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  LINDBERGH




  Charles A. Lindbergh was the first solo pilot to cross the Atlantic non-stop from New York to Paris, in 1927. This awe-inspiring flight made him the most celebrated man of his

  day – a romantic symbol of the new aviation age. Lindbergh seemed to be living a charmed life until tragedy struck in 1932, when his baby was kidnapped and found dead. The unbearable trial of

  the kidnapper forced Lindbergh into exile in England and France. He developed a fascination with the Nazi regime whilst visiting pre-war Germany, and on his return to America in 1939 public opinion

  turned against him. His life was at the forefront of pioneering research in aeronautics and rocketry. Also, his wife became one of the century’s leading feminist voices. This compelling

  biography explores the complex relationship of the supposedly ‘golden couple’ who have long been considered ‘American royalty’.




  A. SCOTT BERG




  A. Scott Berg is the author of four bestselling biographies: Max Perkins: Editor of Genius, winner of the National Book Award; Goldwyn; Lindbergh,

  winner of the Pulitzer Prize; and Kate Remembered. He lives in Los Angeles.










  “A. Scott Berg’s definitive biography brilliantly describes the strange character of this extraordinary man. Lindbergh is the greatest biography of one of the

  century’s most ambiguous heroes that I have read. Rich in detail, it conveys the deep mystery at the heart of Lindbergh, both aviator and reluctant political figure” – Sunday

  Times




  “It is hard to imagine a more thorough biography. Nor could there be a more poignant warning that our worship of heroes is not unconditional, that fame, once attained,

  becomes no less a challenge than the act which brought it, and that angels can indeed fall from grace” – The Times




  “The trial forms the psychological pivot of A. Scott Berg’s riveting and meticulous biography . . . his portrait of one of the most fascinating Americans of this

  century will surely be definitive” – Independent




  “Lindbergh brings to a conclusion A. Scott Berg’s intelligent and monumentally detailed trilogy about the men who shaped America’s global presence in the

  early years of this century. With his earlier books – on super-editor Max Perkins and movie mogul Samuel Goldwyn – Berg charted the development of American popular culture, both

  high-brow and middle-brow, but with this new book he deals with achievements at once simpler and more compelling” – Mail on Sunday




  “[A] compelling and definitive new account of the famous flier’s archetypal twentieth-century American life” – Observer




  “At the age of 25, Lindbergh became, as A. Scott Berg amply demonstrates in one of the most important biographies of the decade, ‘the most celebrated living person ever

  to walk the earth’ . . . In illuminating this phenomenon, Berg’s book is an extraordinary achievement [and] in his authoritative chronicle, Berg has allowed the inconsistencies, nuances

  and tribulations of Lindbergh’s life to speak for themselves without judgement or speculation. In doing so, he has given us the definitive account of a dramatic and disturbing American

  story” – Los Angeles Book Review




  “Mr Berg . . . was granted full access to Lindbergh’s voluminous archives . . . and uses his copious talents as a writer – a ferocious eye for detail, an easy

  command of anecdote and an instinctive sense of drama – to turn all that material into an absorbing narrative that possesses all the immediacy and power of a novel” – New York

  Times










  PRAISE FOR A. SCOTT BERG:




  “A delightful biography, rich in literary anecdotes, and a mine of advice for writers and editors” – Publishers weekly




  “Superb” – Time




  “Very entertaining . . . Scott Berg is a superb biographer” – Literary Review




  “Meticulously researched” – Harper’s Bazaar




  “Fanatically researched and very moving . . . stunning in its fairness” – Esquire




  “Outstanding” – National Review




  “Recounts Life with understanding, sympathy and a wealth of detail” – Parade




  “A highly readable work of literary history” – New York Times Book Review




  “A memoir with never a dull page” – Daily Telegraph
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      Far or forgot to me is near;




      

        

          Shadow and sunlight are the same;


        


      




      The vanished gods to me appear;




      

        

          And one to me are shame and fame.


