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A good friend of Judkins was a flight sur-
geon and he told Judkins that he would help
him get back on flight status if he promised
to never fly fighters again. Judkins imme-
diateiy promised. After Judkins regained
most of his health, he passed his flight
physical and developed no problems dur-
ing the session in the altitude chambar. Six
months after flaming out over the Pacific.
Judkins was back on flying status but
assigned to a wing instead of a squadron.
Judkins was reinstated to flying status in
the morning and that afternoon Judkins
promptly cut his own orders. He walked
down to the flight line, climbed into a Cru-
sader and flew an uneventful refueling mis-
sion. Judkins did not take on any fuelbut he
did plug into the basket a number of times
during the 90-minute flight.

Judkins was then assigned to VMF-312
and flew Crusaders for only three weeks
before being bounced out for a new assign-
ment. Judkins had been transferred to a
ground radar outfit, Marine Air Control
Squadron (MACS) 9. Deciding that being in
a radar unit doing ground control intercepts
was not for him, Judkins put in for a dis-
charge. Ironically, Judkins had joined the
MACS 9 shortly after a Marine enlisted
man, Lee Harvey Oswald, was discharged
from the unit. '

Judkins left the Marine Corps in the mid
60s.

Epilogue
The Marine Corps conducted a number
of investigations after Judkins' accident.

They found that he had refueled from the
same tanker that Tooker had used and the
same circumstances had occurred just
prior to both flame-outs. The throttle had
frozen and then a large fuel mist had
washed over the canopy just prior to the
flame-out. To duplicate the situation, inves-
tigators put a C-130 tanker on an elevated
platform and parked an F-8 in a position
that duplicated the aerial refueling position.
They then started transferring fuel. Investi-
gation showed that the sensors that were
supposed to terminate fueling had design
flaws. The sensors did not judge pressure
adequately, nor did they take into account
the pressure build-up in the hose angling
down to the refueling fighter. As a conse-
quence, the Crusader's rubber fuel
bladders in its fuselage were being filled far
beyond normal capacity. Pressure from the
tanker and fuel in the refueling hose then
expanded the rubber bladders so that they
interfered with the throttle linkage, wedging
it against bulkheads, thus jamming the
throttle. This was what happened during the
practice refueling over Dallas on VMF-
323's transcontinental flight. Had the pilot
stayed on the basket, he too would have
ruptured a tank, when the expanding fuel
bladder finally exploded. It was simply flying
for ten minutes and burning enough fuel to
shrink the fuel bladders that corrected the
problem and not any procedure the pilot
attempted. Modifications corrected this
design flaw.

The final irony for Judkins was that the
only thing that kept him from dying in the
water was his car wreck during the

advanced instrument training. If Judkins
had not had his spleen removed as a result
of the earlier accident, his spleen would
have ruptured when he hit the water and he
would have bled to death before he could
have been picked up.

Judkins will never know for certain why
three separate and independent systems
failed to eject him from the Crusader, but he
is convinced that the seat was not armed.
Judkins said it was routine procedure after
accepting new aircraft to remove the ejec-
tion seat and modify certain systems. He is
positive that when the seat was reinstalled
in the new Crusader, the charges were not
replaced.

For a while after Judkins' misfortune, he
was a minor celebrity. His story appearedin
newspapers all over the world and was
even the cover story for an adventure mag-
azine. Judkins has a copy of the magazine
and notes the poetic license taken as the
cover shows him wearing World War II gog-
gles and leather helmet while falling over
countryside much like Kansas. Judkins
even appeared on the television quiz show,
I've Got A Secret, where he stumped the
entire panel. Judkins also has a copy of the
Navy magazine that listed his accident as a:
“Major accident with loss of aircraft.” but
lists his injuries as only "minor.”

Judkins now lives in Marietta, Georgia,
and flies DC-9s for Delta Air Lines. He
swears he is not superstitious but since
having his picture taken just prior to takeoff
in El Toro, he adamantly refuses to have
any photographs taken of him with any air-
craft he is about to fly.
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20,000 FEET!

