Armstrong 23 Sept. 1971

Mailer references:

Armstrong's face looked remsrkable...that Lireakfast food face. LSk
He had had the hard flat-eyed egocentric look of a kitten, eyes

hardly cracked who will somedag be a cat. ibid.

Armstrong "surrendered words atcut as happily as a hound
allowed meat to he pulled out of his teeth." 27

"He spoke with long pauses; he seﬁ\kxed for words, When the
words came out, their ordinary content Badé the wait seem excessive,"
wjg_ghiiis;ni.le,.ﬂexuas more wooden than yourg Rovert Taylor;—— "~
young Don Ameche, young Randolpg Scott. .. As a Speaker he was all
“bit limp -=- still it did not leave him unremarkable. Certainly $he
“knowledge that he was an astronaut r:<stored his stature, yet even if he
had been a junior executive accepting an award, Armstreng would have
presented a quality which was arresting, for he was -exiracrdinarily.
remote, He was simply not like other men. He would have been more
‘eYtraordinary in fact if he had been just a salesman making a modest
inept dull litile speech, for tken one would have been forced tc wonder
how he had ever gotten his job, how he coulc sell even one jtem, how
in fact he got out of bed in the morning. Something peculiarly irnocent
or subtly sinister was in the gentle remote air. T If he had bﬁﬁﬁmi‘
young boy selling subscriptions at ths Gocr, one gl dnamothe” might ha
‘warnad her grandmcther never to let him in the house; a cther wou d
have commented, "That bey will go very far.," ie was dpparevtly in
cormun¥en wiith some string in the universe~cthers did rnot think to
play,." 22-23.

"When Armstrong paused and locked for the next phrase he
scmetimes made a sound like the open crackling of static on a pilot's
voice band with the control tower., COne dicd not have the impressiop
that the static came from him so much as that he had kmsm listened to
so much static in his life, suffered sc much of it, that his flesh,
his cells, like it or not, were impregnated with the very cracklings
of static...Then Armstrong flashed s smile. One of his own jokos came.
Hiv humer was pleasant and- small town, not without a taste of the tart.
"Mnd if he -- Collins -~ can't ThHirk of anytfkirg else, ne can -

always lcok out tre window and admire the view.'" 28«29

"We're quite sure this girl will go," he said solemnly,
pleasantly, lightly, sadly, carefully, sweetly. He was a presence in
the room, as much a presence as a man...Why should Armstrong have a scul
less divided than ithe unruly world of some billions of men? Indeed
contradicticrns lay subtly upon him ..S5p Armstrong seemed of all the
astronauts the man nearest to being saintly, (44 the We thing
as hard, small-town and used in his face as the lcok of a cashier
over penn1es. 75-30, T e
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Armstrong
Mailer refs., (cont'd).

"When he stopped to think, six tired parallel lines stodd
out cn his forehead, and his hair was very straight, small town hair-
colored humerless straight, his pupils were very kmxm small, hardly
larger than buckshot, you cculcd believe he flew seventy-eight combat
missions off the Essex near Koprea. He was very thinemouthed, almost
as thinr and wide a mouth as Joe E, Brown, yet with no comic spirit, or
better, or worse, the spirit of comedy gave corders to the mouth most
of the time, Much like Wrenher von Braun or President Nixon, he would
smile on ccmmand. Then a very useful smile appeared -- ihe smile
of an interesting small-town boy. He could be an angel, he could be
tha town's devil. Who knew? ...Aquarius decided it was not easy
to trust “wim then -~ the smile was a vehicle tec remove Armsirong from
tre scene..At communicating he was as tight as a cramped muscle...
Perversely, it was his most impressive quality, as if what was best
in tre man was most removed frcm the surface, so vaiuvable that it must
ve protected by a hundred reservations, a thecusand cautions.

