James Irwin took a magniﬁcent trip to
the moon.... After reading Destination:
Moon, you may feel like you made the trip with
astronaut Irwin. I did. Maybe, you will want to
make the trip for real yourself someday. I have
not done that. However, you can. Someday!
—Tom Hanks, Actor, “Apollo 13”

[James Irwin’s] life has enriched mine through his
loving, caring, gracious, sensitive spirit.
—Bill Bright, Campus Crusade for Christ

destination: moon

im Irwin was a great scientist, and a great
astronaut, but he was an even greater
Christian. Because of his faith in God, we
can be assured he is in Heaven, and instead
of viewing the earth from the perspective
of the moon, he can see the whole universe
from his new eternal home!
—Rev. Billy Graham

[Destination: Moon] is a story that exempliﬁes
bravery, technology, and Jim’s personal encounter
with God. A great read and wonderful keepsake,
I enthusiastically recommend Destination: Moon.
—Senator William L. Armstrong

d e s t i n at i o n :
The Spiritual and Scientiﬁc Voyage of the
Eighth Man to Walk on the Moon

I can’t imagine what it must have been like to
praise the God of creation while standing on the
moon. . . . Jim Irwin has left a legacy in this book
to enable each one of us to have a sense of what
this must have been like.
—Ken Ham, President, Answers in Genesis

Destination: Moon clearly captures the thrill of a
lunar adventure.... Jim’s life, this book—and his
testimony to God’s grace and goodness—will
have a lasting inﬂuence on many people.
—Gen. Charlie Duke, Lunar Module Pilot, Apollo 16
In 1971, my boyish dreams of adventure were ﬁred
when I visited the Apollo 15 in Florida before its
remarkable journey to the moon. Over thirty years
later, I stand more impressed by the Christian
testimony and witness of its Bible-believing,
Genesis-aﬃrming lunar module commander, Jim
Irwin, than even the mission itself.
—Doug Phillips, President, The Vision Forum, Inc.

james irwin

Jim Irwin’s adventures on the moon made him
an American hero. His use of those adventures to
glorify God and point others to Christ make him
a Christian hero.
—Dr. John Morris, President,
Institute for Creation Research
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Prologue