- By John Wiley

liff Judkins was a Marine Lieutenant

finishing advanced instrument flight
training at Beeville, Texas, in mid 1958. He
and two of his buddies decided to skip the
Friday night beer bust and, instead, piled
into Judkins’ Qldsmobile convertible. Later
that night, Judkins missed a curve locally
known as “Tanglewood Curve,” a very dan-
gerous stretch on the local highway. The
result was a disaster. Judkins remembered
going over an embankment and seeing
lights and stars rotate around the hood as
the car flipped over nine times. The two
other pilots were thrown clear and killed.
Judkins held onto the steering wheel and
survived but had to have his spleen
removed. Ironically, the accident and resul-
tant splenectomy would play a key role in
the fact that Judkins is alive today.

Within a few months, Judkins was
returned to flight status oniy to discover he
had to begin advanced instrument training
all over again. Advanced instruments was
the toughest part of the entire flight sylla-
bus, and the place in the program where
most pilots washed out.

Judkins finished his Navy pilot training
successfully in late 1960 and was assigned
to El Toro, Calif . where he joined VMF-451,
a fighter squadron flying F8U-1 Crusaders.
VMF-451 had just received orders to
deploy to Japan and Judkins was the new
kid in the squadron. Not having sufficient
time to be rated combat ready, he was
bounced out of VMF-451 and put into VMF-
323, The Death Rattlers.

He had been flying the Crusader for

about a year when the Death Rattlers
received orders to go aboard the aircraft
carrier Lexington. A Navy squadron had not
been able to get ready in time to make the
cruise and the Death Rattlers were tapped
as their replacement unit. The Marine
squadron traded their basic day fighter ver-
sion of the Crusader, the F8U-1, for the

Murphy’s Law And Bailing
Out From A
Crippled Crusader.

“If Anything Can Go Wrong,
It Will!” Ask Marine
Lieutenant Cliff Judkins
Of The Death Rattlers!

Navy squadron’s later model, the F8U-2,
and the Death Rattlers flew off the Lexing-
ton for about seven months. During his two
and a half years with the Death Rattlers,
Judkins amassed over 750 hours in the F-8.
~ Orders came down for VMF-323 to
deploy to Atsugi, Japan, to replace VMF-
451, Judkins’ original squadron. The entire
squadron of eighteen airplanes and pilots
would complete the deployment in less
than three days, and like VMF-451, the
Death Rattlers would fly their airplanes to
Atsugi, but they would be using new refuel-
ing techniques.

As il tempting fate, this
squadron publicity photo was -
taken the day of VMF-323's
deployment fo Japan. it shows
LL. Cliff Judkins {center] and two
of his fellow pilots just prior to
takeoff.

Prior to VMF-451's deployment, fighters
were flown 1o Alameda, near San Fran-
cisco, where they were wrapped in protec-
tive cocoons and loaded aboard ship. The
pilots were then flown to Japan aboard Mil-
itary Air Transport Service (MATS) air-
planes. The system had its drawbacks. The
aircraft spent about three weeks at sea.
Corrosion on the F-8's magnesium areas
(forward fuselage, small inboard flaps) was
still a major headache, despite the protec-
tive cocooning. Training was also a prob-
lem since the pilots had to borrow aircraft
from other squadrons whtte awamng their
own planes.

VMF-451 had been the first squadron to
fly their aircraft over to Japan, but they had
dotten their fuel from the tankers “and
departed immediately, not quite filling up,
but accelerating the refugling process. The
Death Rattlers would alter that procedure. :
VMF-323's Crusaders would remain
piugged in and fly the entire length of the
refueling track, while takingontheir JP-4.1n
that way the fighters’ tanks would be com-~
pletely topped off when they left the
tankers, and this change in method was 10
uncover a fatal fault in the Crusader's
refueling systems.

Aerial refueling is tommonplace today
but it was still relatively new in the early 60s.
An Air Force exchange pilot assigned 10
VMF-323 spent several weeks planning the

refuelings. For the initial hop to Hawaii, tWO
groups of four C-130s would fly two orbits in
the Pacific between California and Hawa"
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The Lockheed-built tankers would be flying

at about 200 knots and 21,000 feet. The first.

refueling orbit, only 600 miles off the coast
of California, was planned in case a fighter
had problems and could not get any fuel,
allowing its pilot to make it back to the west
coast. The refueling track was about 120
miles long. Fighters completing the first
refueling could then continue on to Hawaii
or return to the west coast from the end of
the orbit. The second refueling track, a bit
further out, was established in case the
fighters had problems, encountered
weather, or just needed extra fuel.

