





[image: image]














[image: image]












Copyright © 2022 Mariah Fredericks


The right of Mariah Fredericks to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


First published in the USA in 2022 by


Minotaur Books


An imprint of St Martin’s Publishing Group


First published in Great Britain in 2022 by


Headline Review


An imprint of HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP


This Ebook edition published in 2022 by Headline Review


1


Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.


All characters – apart from the obvious historical figures – are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, purely coincidental.


Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library


ISBN 978 1 0354 0182 6


Cover design by David Baldeosingh Rotstein


Cover photograph © Ildiko Neer/Trevillion Images (curtains © iamlukyeee/Shutterstock) Author photograph © Jonathan Elderfield


HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP


An Hachette UK Company


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.headline.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk









About the Book


[image: image]


You may not know Betty Gow’s name – but ‘the Lindbergh nanny’ is infamous.


In 1932, all eyes are on Charles and Anne Morrow Lindbergh, the most glamorous and intriguing couple in America. But who was paying attention when, one evening in early March, their baby son was stolen from the family home?


The Lindbergh nanny is the first person to discover Charlie missing. . . and the last to see him that night.


With the world watching on, Betty must discover the truth about what really happened to young Charlie, to clear her own name – and to find justice for the little boy she loves.
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Mariah Fredericks was born and raised in New York City. She graduated from Vassar College with a degree in history. She enjoys reading and writing about dead people and how they got that way. She is the author of the Jane Prescott mystery series.
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For Fredric Larry Weiss, with love and respect.


Thank you for having the conversation.











You’ve made an image of me, that’s quite clear, a complete and final image, and there’s an end of it. You just won’t see me any other way. . . . Every image is a sin.


— MAX FRISCH, I’m Not Stiller, a favorite book of Anne Morrow Lindbergh


Only in the sky is there hope, only in that which man has never touched.


— CHARLES LINDBERGH, The Wartime Journals of Charles A. Lindbergh












In 1932, Charles Lindbergh and Anne Morrow Lindbergh were the most celebrated couple in America, famous throughout the world. On March 1, their twenty-month-old son was kidnapped. Two months later, he was found dead in woods not far from their home. A man was convicted and executed for the crime. But many believe there were others involved who were never identified or held accountable.
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Chapter One


Englewood, New Jersey
February 1931


I can see the house. But not all of it and certainly not how you get there from here. It sprawls above us, main house, servants’ quarters, garage, those who live there and those who serve their needs. As the car winds up the hill, you get glimpses through the skeletal winter trees that stand like witches’ brooms. A window flashes. A stretch of white-painted brick. The dark gray point of a slate gable. All of a sudden, the sun finds its spot through the trees, catching my eye like a needle.


The car turns a corner and I have to look through the back window to keep the house in sight. It’s like the start of a fairy tale, and I think of how I’d tell it.


Once upon a time, on a hill in the dark wood, was a house. And in that house lived a mummy and a daddy . . . and who else?


Me, the child would say.


Of course, you, otherwise how would there be a mummy and a daddy? You’re the most important person in the story.


But who are you?


“The Morrows brought the living room and the library over from some pile in England.”


I turn to meet the chauffeur’s eye. He’s seen me staring at the house. I feel caught.


“Did they.” As if I couldn’t care less.


We roll through a high iron gate, stopping to let the guard inspect us. He peers through the window of the little guard box, then raises a hand to the driver. We continue on the gravel path. I can see the whole house now. They call it an estate, but really, it’s a chockablock sort of place, a few buildings set this way and that up against each other. Only three stories, it doesn’t seem that grand, at least when you consider who lives there. A lot of windows. And funny little doors tucked here and there. How many open? How many are locked? So many ways in, you wonder if they worry.


I’m told it’s new. But everything in this country is new.


I take a deep breath.


Colonel. Mrs. Lindbergh.


No, other way round. Mrs. Lindbergh. Colonel. Greet the mother first. People fawn over him all the time, she must be sick of it. Show her you know she’s the one you have to please . . .


The fingers on my left hand are tingly; no surprise, I’ve been gripping my wrist the whole way here. I let go, shake out both hands. Wonder how it is the Lindberghs are living at her parents’ house. Surely, they have all the money in the world . . .


We’ve stopped. Why? We’re only halfway up the drive, nowhere near the house. And yet the chauffeur is out of the car, he’s coming round to open the door. Hastily, I straighten myself, tugging at my gloves, the edge of my jacket, run the heel of my hand over my skirt.


I get out to see a woman standing at the door of a small stone cottage. She’s in her mid-forties, wearing a smart suit, dark hair pulled back into a chignon. For a second, I brace myself, Dear Lord, it’s her. But this woman is too old, the clothes too sensible, the gaze too frank in its assessment.


“Miss Gow?” she says.


“Yes?” I hate the question mark.


“Kathleen Sullivan. We spoke on the phone.”


I remember: secretary to Elizabeth Morrow, the grandmother. Strange that the mother doesn’t do the interviewing. But of course, she’s up the hill. In the big white house. With the baby. It occurs to me: I may never get inside that house, may never get to meet him. This could well be as far as they let me go.


“They’ll want to meet you, get to know you,” Mary said when she told me she’d put me up for the job. The thing is, she’s wrong. They don’t. Knowing you, really knowing you, is the last thing they want. What they want to find out is: Can you be who we need you to be? Now, standing on the gravel path, I can tell the assessment has started. Am I Miss Gow? Probably. But who is Miss Gow? A name tells her nothing. I’ve sent a letter; how much of it is lies? The recommendations; are they honest? Have they told her everything she needs to know? Not likely. Everyone wants this job. But do I want it for the right reasons?


Should she let me in?


She waits so long, I think for a moment she’s decided, No, actually. But then she stands back from the door and I say “Thank you” to the invitation that hasn’t been made.


It’s a nice office they’ve given Mrs. Sullivan. Pretty, with curtained windows and a lovely blue-and-white rug. It’s snug, low ceilinged in the way of cottages. Her desk barely fits, and the two armchairs are so close they don’t leave much room for your legs. I cross my ankles, look appreciatively around the room so I don’t have to face her just yet.


She asks if the ride over from Tenafly was all right. I say yes, thank you.


Then add, “Thank you. For sending the car.”


She smiles briefly; they’d send the car for anyone. It’s not a mark of favor.