        


      




       




      They reckon ill who leave me out;




      

        

          When me they fly, I am the wings;


        


      




      I am the doubter and the doubt,




      

        

          And I the hymn the Brahmin sings.


        


      




       




      

             

       

    


  


 —EMERSON, “Brahma”
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  KARMA




  “. . . living in dreams of yesterday, we find ourselves still dreaming of impossible future conquests . . .”




  —C.A.L.




  FOR MORE THAN A DAY THE WORLD HELD ITS BREATH . . . and then the small plane was sighted over Ireland.




  Twenty-seven hours after he had left Roosevelt Field in New York—alone, in the Spirit of St. Louis—word quickly spread from continent to continent that Charles A. Lindbergh

  had survived the most perilous leg of his journey—the fifteen-hour crossing of the Atlantic. He had to endure but a few more hours before reaching his destination, Paris. Anxiety yielded to

  anticipation.




  The American Ambassador to France, Myron T. Herrick, went to St. Cloud after lunch that Saturday to watch the Franco-American team-tennis matches. When he took his seat in the front row, five

  thousand fans cheered. During the course of the afternoon, people in the stands heard newsboys shouting the headlines of their éditions spéciales, announcing

  Lindbergh’s expected arrival that night. In the middle of the match, Herrick received a telegram—confirmation that Lindbergh had passed over Valencia in Ireland. All eyes were on the

  Ambassador as he hastily left courtside, convincing most of the spectators that their prayers were being answered. Before the match had ended, the stands began to empty.




  Herrick rushed back to his residence in Paris, ate a quick dinner at 6:30, then left for the airfield at Le Bourget, to the northeast of the city. “It was a good thing we did not delay

  another quarter of an hour,” Herrick recalled, “for crowds were already collecting along the road and in a short time passage was almost impossible.”




  The boulevards were jammed with cars ten abreast. Passengers poked their heads through the sliding roof panels of the Parisian taxis, greeting each other in jubilation.

  “Everyone had acquired a bottle of something and, inasmuch as the traffic moved very slowly,” one reveler recalled of that night in 1927, “bottles were passed from cab to cab

  celebrating the earthshaking achievement.” A mile from the airfield, the flow of traffic came to a standstill.




  Once the radio announced that Lindbergh had flown over southern England, mobs formed in the heart of Paris. Thirty thousand people flocked toward the Place de l’Opéra, where

  illuminated advertising signs flashed news bulletins. Over the next few hours, the crowds spilled into the Boulevard Poissonière—until it became unpassable—where they expected to

  find the most reliable accounts of Lindbergh’s progress posted in front of the Paris Matin offices. “Not since the armistice of 1918,” observed one reporter, “has

  Paris witnessed a downright demonstration of popular enthusiasm and excitement equal to that displayed by the throngs flocking to the boulevards for news of the American flier, whose personality

  has captured the hearts of the Parisian multitude.”




  Between updates, people waited in anxious silence. Two French fliers—Nungesser and Coli—had not been heard from in the two weeks since their attempt to fly nonstop from Paris to New

  York; and their disappearance weighed heavily on the Parisians’ minds. Many muttered about the impossibility of accomplishing a nonstop transatlantic crossing, especially alone. Periodically,

  whispers rustled through the crowd, rumors that Lindbergh had been forced down. After a long silence, a Frenchwoman, dressed in mourning and sitting in a big limousine, wiped away tears of worry.

  Another woman, selling newspapers, approached her, fighting back her own tears. “You’re right to feel so, madame,” she said. “In such things there is no

  nationality—he’s some mother’s son.”




  Close to nine o’clock, letters four feet tall flashed onto one of the advertising boards. “The crowds grew still, the waiters frozen in place between the café tables,”

  one witness remembered. “All were watching. Traffic stopped. Then came the cheering message ‘Lindbergh sighted over Cherbourg and the coast of Normandy.’ ” The crowd burst

  into bravos. Strangers patted each other on the back and shook hands. Moments later, Paris Matin posted a bulletin in front of its building, confirming the sighting; and bystanders chanted

  “Vive Lindbergh!” and “Vive l’Américain!” The next hour brought more good news from Deauville, and then Louviers. New arrivals onto the scene

  all asked the same question: “Est-il arrivé?”




