd space-

Parked in an alleyway between two sections of the
manned spacecrufl operations ng wis & van,
with 8 NASA crest on the side. The walkway 1o the
van was lined at least 11 deep with
Luckily the crowd thinned oul io about four deep
pext 10 the wall of the MSOB.
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fleet away. Armed with my Kodak instamatic, 1 be-
gan o fecl a little guilly.

Below me, a short from Argentina
was having great difficully trying Lo sec the path. He
had even more trouble when 1 gave him my. spot on
wpehhwe.mhvyu-nnu terribly

difficult for him 1o maintain his balance. With an
accidental twist of his fool, watcr began 1o gush out.

the photographer’s arms and cameras. Luckily 1 did.
balanced on top of the water faucet, |

waw it all.
By 7 o'clock we had arrived at the press site, and

stand were flanked by chronometers. off the
secands until liftoff.
Later | wandered down, past the g

waited out those last few minutes before liftoff.
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A of bright omnge Name cozed out of the
base of the Satum V. The flame began to gush and
the rocket. The flame became
the engines thundered across

After the launch, 1 asked José bow I could possi-
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He answered: “[1 was just a chance that we ex-
plored and luckily for s, it turned out 1o be most
cressful.”

T'was interested 10 see on television an American
MM from Mexicans and