When she puts my letter on the desk, I feel a jolt of panic, certain I’ve made a mistake, spelled my own name wrong, written Sheboygan instead of Chicago. You didn’t give the Mosers’ name, nor their telephone number, I remind myself. There’s no way for her to know you ever worked for them, no way for her to get in touch.


“I understand you come recommended by Mary Beattie.”


Mary works as a maid for Elisabeth Morrow, the sister, but I can’t imagine her recommendation greatly impresses Mrs. Sullivan. “Yes, we’re good friends.”


We’re not, but it sounds better than saying I’ve met her a few times through my sister-in-law.


“We like to trust our people,” she says. “How old are you?”


It’s a simple question that covers a multitude of others, and I hesitate. “Twenty-six.”


A slight raise of the eyebrow. Some experience, not much for the number of years. Boyfriend? Fiancé?


“And I have it right, it’s Miss Gow?”


“It is.”


She sifts through papers. My letter, the Gibbs reference, what else could she have about me? “How long have you been in America, Miss Gow?”


Precise, I think. Be elegant and precise. Recrossing my ankles, I say, “I arrived in April 1929.”


“From Scotland?”


“That’s right. Glasgow. My brother came first. He got me the position with the Gibbs family.” No, “got me” is wrong. Sloppy. I should have said “secured.” Engaged. Through him, I was engaged by the Gibbs family . . .


“And you worked for them . . .” She frowns as if she can’t quite make out the dates. “For a year.”


It’s only the truth, I tell myself. No criticism implied. “Yes. Unfortunately they suffered in the financial crash and couldn’t keep me on. I believe that’s in their letter.”


She doesn’t say if it is or it isn’t. “You were in Detroit for a time.”


“Yes.”


“What took you to that fine city?”


I don’t know what devil is in the brain that makes you think of the very thing you shouldn’t. The right answer, the correct answer, is there, ready to be given. I came up with it yesterday and rehearsed it in the car. Yet now, when it matters, the only voice I hear is myself screaming like a shrew: “You told me to come to America. You said come to Detroit.”


Mrs. Sullivan has noticed the pause, I can tell from the way she’s holding the point of her pen to the paper. A moment’s more hesitation and she’ll scratch me right out.


“I was offered a position.”


“You didn’t stay long. Only five months.”


There are two choices, two truths, both unpleasant. One admits failure as an employee, the other failure as a woman. At least a woman of intelligence. I don’t know who Mrs. Sullivan has called, who she might have spoken to.


I may have to be truthful. A little.


“There was a gentleman I hoped to marry. I knew him from back home and . . .”


I shift slightly in my seat. “Let’s say I won’t be returning to Detroit. Fine city though it is.”


Our eyes meet; I feel the question. Is that all? No complaints, recriminations? It’s something they watch for. You complain about one thing, they think, Whiner. Admit you left a position after three weeks because the father thought he was entitled to put his hand down your blouse, they write, Difficult. If you get teary because you’ve had a shock, they write, Emotional.


I push the memories down, keep my face still.


She asks, “Is it fair to say you haven’t had much experience working for this sort of family?”


“It is.” The Mosers were well off. But I’ve been sure to not mention the Mosers, and I’m not going to now. “But I daresay very few people have.”


She sets the pen down. Now I have her full attention; maybe even some respect.


“That is correct,” she says. “Colonel and Mrs. Lindbergh are unlike any other couple in America. Her father is a senator. His father was a congressman. These are people not only of means, but distinction. You may have heard of his little flight to Paris. As a result, they and their child are the focus of unparalleled attention from the public and from the press. Anyone connected with them comes under intense scrutiny. That includes members of their staff. Are you prepared for that?”


“Yes.”


“You may be offered money for stories or photographs, as much as two thousand dollars . . .”


This Mary warned me about, and I know what to say. “I’m familiar with the tabloid press, Mrs. Sullivan. I think it’s disgusting, their lack of regard for people’s privacy. I want no part of it.” I let a touch of outrage slip into my tone that she would ask such a thing, think me such a person. She listens closely, trying to decide: Am I sincere?


Then she says, “You understand why I have to ask.”


“Of course.”


“The couple’s schedule is irregular. They intend to travel. Extensively. You will be on your own with the baby for considerable stretches of time.”


She waits for me to add objections, conditions. I smile. No objections, Mrs. Sullivan. None whatever.


She stands. “Well, then. I’ll take you up to the house.”


It’s so abrupt, I’m not sure what’s happening. Gathering my things, I ask, “What happens there?”


“You meet Colonel and Mrs. Lindbergh.”
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Chapter Two


So. Here is how you get to the house. You are driven by the chauffeur, who has been waiting this whole time. You ride in the company of Mrs. Sullivan, who makes pleasant conversation as she tries to find out more about you. You long to say, Please, I need to think, could you be quiet? Instead you smile as if this is all quite normal and say, “Yes, it is mild for February.”


Mrs. Lindbergh, a pleasure to meet you.


Colonel, an honor, of course . . .


Mrs. Sullivan has said something. I haven’t been listening, and it takes me a moment to translate the sounds. “It goes without saying, no autographs for your nephew or anything like that.”


I say, “Of course not.” Easily and honestly, because my niece in America is not even a year old and nobody else gives a damn. I suppose the Lindberghs do get asked a lot. Still, it’s insulting.


But insulting is good, gives me a bit of spine, something of myself to hold on to as we get out of the car and Mrs. Sullivan goes up to the front door and rings the bell.


A butler in tailcoat answers the door. He’s dark, tall, with a full, doleful mouth. Heavy-lidded eyes widen to take me in, then slide off in dismissal. The black hair looks like it’s had some help from a bottle; there’s a dash of powder to cover up those red, broken veins around the nose. Get close enough, I think, and you’d know what he drank for lunch.


Mother once said to me, “Betty, when you get nervous, you get snippy.” I might say I see what I see and there’s no use pretending otherwise. But she’s not entirely wrong.


The butler’s name is Septimus Banks, and Mrs. Sullivan asks if he would take me up to see the Colonel and Mrs. Lindbergh. In an accent not his own, he says, “If you would come this way,” then gives me his back. I smile thank you to Mrs. Sullivan and follow, careful not to react because the house is much grander on the inside—not simply designed to impress, but to intimidate. When I was a child, they opened one of the local manors to the public and Mother took me as a treat. What I mostly remember was queuing and shying away from things as Mother whispered, “Don’t touch.” Easy not to touch here; the entry hall alone is larger than my mother’s house. The walls are wood paneled, with two massive marble fireplaces on either side. Vases almost as tall as me and crowded with lilies, roses, and gardenias stand on mahogany pillars. The floor, pale red stone, makes my shoes look quite shabby. I feel my gaze pulled upward and see a vast crystal chandelier overhead.