Two weeks prior to- deployment the
Death Rattlers flew a transcontinental mis-
sion just to practice procedures and get
used to the long flight. The refueling track
was close to Dallas. Everything went as
planned until one of the pilots dropped off
the tanker after getting his fuel load and
complained his throttle was stuck. It took
about ten minutes before the pilot could get
the jammed throttle to move. The probiem
disappeared and did not recur. The trans-
continental flight continued without any
further problems, and the Death Rattlers
seemed prepared for the deployment to
Japan, but the first day of the mission
started off on a bad note.

Major Don Tooker was leading the first
group of six Crusaders. The flight climbed
to 42,000 feet and had cruised out to the
first refueling orbit at about .92 Mach. Using
a combination of DF steering and a new
air-to-air TACAN mode, the Crusaders
found the tankers and drifted down to them
for fuel. Tooker was the first pilot to plug into
the basket and replenish his stock, whereu-
pon the major's fuel tanks unexpectedly
exploded and his engine flamed out.

Tooker immediately punched out and
was picked up an hour later by a Navy
destroyer sailing close to the refueling
track. Lt. Judkins, in a new Crusader with
less than fifty hours on it, was leading the
second group of six airplanes that had
taken off about thirty minutes behind Took-
er's group. Judkins' group met the returning
five Crusaders and learned of Tooker's
flame-out. The whole squadron returned to

El Toro and that night the pilots received
information that Tooker had received some
burns during the ejection, but there was still
no explanation for the Crusader's fuel tank
explosion and flame-out. On the lighter
side, Tooker had inadvertently punched a
hole in his life preserver and, while floating
in the ocean, had to spend an hour blowing
the preserver back up until the destroyer
arrived.

The next morning, Judkins and two of his
buddies posed in front of Judkins’ Crusader
just before takeoff. Photos were taken for
local and military newspapers. Five min-
utes fater Judkins fired up his Crusader and
noticed he was about eight hundred
pounds short of his planned fuel load. Jud-
kins knew it would delay the flight if he shut
down and took time to get the fuel. He also
knew the deployment was already a day
‘ate; besides, the tankers were only about
an hour away, so Judkins decided to make
do with the fuel he had and launch.

The ensuing flight was routine as the six-
ship formation once again climbed to
42,000 feet, but by the time the Death
Rattlers had made their rendezvous with
the tankers, Judkins gauges told him he did
not have enough fuel to make it back to the
west coast. He was getting very short on
fuel and requested to be the first airplane to
refuel from the first tanker.

Judkins slipped behind the tanker,
extended the refueling probe from the left
side of the Crusader and slowed to 205
knots. Judkins eased the fighter forward,
not looking at the refueling basket, but con-
centrating instead on the lights on the C-
130. Soon Judkins had plugged into the
basket and was taking fuel. Judkins
relaxed. His.fuel problems were over, but he
was mistaken.

As he glanced down at the RPM gauge,
he noticed the needle sitting at 90 percent.
Normally 90 percent would be enough
power to push the big fighter past Mach
one. Instead, the Crusader was in an
extremely nose-high attitude and flying at
minimum speed. By contrast, the early
mode! C-130 Hercules was at near full
throttle.

Crusaders refueling from a Marine Corps KC-130,
identical to that which refueled Judkins' squadron
over Pacific. Sensors that detemined correct
amount of fuel fo be delivered malfunctioned, and
too much fuel was forced into the F-8's fuel tank
bladders, expanding them to where they interfered
with the throttie linkage, before exploding. With a
jammed throttle and his F-8 afire, Judkins was
forced to abandon his aircraft. Normally fuel
transfers along the 60 ft. hose at 200 gallons per
minute.

