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Amelia Earhart


1897 – 1937


 


Amelia Earhart was an American aviation pioneer and author, widely celebrated as one of the most iconic figures in the history of flight. Born in Atchison, Kansas, Earhart is best known for her courageous solo flights and her efforts to break gender barriers in aviation. Her mysterious disappearance during her attempt to circumnavigate the globe in 1937 remains one of the greatest unsolved mysteries of the 20th century.


 


Early Life and Education


 


Amelia Earhart was born into a family that faced financial instability, which affected her early education. Despite these challenges, she developed an early interest in adventure and mechanical things, collecting newspaper clippings about successful women in male-dominated fields. After volunteering as a nurse during World War I, she attended Columbia University for a time but left before completing a degree. Her passion for flying was sparked in 1920, when she took a 10-minute plane ride that changed the course of her life.


 


Career and Contributions


 


Earhart quickly became a prominent figure in aviation after she took flying lessons and purchased her first airplane, which she nicknamed “The Canary.” In 1928, she gained international fame as the first woman to fly across the Atlantic as a passenger. Determined to achieve more, she became the first woman to fly solo across the Atlantic Ocean in 1932, a feat that earned her the Distinguished Flying Cross.


Over the next several years, Earhart continued setting records and advocating for women’s rights in aviation. She helped found the Ninety-Nines, an organization for female pilots, and wrote books about her flying experiences. In 1937, she embarked on her most ambitious journey yet—a flight around the world along the equator. Tragically, she and her navigator, Fred Noonan, disappeared over the Pacific Ocean, sparking an international search that yielded no conclusive results.


 


Impact and Legacy


 


Amelia Earhart was more than a record-breaking pilot; she was a symbol of perseverance, independence, and progress. She challenged societal norms and inspired countless women to pursue careers in fields traditionally dominated by men. Her charisma, courage, and achievements made her a cultural icon in her lifetime, and her legacy has only grown since her disappearance.


Earhart’s writing and public appearances helped shape the perception of women in aviation and beyond. She was a tireless advocate for equality, often emphasizing that women could accomplish the same feats as men if given equal opportunities. Her work contributed to changing attitudes about women’s roles in society during a critical time of transformation.


Amelia Earhart’s disappearance on July 2, 1937, during the final stretch of her around-the-world flight, captivated the world and led to numerous theories about her fate. Despite extensive investigations and searches, no definitive evidence has ever been found, and her final moments remain a subject of speculation and fascination.


Today, Amelia Earhart is remembered as a trailblazer who defied limitations and expanded the possibilities for women in aviation and beyond. Her legacy is honored in schools, museums, airports, and literature, and her story continues to inspire new generations. Earhart left behind more than unanswered questions—she left a vision of fearlessness and freedom that endures in the modern imagination.


 


About the work


 


The Fun of It by Amelia Earhart is both a memoir and an inspirational manifesto, chronicling the pioneering aviator’s journey from her early fascination with flight to her groundbreaking accomplishments in aviation. Published in 1932 after her historic solo transatlantic flight, the book blends personal anecdotes with reflections on the challenges and excitement of being a woman in a male-dominated field. Earhart not only recounts her experiences in the cockpit but also advocates for women’s independence, ambition, and active participation in shaping their own futures.


Celebrated for its candid tone and motivational spirit, The Fun of It captures Earhart’s adventurous personality and unwavering determination. Through vivid storytelling and a clear sense of purpose, she encourages young women to pursue their passions fearlessly, breaking social conventions and overcoming obstacles along the way.


The book’s enduring appeal lies in its message of courage, perseverance, and joy in pursuing one’s calling. The Fun of It remains a testament to Amelia Earhart’s legacy—not only as a trailblazing pilot but also as a powerful voice for empowerment, possibility, and the thrill of charting one’s own path.





THE FUN OF IT



GROWING UP HERE AND THERE


Whenever anyone asks me about my work in aviation I know that sooner or later I shall hear, “And, of course, you were mechanical when you were a girl, weren’t you?” As a matter of fact, in a small way, I was —  witness the trap I made to catch the chickens that strayed into our yard. My girlhood was much like that of many another American girl who was growing up at the time I was, with just the kind of fun and good times we all had then.