We reach the second-floor landing. A lovely clock ticks on a side table. Above that, there’s a portrait of a handsome steel-haired woman by a fireplace in a heavy gilt frame ten feet high. A gold-fringed runner of green vines and peonies extinguishes the sound of our footsteps. There are doors at either end of the hall, but Mr. Banks doesn’t lead me toward either one.


“Please wait here.”


He disappears through the door on the right. Now it’s me and the lady in the painting. Who is she? I wonder. An actual member of the family or just some impressive stranger’s portrait from that pile in England, thrown in with the library and living room furniture?


I hear footsteps below and look over the railing to see a maid carrying a bowl of flowers across the entryway below. She walks quickly, as if those flowers better get where they’re going and fast. I lose sight of her as she passes under the balcony. A moment later, I hear a door close.


And . . . still, no one comes.


The chandelier looms near, the endless columns of crystal cascading like fireworks. An unseen disturbance—a rat in the attic, a gust of wind from an open window, a stomped foot in a far-off room—sends a shiver through the crystals, and there’s a tinkling, so faint that by the time you’ve heard it, it’s gone. Looking up at the stout chain that holds the massive light aloft, I imagine giving it a shove, watching it sway, come loose, tipping as it crashes to the stone floor below.


The impulse puzzles me; I’m not a destructive person. It’s all those delicate crystals, hanging in space—a vision so beautiful, so precious and pristine, you can’t help but think about breaking it.


I hear voices. On this floor and getting close. The door on the left opens. And there they are.


At first, they don’t quite make sense. I compare them to the images I’ve seen and find something missing in the picture. Well, the plane, for a start. Always, in the newsreels they show it: the plane so simple it looks like a toy. And other people, the vast crowds surging like so many ants, breaking through barricades to surround him. Then him standing on the balcony, looking down on thousands of cheering faces and frantically waving arms. The next shot him alone with the plane, a long, gangly boy who’s done the miraculous and now what?


Here there are no crowds, no celebration, no cheers. Just three people in a quiet hallway. But he’s not ordinary. He hangs back, the ends of his arms in his pockets, bright golden head ducking. No aviator jodhpurs or khaki jacket, just a pleasant tweed suit. His smile is brief, nervous. But his eyes, hero blue, stay on you. For a moment, I’m caught by those eyes, then remember: don’t.


She comes forward, hand outstretched. As I take it, I feel I am meeting an exceptionally poised twelve-year-old girl. When the news of their engagement was announced, some complained Anne Morrow wasn’t pretty enough for the great Lindy. True, she’s too small to be a great beauty. He’s too tall, she too small. Yet they fit. She’s got a funny nose, tilted and elfin. Her eyes are a gorgeous violet; you don’t see that in the films. But it’s her hair that’s her glory, cut short and high off her pale forehead. Her smile as we shake is modest, as if to say of the house, Yes, it’s a lot, isn’t it?


Then taking back her hand, she laughs. “It’s funny, I can’t help feeling we look alike. Do you see it, Charles?”


“No.”


I wait for the pleasantry. It does not come.


Then she says airily, “No, of course, you’re taller and you haven’t got my ridiculous nose.”


She resets. “Miss Gow, so nice to meet you.”


“A pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Lindbergh. Colonel.”


He asks, “How many families with infants have you worked with in the past?”


Here? I think. Standing in the hallway? What about me told them I don’t even merit a chair? Never mind. The interview has started and I better catch up. I recount my experience with the Gibbses and one family in Detroit. But I am off-balance, and I sound neither capable nor cherishing. Mrs. Lindbergh asks if I have siblings and I tell her, “Well, I’m the youngest of six, so . . .”


I expect disappointment; no little brothers or sisters looked after. But she says, “Six. Were you the darling of the family?”


Grateful, I say, “More the despair.”


The conversation turns to habits. How much milk do I think best for baby? How much sleep? Should babies have lots of layers or be free to move? How much cuddling do I think is wise? Do I have a preferred method of potty training? I feel the colonel’s interest sharpen and sense strong views. It’s a minefield; one area of difference will be grounds for showing me the door.


I say, “Generally, I prefer to hear from the parents what they think best for their child and adopt that routine. It doesn’t do to have the nurse and mother at odds.”


Mrs. Lindbergh says shyly, “Well, I may be different from other mothers you’ve worked with. We follow the Watson method.” I nod as if entirely familiar. “We want Charlie to be able to manage for himself, to feel confident. The Colonel and I”—she looks up at him—“believe self-sufficiency should be encouraged, rather than dependence. Too much cuddling and rushing to help fosters a needy attachment.”


Does she believe it, or he does and she goes along? No matter. One and the same in this house.


I say, “That makes a great deal of sense,” thinking, Of course this is how a man the world calls the Lone Eagle would raise a child. The Lindberghs take my words as agreement. And I let them.


“We’re planning a trip to the Orient in summer,” she tells me. “We’ll be gone for a few months at least. Would you mind that, being left on your own with the baby?”


Her eyes are bright with excitement at the prospect of the trip. But something else as well. Anxiety. Her hands are clasped, the grip quite tight, and her voice too definitive: I am doing this. She’s braced for judgment. From me, of all people.


It is strange to feel affection for someone you don’t know, protective of someone who has so much. And yet I do.


“Not at all,” I tell her. “That’s my job, isn’t it? To make sure you’re able to do what you need to without worry?”


It’s the right answer. She glances at him, hopeful. Turning back to me, she asks, “Do you need specific days off? Vacation requirements?”


“No. I only have my brother here, and I’m sure he’s seen enough of me.”


She laughs. For the first time, I consider the possibility I may get this job. A whirl of pleasurable images. Telling Billy. Writing mother. The news making its way back to Detroit. Let him feel regret. Let him feel . . .


Then I hear the Colonel say, “You speak English very well.”


I smile to keep my jaw from falling. Can he even think it’s a compliment? He senses my amazement and his mouth goes sullen, his neck red.


Laying a gentle hand on his arm, she says, “They speak English in Scotland, Charles.”


