%%5&%@1%
(ZNFTE ) l Fﬁgnn |ﬂ

Selected Readings

on Contemporary Amerlcan and British Reporting

KRHK HWE

di BF 1w
National Defense Industry Press




(W X & =)

AR R

B2 ym E
mmx.nm
e

3N

=
3]
=
(]
=
o
b
g
(ol
(=]
=
(=]
&
=
=
3
[~
T
-
g
[%]
/2]

BKR K

F Seameagd



BEERRB (CIP) #i8

EEBROLHFREIE 7 kX NRE. —Jb,
B B Tolk k41, 2007. 1
ISBN 7 - 118 - 04888 -7

[.%... 0.%... WO OFEEUE—XEEY
- @QBEXF—ERH—EEOLIL L F—LERH—
’ TE IV.H319.4:1

o R A [ 4548 CIP $di A7 (2006) 3 144784 5

@ . A oz oo HEREA
(EEHBERENEER23 S BRE4ED 100044)
KRBEIRIRITE B A FER
HEHIESE

FEBOx1168 1/32  ERE 674 R I80 TF
200741 BB 1S L KENR P8 15000 Bt FEH 16.00 5T

{EBOFNEER, BEARER)
R JE « (010)68428422 % THRI . (010)68414474
BATAEH : (010)68411535 % 17L % : (010)68472764



gk,
Tl

(T YA LI NE A 3 (SEDORBR) ) e e T 3 JR =X
ZEMEEBFPESHE HFTEA BEAROLLICER
fho BLETESCARR A HFANE, B MEBELAE BAZE
B, RS ——8 A SR SRR R S HE ATk
SRR, 55b, X Hepk O B R FRHMRIFEE, 7T ILHZNR
WHIRERE .

TECHRA AR Z ) o, AR B 0O A BREBIAL T B 2 —
— B2 - BURMEAREIRA R T8 A s R A AR

FEC BT 220 o, — (L EERmBATHRR 17 % L+ B4 i i
BRYSHAR S , BE BE ERE LA R AR TE T BB

FECR MR 2 ) Hh , R EIFER AL IS 3 RFEJE - A A SR
) FRATHR T IUARBXBAT RIS , I Ba vk it , 58 B Uk A X Mk
(L |

R P TSCRIE SRR SOE R, RIS S SRR E R, A

I}



BHEERENSES KB ERRSEE, BEARE (MR
A ) W2 BB RE I AOAR K AR AR R . B o A T SRR
FCE S, AR A RS, RS RS kRE %5
PR RSO SC, Tkt AL A T AT e Rk B R 2 i3 SOR
X E B RS SRR RS BIEE S, T —
B FEit— 2 OB TS

B E A SR IEE B 20, A E S B%E 20 £
FRKERSE SRS EEREL SR SR, XEMIEX
MEEXQRL 2, AEHBL2BE KILENERNRR,
REME, EETRAB KiTEMERREERER, FAHE
e, EERREL,

RN
2006 4F 12 A



/My Journey to the Moon
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+7,"  Go Toward the Light
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My Journey to the Moon'

Project Apollo was the single most daring endeavor’ in human
history. America’s first man in space, Alan Shepard, was launched
from Cape Canaveral’ on May 5, 1961. His flight lasted only 15
minutes, but just 20 days later President John F. Kennedy, in a speech
before Congress, challenged America to send men to the moon—and
return them safely—by the end of the debade.

If this bold gamble was to succeed, men would leave the safety
of the earth and voyage across a quarter-million miles of space to
walk on the dusty soil of the moon. Here, told by Buzz Aldrin, one of
the men who lived® it, is the story of that incredible journey.

Campfires twinkled on the beaches and along the causeways’
near Cape Kennedy. Nearly a million people had come to watch the
launch of Apollo 11. Many had sweated in bumper—to—bumper6 traffic

1 Condensed from Men from Earth by Buzz Aldrin and Malcolm McConnell; the book is
published by Bantam Books, New York.

2 endeavor [in'devaln. 1, #ik, HE.

3 Cape Canaveral [ka'neevaral] n. FHHEHIRf (FRFRA Cape Kennedy), EEMTHL
REWEBMBAMKEH B L, (ITFRHHTREMMRTEELR.

4 live = to experience: 2/, #h¥%.

5 causeway [koizwei] n. (FIiI/KERIRHLA)) IRIE.