hen you lean far back and look up, you can see the Earth like a beautiful,
fragile Christmas tree ornament hanging against the blackness of
space. It’s as if you could reach out and hold it in your hand. That’s a feeling, a
perception, I had never anticipated. And I don’t think it’s blasphemous for me
to say I felt I was seeing the Earth with the eyes of God.
But the actual journey which brought me to the moon, began long before
my rocket blasted oﬀ from Earth. It was a roundabout and amazing journey,
a journey so unexpected and remarkable that it can only be explained as the
providential direction of God in my life.
Before the ﬂight of Apollo 15, I considered myself a technician, a test pilot,
the operator of a spacecraft—really a nuts-and-bolts type. And I didn’t have
an unblemished record, either. I had made mistakes, goofed up many times,
had my ups and downs, physically and spiritually. But on my third try, just as I
reached the age limit, I was accepted into the astronaut program. This was the
most elite group in the service. What a great honor. But even then, I had no idea
that I would ever be chosen to actually go to the moon.
When I was selected as an astronaut, it was something of a miracle that
I was still in the Air Force. I had squeaked into Annapolis with a fraction of
a point to spare on the substantiating examination. Then, before I had even
graduated from the Naval Academy, I was ready to give that up. The Navy was
so outmoded, so old-fashioned in its policies that I didn’t want any part of that
branch of the service. It seemed ridiculous to spend so much time at sea, for
example. Sure, it was nice to go for a short boat ride, but why spend six months
or a year away from your family? There were so many more interesting things to
do on land—or even in the air.
It was providential that the Air Force was created in 1949, and that they
were looking for young oﬃcers. The Air Force was able to take twenty percent
of our class at Annapolis. Fortunately, I drew a low number. If I had stuck in the
Navy, I probably would have served the minimum time and then resigned.
As it turned out, I had some fantastic opportunities in the Air Force. I was
even assigned to be the ﬁrst and only test pilot on the world’s highest- and
fastest-ﬂying airplane, the YF-12A, which made me so proud that I thought I
was the hottest test pilot in the sky. But truthfully, throughout most of my Air
Force career, I was sorry I hadn’t gotten out of the service back in 1955 and
gone with a commercial airline. At the time I thought that life would be more
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satisfying if I could be a simple airline pilot until the age of sixty-ﬁve and then
just retire. I couldn’t think of a more relaxing life, particularly for a man like me
who loves to ﬂy. I would make enough money and still have a lot of free time.
I can’t imagine life without ﬂying now, but it wasn’t an instant love aﬀair.
During my pilot training in Hondo, Texas, I came to the conclusion that I didn’t
care much for it. I had had about ten hours when I decided I wasn’t cut out to
be a pilot. Aviation wasn’t challenging or exciting. I was uncomfortable in the
bumpy Texas air. It didn’t make me airsick, but I didn’t feel comfortable.
I also didn’t think I had any outstanding aptitude for ﬂying. I was probably
average. But I was relaxed and I slept a whole lot. Half the guys in my little
ﬂight group washed out. I’ve always thought that the only reason I didn’t wash
out was because I didn’t clutch up. Maybe the fact that I wasn’t particularly
interested in ﬂying made it easier to go through with it. Another important
factor in my success was a great guy from south Texas named Ed Siers who was
my ﬂight instructor. Ed probably had ﬁfteen or twenty hours at the time; he was
an old crop-duster and had done all types of ﬂying. “We’ll try to work this thing
out,” he said. “I’ll try to ﬁnd some smooth air for you.”
Ed didn’t ﬁnd much smooth air, but he took me through my training period.
When I was knocked out with pneumonia and had lost two weeks, he even
volunteered to ﬂy with me on weekends to help me catch up. So I stuck with it
and graduated with my class.
As much as I like Ed, I discovered something new about myself when I
soloed. It was a great relief to get into an airplane by myself, with no instructor
along. It was good to be rid of all that noise in the back seat. I ﬂew better when
I could get up there in the sky, close to God, all by myself. That solitude was and
is complete joy for me.
After I had gotten my wings, I picked an assignment at the Air Force base
in Yuma, Arizona. When I got to Yuma, I saw P-51s there on the runway. Just
seeing them was all it took. Flying that 51 really caught me by surprise. It
opened up a whole new thrill for me in ﬂying. Suddenly I came into my own.
All the tedium and boredom and everything else I had been trying to escape
was behind me. I was hooked.
But in those years, my career was forever being blocked. I was grounded
many times for violations—a little too relaxed and high-spirited maybe. And
then I almost wiped out in a terrible air accident. I thought I’d lost my chance
to ﬂy the YF-12A, the test pilot’s dream. When I had recovered suﬃciently to
report for duty, they told me, “No, Captain Irwin. You have had a concussion.
You have even had amnesia. We can’t let you ﬂy for at least a year while we