She looks at me, knowing very well he’s made the mistake. Even so it’s my job to make it right.


“Aye, moost of the time,” I say, and a round of laughter releases us.


He asks, “Do you like dogs?”


“I love dogs.”


“Good.”


My face is starting to ache, my teeth are clenched. Is it good? Why good? Why dogs and not cats, Colonel? Do dogs speak English? Or do you not expect them to—dogs, immigrants, all the same . . .


My mother’s voice: “Snippy, Betty.” Wiping the complaints from my mind, I ask, “Should I . . . see the baby now?”


There is the briefest pause.


“I’m afraid he’s out with my mother,” says Mrs. Lindbergh smoothly. He chimes in with, “She likes to walk him around the gardens.”


“Of course.”


After that it’s “Thank you for coming by, Miss Gow” from them and a “Thank you for seeing me” from me. They stay at the top of the stairs while I make my way down to where the butler is waiting to show me out. The chauffeur is already waiting by the car. They have people to bring you in and people to take you out when they’re done with you. Kathleen Sullivan is nowhere to be seen. Probably back in her office, interviewing the next candidate.


I shouldn’t have asked to see the baby.


“So?”


A pair of eyes watching me in the rearview mirror. The same chauffeur, dark hair, snub nose, ruddy cheeks, and bright, curious eyes. That sharpness—sympathy or gossip?


I shake my head.


After a few miles, the second question comes. “Were you impressed at least?”


“By him? Not really.” That gets a chuckle.


What went wrong? I’m sure it was all over my face what I thought when they were talking about independence and no cuddling, but honestly, it’s a baby. How much can he do for himself?


When he complimented my English, I should have just said thank you. Asking to see the baby, that was bad, but showing what I thought of him, that was worse. My joke helped. But she saw my reaction, and it’s not something she can allow, someone thinking less than the best of him. Even if it was his fault.


I rest my head on the window, see people on the street stop to stare at the limousine as it rolls through Tenafly’s runty downtown.


The chauffeur says doubtfully, “You sure you want to be let out here?”


I nod to the Bergen Theatre, where they’re showing Little Caesar. “Thought I might go to the movies.”


“All right then.” He stops the car at the corner, opens the door. I wonder, Can I stay, just a moment longer? But it’s over and I know it. I get out of the car. With a touch of sarcasm, he tips his cap. “See you at the pictures, Beautiful.”


“Well?”


My brother sits dark browed and challenging across the diner table. Hands flat on the surface, shoulders braced, he wants a full report: What have I gone and done now?


“Terrible,” I tell him.


The glower gives way to concern. “It wasn’t.”


“They hated me.” Suddenly, it seems funny. At any rate, that’s how I’ll tell it. Charles Lindbergh? I met him once. He hated me.


“They can’t have hated you.” He gestures with his coffee. “You ruined my life and I don’t hate you.”


Billy often says I ruined his life. He’s eldest, I’m youngest, first and last. “There were five of us,” he’ll say. “Me, James, Alex, Agnes, and Isabelle. Then all of a sudden, this one comes along. ‘She’s an angel, did you ever see anything so precious. Pretty wee Bessie.’ Father’s wee yin, spoiled rotten from day one.”


Billy came to this country first. When I wrote to say I was coming, he said, “What’s poor America done to deserve that?” Then he met the ship and let me stay with him, Jean, and the baby as long as I needed.


“You did get to meet the great man, at least.”


“I did. He’s nobody special.”


“And knowing you, you said so. ‘You, Colonel Lindbergh, are nobody special. Your offer of employment is rejected. You may take your Eaglet and stuff him.’”


It’s meant to be funny. Is funny. Still. Billy’s imitation of me—prideful, superior, snippy—is too sharp for comfort.


He reaches over, takes my hand. “Hey. Just one job.”


“I know.” I sniff, sit up straight. “I didn’t really want it. But . . . would have been nice to have something go right.”


I feel Billy’s sympathy fade. He told me not to go to Detroit.


Anxious to be back in his good books, I say, “How’s work at New Jersey what’d you call it?” Billy works as a lineman, doing electrical wiring, but I always pretend I can’t remember.


“Steady and pays well, thank you.”


“And my niece?”


“Izzy? She’s fine. In fact, Jean and I were just saying, if only we could find a first-class baby minder. We thought we had an excellent candidate. Only the Lindberghs snapped her up.”


“Oh, yes . . .”


“They’re going to call, I promise.”


I want to say, Truly, the Lindberghs are not going to hire a girl who left school at fourteen, worked in a dress shop, and had five jobs as a nanny in two years. A girl who . . .


Don’t. Forget that.


“Don’t write Mother,” I tell Billy.


Solemn, he raises his hand: I promise. In this, we agree: from our mother, who worries, certain things must be kept secret.


“‘Oh, but Bessie, the crime . . .’” I mimic her hand-wringing over America.


“‘Billy, it’s so dirty.’”


“‘All those gangsters!’” we chorus, attracting the attention of the waitress.


Afterward, we walk. Billy offers his arm and I take it, resting my head against his shoulder. Looking up at the Bergen marquee, I say, “Maybe I’ll be a gangster.”


“You would,” he says. Then: “Was he really not anything special?”


I wrinkle my nose. “Are you a fan?”


“Well . . .” Embarrassed, he looks down. “I do remember it. The flight. The fact he wasn’t anybody and he did this incredible thing on sheer guts and brains. Made you feel . . . anything’s possible. What can’t we do?”


Feeling low again, I say, “Should’ve gotten you the autograph.”


He kisses the top of my head. “They’ll call.”


“They won’t.” I stand tiptoe, kiss his cheek. “But thank you.”


But Billy is right. The next morning, Kathleen Sullivan telephones and says, “Congratulations, Miss Gow. How soon would you be able to start?”


“Right away,” I gasp.


We talk about salary—less than expected, but more than I’ve made in the past. I’m about to thank her again when she says, “Oh.”


“. . . Yes?”


“One more thing. Any flirtation with the man of the house will result not only in dismissal, but a bad report that will follow you to any family worth working for in America and Europe. Is that understood?”


I am stunned. Is there anything—anything—these people don’t know?


Then I realize she doesn’t know. It’s what she’d say to any woman under forty.