Looking back now, however, I can see certain threads in what I did that were fully as important in leading me to aviation as being mechanical perhaps was. There is the thread of my father’s being a railroad man and the many trips we had together  — by which I discovered the fascination of new people and new places. There is the thread of liking all kinds of sports and games and of not being afraid to try those that some of my elders in those days looked upon as being only for boys. There is the thread of liking to experiment — perhaps this thread is the same as the one I have just mentioned  — and of the something inside me that has always liked to try new things. There they all are, weaving in and out and here and there through the years before aviation and I got together.


But to begin at the beginning.


Among the best stories my mother told were those of her own girlhood. My sister and I always spoke of that mysterious and far away period as “thousands of years ago when Mother was little”. Looking back on my own infant days I seem to feel a new significance in that childish quotation. So I think I’ll begin this sketchy history of me by using it.


Well, then, thousands of years ago, I was born in Atchison, Kansas. My parents did not live there at the time, but my grandparents did. My grandfather was a judge of the district court, though he had retired from that office and others he held long before he became a relative of mine. My grandmother was a Philadelphian, having come out from that city after the war. Her family were Quakers, and she had lived within sight of old Christ Church in a house which stands today. I think inside she never quite got used to the west, for now and then something came popping out which made me feel Philadelphia must be quite superior to Atchison (this point, of course, has never been proved).


She arrived when Kansas was really wild. Great piles of buffalo bones lined the newly built railroad tracks when she came and Indians in blankets were always to be seen in the town. I remember her telling me of their crowding about her when, as a young housewife, she went to market. They lifted the lid of her basket and peered within, and felt the fabric of her dress, until she was quite terrified, mistaking their native curiosity for some kind of sinister threats.


There were no Indians around when I arrived, though I hoped for many a day some would turn up. And the nearest I got to buffaloes was the discovery of an old fur robe rotting away in the barn. Truly the Kansas I knew had lost some of its woolliness.


Before I return to my beginnings, I should mention that I had two more grandparents. My father’s father was a Lutheran minister, he and his wife both coming from Pennsylvania. I barely remember him as a tall, slight man with very thin hands, and she was not living when I was born.


I went to school in Atchison in a private college preparatory until I was ready for high school. I was named for my grandmother and was lent her for company during the winter months. I am sure I was a horrid little girl, and I do not see how she put up with me, even part time. Like many horrid children, I loved school, though I never qualified as teacher’s pet. Perhaps the fact that I was exceedingly fond of reading made me endurable. With a large library to browse in, I spent many hours not bothering anyone, after I once learned to read. Scott, Dickens, George Eliot, Thackeray, Harper’s Magazine for Young People, and The Youth’s Companion of a generation past fell before my onslaught, as well as forgotten books like Dr. Syntax. On the crowded shelves I also found waiting for me the so-called children’s books of fifty years ago, where very good little boys and girls always emerged triumphant over very bad little boys and girls.


I go back now to few of the books I read as a child since without a feeling of disappointment. Whether this is in the books, or in me, I do not know. I suppose mine is a repetition of the experience of the elderly gentleman who returned to his native country after many years abroad to taste the cherries he was so fond of as a boy. Of course, he found that they were no better than those he had been eating regularly in other parts of the world. And everyone over thirty understands this. Note: This point is not important enough to wish to be thirty to understand.


Books have meant much to me. Not only did I myself read considerably, but Mother read aloud to my sister and me, early and late. So fundamental became the habit that on occasions when we girls had to do housework, instead of both pitching in and doing it together, one was selected to read aloud and the other to work.


At one time I thought that my father must have read everything and, of course, therefore, knew everything. He could define the hardest words as well as the dictionary and we used to try to trip him and he to bewilder us. I still have a letter he wrote me beginning, “Dear parallelepipedon”, which sent me scurrying for a definition.


Besides words, a specialty of his was reading aloud books like Pickwick Papers and making them very funny. Then he told exciting continued stories which ran for weeks. They were mostly Western thrillers in which he played the leading role. Thus,


********


Chapter Nineteen..


From behind the low hill came a shot. My companion stood ready with gun in hand.