Judkins was supposed to take on about
7,000 pounds of fuel, but, according to the
new procedure, he did not drop off the
basket when he got his fuel, but remained
plugged in. Judkins listened as the tanker
called off time remaining until the end of the
refueling track. He watched the tanker
lights blink on and off as the C-130 would
start and stop pumping him fuel. Mean-
while, he paid littie attention to the conver-
sation some of his fellow pilots were having
with Major Tooker who was still on board
the destroyer at sea. Then Judkins’ throttle
froze.

As Judkins began to work on the stuck
throttle, he heard and felt a heavy whump,
as if a large tire had blown out. An expand-
ing white mist then covered the entire front
of the airplane and the Crusader's Pratt &
Whitney J-57 abruptly flamed out. The fight-
er immediately fell away from the tanker
and started a dive toward the Pacific
Ocean. Judkins later learned that the white
mist was fuel from the forward auxiliary tank
located in the fuselage. The tank had rup-
tured with such force that it had blown fuel
out of the Crusader's chin scoop. Later,
Judkins' wingman said fuel had started
venting from the ventral fin just prior to the
tank rupture. Once the fuel tank ruptured,
the Crusader was venting fuel from every
port on its fuselage. It was an identical fail-
ure to Tooker's.

Judkins did not know what had hap-
pened, as he prepared to restart the nor-
mally reliable engine. He quickly slammed
the throttle into cut-off with his left hand and
tried to transmit that he had flamed out, but
he had already lost electrical power: The jet
engine had wound down below 10 percent
and the Crusader was now very siow and
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sluggish, nearly 15 tons of plunging metal.

With the engine flamed out, the fighter
had no electrics and little hydraulic power.
The airplane was quickly becoming uncon-
trollable. Judkins knew he had io get the
Ram Air Turbine (RAT) deployed. With his
right hand he grabbed the lever to extend
the RAT. it popped out the lower right side
of the fuselage and provided electrical
power to get the engine restarted and
enough- utility hydraulics to fly the ailing
fighter. Judkins brought the throttie back up
to idle detent. Iignition was provided in the
idie detent, but just to make sure Judkins hit

. the ignitor switch. Judkins watched the
Exhaust Gas Temperature (EGT) gauge
climb and saw the RPMs start increasing.
The EGT climbed slowly at first and then
more rapidly, the EGT needle continuing
through the green arch, past the thin yellow
band, and on through the redline, before it
pegged at 1000 degrees. The RPM stalled
at 30 percent. At just about the same
moment his radio came back on and Jud-
kins could transmit his Mayday, he heard
his buddies yelling, telling him he was on
fire. Through the yammering radio calls, he
heard his wingman make one clear trans-
mission. Always noted for being cool and
never upset, the wingman simply radioed,
“Jud, you better get out. You're trailing
about 200 feet of flames."” Judkins prepared
to eject.

The Crusader had the latest Martin Baker
seat and was capable of ejection with zero
altitude and a minimum of 120 knots. The
seat had two ballistic charges that fired the
pilot clear of the aircraft. Yanking down-
ward on the yellow and black rings above
the top of the seat pulled a face curtain over
the pilot. This protected him during ejection
and would initiate the ejection sequence
which started by blowing the canopy off the
airplane. Before Judkins pulled the rings to
begin the sequence, he remembered the
flight manual statement, which said the
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seat produced approximately 26 Gs when
fired. He braced as he got ready to pull the
face curtain and also remembered he had
been told further instructions would be
printed on the inside of the face curtain.
Judkins pulled the curtain handles down
quickly and hard. He stared at the yellow
felt lining on the inside of the curtain in
stupefaction. No instructions! There was
nothing written on the yellow felt lining.
Then Judkins realized not only were there
no instructions but there was no 26 Gs. The
canopy was still in place and he was still
sitting in the Crusader diving for the ocean.
Judkins thought maybe he had not pulled
the curtain hard enough or down far
enough. He yanked the face curtain a few
more times before deciding to use the lan-
yard between his legs.

The lanyard was another method, inde-
pendent of the face curtain, that could be
used to fire the seat. Judkins once again
braced for ejection and jerked hard on the
lanyard. Nothing. The canopy was still in
place and Judkins deduced thal the ejec-
tion sequence was being interrupted by the
canopy failing to fire. As the Crusader con-
tinued its wild plunge, he reached up with
his left hand and grabbed the D-ring handle
to blow the canopy off the airplane. He
pulled, and then pulled again. Judkins sat
for just a second and could not believe his
eyes. The canopy was still there. Nothing
was working! Three separate systems had
failed to get him out of the Crusader's
cockpit.