“Of course.”
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Chapter Three


It’s not clear where I’ll be living. I am now part of the Lindbergh household, but they have no house of their own as yet, which is why they’re living with her parents. They’ve not even been married two years and seem to have spent most of that time in the air. In a matter of months, they’ll be flying off to the Orient. For now, I’m told to bring myself and my things to the Morrow estate and they’ll find a room for me.


Life is a very different matter when you’re no longer Betty Nobody but the Lindbergh Nanny. Now the bright-eyed chauffeur greets me as Miss Gow as he opens the door to the car. He says his name is Ellerson, and I should call him that because everyone does.


“Told you,” he says cheerfully.


“You didn’t. You said, ‘See you at the pictures.’ ”


“This isn’t the pictures?” From the mirror, he grins, knowing to me a limousine is just as glamorous. “Anyway, I knew it was going to be you.”


“Well, I didn’t,” I say, stretching out. “I was so nervous. I’ve never been around people like that.”


“Sure, that’s what they liked about you.”


This time, we barely stop at the gate; just a wave to the guard and go straight up the hill. As Ellerson brings the car around the back of the house, I see a man digging by the hedge at the far end of the garden. It’s hard work, he jabs at the earth, pitching the dirt aside. He’s wearing an olive-green sweater, and it takes me a moment to place him as Mr. Banks, the butler with the powdered cheeks and withering look. February’s a strange time to be planting—and a butler makes a strange gardener—but before I can ask about it, I’m greeted at the back door by Kathleen Sullivan.


“Let’s get you settled in,” she says as I get out. “Ellerson, take Miss Gow’s suitcases to the second floor.”


“Junior’s old room?” he asks and she nods.


“Junior?” I’m unsure if she means the baby or someone else.


“Mrs. Lindbergh’s younger brother. He’s away at college. Let’s start with the laundry room. You’ll be spending a fair amount of time there.”


Following, I feel someone’s missing. “Will Mrs. Lindbergh be joining us?”


She looks over her shoulder. “I did say you should learn not to expect them.”


In the laundry room, Mrs. Sullivan shows me the soap used to launder the baby’s diapers, where his pram is kept, and how to dress him for outdoors. In the kitchen, she shows me how to wash his dishes properly, and I am introduced to the family dog, a black terrier named Peter. I give him a pat and notice there are two dog bowls on the floor, two leashes on a peg. I’m about to ask about the other dog, when she says briskly, “Shall we meet the baby?”


“Yes, please.”


As we head upstairs to the nursery, she tells me in a low voice that he naps at midday. Bedtime is 7:00 P.M., but he is to be woken up and set on the potty at ten o’clock. Between the hours of seven and ten, he is to be left strictly alone.


“What if he cries?” I ask.


“Then he cries.”


It’s silly, I tell myself, to be so nervous over meeting a baby. But some take to you right away, some don’t, and some never do. It’s a test, this first meeting. No one will say so, but it is. If young Master Lindbergh fusses, goes rigid when I pick him up, if I look upset or unsure of myself . . .


With a careful twist, Mrs. Sullivan turns the doorknob and lets me into a large, airy room filled with sunlight. Light white curtains billow by the open windows. I hear “hello” and take in an older woman standing by a handsome crib. From the silver hair and the pearls around her neck, I know this is Mrs. Morrow, lady of the house, senator’s wife, grandmother. In person, she’s more approachable than her portrait; her face is broad and plain and there’s a ruddiness to her cheeks that hints of outdoor life rather than soft conversation in parlors and universities. I’m told she’s a poet, a scholar of some kind, but she seems more forthright than her shy, ardent daughter. Right away, she extends her hand, gives mine a good shake.


The baby is sitting in the center of a blue oval rug, dressed in a white romper. Scattered around him are wooden blocks with letters on them and a dog on wheels with leather ears and a pull string. Arms in the air, he’s crowing and growling to himself, making his plans. He’s about the size of a bed pillow, and soft like one, a little bundle.


Maybe it’s his smallness, the way he’s all alone on that rug, everyone standing at a distance in this large room. Or maybe it’s his noises, the pleasure he takes in the world of toys around him. I immediately want to catch him up and hold him close.


“Isn’t he a lamb,” I breathe.


Mrs. Morrow smiles. “That’s what my daughter calls him. ‘My fat lamb.’ It’s the curls.” His hair is baby blond, almost white, like soap bubbles all over his head.


I kneel at the edge of the rug. Charlie notices and goes still; he doesn’t like it. So, I move back. His feet are bare; I notice the toes on his right foot overlap. What, not completely perfect? Well, me neither, so we’ve got that in common.


I think of starting with This little piggy but decide best not until he’s more comfortable with me. At the moment, his chief concern seems to be getting hold of a block that’s out of reach. He reaches out a chubby hand, bending forward slightly, frustrated there’s so much space between him and that block. I pick it up and hold it out to him. For a long moment, he stares at me, then puts his fingers alongside mine. When he starts to pull, I hold on to see what he’ll do. When he frowns, I let it drift toward him till his brow clears. Then I gently pull it back, making it tug-of-war, back and forth between us. Finally, he gets the block, and I get a big scrunchy grin.


We make a tower with the blocks. We knock it down. We make another tower. We knock that one down too, laughing as the blocks scatter across the floor. Charlie and I become a we very fast.


I ask Charlie if he will show me his favorite parts of his grandmother’s garden. Mrs. Morrow thinks it’s an excellent idea. I can feel her watching me as I dress him for outside. I do it quickly, giving him no time to fuss. He’s not happy that he can’t move his arms freely in all the layers and his face crumples. I lift him up high and ask which doggy shall we take for a walk? Peter doggy or wooden doggy? Which one, hey? He grins, puts a finger in his mouth.


After our walk, Mrs. Morrow takes Charlie and Kathleen Sullivan shows me my room, which is connected to the nursery by a small bathroom. This is “Junior’s” room and it’s very much a boy’s space, with a navy bedspread, a ship in a bottle, and pennants on the walls with names like Groton and Amherst. An old teddy bear with one eye sits in a rocking chair. My suitcases have been left by the edge of the bed.


I go to the window and pull aside the curtain. From here, you can get a sense of how large the estate is. Mrs. Sullivan points out a building in the distance, tells me it is a school started by Mrs. Lindbergh’s sister, Elisabeth. The family hopes Charlie will go there next fall. Looking down, I see the long hedge, the spot where the butler was digging. One part of the earth is turned over, the dirt patted down, a patch of dark brown amid the sparse winter green.