completely evaluate you.”
xii
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In 1963, I applied to NASA’s space program, but they turned me down. I
believe they felt my accident was too recent. The second time around, NASA
was looking for scientists with doctorates and I couldn’t qualify. I was hounded
by the history of my injury and fast approaching the age limit for astronauts. In
1966, I made one last desperate eﬀort.
My boss at the Air Defense Command in Colorado Springs, Col. Wilton
Earle, went to bat for me. He must have contacted all the generals he had ever
known in the Air Force. I don’t know what he told them, but obviously it had a
powerful eﬀect. It was fortunate for me that this time around, in the selection
of the ﬁfth group, they picked nineteen, the largest number ever. There were
examinations and interviews and physicals and all the rest of it, and ﬁnally the
announcements were made. Jim Irwin was selected.
This was the highest honor I could imagine. I had only one way of
explaining this mind-boggling thing that had happened to me. But the
explanation did not fully come to me until the ﬂight of Apollo 15 was over
and I had a chance to fully reﬂect on what God had done in my life. The Lord
wanted me to go to the moon so I could come back and do something more
important with my life than ﬂy airplanes. During the years of training and the
many months of competition with the other astronauts for the assignment as a
primary crewman, I had been so absorbed in preparing for the scientiﬁc ﬂight
that it never occurred to me how high the spiritual ﬂight could be.
As we reached out in a physical way to the heavens, I was moved spiritually.
Flying into space, I had a new sense of who I was as a man created in the image
of God, of the wonder of the remarkable Earth that God created for man to
inhabit, and of the very presence of my Creator.
As I headed into the cosmos, I became increasingly aware of how diﬀerent
my present circumstances were from the reality of life on Earth. Within my
very spirit, I sensed the beginning of a glorious change taking place inside of
me. Looking back at that spaceship we call Earth, I was touched by a desire to
convince man that he is a unique creature made in the image of God, and that
he must learn to honor God and love his fellow man.
During this sort of ﬂight, you are too busy to fully reﬂect on the splendor
of space or even to appreciate the deep spiritual signiﬁcance and honor of man
journeying into the heavens. But the ultimate eﬀect this journey had on me
was to reshape my very faith in God. Throughout my space journey, I felt an
overwhelming sense of the presence of God, especially on the moon itself. I felt
His spirit more closely than I have ever felt it on Earth. Standing on the moon,
with the expanse of space before me, I rejoiced in the nearness of God. And
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when our astronaut team was struggling with the diﬃcult tasks, I prayed and
the Lord always sent an immediate answer.
I am not the only astronaut to be aﬀected by this experience on the moon
and in space. Every man who goes to the moon is deeply aﬀected, one way or
another, by the journey. The eﬀect on me was to draw me closer to my God,
Jesus Christ.
I think there are things that God does not intend man to understand, things
that man is to take on faith. Believing in the Creator and taking Him at His
word is a matter of faith. But the Bible teaches that the very heavens declare the
glory of God, even His eternal power and godhead, such that man is without
excuse. Man was designed to respond to his Creator, and the Bible teaches
that Jesus Christ, the second person of the Trinity, was the very Creator of the
universe. That is why nothing will ever surpass the beauty and simplicity of the
message of the Gospel. I hate to see people confused about it.
It took me about a month to discover what had happened inside me. When I
ﬁrst talked to people about Apollo 15, I would tell them anything they wanted to
know about space, about the scientiﬁc side. The scientiﬁc voyage of discovery was,
after all, what NASA had invested years preparing us to accomplish. Shortly after
the ﬂight, we started our visits around the world—goodwill missions directed by
the President. Al, Dave, and I participated as a crew on these occasions. They were
designed to be scientiﬁc exchanges. I didn’t have the satisfaction of telling the
complete story and sharing my own religious experience.
However, when we visited Italy, there were many questions at the press
conference about the religious implications of the trip to the moon. Since Dave
and Al considered me the preacher, I answered the questions. In the weeks,
months, and years that followed, I had the great satisfaction of being able to
share the complete message. I started working unoﬃcially on weekends, trying
not to create a problem for NASA. I received so much encouragement from
the churches where I had been speaking, and from Mary and the children to
go ahead with this work, that there has been a growing conviction about my
commitment and a strengthening of my message. I feel a terriﬁc compulsion to
hit as hard as I can while I can be useful, before my fame fades.
The response from people everywhere has been tremendously moving.
Everybody wants to talk to a man who has been to the moon. They think that