For a split second, Judkins felt an almost
tangible wave of panic engulf him. The feel-
ing of helplessness was terrifyingly real and
incredibly intense. The fighter was now out
of control and he was iocked into what was
going to be his coffin. He looked out and
saw the ocean and sky swapping places as
the fighter rolled back and forth at a terrify-
ing rate. He had tried three different means
to eject and none had worked. He was

going to die a horrible death when the Cru-
sader slammed into the ocean. At least it
would be quick.

Judkins' panic lasted about five seconds.
Then he decided that he still had one
chance left. He grabbed the stick and rolled
the fighter off its back. He knew the only
method left to get out of the Crusader was
to bail out, as they had done in WW i, by
jumping.

Judkins also knew that nobody had ever
jumped out of a Crusader and lived. The
aircraft moved too quickly for that. Every
pilot that had tried it had been hit by either
the vertical fin or the horizontal slab and
killed; at that speed it was impossible to
avoid them. But the panic was gone and
Judkins was now acting with the cool and
calculating resolve of the trained profes-
sional he was. He had to try it. it was hisonly
chance.

On the right hand side of the cockpit was
a lever that locked the canopy down. It
would also raise the canopy a few inches
when unlocked. Judkins decided to watch
as he unlocked the canopy and see how far
the canopy would raise up before it was
blown off the airplane. Judkins barely
moved the lever and the canopy was gone.
No noticeable movement. One second it
was there. The next second it was tumbling
into space. Is that what was going to
happen to him?

Judkins started unstrapping. He
removed his seatbelt and shoulder harness
and uniastened the leg restraining lanyards
that would have held his legs in place dur-
ing ejection. With the canopy gone, the
wind roared about the cockpit as if search-
ing for prey. Judkins unsnapped his G-suit
hose. He unplugged the connections for his
oxygen mask and radio. He was ready. He
started to grasp the_left side of the cockpit
rail when his hand just barely slipped out
into the windstream. Suddenly, his entire
left arm followed. Within a millisecond it was
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1. Basket and hose refueling as practiced by Navy and Marine Corps aircraft, as
distinet from Air Force “flying boom” method. Because VMF-323's pilots utilized 3
full pattern fill-up, staying on the relueling track for its full length, instead of
breaking off when tanks approached full, as practiced by predecessor VMF-451,
Judkins and another pilot took on foo much fuel due to faulty sensors and two
aircraft were lost. Probe is 4 ft, long, basket 3 fi. in diameter.

2. Cockpit of an F-B Crusader viewed from above. The two rings immediately above
the pilot’s head have to be pulled fo initiate ejection sequence, which pulls a curtain
over pilat's facé and fires explosive charge which shools pilot's seat free of
aircrait, after canopy has been blown off, Judkins’ aircralt apparently had net had
its explosive charge replaced when aircraft was inspected a few days before his
departure during routine maintenance, which called for removal of seat.

3. There are several ways to leave a Crusader. Here an FBU-1 from VF-11 broke its
landing gear strut while landing aboard FDR. The magnesium struf burst into
flame [note white sheet of fire beneath aircraft) but the pilot ejected and survived,
as the aircraft skidded along the deck and into the sea. LL. Judkins is the only pilot

to survive a WW Il-style bail out.

4 & 5. In this sequence, Lt. Jack Terhune ejects from his crippled F-8E over the
South China Sea, during Vietnam War. He was picked up in 80 seconds, after
parachuting into the water. His wingman keeps position to observe bailout and
location of chute. Note that ventral airbrake, as well as arresting hook, have been
deployed to slow aircraft,

pinned against the side of the fuselage.
Pinioned by the force of the wind, he could
see his left hand fluttering againstthe fusel-
age like something detached, a tinyflagina
hurricane. His watch was smashed to pie-
ces by the hammering, and it seemed like
minutes before Judkins wrestied his arm
back inside. Though not recommended,
jumping procedure called for the pilotio roll
the fighter to the right while trying to tumble
out the left side. Screwing up his courage
and stiffening his body, Judkins started to
raise himself to stand up and face the left
side when he saw a large gray blur pass
right in front of his face. Before he even
realized it, he had been torn out of the cock-
pit and clear of the fighter. That large gray
blur had been the vertical fin. He had
missed it by inches.