It’s a grave, I realize. And remember the extra leash.


Before leaving, Mrs. Sullivan tells me that the staff takes their meals in the kitchen. I may eat at six or eight; any other time, I must fend for myself and it’s not wise to do so without making friends with the cook. I say I understand. After putting Charlie to bed, I go down to the kitchen to find Ellerson settling at the table with a plate of beef stew. “Ah,” he says grandly to the cook, “a place for my friend, Mrs. Hobie.” Nice to be called friend, I think. Then I realize it’s a joke; I’m to serve myself.


As I sit down, Banks strides through the swinging door, followed by a gawky, dark-haired English girl, who seems to think she’s playing the part of a maid in a comedy. As they take up the dessert courses of the Morrows’ dinner, he is terse, precise, knows what he’s doing. But she giggles, is none too careful with the plates, and drops the silverware. When he corrects her, she rolls her eyes and says, “Sorry m’lud.” She winks at me, wanting to share the joke. I pretend not to catch it.


Then as Banks turns toward the swinging door, I’m astonished to see her fling back her hand and give him a great whack on the bottom. Banks stops dead still, fixes her with a killing look. There’s a terrible silence. Then she backs up meekly with a small “Sorry, Mr. Banks.”


When they’ve gone, I look to Ellerson. His shoulders are shaking as he laughs silently. I mouth, What?


“Septimus Banks and Violet Sharpe—it’s a long, grim story for a winter’s night.”


Grim. I look to the bowls on the floor. “What happened to the other dog?” When he doesn’t answer right away, I know it’s not the usual story with pets.


He says, “You know how Sullivan warns you about the newspapers trying to get to Lindbergh?” I nod. “Well, it’s not only them. Sightseers come to the house, wanting a glimpse or an autograph. ‘You’re my boy’s hero’—that kind of thing. Mostly, they’re a nuisance. Some of them, you have to watch out for.”


I remember Banks digging and go cold. “How so?”


“Last week, the family was out. A car full of gawkers drives at top speed up the hill to the house. Miss Constance’s dog Daffin was out in the yard, and . . .”


“Oh, no.”


Ellerson nods. “Left him to die howling.”


I look to Peter, who’s sitting by my chair, hoping for food. Poor fellow, you lost your friend. I reach down to scratch his ears. “Constance is the youngest sister?” Back at his stew, he nods. “And Miss Elisabeth is the one that has the school?”


His eyebrows jump. “With her great ‘friend’ Connie Chilton.”


That, I don’t understand, but Ellerson doesn’t explain. “And the brother? Young Master Dwight?”


Ellerson takes a moment, then mouths something that looks like nuthouse. Startled, I pick at my food, thinking of gates and dogs and thoughtless nosy bodies—and my own nosiness. Not even here a day, and I’m whispering about the family in their own kitchen.


Guilty, I say, “It is awful, when you think about it, how people act as if they’re things to gawp at.”


Ellerson shrugs, unimpressed by my piety. I ask, “Do you like working here?”


“Beats starving. How about you? Where you from?”


“Oh, over the pond,” I tell him. “Here and there.”


“And now you’re just thrilled to bits to be working for Lucky Lindy.”


“Well . . . beats starving.” We smile over our stew. On that small intimacy, I risk the question. “What did you mean, that was what they liked about me?”


“When they told you the salary, was it what you expected?”


“Not exactly, but . . .”


“Days off, vacation time, what’d you ask for?”


Sheepish, I say, “I wanted the job.”


He nods and repeats, “Some people, you have to watch out for.”


After dinner, I sit on Dwight Junior’s bed, listening for the baby and praying he doesn’t cry. It would be just my luck to crack and go in when I’m not supposed to, only to have the Lindberghs crash through the door, him blue eyes blazing. Aha! We knew you wouldn’t follow the rules! Dwight Junior’s book collection isn’t much help. He’s got The Wonderful Wizard of Oz and Myths and Legends of the American Indian. You can tell he’s read them; the spines are cracked and creased, covers worn at the edges. But a life of J. P. Morgan and an encyclopedia of Western civilization are in pristine condition, untouched. After reading a page of each, I can see why.


Gazing around the room, I think, This boy in a nuthouse. All this and yet . . .


Finally, I hear the clocks sound ten and creep through the bathroom into Charlie’s darkened room. Babies are never fully silent when sleeping. They shuffle and snuffle, and Charlie’s no exception. He complains when I lift him up, tries to curl into me like I’m his blanket.


I take off his nappy and set him on the small wooden chair that’s his potty. He struggles and whimpers at the separation from me, the sudden chill, and I say, “I know, Charlie, I’m sorry.” According to Kathleen Sullivan, he doesn’t even have to do business. This is to make sure he sleeps until morning. I keep him there for a good two minutes until he starts getting really frustrated. Then I pin up his nappy and croon into his ear, “All right, you’ve had enough. Back to bed now . . .”


Of course, he can’t fall asleep right away, so I stay with him, hand on his back, singing in a low voice. Gradually, he gets less fretful, stays quiet longer. The breathing becomes slow and easy. Then the little jerk of the body that tells you they’re deep out.


I let my fingers slip down the fuzzy nubbled fabric of his sleep suit to the silky folds of his neck, damp from the earlier struggles. Then I dabble a moment in those curls, following the swoops and whorls with my fingertip. I can just see them in the dark, white and shining. The endearment comes to me.


Lamb.
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Chapter Four


Princeton, New Jersey


A month later, we move to a new house. It’s only temporary. The Lindberghs are building a house of their own not far from here in a place called Hopewell. This place is . . . well, it was originally a farmhouse, and it wasn’t much better when we arrived. No rugs and not much furniture; Mrs. Lindbergh has written to the Colonel’s mother to see if she has some to spare. The barn smells of cow and there’s chicken mess on the floor. As a boy, the Colonel worked on his family’s farm and the roughness of it suits him down to the ground—far better than the grandeur of the Englewood estate with its gates and guards and endless guests. Here he tramps through the woods for hours, coming back with newfound eggs. We’re surrounded by open field; some days, you hear the thrum of engine overhead as the Colonel and Mrs. Lindbergh go flying in a blue-winged biplane. Of course if he’s happy, she is. “My own house!” Mrs. Lindbergh says several times a day.


“Will there be chickens in Hopewell?” I asked her. Because to be honest, this isn’t quite what I expected working for the Lindberghs. She laughed and said, “Maybe!”