6 bumper-to-bumper: {RESFTRRRAL.



from Cocoa Beach to Titusville the night before. Even at 3 a.m. on
this muggyl Wednesday morning, the headlights of almost 300,000
cars cut through the darkness, intensifying the excitement. In 6'1,
hours, NASA? would launch three astronauts in mankind’s first
attempt to land on the moon. It was an event no one wanted to miss.

In Firing Room 1 of the launch-control center, the liftoff team
was supervising the hazardous’ loading of 2,200 tons of super-cold
liquid-oxygen (LOX) and liquid-hydrogen (LH;) propellants® into
the massive white pillar of Saturn’ V. Even at rates of up to 10,000
gallons a minute, the operation would take four hours and was so
dangerous that the pad, usually crowded with work trucks and men in
coveralls, had been ordered evacuated(’.

Hundreds of engineers and technicians were hunched’ over
computer consoles, monitoring the thousands of separate systems
aboard the three-stage booster® and the Apollo spacecraft itself. The
composite9 vehicle was heavier than a World War II destroyer. It
contained six million parts and a total of 91 engines and motors,
making it the most complex machine ever assembled'’. In theory all
this machinery had to work perfectly if we were to succeed in our
mission. '

At 4:15 a.m., Deke Slayton, director of flight-crew operations,
came to wake Neil Armstrong, Mike Collins and me. In our

muggy [mMAgil adj. %, &K,
NASA ['neesa] n. National Aeronautics and Space Administration (ERBTFMRE.
hazardous ['heezadas) adj. fERN.
propeilant [pra'pelent] n.  CKF) HEHA .
Satum ['seete()n}n. EE “+E” FBHKAH.
evacuate [i'veekjueit] vr. #1E, HE.
hunch [hantf]ve. & vi. 5, 535
booster [bu:ste] n. (BHUKEFI) Bhiksk: B
composite [kompazit] adj. HAERHK.
0 assemble [9'sembl] vr. 3%, R.
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windowless quarters', we couldn’t tell if it was night or day, or if the

weather had held” for launch morning. But Deke had a sheath® of

flapping* weather reports. “It’s a beautiful morning,” he said.
“You're go’.”

Deke and astronaut Bill Anders ate breakfast with us. They were
friendly and talkative, but also somewhat distant. The three of us—
Neil, Mike, and I—were going. They were staying behind.

Joe Schmitt, a NASA technician, had our equipment laid out in
the brightly lit suiting room. The space-suits hung like headless white
snowmen from racks, and there were gloves and boots stacked®
neatly here and there. The place looked like an anatomy’ lab for
robots.

Suiting up 8 went quickly. I was hooked to my portable
ventilator’, and Joe pulled the brown-and-white “Snoopy cap” with
earphones and microphone down over my head. When he snapped
my clear bubble helmet in place, the outside world went silent.

It was almost dawn when the van stopped at the base of the gray
mobile launch platformm. Saturn was fully fueled now. The elevator
climbed so fast to the 320-foot level that we had to yawn to unplug'’
our ears. At the top of the tower, Joe Schmitt turned us over to
Guenter Wendt, the pad leader who had sealed the hatches of every

quarters [kwo:tezln. (R0 5.

hold [hauld] vi. CRZ&. £H%) RE, %5

sheath [[i:6] n. £ H; XK.

flap [fleep] vi. (KR, BEWRZ—GEE, 54 B3, #a),
go [g8u] adj. = ready: EFK, HEITN,

stack [steek]) vr. HERK, 97

anatomy {a'naetemi] n. #RE]: %, HIH.

suitup: CHREIRES). B3 FAMR.

9 ventilator ['ventileita} n. #4538,

10 platform [pleetfo:m]n. ¥ 4.

11 unplug {An'piagl vr. 3KEE (BEF. L% 2. HAMEE. u-: 514, FRETH
HE.
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manned' American spacecraft since the first Mercury’ flight eight
years earlier.

Guenter greeted us with a warm smile. He handed Neil Armstrong a
four-foot-long, plastic-foam key marked “Key to the Moon.” Even with
this good-natured ceremony, however, we were all aware of the
monstrous white booster steaming beside our platform in the rosy-pink
dawn. We were standing next to the explosive equivalent of a small
nuclear bomb.

Our seat assignments for liftoff dictated® the order in which we
would enter the command module®. Neil, the mission commander,
would be in the left couch because the abort handle was there. Mike
Collins had the right position. I would be in the center and
responsible for sealing the hatch. That meant I'd be the last man to
enter.

Guenter led Neil and Mike on ahead. I found myself standing
alone on the platform, holding my portable suit ventilator like a
commuter carrying his briefcase.