  Fifteen thousand others gravitated toward the Étoile, filling the city block that surrounded a hotel because they assumed Lindbergh would be spending the night there. Many too impatient

  to stand around in town suddenly decided to witness the arrival. Students from the Sorbonne jammed into buses and subways. Thousands more grabbed whatever conveyance remained

  available, until more than ten thousand cars filled the roads between the city and Le Bourget. Before long, 150,000 people had gathered at the airfield.




  A little before ten o’clock, the excited crowd at Le Bourget heard an approaching engine and fell silent. A plane burst through the clouds and landed; but it turned out to be the London

  Express. Minutes later, as a cool wind blew the stars into view, another roar ripped the air, this time a plane from Strasbourg. Red and gold and green rockets flared overhead, while acetylene

  searchlights scanned the dark sky. The crowd became restless standing in the chill. Then, “suddenly unmistakeably the sound of an aeroplane . . . and then to our left a white flash against

  the black night . . . and another flash (like a shark darting through water),” recalled Harry Crosby—the American expatriate publisher—who was among the enthusiastic onlookers.

  “Then nothing. No sound. Suspense. And again a sound, this time somewhere off towards the right. And is it some belated plane or is it Lindbergh? Then sharp swift in the gold glare of the

  searchlights a small white hawk of a plane swoops hawk-like down and across the field—C’est lui Lindbergh. LINDBERGH!”




  On May 21, 1927, at 10:24 P.M., the Spirit of St. Louis landed—having flown 3,614 miles from New York, nonstop, in thirty-three hours, thirty minutes, and

  thirty seconds. And in that instant, everything changed—for both the pilot and the planet.




  THERE WAS NO HOLDING the one hundred fifty thousand people back. Looking out the side of his plane and into the glare of lights, Lindbergh could see

  only that the entire field ahead was “covered with running figures!” With decades of hindsight, the woman Lindbergh would marry came to understand what that melee actually signified.

  “Fame—Opportunity—Wealth—and also tragedy & loneliness & frustration rushed at him in those running figures on the field at Le Bourget,” she would later write.

  “And he is so innocent & unaware.”




  Lindbergh’s arrival in Paris became the defining moment of his life, that event on which all his future actions hinged—as though they were but a predestined series of equal but

  opposite reactions, fraught with irony. Just as inevitable, every event in Lindbergh’s first twenty-five years seemed to have conspired in propelling him to Paris that night. As the only

  child of woefully ill-matched parents, he had tuned out years of discord by withdrawing. He had emerged from his itinerant and isolated adolescence virtually friendless and self-absorbed. A scion

  of resourceful immigrants, he had grown up a practical dreamer, believing there was nothing he could not do. A distracted student, he had dropped out of college to learn to

  fly airplanes; and after indulging in the footloose life of barnstorming, he had been drawn to the military. The Army had not only improved his aviation skills but also brought precision to his

  thinking. He had left the air corps to fly one of the first airmail routes, subjecting himself to some of the roughest weather in the country. Restless, he had lusted for greater challenges, for

  adventure.




  In the spring of 1927, Lindbergh had been too consumed by what he called “the single objective of landing my plane at Paris” to have considered its aftermath. “To plan beyond

  that had seemed an act of arrogance I could not afford,” he would later write. Even if he had thought farther ahead, however, he could never have predicted the unprecedented global response

  to his arrival.




  By that year, radio, telephones, radiographs, and the Bartlane Cable Process could transmit images and voices around the world within seconds. What was more, motion pictures had just mastered

  the synchronization of sound, allowing dramatic moments to be preserved in all their glory and distributed worldwide. For the first time all of civilization could share as one the sights and sounds

  of an event—almost instantaneously and simultaneously. And in this unusually good-looking, young aviator—of apparently impeccable character—the new technology found its first

  superstar.