I half imagined the Colonel would be getting in a plane every morning, flying off somewhere. Instead, he drives to work like most men in this country. Some days he works for Transcontinental & Western Air. Other days he works at the Rockefeller Institute.


“What does he do there?” I ask Mrs. Lindbergh. “Is it planes or . . . ?”


“No,” she says, pleased and proud. “He’s working with Dr. Alexis Carrel, who won the Nobel Prize. My sister Elisabeth has a weak heart. The Colonel says the heart is the body’s engine, and he doesn’t see why you shouldn’t be able to replace a valve or even the entire heart if need be. So he’s trying to build a pump that would allow you to take the heart out, fix it, and put it back in, good as new. It would be marvelous, wouldn’t it? Any time a part was imperfect or wore out, you could simply replace it.”


“My,” seems the only possible answer.


The Lindberghs hire a middle-aged couple from England, Elsie and Olly Whateley. Elsie does the cooking, Olly the driving and odd jobs. He spends his days following the Colonel around the house and grounds. The Colonel is a man for lists. Long arm waving this way and that, he spots endless points for improvement. He calls them out to Whateley, who stands, hunched over a small notebook, hurrying to write it all down. He doesn’t seem terribly handy. Once when he’d bent a dozen nails trying to fix a broken plank in the barn, I carefully asked Elsie where they’d worked before and in a lovely Brummie accent, she said, “Us? We’ve worked all over. Mr. Whateley was in jewelry for twenty years, had his own shop. Then he worked for my brother-in-law for a little while. Then we came here and . . . oh, we’ve done all sorts of things.”


She smiled: Rackety but honest, that’s us. I laughed, feeling it was a nice change from the pretentious snobberies of Kathleen Sullivan and Septimus Banks.


She said, “Most families don’t want you taking the same time off. Well, how’s that supposed to work for a married couple? So when the agency said, the Lindberghs need a pair of caretakers, we said, ‘As long as we can take our holiday together, that’d be lovely.’”


Then looking at her husband pounding away at another nail, she said, “Mind you, given Mr. Whateley’s carpentry skills, there may not be a house to care for much longer.”


It’s difficult, what you hear inside a house not your own. Eight rooms. Six people. Narrow hallways, plaster walls, shallow wooden doors; even whispers can be heard. Certainly tears. A scrap of complaint, a spiteful laugh. The ecstatic whine of sex. You know you oughtn’t, and yet you can’t help it; the ear pricks at the sound of secrets. The sudden snarl of raised voices—“This, this is what I really think of you.” Guilty, you linger, wanting just that bit more of people as they really are.


“If he comes at me one more time with one of those lists of his . . .”


“Can’t bear it here, honestly.”


“Doesn’t know what she’s doing, that much is clear.”


“For God’s sake, are you trying to fail?”


“I am trying, Charles. I don’t know how much harder I can try . . .”


And in the morning, it’s “Good morning, Betty” and “Whateley, I need you to go into town.” “Of course, Mrs. Lindbergh.” “Certainly, Colonel.”


Still, the six of us find our way. Sometimes I think of us as three and three—family and staff. Other times, I see us as three pairs: the Lindberghs, the Whateleys, and me and Charlie, I suppose.




Dear Mother,


Thank you for your lovely long letter. I am sorry my news of Billy, Jean, and the baby has been so scant of late. I haven’t been able to visit, as the Lindberghs are preparing for a trip to the Orient and when they are not at the airfield, they are studying maps and Morse code. (I know you have doubts, but Colonel Lindbergh says there is no reason women cannot pilot a plane as well as a man.) Each may only take eighteen pounds of personal items, including shoes. The other day, he borrowed the baby’s scale to weigh a shotgun and bullets. The weight of everything must equal its “value in usefulness.” The baby of course will stay here . . .





From downstairs, I hear the doorbell. The Lindberghs are out, but one of the Whateleys can answer it. This letter must go in the mail today. When she last wrote, Mother all but said she’d had a breakdown, she’d heard so little from me, clearly something dreadful had happened.




The Lindberghs have hired a nice couple. She is Elsie and so lovely. He is Olly . . .





The bell rings again. I listen, but there’s no thud on the stairs or creak of a door to indicate someone’s on their way. I feel the nudge of duty, but Charlie’s having his nap and this is my only time to myself.




He is Olly and is partial to pipes, cricket, and reading the newspaper . . .





Dear God, they’re ringing again. Pulling the bedroom door open, I listen in the hallway. No jolly humming from Whateley, no reminder murmurs—“Low on potatoes”—from Elsie. Did they go out and not tell me?


When the bell rings a fourth time, I launch myself down the stairs to the front foyer. Through the window, I see a middle-aged woman, purse held in front of her, gazing up at the house.


I open the door. “I’m terribly sorry.”


She accepts the apology with a smile. “I’m sorry to be a bother . . .”


“No, not at all.”


“But I’m here to see the baby.”


The baby. There’s been no call from Englewood to say anyone was coming. I search my memory for mention of an appointment. A special nurse or tutor. I try to take her in, looking for clues, a medical pin on the lapel, a badge of some kind. She is stout through the middle, motherly double chin. Gray-brown curls under a handsome blue straw cloche. Sensible shoes, a few scuffs, and the purse has seen better days, but that’s true for most people.


It occurs to me that what she looks like is a baby nurse. Have I been . . . replaced?


“The baby,” she reminds me, pleasant, but imperious.


I feel foolish for barring the entrance. Nevertheless I say, “I’m sorry. May I have your name?”


“Mrs. Dorothy Lewes.”


Dorothy Lewes, Mrs. Lewes. I sift my recollections of my talks with Mrs. Lindbergh, find no memory of a Mrs. Lewes.


I stall. “The Colonel and Mrs. Lindbergh are out, and they didn’t leave word . . .”


A slight frown. “I really do have to see the baby.”


And yet, you’re not saying why. The oddness of her starts to come clear. Why didn’t she give her name right away? Or her credentials? And the way she started with needing to see the baby . . .


Her lips go thin across her teeth. She steps forward. I hold the door partially shut, fill the space with my body. I feel a prickle at my neck. Even in America, women don’t try to push their way inside someone’s home.


Struggling to keep my voice low and authoritative, I say, “You can’t just come in, I’m afraid.”