"0On the cther hand, he was a prcressional and had learned how
to contend in a practical way with the necessary language. Indeed,
how his choice ~f language protected him: 'Immediately upon tcuchdown
our concern is the integrity of the Lunar Module itself,'"

"There had been only one Columbus --there were ten astronauts
at least who could do the job, and hundreds of men to back them up.
fe was the representative off a coll-ctive will," 38

When asked if he would keep a rock, Armstrcng said, "That's
not a prerogative we have available to us," Mailer: He couvld of ccurse
have said, 'We can't do it,! but in trouble he always talked computerese." 39

"Tt was as if the more natural forms of English had notbeen
built for the computer: Latin maybe, btut not simple Anglo*Saxon. That
was too primitive a language -- cnly the general sense could be conveyed
by the words: the precise intent was obliged to be defined by the tone
f the voice. Computerese preferred tc phase out such options. The message
had to e locked into a form which could be transmitted by pulse or
by lack of pilse, cne binary digit at a time, one bit, one bug to ve
installed in each box. You could not treak through computerese." 39

"Armstreong's near-to-faceticus smile began to pique their

respect..The writers were pushing Armstrong now," L1,
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Mailer refs {conttd 2).

"Armstrong had now teen maneuvered to the point where
there was no alternative to offer but a credo, or claim that he was
smphkhrm  spiritually neuter. That would have vieclated too much in
him, Yes, he blurted now, as if, damn them and damn their skills,
they had wanted everything else of him this day, they had had everything
else of him, including his full cooperation, now cdamn them good,
they could have ris philosophy tco if they could comprehend it.

"T think we're going," he said, and paused, static burning in the FEWEEM
yaws of his pause, "T think we're going to the moon becaurse it's in the
nature of the human b@:ng to face <hallenges,! He looked a iiitle
defiant, as if probably they might not know, some criticial mimber of ﬁh
them might never know what he was talking about, 'Il's by the nature of
his deep inner scul.' The last three words came cut as if they had
seared his throat by their extcrtion. How his privacy had been

invaded this day. 'Yss,' he nodded,, as if noting what he had to give
up to writers, 'we're required to do these things just as ax salmon

swim upstream,st Lhi-h2.

"NASA was vending space. Armstrong was working directly
for hiz corporate mill., Despite the fact that this future audience of
forty million would be 1istening and studying him, he spoke without
leng pauses, and seemed oddly enough to be at case, a salesman with
a clear modest mi d soft sell. If Armst 's most resognizable
passion was to safeguard his pr1§§€§:J§_§é§§;€“ﬁﬁféﬁ‘app*BEEHéd the force

“of sanctuary to him, then there was nothing on television he wculd be
1ikely to reveal or betray. L3-LL.

"Their collaboration (Armatrcng and Frank McGee) on the questions
and responses had the familiar ccmfort of piety. Armstrong came near
to chatiing with him . Tt was implicit lc¢ Network Nugatory that a
chatty tone went hand in hand with the pious., So the dullest but most
fanctional, which is to say the most permeable side of Armstrong was
naturally precented, He respondly scberly, even chastely tc gquestions
abont whether he had been elated when chosen -- 'I have tc¢ say that I
was'! -~ but quickly added that there cculd have been many pitfalls
xu ing the waiting period (such as intervening flights which might not
succeed) and so he had not indulged any large excitement at any part-
icular period.

"He was determinedly modest, going clear out of his way,
to specify that he was certain the Apolle 12 crew was as competent as
his own to make this first trip to the moon, and went on once again
to give credit for success to all the Americans who had teen working to
back them up., 'It's their success more than ours,! said Armstrong
as 1if the trip had been ccmpleted already, or perhaps this was intended
to he commercial to be employed after touchdown, or lunar accent, or
splashdcwn,..." Lh=LS,
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Mailer refs, {cont'd 3)

"McGee, referring to a story in Life by Dora Jane Hamblih
sbout Armstrong (L July 69), spoke of a recurring drewm the astreonaut had
had when a toy., In this dream, he was able to hover over the ground
if he held his breath...It was a beautiful dream." LS