I was 'mtn'gued5 by my position. Huge crowds were gathered on
the roads and beaches surrounding the Cape and halfway back to
Orlando, all gazing at this launch pad. Yet I was utterly6 alone,
breathing cool oxygen within the sterile’ cocoon® of my suit. As I
scanned the deserted complex, there was not another human being in
sight.

Looking south down the coast, I saw the older launch pads

Manned [meend] adj. A AHK, AN, FABEN,

Mercury {me:kjuril n. 8 “BEF” S36 L.

dictate [dik'teit] vi. ttiE. HE.

module ['mod3u:l, ‘moadju:l] n. (64T LISTHYD .

intrigue {in'tri:g] vr. WIS AMNBET T 0. intrigued by/with.
utterly [Atoll] adv. FE4c, #xTHR, HIEH.

sterile 'sterail) adj. THIRY; BRI, L.

cocoon [ke'ku:n] n. R, FIPE.
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diminishing' in size and complexity as they neared the lighthouse at
the bend in the Cape. There was Pad Three, where America had
launched its first rocket from the Cape, a captured V-2 that Wernher
von Braun’s team had assembled after World War 1I. Then came the
rusty Redstone gantriesz, reminders of the early days of the space race
and Alan Shepard’s historic suborbital’ lob* in 1961; and then the
Atlas’ complex, where John Glenn took off on America’s first
manned orbital flight.

I stared at the gray tower of Launch Pad 34, where Gus Grissom,
Ed White and Roger Chaffee had died 30 months before in the
inferno® of Apollo 1. In a special pocket of my spacesuit, I had an
Apollo 1 mission patch’. I also carried two Soviet medals honoring
cosmonauts® Vladimir Komarov—killed on Soyuz I—and Yuri
Gagarin, the first man in space, who had died in a plane crash the
year before. I planned to leave these mementos’ on the moon.

I leaned over the rail to gaze down the chill white column of
Saturn V. Sheets of frost fluttered '® away from its flanks''.
Groaning12 and rumbling"® with thermal tension, the giant booster
seemed to be straining to break free from the bonds of gravity. I
turned as Joe Schmitt appeared on the platform. They were ready for

me in the command module.

diminish [di'mini} vi. E#FE/D.

gantry ['gaentri] n. KB R, HEPiELE.

suborbital [sAb'2:bit!] adj. WHERENERY . sub-: (BVED ¥, &, F.
lob [lob] n. &#IER: HipHE.

Atlas (‘setlas]n. “FH#" EH K.

inferno [infa:noul n. HUIRLFE 7 SR RHEZUGEKIH T .
mission patch: KATHESHE.

cosmonaut [kozmano:t] n. (R BITE IR FALR.
memento [ma'mentou)l n.  (XiT M) £EY (B).

flutter {'fiata] vi. &, K.

flank {fleenyk] n. B

groan [greun] vi. (BEREBIEAM) Kik A, Hes,
rumble [rambl] vi. R, B EW,
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Sixty seconds before liftoff, Firing Room 1 grew quiet. The
engineers and technicians were seated at their ranks of consoles
as the electronic countdown clock swept past T' Minus 50
seconds.

In the glass enclosure’ reserved for visiting officials, Wernher
von Braun held his binoculars and stared out the tall blast-proof
windows toward Launch Pad 39-A.The launch-sequence computer
was now in full control. We would have liftoff in 17 seconds. Von
Braun lowered his binoculars and smiled. “So,” he said softly. Then
he began to pray, “Our Father who art in heaven....”

“Go for Staging™

“T minus ten, nine ...” The voice from the firing room sounded
calm in my headphones. I glanced at Neil and saw his gloved left
hand resting inches from the abort handle. If something went wrong,
Neil might have a second to twist the handle, which would blast our
module free of the booster and shoot us to a safe altitude for
parachute deployment.

«.. four, three, two, one, zero. All engines running.” Amber*
lights blinked on the instrument panel. I looked over my left shoulder
at Neil, then turned right to grin at Mike. There was a rumble, like a
freight train far away on a summer night. “Liftoff! We have a liftoff.”

It was 9:32 a.m.