Hand tight on the doorjamb, I wait, pray possibly, for the expected, the normal. Young lady, do you know who I am? But the silence has gone on too long; she has no answer for me. She fidgets, craning her neck to see over my shoulder. She’s looking for a way in, I realize.


When I see her shoulders rise, a shaft of terror goes right through me: She’s crazy. I barely have time to brace before she throws herself at the door, shouting, “I have to see the baby! You must let me see him.”


Legs spread, feet planted, I cling to the knob and doorjamb as she puts her full weight against the door. I manage to give it a hard shove, and she stumbles back.


But before I can slam the door shut, she launches herself again; fist and purse fly at my head. I am not a person anymore, just a thing to get out of the way. The heel of her hand slams against my cheek—in the madness, a moment of astonishment: She’s actually punched me. With rage of my own, I kick at her, screaming, “Mr. Whateley! Mr. Whateley!” Waking poor Charlie, who wails.


For the briefest moment, she goes still, all anger gone, her whole being focused on that cry. Now, I think, Push the door shut, crush her arm if you have to . . .


I feel myself pushed aside from behind and hear a curse from Mr. Whateley as the woman tries to barge past. She gets only a few feet before he gets her by the arms. For a moment, the two of them spin in the foyer, him clinging on, her red in the face, hat off her head, hair wild as she screams, “I have to see him! I need to . . .”


Pulling one arm behind her, Whateley gets a hold around her neck, jerking her backward. He barks at me, “Call the police.”


I move, then freeze. The phone, where is it? Is there one on the first floor . . . ?


“In the library, go!”


I race to the library, knocking the phone over because I can’t stop in time. Righting it, I dial. But wrong number. Hang up. Try again. My hands are shaking. Through the open door, I can see Whateley’s got the woman down on the floor, his knee heavy on her back. She thrashes, howls, desperate to throw him off. Then all of a sudden, she goes limp. And weeps.


“Yes, police? It’s the Lindbergh house . . .”


Her name really is Dorothy Lewes. She is a wife and mother of three—or was. Her husband had a degree in chemistry, but he lost his job and could not find another. For a long time, he simply sat in their kitchen. Then one day he walked out and didn’t return. Whether he ran off or the river took him, it’s not known.


She took a job at a Woolworth’s. But the pay wasn’t much, and they had to move to a neighborhood where they didn’t pick up the garbage. Rats invaded the building. One of her children died of tuberculosis. The two others were boarded out. Three weeks ago, she received word her boy was sick. She took a day off work to visit him and lost her job. The police think she came here hoping for money. I don’t think that’s what she wanted. But no one’s asked me.


“How did she get in?” the Colonel asks.


We have been gathered in the parlor, the Whateleys and I standing in a row facing Colonel Lindbergh, who paces before us. His anger is red hot, twitchy, like a glowing poker; you know if it lands on you it will be agony. Mrs. Lindbergh sits on the sofa behind him.


I glance at Olly Whateley; would he like to speak up?


“Miss Gow opened the door to her,” he tells the Lindberghs, his voice quick and blaming.


Colonel Lindbergh asks him, “But why did Betty open the door?”


Whateley mouths something like, I really couldn’t say, sir, but the Colonel interrupts with, “Where were you?”


“I . . .” Whateley’s face goes red. Embarrassment and anger both. He doesn’t like being ticked off by a young American, no matter how famous he is. Elsie looks up at him, her mouth tight with anxiety, willing him to answer the Colonel, and have a good answer. Seeing her desperate, him stammering, I’m put in mind of an old music hall team that’s seen better days. And I remember that were it not for Whateley, Dorothy Lewes might have made it up the stairs.


I say, “It was Mr. Whateley who stopped her going to the nursery. She was out of her head, I’m not sure I could have stopped her.”


I look to Mrs. Lindbergh. “I’m so sorry. I never thought—she was a woman, nicely dressed. She seemed harmless.”


“But she wasn’t,” says Colonel Lindbergh.


“No, sir.”


“Charles, I think they understand now,” says Mrs. Lindbergh quietly.


He looks at each of us in turn; do we? We nod, frightened and haphazard.


“One of the things Mrs. Lindbergh and I appreciate is that you all come from societies that are less expedient, less degraded. Because of that, it may take some time for you to understand that Americans are a primitive people. We are not a mature country. We lack discipline, have no strong sense of shared purpose or identity. Many people here simply . . . want without respect for others. Some of them are sick, like Mrs. Lewes.” He looks at a newspaper on a side table. “Others are greedy. They seem like ordinary people because they are ordinary. Ordinary doesn’t mean they’re incapable of harm.”


“Trust no one, sir,” says Whateley. “The missus and I understand.”


He’s drawn a line—the missus and I. The weight of expectation shifts to me. It’s been decided this was my fault. The searing rage has passed, but the Colonel wants to hear me admit guilt. Half an hour ago, I would have happily taken the blame, but I resent it being pushed on to me by Olly Whateley. And, if I’m honest, I resent the Colonel’s demand that I grovel.


From the sofa, Mrs. Lindbergh is watching. Waiting.


I say, “. . . Of course.”


It sounds wrong even to my ears. Petulant. And I’ve left off the “sir.” I need to say something more. But the words crowd up at the back of my throat and will not come.


Suddenly Mrs. Lindbergh asks, “How is your cheek, Betty?”


She comes over as if to take a look for herself. Reaching up to shift my hair with deft fingers, she examines the bruise left by Dorothy Lewes’s fist, then says, “No, I don’t think she did any real damage, but blows to the head have to be taken seriously. Don’t they, Charles?”


So graceful, so lightly done, this transformation of me from disgrace to heroine. I marvel at Anne Lindbergh, who seems to me in that moment truly finer, better than any of us. Her husband often talks of breeding, what science teaches us about genetics, strains, and livestock, as if people are just bits and bobs to be assembled correctly. Well, here’s superior breeding for you. I smile slightly to show I appreciate what she’s done, and she smiles back.




OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		About the Book



		About the Author



		Contents



		Also by Mariah Fredericks



		Dedication



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		The Real Betty Gow



		The Lindbergh Nanny: Fact Versus Fiction



		Acknowledgments













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading









OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/fm.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE

LINDBERGH
NANNY

MARIAH FREDERICKS

EEEEE





OEBPS/images/cmn.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781035401826_FC.jpg
She was the last person to see the baby

~ ‘Gripping and elegant’
[ NINA DE GRAMONT

MARIAH FREDER[CKS