  The reception in Paris was only a harbinger of the unprecedented worship people would pay Lindbergh for years. Without either belittling or aggrandizing the importance of his flight, he

  considered it part of the continuum of human endeavor, and that he was, after all, only a man. The public saw more than that. Indeed, Harry Crosby felt that the stampede at Le Bourget that night

  represented nothing less than the start of a new religious movement—“as if all the hands in the world are . . . trying to touch the new Christ and that the new Cross is the

  Plane.” Universally admired, Charles Lindbergh became the most celebrated living person ever to walk the earth.




  For several years Lindbergh had lived according to one of the basic laws of aerodynamics—the need to maintain balance. And so, in those figures running toward him, Lindbergh immediately

  saw inevitable repercussions. At first he feared for his physical safety; over the next few months he worried about his soul. He instinctively knew that submitting himself to the idolatry of the

  public could strip him of his very identity; and the only preventive he could see was to maintain his privacy. That reluctance to offer himself to the public only increased its desire to possess

  him—the first of many paradoxes he would encounter in his lifelong effort to restore equilibrium to his world.




  “No man before me had commanded such freedom of movement over earth,” Lindbergh would write of his historic flight. Ironically, that freedom would be denied him

  thereafter on land. Both whetting and sating the public’s appetite for every morsel about him, the press broke every rule of professional ethics in covering Lindbergh. They often ran with

  unverified stories, sometimes stories they had made up, transforming him into a character worthy of the Arabian Nights. Reporters stalked him constantly—almost fatally on several

  occasions—making him their first human quarry, stripping him of his rights to privacy as no public figure had ever been before. Over the century, others would reach this new stratum of

  celebrity.




  The unwanted fame all but guaranteed an isolated adulthood. And, indeed, Lindbergh spent the rest of his life in flight, searching for islands of tranquility. Early on, he was was lucky enough

  to meet Anne Morrow, Ambassador Dwight Morrow’s shy daughter, who craved solitude as much as he did. They fell in love and married. Their “storybook romance,” as the press always

  presented it, was, in fact, a complex case history of control and repression, filled with joy and passion and grief and rage. He scourged his wife into becoming an independent woman; and, in so

  doing, he helped create an important feminist voice—a popular diarist who also wrote one of the most beloved volumes of the century, and another that was one of the most despised.




  The Lindberghs’ love story had a tragic second act. His fame and wealth cost them their firstborn child. Under melodramatic conditions, Lindbergh authorized payment of a large ransom to a

  mysterious man in a graveyard; but he did not get his son in return. The subsequent investigation of the kidnapping uncovered only circumstantial evidence; and the man accused of killing “the

  Lindbergh Baby” never confessed—thus condemning the “Crime of the Century” to eternal debate. Because the victim’s father was so celebrated, the case entered the

  annals of history, and laws were changed in Lindbergh’s name. The media circus that accompanied what veteran court-watchers still refer to as the “Trial of the Century” forever

  affected trial coverage in the United States. The subsequent flood of sympathy for Lindbergh only enhanced his public profile, making him further prey for the media as well as other criminals and

  maniacs. In fear and disgust, he moved to Europe, where for a time he became one of America’s most effective unofficial ambassadors. Several visits to Germany in the 1930s—during which

  he inspected the Luftwaffe and also received a medal from Hitler—called his politics into question. He returned to the United States to warn the nation of Germany’s insuperable strength

  in the impending European war, then to spearhead the American isolationist movement. As the leading spokesman for the controversial organization known as America First, he preached his beliefs with

  messianic fervor, incurring the wrath of many, including President Franklin D. Roosevelt. By December 7, 1941, many Americans considered him nothing short of satanic—not

  just a defeatist but an anti-Semitic, pro-Nazi traitor.