Bludgeoned by the wind, Judkins was out
of the fighter and tumbling wildly when he
yanked the D-ring on his parachute. He felt
a heavy snap when the parachute came
out of the pack. But for some reason, he
seemed to be falling much faster than he

had anticipated. Looking up in horror, he
saw the snarled mass of parachuté shroud
lines wrapped around the chute's partially
open canopy. Judkins had a streamer.

As the parachute panels alternately blos-
somed and closed, Judkins could feel him-
self falling faster, then slower. Each time a
panel would open and close, he could feel
an abrupt deceleration, followed by a sharp
acceleration. As Judkins twisted and
bounced, he noticed part of the canvas
parachute pack tangled in the harness just
above his head. Judkins reached upward
and ripped the thick heavy canvas apart in
one move, tossing the pieces aside. Then
he pulled down on a handful of risers and
tried to clear the snarled lines. Each time he
let go of a riser, it made a heavy, low tone,
like plucking a string on a bass viola. The
weird serenade almost made Judkins
laugh. At any other time. it might have been
very amusing. Not now.

Beneath Judkins, there was the usual
Scattered cloud dotling the Pacific. Judkins
looked down at the water and saw his fight-

er hit and quickly disappear. Oniy blue
white foam marked the spot of impact. Mov-
ing toward a similar destiny. Judkins could
not tell how high he was, nor could he deter-
mine the speed of his fall. Suspended
above the clouds in that great expanse he
appeared not to be moving at all. But with a
snarled chute and a partially collapsed
canopy he was falling much too fast. He
tried to think of how he should position him-
self to hit the water. Judkins knew he was
going to die. Nothing had worked in the
fighter and nothing was working now. He
was going to die and he accepted that fate.
He gave up trying to open the chute and just
relaxed. It was as he was thinking through
all this that Judkins hit the water at close to
100 knots.

His wingman and the pilot of the Her-
cules saw him hit. They had watched him
fall and knew Judkins was dead.

The first thing Judkins heard after his
crash into the ocean was the CO2 car-
tridges firing. They made a high-pitched
squeal as they filled Judkins' life vest.
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Miraculously, Judkins popped on top of the
water. His survival seat pack, normally held
on with heavy canvas straps, had been
ripped off by the impact. Judkins saw the
seat pack in the water and started to swim
over to it. It was then that he realized he had
broken bones. Lots of them. His legs felt like
they were filled with gravel when he tried to
move them. He thought maybe his back
was broken, too. Judkins decided just to
float in his life vest.

The first airplane that came over
belonged to Judkins' wingman. Judkins did
not know it but his fellow pilots were just
trying to keep “the body" in sight. About an
hour passed before one of the Hercules
orbiting the “body” made a low, slow pass.
The rear ramp was down on the Hercules
and Judkins saw a man hanging onto the
strut that lowers it. The man was holding
onto the strut with his left hand, gripping his
hat with his right. Judkins waved as they
went by. The wave surprised everyone. The
“body” was alive. A rescue effort was
started. Unfortunately the destroyer that
had rescued Major Tooker was now 60
miles out of position.

The Hercules made a second pass close
by and dropped a five-man raft for Judkins,
but Judkins knew he could not swim to the
raft. He watched as the Hercules continued
to make passes and drop supplies, none of
which he could reach or use. The thirdtime
the Hercules came by, Judkinsiooked up in
horror. The Hercules had dropped another
life raft and the raft was headed right for
him. Judkins instinctively ducked and
swears to this day he heard the raft just
miss his head. Judkins was now afraid he
was going to be “killed with kindness."

Another hour passed before a Coast
Guard HU-16 Albatross arrived. Judkins
knew he was now saved but the Albatross
did not land. It did drop another raft, how-
ever, this one trailing a long yellow line.
Judkins was able to grab the line and pull
the raft to him. He could not getinside it, but
lashed himself to the side and waited for
rescue ships. They would not arrive for two
and a half hours.