“We’re surrounded,” he said.


“Look yonder,” I exclaimed, “the sheriff’s posse are coming along the trail. We must try to hold out till they get here.”


Just then another shot rang out and I dropped to the ground.


“They’ve got me, Mac,” I groaned.


Gasps from someone in the audience. *


“Did they really shoot you, Mr. Earhart?”


“Did they? I was killed”, answered my father seriously. “I lived just long enough to find out whether the posse arrived in time to save the others  — but that’s the next chapter.”


My father’s occasional death or his losing an arm or leg was apt to disconcert literal minded neighbor children who happened to be listening.


Sometimes he translated his tales into action and on Saturdays played Indian with any of the neighborhood who wished to join in the games. He was Chief Indian or Chief Scout and the battles which ensued were endlessly exciting. He bore on his nose the marks of one raid, after some chasee, during the heat of the battle, had tried to push shut the sliding door to the hayloft just as the Chief Indian had poked his head through the opening.


The barn in Des Moines which was the scene of the Indian Wars and that of my grandmother were the only ones I knew. Being a city child, I was lucky to have any.


Unfortunately, I lived at a time when girls were still girls. Though reading was considered proper, many of my outdoor exercises were not. I was fond of basketball, bicycling, tennis, and I tried any and all strenuous games. With no instruction in any sport, I wasn’t good enough in myself to excel later. I wish that the vogue of teaching youngsters to learn correct form in athletics had been as universal then as it is now. With the intense pleasure exercise gave me, I might have attained more skill and more grace than I did. As it was, I just played exultingly, and built up all kinds of wrong habits.


For instance, my horse experience is typical. My sister* and I spirited lumps of sugar and confections to a neighbor’s animal. He was too sleek and too tall for us to manage to get on his back. However, the desire to do so obsessed me to such a point that when a fat delivery animal stopped in front of the house one day I couldn’t resist the temptation to get on his back. The curb and the shafts of the wagon harness enabled me to mount. Though I had to be lifted down, I lived for the next experience of the kind. It came through my making the acquaintance of two girls whose father had a butcher shop. Occasionally, when deliveries were not pressing, the girls were allowed to ride the horses who pulled the wagons. They were slightly antique and not exactly the type one would choose in saddle horses. However, there was one heavyfooted sorrel who had evidently had a youth for he bucked with delightful determination for no reason at all. This horse opened vistas of pleasure for me.


Why grandmother didn’t wish me to ride I don’t know, as my mother had been a beautiful and enthusiastic horsewoman. Perhaps the anxiety and grey hairs she had caused spoiled my chances. Anyway, all my arguments about good stalls going to waste in the barn (except the one occupied by a fierce black and white cow) got me nowhere. Instead, for animals I had to be content, officially at least, with the two cast-iron dogs which sat in the front yard and were patient.


Like many middle western families, we trundled off to a lake (and ours happened to be in Minnesota) for the summer. There another horse entered my life. He was an Indian pony of probably twelve years, but still spry. He could be bribed by cookies to do almost anything. No saddle was available, so half the time my sister’s and my riding consisted of walking home. She bears the scars yet of being scraped off his back by an apple tree. It was not until many years later that I had proper riding instruction and I consider that system the reverse of what it should be.


There has been much more attention paid to boys’ athletics than to girls’. So much, in fact, that many boys have easy access to coaching in various games as well as track subjects, and most girls do not. Consequently, often little incentive is provided for girls to try to develop athletically and, also, little opportunity, when they do wish to. Usually it is not until girls reach college that any comparative attention is paid to them.


Of course there is more than the mere lack of facilities and teaching to consider. Feminine clothing consisting of skirts, and high heels (after one begins to grow up) certainly make more difficult natural freedom of movement. Then, dresses are much more fragile than masculine garments, so the wearers are usually hampered by being on guard against tearing them.


Tradition hampers just as much as clothing. From the period when girls were not supposed to be able to do anything comes a natural doubt whenever they attempt new or different activities. Whether or not they are fitted to do what men do physically remains to be seen. Tennis, riding, golf and other sports seem not to be harming individuals who are fit, despite dire predictions to the contrary.