  Lindbergh had spent most of his adult life establishing the role of aviation in war and peace, proving himself one of the prime movers in the aviation industry. But because of his

  noninterventionist stance, Roosevelt refused to allow Lindbergh to fly after Pearl Harbor with the very air force he had helped modernize. He found other ways to serve. As a test pilot in private

  industry, he developed techniques that increased both the altitude and range of several planes in America’s fleet, saving countless lives. The military looked the other way as Lindbergh

  insisted on engaging in combat missions in the South Pacific; but his failure to condemn Nazi Germany before World War II haunted his reputation for the rest of his life.




  One of his greatest services to his country proved to be in helping launch the space program. As the first American airman to exhibit “the right stuff,” Lindbergh inspired his

  country’s first astronauts by sheer example. But more than that, he was—unknown to the public—the man most responsible for securing the funding that underwrote the research of Dr.

  Robert H. Goddard, the inventor of the modern rocket. A friend of the first man to fly an airplane, Lindbergh lived long enough in a fast-moving world to befriend the first man to walk on the

  moon.




  In time, Lindbergh came to believe the long-range effects of his flight to Paris were more harmful than beneficial. As civilization encroached upon wilderness in the world he helped shrink, he

  turned his back on aviation and fought to protect the environment. He rededicated his life to rescuing nearly extinct animals and to preserving wilderness areas. For years this college dropout

  advanced other sciences as well, performing medical research that would help make organ transplants possible. He made extraordinary archaeological and anthropological discoveries as well. A

  foundation would later be established in Lindbergh’s name that offers grants of $10,580—the cost of the Spirit of St. Louis—for projects that further his vision of

  “balance between technological advancement and preservation of our human and natural environment.”




  Lindbergh believed all the elements of the earth and heavens are connected, through space and time. The configurations of molecules in each moment help create the next. Thus he considered his

  defining moment just another step in the development of aviation and exploration—a summit built on all those that preceded it and a springboard to all those that would follow. Only by looking

  back, Lindbergh believed, could mankind move forward. “In some future incarnation from our life stream,” he wrote in later years, “we may understand the reason for our existence

  in forms of earthly life.”




  In few people were the souls of one’s forbears so apparent as they were in Charles Lindbergh. As a result of this transmigration, Lindbergh believed the flight that

  ended at Le Bourget one night in May 1927 originated much farther back than thirty-three and a half hours prior at Roosevelt Field. It started with some Norsemen—infused with Viking

  spirit—generations long before that.












  2




  NORTHERN LIGHTS




  “I wonder why my folks ever left that place!”




 —C.A.L. (flying over Sweden, 1933)




  IN THE LATE SUMMER, THE SKY OVER SWEDEN SOMETIMES casts a striking color, an extremely pale but radiant

  blue. By fall the currents of the surrounding winds and waters shift, producing a quilt of clouds that can go unturned most of the winter.




  In 1859, even with the arrival of spring, dark clouds persisted in hanging over one Swede in particular, a prominent figure in Skåne, the country’s southernmost province.




  Ola Månsson had been born fifty-one years earlier in the village of Gårdlösa in the parish of Smedstorp. Educated in the local grammar school and raised a Lutheran, he had

  bought a farm in the village of his birth. The Baltic Sea lay but twelve miles from his two hundred acres of flat prairie land, which boasted numerous lakes and a trickling river. At twenty-five he

  had married a girl from the neighboring parish of Onslunda, Ingar Jönsdotter, eight years his junior. Over the next twenty-two years, they produced eight children.




  Because of the middling quality of the soil, Månsson’s “River Farm” subsisted off its dairy products and a few basic crops. But Månsson, a strong, stocky man with

  an imposing nose and piercing eyes, held the respect of his neighbors. Possessed of a dramatic oratorical style and a firm sense of his own rectitude, in 1847 he persuaded his district to elect him

  to the Farmer Estate in the Riksdag, the Swedish parliament in Stockholm.