Instead of the sudden G forces’ I remembered from the Titan

Vd
T = time.
enclosure [in'klouze] n. KR, EHE, Ei.
staging ['steidzinin. (BZKEH) HESH.
amber [‘eemba] adj. BRHIEM, EREAK.
gforce: EF: B¥EH, HEN CHREHMBEE g MFERET).
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rocket that launched me into space on Gemini' XII, there was an
unexpected wobbly2 sway. The blue sky outside the hatch window
seemed to move slightly as the huge booster prepared to clear’ the
tower. Then came more elastic wobbling. We all knew that if we
toppled* sideways into the launch tower, our escape system would
likely be useless.

The rumbling grew louder, and for 12 tense seconds we waited.
Then came the welcome words “tower cleared.”

All five F-1 engines were at full thrust, devouring® tons of
propellant each second. Astronaut Bruce McCandless, our capsule
communicator in Houston—the *“CapCom” —— announced that
Mission Control had taken over from the firing room at the Cape. A
minute later we were approaching Max Q—maximum dynamic
pressure. My arms and legs settled in my suit as the G forces
mounted with acceleration. My jaw began to sag®.

“You are go for staging,” Bruce called.

Neil nodded, gazing at the booster instruments on his panel. He
had a tuft’ of hair sticking out from the front of his Snoopy cap that
made him look like a kid on a toboggan8 ride. “Staging and
ignitiong,” he called. The gigantic") first stage burned out and
dropped away toward the ocean, 38 miles below us.

The second-stage eﬁgines made very little noise. We began to

Gemini [d3emmar] n. £E “XFEBE” 5 M.
wobbly [wobli] adj. REGEN, R,
clear [klie] ve. i85, &I, &l
topple ['topl] vi. B{%.
devour [di'vaua) vr. FWE: HE; HFE.
sag [seeg)vi. TUl, TE.,
it [tAft] n. —ik, —M.
toboggan [te'bogan] n. Eif.
ignition {ig'nifanin. AKX,
0 gigantic [d3ai'geentik] adj. B KIf), BRI,
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read through the familiar litany' of checklists, and as the G’s built genly,
forcing my head downward and depressing my lalynxz, I could tell my voice
was getting deeper. Outside, the horizon of the Atlantic bent like a bow.

Six minutes later, we could clearly make out the division
between the arched blue band of Earth’s atmosphere and the black
sky of space. The second stage dropped away, and the single engine
of our third stage burned for 2'/, minutes before shutting down. My
limbs rose within the folds of my suit, and a Velcro® tab* on the leg
of my suit fluttered in the Zero G. Apollo 11 was in orbit.

We crossed the day-night terminator’ into darkness above
Madagascarﬁ. Two hours and 45 minutes after liftoff, we were into
our second orbit, just past Hawaii. The spacecraft had to reach an
escape velocity to leave Earth orbit and begin the coasting’ flight
path that would loop it around the moon, what Apollo mission
planners called Translunar® Injection (TLI).

Restarting the third-stage engine in space was risky. The
temperature of LH, was near absolute zero, but the engine’s plume9
was hot enough to melt steel. The damn thing could explode and
riddle' our spacecraft with shrapnel''.

The TLI burn began silently. The Pacific Ocean tilted beneath us.
Six minutes later, the burn stopped as abruptly as it had started. “It

read through the litany of checklists: i (-~ A, 5- - AEHE. #3E): litany [liteni] n.
MR ARRIENES.

larynx [leerinks] n. H&&F.

Velcro ['velkrau] n. R BB AR B K.

tab [teeb] n. #), f k.

terminator ['ta:mineita} n. B (HE) 4F4.

Madagascar [meeda'geeskal n.  (FEMEBED Lizinbim.

coast {kaust] vi. ¥ ®AT.

Translunar [treens'lju:ne) adj. ¥ AN, trans-: (RIS F#E, F&.
9 plume [plu:m]n. CEEHHLED B,

10 riddle [ridi} ve. ¥ T FIREL M.

11 shrapnel [freepnal] n. CEHEF=ER) BH.
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looks like you are well on your way now,” McCandless radioed from

Houston. Apollo 11 was outbound' for the moon.

“Barbecue Roll”

It was time to separate, turn around and dock’ with the lunar
module (LM). Mike, as command-module pilot, had responsibility for
this tricky maneuver’. He'd practiced it hundreds of times in
simulators®, but this was different. We were moving through space at
17,000 miles per hour, and we sure didn’t want to see either of the
spacecraft damaged while docking.

With the flick® of a switch, Mike blew the explosive bolts and
separated our module from the Saturn’s third stage, which contained
the LM, He thrust ahead, then rotated us a complete 180 degrees. The
booster, topped by the awkward-looking LM, froze in place against
the Pacific backdrop®.