I know that I worried my grandmother considerably by running home from school and jumping over the fence which surrounded her house.


“You don’t realize”, she said to me one day, “that when I was a small girl I did nothing more strenuous than roll my hoop in the public square.”


I felt extremely unladylike, and went around by the gate for several days in succession. Probably if I’d been a boy, such a short cut would have been entirely natural. I am not suggesting that girls jump out of their cribs and begin training, but only that the pleasure from exercise might be enhanced if they knew how to do correctly all the things they can now do without injuring themselves or giving a shock to their elders.


Of course, I admit some elders have to be shocked for everybody’s good now and then. Doing so, sometimes is a little hard on the shockers, however. I know this for my sister and I had the first gymnasium suits in town. We wore them Saturdays to play in, and though we felt terribly “free and athletic”, we also felt somewhat as outcasts among the little girls who fluttered about us in their skirts. No one who wasn’t style conscious twenty-five years ago can realize how doubtfully daring we were.


Along with bloomers, coasting while lying flat on the sled was considered rough for girls. Such absurdities, when I looked back on them, make me seem incredibly old. However, that condemned tomboy method of sledding once saved my life.


I was zipping down one of the really steep hills in town when a junk man’s cart, pulled by a horse with enormous blinders, came out from a side road. The hill was so icy that I couldn’t turn and the junk man didn’t hear the squeals of warning. In a second my sled had slipped between the front and back legs of the horse and got clear, before either he or I knew what had happened. Had I been sitting up, either my head or the horse’s ribs would have suffered in contact — probably the horse’s ribs.


A Christmas letter to my father about this time began somewhat as follows:


“Dear Dad:


Muriel and I would like footballs this year, please. We need them specially, as we have plenty of baseballs, bats, etc. . ..”


Christmas came, and so did the footballs. Sister also triumphantly produced a little .22 popgun, which she had wheedled on her own. But what chances we had to use our new playthings were often spoiled by the realization our activities were frowned upon by those whom we cared for most among grown ups.


As for the gun, after a few short days of popping bottles off the back fence, it mysteriously disappeared. When it was hauled out of a secret hiding place some time later, the explanation that little girls should not go around shooting was given as sufficient reason for its seizure.


As soon as my sister regained possession, she used it for shooting rats in a particularly well inhabited barn. So far, that is the biggest game either of us has ever hunted.


4 did trap some though, come to think of it — at the age of six. The trap used was my own invention, too. It consisted of an empty orange crate with a hinged lid. This lay on its side with the lid sticking out like an awning and propped open with a stick. To the stick was tied a long string with me on the other end, hiding behind a tree. When I pulled the string the stick flew out and the lid slammed shut and stayed shut against considerable pressure because of the heavy rubber bands laboriously attached.


What was my game? Nothing more or less than a chicken called by my sister and me in our private terminology a “domineecrips”.


Some neighbor’s hens occasionally escaped and invaded a special flower bed of ours. Parental remonstrance did no good, so I thought I could solve the problem by catching the invaders one by one. By sprinkling some breadcrumbs around and inside the box, one specimen was lured near enough to be trapped. What a squawking and how the feathers flew, as the surprised bird churned about inside! I was terrified and elated and know how a big game hunter feels after he has captured a charging elephant.


I raced to the house.


“Mother, mother”, I panted, “I’ve caught one of those chickens. What shall we do with it?”


“Why”, said my mother, after hearing my brave tale, “give it back, of course. I’m sure you understand that to keep it would be stealing.”


What a blow! The adventure ended dismally there, except for a glowing memory.


Throughout the grade school period, which was mostly spent in Atchison, I remember having a very good time. There were regular games and school and mud-ball fights, picnics, and exploring raids up and down the bluffs of the Missouri River. The few sandstone caves in that part of the country added so much to our fervor that exploring became a rage.


A small band of adventurers worried how to keep exclusive some especially desirable caves.


“Let’s put up a sign to scare people”, suggested someone.


“ ‘BEWARE’ — that sounds dangerous”, said another.


“How do you spell it?”


“B-e-w-e-a-r”.


“I think it’s B-e-w-a-r-e”.


“But bear is spelled b-e-a-r”.