  Månsson arrived in the multi-islanded capital, six hundred miles away, at a trying moment in Swedish politics. Social reform was sweeping across the nation, and

  Månsson often led the charge, advocating a basic liberalism which he felt was in the best interests of his farm-labor constituency. Even as a freshman “Riksdagsman,” he argued for

  tax relief and a loosening of the Lutheran Church’s hold over Swedish society. He later advocated laws protecting children, the elderly, women, and Jews. He urged the abolition of the

  whipping post. He was soon appointed to the powerful appropriations committee, chosen from the entire Riksdag; and he was the odds-on favorite to become the next speaker for the Farmer Estate. But

  greater visibility brought greater vulnerability.




  The liberal press suggested that Ola Månsson was in the pocket of Crown Prince Carl—who was soon to become King Carl XV. Known as “The Farmer King”—largely for his

  rural tastes, which included a penchant for carousing with farmers and sleeping with their daughters—Carl was said to have bought Månsson’s support on several key votes.




  In the last weeks of 1858, Ola Månsson fell from political grace even faster than he had risen. Through his position in the Riksdag, he had been appointed as an officer of the State Bank

  of Sweden in Malmö. Using information furnished by one of Månsson’s enemies, the public prosecutor charged Månsson with embezzlement. The accusation stemmed from his having

  violated bank regulations—acting as an agent for people applying for loans, a conflict of interest compounded by the further accusation that he had exacted one percent commissions in helping

  secure loans. At first Månsson denied any wrongdoing; but as a paper trail was produced, he admitted that he had accepted some compensation. The courts ordered Månsson’s dismissal

  from his position as an officer of the bank and that he be stripped of his civil rights.




  The case went to Sweden’s Supreme Court, which Månsson treated with utter contempt. He insisted that his having served as an agent was his personal business. When he was presented on

  the stand with an extremely compromising document, he ripped it up, only to wipe his buttocks with one of the pieces of paper. On June 4, 1859, the Supreme Court of Sweden unanimously upheld the

  lower courts’ decision, depriving Månsson of his civil rights.




  The defendant was not present for the verdict. In the few weeks between his court apppearance and the final ruling, Ola Månsson disappeared. It would be months before Månsson’s

  even more troubling personal travails were revealed, which further explained his sudden flight. Some of the details would not come to light for another century.




  During the long parliamentary sessions, Månsson’s wife, Ingar, remained on the farm raising their children while Ola enjoyed the many pleasures of Stockholm,

  including its women. There the forty-nine-year-old man from Skåne fell in love with Lovisa Callén, a waitress at Lennström’s restaurant. She was a simple country girl, born

  in 1837 not far from Stockholm. Having lost her father, Lovisa went to the city at fifteen as a “piga,” a maidservant. She became a skilled seamstress before taking her restaurant job,

  by which time she had bloomed into a dark-haired, blue-eyed beauty, with a trim figure. In April 1857, the nineteen-year-old discovered she was pregnant.




  Her son with Månsson was born on January 20, 1858, five blocks from Lovisa’s Stockholm residence, at the home of her midwife. Månsson was in Gårdlösa at the time.

  The “piga” there was making his bed when she discovered a letter addressed to him, which she turned over to Ingar; it was from Lovisa, announcing the birth of their baby and asking what

  to call him. The birth was recorded in the capital city’s “oakta dopbok,” which registered the births of bastards, stating that the child’s parents were

  “unknown.” Two days later, the boy was christened Karl August.




  For more than a year, Månsson juggled his two families and his thriving career. Had his illegal banking activities not come to light, he might very well have kept his life and child with

  Lovisa in the shadows. But once he saw the handwriting on the courthouse wall, he began taking English lessons; and in May 1859, while his case was still pending, he had obtained a passport.




  By that time, fewer than twenty thousand Swedes had emigrated to the United States, though, over the next sixty years, stories of America would lure more than one million of their countrymen.

  Månsson was not as financially desperate as most Swedish refugees; but, more than most, he was by necessity intrigued by this place where he could erase his past—where, in his fifties,

  he and the young mother of their eighteen-month-old son could start a new life.