The Hercules first had to find a shipinthe
vicinity, but the emergency rescue opera-
tion was further hampered by the ship, a
mine sweeper, the USS Embattle, and the
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airplane not having compatible radios.
They could not talk to each other. Only after
the Hercules made multiple passes over
the ship and rocked its wings did its captain
realize he was supposed to steam after the
airplane. When the mine sweeper arrived at
Judkins' location, Judkins could not believe
what he was looking at. The mine sweeper
was all brass and teak. Judkins could not
imagine the Navy having a wooden ship in
the middle of the Pacific. He wondered why
they did not just come over and pick him up.
Then he saw the reason — the swells inside
the circle disappeared and the water was
suddenly flat and still like glass. Judkins
does not remember being picked out of the
Pacific. When he was, the mine sweeper
made for the USS Los Angeles, a large
cruiser headed to the west coast for
mothballing.

On board the Los Angeles. the extent of
Judkins’ injuries were diagnosed. He had
two badly shattered ankles, one broken in
three places, the other in five places, bone
shards protruding throuah the flesh. Both
legs were broken and his pelvic bone was
split. One lung was collapsed and his kid-
neys had stopped functioning. Threefillings
had been knocked out of his molars. But
Judkins was alive and retained his sense of
humor.

An admiral and the captain of the Los
Angeles came down to visit him. They knew
of his injuries but their greatest concern
was for uremic poisoning since Judkins'
kidneys had shut down. When they walked
in, Judkins popped a crisp salute and
quipped, “You'll forgive me for not getting
up.” Judkins said he almost broke up laugh-
ing over his funny line but no one else
laughed. They were sure Judkins was delir-
ious and would soon be dead.

Since this was the last cruise for Los
Angeles before mothballing, fuel had been
calculated so the ship would arrive with its
tanks nearly dry, after moving at the most
economical speed. With Judkins's lifeinthe
balance, the captain decided to increase
speed to flank speed. This move quickly
consumed all the diesel fuel on board.
However, the cruiser had some JP-5 on
board and the captain burned up two of the
six diesel engines making for port.

Judkins” condition continued to worsen

1. USS Embattle, the old Navy minesweeper that
picked up stricken Judkins and transierred him to
cruiser USS Los Angeles.

2. A badly injured Judkins. two shattered ankles,
broken in eight places. two broken legs, a split
pelvis, a collapsed lung and non-functioning
kidneys. is transferred by helicopter to the
hospital ship USS Haven at Long Beach. If
Judkins had not been involved in an aulomobile
accident the year before, necessitating the removal
of his spleen, it too would have ruptured and the
resultant internal bleeding would have killed him.
3. An AF-8G from VFP-63 over WW [l Essex-tiass,
USS Oriskany

bec.use of the uremic poisoning and a
helicopter was called for. The helicopter
met the Los Angeles while still 200 miles
from port, hovered a fewinches off the deck
and while the doctors were loading Judkins
into the helicopter, Judkins heard one of the
corpsman say, “We've got 80 cc's.” Jud-
kins did not know it but his kidneys had
started functioning again and he wasonthe
road to recovery.

The helicopter landed on the hospital
ship, USS Haven, permanently docked at
Long Beach, and Judkins was operated nn
and stabilized. After getting Judkins stabil-
ized, the doctors deliberated on having to
amputate both legs because of the multiple
bone breaks and fractures. That was
decided against as Judkins rapidly
improved. It was next thought that since the
bones in his legs and ankes had been so
badly broken they would have to pulverize
the bones and let them grow back in one
solid mass. This too was rejected when, in
preparing him for surgery, the doctors dis-
covered Judkins still had feeling and move-
ment in both feet. The doctors decided not
to pulverize the bones but rebuild the
ankles and insert pins to hold the bones
together. Judkins was told he would just
have to endure very painful rehabilitation.
There was no set plan to rehabilitate his
legs and ankles. He was merely told he
would have to walk and walk often. The pain
was incredible. Judkins would take a few
steps and have to rest for minutes. The
ankles became infecled and had be to
operated on again. Yet through all this,
Judkins was always thinking about getting
back in the cockpit.