“Well, let’s put it one way on some and the other way on the others”, suggested the arbiter in the crowd.


How terrifying those signs must have been!


The river itself was always exciting. There usually were large and dangerous looking whirlpools to be seen in its yellow depths, and the banks were forever washing away. Not that any of us ever got very near the banks but — a few of us remembered dimly the floods of 1903 when the water crept up to the gutters of buildings and swept away bridges and spread out over the lowlands as far as eye could see.


One of the particularly entrancing made-up games was called Bogie. It was played in my grandmother’s barn and consisted of taking imaginary journeys in an old abandoned carriage. Fortunately next door lived two understanding cousins who were always bursting with ideas. Together we traveled far and wide through hair-raising adventures without ever leaving the barn.


********


The horses jogged along after an all-day trip.


“Isn’t it about time we were getting into the next town?” a passenger remarks nonchalantly.


“If we’re on the right road,” the driver replies darkly, “we ought to make it by nightfall.”


(Studied observations of local geography by all concerned.)


“Let’s see a map. This place doesn’t look familiar to me,” helpfully suggests back seat left.


“I don’t remember these swamps at all. And not a house in sight,” front seat right chimes in. “Anything might happen.”


“WHAT’S THAT OVER THERE?”


********


Heavens, what was it? I know I can never be so terrified by anything met with in the real world as by the shadowy play creatures which lurked in the dark corners of the hay mow to attack us, or crept up the creaking steps from the lower stalls.


Another favorite Saturday occupation was cooking our noonday meal on a brick oven of our own construction. Fried eggs were the principal dish, as I remember, and we gladly accepted contributions out of the back doors of our respective kitchens to build up the menu. Though I did not care for cooking in school, I liked this particular kind and I believe it started me on certain researches made when I was somewhat older.


These were in the nature of trying to find new foods. I distressed several cooks by boiling up pea pods and corn husks and various other concoctions with which I had hoped to create original and palatable dishes.


I have since found that many of my selections were not unusual at all, and that far more of nature’s supplies than I then wot of are used by one people or another as everyday fare.


However, there is one thing I searched for which I am sure has not been used. I had been brought up as regular church and Sunday School attendant in the Episcopal church. Of course, the story of the Children of Israel being fed manna which dropped from Heaven had impressed me deeply. I thought I knew exactly what manna should taste like, and expended a good deal of energy and flour and sugar in trying to reproduce it.


Needless to say, I never succeeded in manufacturing a passable substitute for the celestial food. That it should be small, white, round muffins, a cross between a popover and angel food cake, I was convinced. Perhaps when I give up aviation, I’ll attempt production again, for I know that if I could perfect it, there would be an overwhelming demand.


Despite the fun of school, joyful interruptions were occasionally vouchsafed when my father had to make a long business trip. He was, most of his life, connected with one railroad or another, and used to pack the family off when he made a trip of any consequence. Seemingly our jaunts to California and other places did not materially hinder school progress. I think possibly I gained as much from travel as from curricula. Certainly it is something to have lived during the period when into private cars one could invite one’s own friends for journeys and meals. Not that we always traveled in private cars, but they were available sometimes. I never bought a railroad ticket until I was sixteen, and even now it doesn’t seem quite right. Perhaps that training has done its share in forcing me into various phases of air transportation.


The family rolled around a good deal during my father’s railroad years, Kansas City, Des Moines, St. Paul, Chicago — forward and back. What we missed in continuous contacts over a long period, we gained by becoming adapted to new surroundings quickly. I have never lived more than four years in any one place and always have to ask “Which one?”, when a stranger greets me by saying, “I’m from your home town”.


I went to at least six high schools but managed to graduate in the usual four years’ time. The last one was Hyde Park in Chicago, and it furnished a diploma.


I don’t think that boys particularly cared for me, but I can’t remember being very sad about the situation. Probably I didn’t get so much exercise at dancing as I should have liked, because of having only one or two faithful partners. By the way, I think dancing can be one of the loveliest pastimes in the world. I have always liked it, and among the possessions I treasure most are three volumes of music collected by my grandmother when she was a girl. In them are the popular dance tunes of her day as well as the sentimental songs.