  Månsson returned to Gårdlösa and announced his intention to flee, offering his wife the opportunity to accompany him. When she and the rest of the family refused, he transferred

  ownership of the River Farm and all his other property to one of his sons, so that they would all be cared for. A robust forty-three at the time of Ola’s departure, Ingar would be dead within

  five years.




  Carrying as few possessions as possible—including a gold medal he had once received from his constituents, and Lovisa’s only heirloom, a gold watch—Månsson and his new

  family embarked on a three-day voyage across the North Sea to Hull, on the eastern coast of England. There they boarded a train across the Midlands for Liverpool—120 miles, some seven hours

  away. A few weeks later, a steamer took them to Quebec, a crossing that lasted a month. Upon arriving in the New World, Ola Månsson decided to give himself and his second family new names. At

  a time when Swedes were breaking tradition and assuming permanent patronymics—instead of last names that proclaimed whose son or daughter they were—he adopted the

  surname his two older sons had acquired at the University in Lund, and he adapted their own Christian names.




  And so the newly named August Lindbergh, his wife, Louisa Carline Lindbergh, and their baby, Charles August Lindbergh, boarded a train in Quebec and went all the way to Windsor, Ontario, on the

  Grank Trunk Railway of Canada. Unable to afford the extravagance of a first-class sleeping car, the Lindberghs spent most of a week sitting on wooden benches as the wood-burning locomotive chugged

  across southern Quebec and Ontario, occasionally attaining a speed of twenty-five miles per hour.




  In Windsor the Lindberghs crossed the Detroit River and entered the United States. They spent the better part of another week riding trains to Chicago, then across Illinois until they reached

  Dubuque on the Mississippi River. There they boarded a boat that carried them three hundred miles north into the year-old state of Minnesota. They disembarked at the Falls of Saint Anthony, a town

  of three thousand, which would merge in another thirteen years with the flour-milling town of Minneapolis. From there it was seventy-five miles west—by ox-cart and prairie

  schooner—through wilderness to the village of Litchfield, where the Lindberghs had friends from Sweden. With its open prairie land dotted by hundreds of surrounding lakes, Litchfield looked

  remarkably like Gårdlösa; but August Lindbergh chose not to settle there. He opted instead to squat on even more virgin timberland fifty miles north, about a mile and one-half outside a

  place called Melrose in Stearns County. On August 4, 1859, after ten weeks of arduous travel, the journey officially came to an end, when August Lindbergh appeared at the Minnesota District Court

  to declare his intention to become a Citizen of the United States.




  The immigrants settled into the rigors of pioneer life on the edge of the American wilderness, one of only three families in Melrose. They built a sod hut. Even though the Minnesota summer was

  hotter than those in Sweden, the winters were known to be colder; so Lindbergh at once got to replacing the crude one-room hovel with a log house, cut from trees on the free land he had staked out.

  Barely had it been finished when Louisa gave birth to the second of six children she would deliver in America over the next thirteen years—Lovisa, Linda, Victor, Juno, Frank, and Lillian.

  Lindbergh traded his gold medal for a plow, so that after clearing the land he could break the ground.




  As the Lindbergh family expanded, so did their house. It became one of the biggest in the county, with a frame addition to the cabin, upstairs bedrooms, and wood siding. On August 2, 1861, while

  milling wood for the house—nine miles away in Sauk Center—Lindbergh got too close to the exposed saw. The machinery caught his clothes and tugged him into the

  spinning blade. Men at the mill ran for help, summoning the local missionary. The Reverend C. S. Harrison later reported his findings, that the saw “had taken a slab off his [left] arm and

  then struck him in the back and hurled him half way across the mill,” gashing him so deep as to expose his beating heart and part of a lung. He dispatched a man to fetch the nearest surgeon,

  sixty miles away. Meantime, locals wrapped Lindbergh in a quilt, piled him into a lumber wagon and carted him home. Reverend Harrison noticed a spring of cold water nearby and prescribed constant

  bathing of the mangled arm; he also dressed the wound in the back as best he could, picking out cloth and sawdust before binding the ripped flesh together. The doctor arrived on the third day after

  the accident, by which time there was little to do but amputate the arm at the shoulder.