Then Mike moved our command module until its nose nestled’
firmly in the doughnut®-ring on the roof of the LM. It was a coupling
like that of railyard® switch engines. We heard a reassuring clank'

and a whirring!' bump'? as the latches snapped" into place,

outbound [‘autbaund] adj. EEH.

dock [dok] vi. CKATRKT) 3.
maneuver [ma'nu:vain. CEATESH) HL40.
simulator ['simjuleita] n. Vil Ziidii3e,
flick {flik)n. (BRH) —1%.

backdrop = background.

nestle {'nesl] vi. 4%, %N, TifE.
doughnut ['daunat] n. S 4.

9 railyard [reilja:d] n. BkERGRELYE, WE.
10 clank [kleenk] n. &RBHETHS.

11 whir {wa:] vi. FEFFHIIEZ] .

12 bump [bAamp] n. BEh, #R30.

13 snap [snaep] vi. HEE-— 7 RAEFN .,
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forming an airtight tunnel between the two spacecraft'. I radioed,
“Houston, Apollo 11, all 12 latches are locked.” Mike then flipped
switches to separate our composite spacecraft from the Saturn’s third
stage, which would drift past the moon into solar orbit.

Mike removed the tunnel hatch and checked the probe-and-
drogue assembly’ linking the command module with the LM. We got
a sudden shock when we smelled the unmistakable stench® of burned
wiring that every astronaut dreads’.

Mike looked grim. Although we saw no smoke, and there was
apparently no danger of fire, we had to make sure the equipment was
intact®. The docking system was our Achilles’ heel, a complex
meshing of latches and electric-powered jaws, and it would have to
work flawlessly several times during our mission.

Grabbing the docking latches, Mike jiggled7 them hard. The
electrical panel gave us good voltage readings and nothing seemed to
be amiss®. We figured the docking hatch must have been overheated
during launch.

When we reached the moon, the command module would be
called Columbia and the lunar module FEagle. Now, linked
head-to-head, the composite spacecraft looked bizarre °: the
bullet-shaped command module wedged into the cement mixer LM.

I stared out my window. Even at this speed, there was no way to

I spacecraft ['speiskra:ft] n. HBHEAX 5 RBUXHF.

2 flip [flip] vr. PHEERRFEY -

probe-and-drogue assembly: ( KAEXHEF ) IRE — HEMA M. assembly [a'sembli]n. 4
.

stench [stent] n. WFIHIRIE.

dread [dred] vi. $1.

intact [in'teekt] adj. SE¥HI.

jiggle [d3igl vr. 182, %3 (¥

amiss [0'mis] adj. K, HHEK.

bizarre [biza:] adj. #iRM, HEEN, AFEH.
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actually sense Earth receding’; but if I glanced away from the
window, then looked back, more of the planet was revealed”. The next
time I peered out, I was startled to see a complete, bright disc. We were
17,000 miles above Earth, our speed slowly dropping as Earth’s gravity
tugged’ at us.

Flying steadily this way gave us a nice view of Earth, but it also
meant that one side of the spacecraft was constantly in sunshine,
while the other was in darkness. You can’t do this for very long
because in space the sun’s heat will literally * broil®> delicate
equipment and burst propellant tanks on the hot side, and on the
shaded side the gear6 will freeze in the deep cold.

We had to begin the “barbecue roll,” turning slowly on our long
axis so that we would distribute the sun’s heat evenly. Mike fired the
thrusters’ and tilted the spacecraft sideways. Apollo 11 was not
shooting toward the moon like a bullet, with its pointed end toward
the target; it was moving more like a child’s top®.

Our “roll” meant that every 20 minutes Earth disappeared, then
reappeared, moving left to right, from one window to another,
followed by the hot searchlight of the sun. We could see the crescent’
moon out a couple of our windows, though the view was obscured'’
by the LM’s many struts'' and bulgeslz.

recede {ri'si:d} vi. BIF, FiB.

reveal [ri'vi:l} vi. B2, B,

tug [tag) vi. B hHr. )

literally [Vitorali] adv. SEbr b, EEH: RRRHA.
broil [brail] ve. & CGE#D).

gear [gia] n. W&, #H&.

thruster [Oraste] n.  CKATERAND) DEIEHR.
top [topln. (BLERK) PEsg.

9 crescent [kresnt] adj. Z AR BAFH: BHIGMAE.
10 obscure [ab'skjua] vr. 35, EH.

11 strut [strat] n. IN3RAF, HF.

12 bulge [bAld3]l n. 4, FHf.
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