since he has seen something they have not seen and will never see, he must
know something they do not know. They are interested in the scientiﬁc voyage,
but they are also interested in the spiritual voyage. They are interested in what
happened inside us, in our hearts and souls. They can’t go to the moon, but they
can take this ﬂight.
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When I came back from the ﬂight, I was baptized at the Nassau Bay Baptist
Church in Houston with my daughter Jill. I had accepted Christ when I was a
boy of eleven in New Port Richey, Florida, at a revival meeting, but I didn’t stay
as close to the Lord as I should have. But after the ﬂight, the power of God was
working in me and I was possessed by a growing feeling that God did have a
new mission for me.
I tell people that God has a plan for them. I say that if God controls the
universe with such inﬁnite precision, controlling all the motion of the planets
and the stars, this is the working out of a perfect plan for outer space. I believe
that He has the perfect plan for the inner space of man, the spirit of man. This
plan was manifest when He sent His son Jesus Christ to die for us, to forgive
our sins, and to show us He has a plan for our lives.
It seems plain to me that the hand of God has been in my life as far back as
I am able to remember. I think Providence has been a factor in every important
thing that has ever happened to me. As strange as it sounds, my ﬂight on Apollo
15 was the fulﬁllment of a dream I had all my life. I have talked of wanting to go
to the moon since I was a young boy. My mother says that she remembers this,
and some old neighbors of ours whom she talked to recently also remembered
that when I was a little boy I used to point up to the moon and say, “I’m going
to go up there someday.”
I probably said this, but I don’t know how much conﬁdence I had that I
would be able to do it. Reverses along the way made it seem unlikely that I was
headed in this direction. When it happened, I felt that I was doing something
I had always wanted to do. But the most startling thing to me now is not that I
have made the ﬂight but what the ﬂight has done to me. God has changed my
life.
On the mountains of the moon, I had an opportunity to quote a favorite
Psalm: “I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.”
As I quoted, I had the impulse to add, “But of course, we get quite a bit from
Houston, too.” This incredible ﬂight that we made with help from Houston is
one of the extraordinary technological achievements in the history of man. I
can believe it only because I understand it and can retrace it step by step. As I
tell this story of the scientiﬁc voyage of Apollo 15, I will also try to tell the story
of that other voyage I made with the help of God.
Astronaut James Irwin
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ave you ever thought about what the moon
is like? For thousands of years, children have
looked at the moon and wondered what it
would be like to go there. It seemed to be an
impossible idea. They couldn’t just strap
wings on their arms and ﬂy there like a
bird. In fact, it wasn’t until 1906 that
there were ﬂying machines. And
even with the invention of jet
planes, we could not escape
from the Earth’s atmosphere.
So the moon seemed
like an impossible goal.
Like many children, I
dreamed of going to
the moon. There’s
only one diﬀerence
between my dream
and that of most
other kids. My
dream came true!
I would like to
tell you about
how I became
one of only
twelve men
to walk on
the moon.
I saw and
experienced
some amazing
things. But
the trip also
changed my
life in a most
unexpected
way.
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Until 1957, space travel was only a fantasy. We could
read stories about what it might be like. But that was
only our imagination. Then the Soviet Union launched a
satellite called Sputnik that circled the Earth many times
every day. Four years later, Yuri Gagarin became the ﬁrst
human being to ﬂy in space.
The ﬁrst American to orbit the
Earth was John Glenn. He was part of
a program called Project Mercury. That
was the ﬁrst step toward the dream
of President John F. Kennedy who
challenged the United States to commit
itself to achieving the goal, before this
decade is out, of landing a man on the
moon and returning him safely to the
Earth.
Each trip into space was a little longer
and more complicated. After Project
Mercury came Gemini where two men
ﬂew together. During some of these
ﬂights, an astronaut actually left his
spacecraft and ﬂoated in space.
More astronauts were added to the space program as
the time for moon ﬂights drew closer. My, how I wanted
to be one of those astronauts. But there was a problem. I
was teaching a student how to ﬂy and lost control of the
plane and we crashed into the desert. I was a mess—two
broken legs, a broken jaw, and a banged-up head. It was
so bad that the doctors wondered if I’d ever walk again.
Fortunately, the student pilot also survived, though he had
serious head injuries.
God was good to me and I did ﬂy again. However,
twice I applied for the space program and was turned
down. They didn’t tell me why, but it probably was because
of my injuries from the plane crash. I was almost thirtysix-years old, the point when I would be too old to be
considered as an astronaut.
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