AVIATION AND I GET TOGETHER


After graduation from High School (where I had become greatly interested in chemistry and physics) I waited around a year and then entered Ogontz School, near Philadelphia. During Christmas vacation of my senior year I went to Toronto where my sister was entered at St. Margaret’s College. There for the first time I realized what the World War meant. Instead of new uniforms and brass bands, I saw only the results of a four years’ desperate struggle; men without arms and legs, men who were paralyzed and men who were blind.


One day I saw four one-legged men at once, walking as best they could down the street together.


“Mother, I’d like to stay here and help in the hospitals”, I said when I returned home. “I can’t bear the thought of going back to school and being so useless.”


“That means giving up graduating,” said Mother.


I didn’t care. I gave up all thought of returning to school and took steps to become a nurse’s aide. Though I endeavored to connect with the American Red Cross, somehow the papers were never completed and I spent months in Toronto working in a hospital until the Armistice.


Nurse’s aides did everything from scrubbing floors to playing tennis with convalescing patients.


The patients called us “sister” and we hotfooted here and there to attend their wants.


“Please rub my back, sister. I’m so tired lying in bed.” Or, “Won’t you bring me ice cream today instead of rice pudding?”


We were on duty from seven in the morning until seven at night with two hours off in the afternoon. I spent a great deal of time in the diet kitchen and later in the dispensary, because I knew a little chemistry. Probably the fact that I could be trusted not to drink up the medical supply of whisky counted more than the chemistry.


When the influenza epidemic struck town, I was one of the few volunteers permitted to be on night duty. I was transferred to a pneumonia ward and helped to ladle out medicine from buckets in the overcrowded wards of the institution.


I believe it was during the winter of 1918 that I became interested in airplanes. Though I had seen one or two at county fairs before, I now saw many of them, as the officers were trained at the various fields around the city. Of course, no civilian had opportunity of going up. But I hung around in spare time and absorbed all I could. I remember the sting of the snow on my face as it was blown back from the propellers when the training planes took off on skis.


Time rolled on and I was still in Toronto at the time of the Armistice. What a day!


All day long whistles kept up a continuous blowing. No means of transportation was available and  everyone had to walk downtown, and did so I think. Private cars ran the risk of being stalled in the littered streets and the traction company just gave up and let its trolleys stand. Young men ran around with huge dusters of flour and blew it on young women.


“Hey, girlie, the war’s over!” Plop! And the victim looked like a snow man. Supposedly dignified citizens snake-danced and knocked each other’s hats off. I didn’t hear a serious word of thanksgiving in all the hullaballoo!


At the end of my brief hospital career, I became a patient myself. It was probably the case of trying to carry on all day as usual and work all night. Anyway, I collected a bug which took up residence in the inaccessible little hole behind one’s cheek called the antrum. The result was several minor operations and a rather long period of convalescence. Some of this was spent at Northampton where my sister was at Smith and the rest at Lake George. While in “Hamp”, I took a course in automobile engine repair, which laid the foundation of any practical knowledge of motors I have gained since.


But I had acquired a yen for medicine, and I planned to fit myself for such a career. Consequently I went to New York and entered Columbia University. There I took what I could of all the “ologies” which should help toward that calling, mixed with a luxury course in French literature. As usual I had a good time, though I studied hard and didn’t have any too much money. But students in New York can get so much with so little if they really wish. The steps in the gallery of Carnegie Hall are really not uncomfortable and I enjoyed many a concert from that locality — after I got used to the smell of garlic. Even the Palisades across the river were good for hiking and the cost to get there by ferry is only a few cents.


I suppose I must have been fairly stalwart-looking for on one of the periodic jaunts to the Palisades, the shopkeeper in a little store where three other hikers and I had stopped to buy sandwiches for lunch, eyed our small group and said,


“I bet you girls iss yust off the farm.”


It just happened that none of us had ever been on a farm at that time, but the man behind the counter was probably not used to city people’s spending their holidays as we were doing.


I was familiar with all the forbidden underground passageways which connected the different buildings of the University. I think I explored every nook and cranny possible. I have sat in the lap of the gilded statue which decorates the library steps, and I was probably the most frequent visitor on the top of the library dome. I mean the top.
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