  When Lindbergh was able to get out of bed, he called for the dead limb so that he could bury it in his garden. “Bring him to me,” Lindbergh cried. Then, taking the fingers of the

  lifeless left hand, he said, “Gootbye, mine dear hand. You have been a goot frent to me for fifty years. You haf always been goot and true to me, but you can’t be viv me

  anymore.”




  Combatting adversity with stoicism, August Lindbergh established the work ethic his descendants would emulate. By the next harvest, he had rigged up a belt with a metal ring, into which he could

  insert one of the handles of his scythe, thus allowing him to continue to work. But feeling he could not do the job of a whole man, he summoned his son Per from the farm in Sweden; another son,

  Måns, would follow. Lindbergh grew a long, shaggy beard, making his now permanent scowl even more intimidating. It also proved practical in washing and drying his remaining hand.




  Thousands of Indians lived in the surrounding areas, mostly Sioux and the friendlier Chippewa, whose birch-bark teepees reminded the immigrants from old European communities just how new America

  was. The settlers viewed the Native Americans as a nuisance more than a threat, for they generally kept to themselves, only occasionally giving the settlers cause for alarm. In August 1862, Little

  Crow rebelled against the government’s treatment of his tribe and led the Sioux on the warpath. August Lindbergh unpenned his animals and herded his then-pregnant wife and two children into a

  cart, then headed to the stockade fort at St. Cloud, fifty miles east. There they waited out what came to be known as the Sioux Uprising, while tales of massacres, tomahawking, and children being

  shoved into ovens made their way into the fort. When the Lindberghs returned to their homestead many weeks later, newborn in arms, they discovered their farm intact and most of the animals rounded

  up. Many of the white men in the Minnesota Valley were not so lucky; three hundred fifty settlers were killed. The Indians won the battle but lost the war. The Sioux were

  banished from Minnesota by an act of Congress; and each month brought caravans of prairie schooners carrying new settlers.




  In October 1867, August Lindbergh officially acquired 160 acres of land in Stearns County at no cost through the Homestead Act; and the following spring he purchased forty adjacent acres for

  fifty dollars. Life on the new land was hard. The Lindberghs raised all their own food and made most of their necessities—clothes, soap, even bullets. The elements constantly conspired

  against them. Over three successive summers in the 1870s, grasshoppers ravaged the farm. One year the insects devoured everything but the garden peas, leaving the family to live off pea soup for

  months. Whooping cough took the lives of three Lindbergh children. When Louisa’s housedresses wore through, she took to wearing the few silk frocks she had carried from Sweden—even for

  such chores as milking the cow. When the cow died, she sold her gold watch to buy another. Louisa often suffered from crying jags. Through it all, August Lindbergh was thrilled to be in America and

  proud when he became a citizen on December 23, 1870. Both he and his wife learned English as quickly as possible, insisting that it be spoken at home. They both read their Bible, and August studied

  history for the rest of his life.




  Opinionated as ever, August Lindbergh found himself drawn into political discussions. He wrote letters to the editors of the local newspapers; and after organizing the local school district, he

  sat on its board and served as town clerk, justice of the peace, and postmaster.




  His son Charles August grew into the best-looking young man for miles around—almost six feet tall, lithe, smooth-skinned, with a dimpled chin; but he was moody, often brooding. To him,

  anything easy was hardly worth doing. From the moment he had been old enough to carry a gun, C.A.’s primary obligation was to provide meat for his family. He had a muzzle-loading

  double-barreled shotgun, and he became a crack shot. He knew he had to account for each kill against the number of homemade bullets he had been given, so if he ever missed, he would sometimes wait

  for hours until he could line up two birds that he might shoot with the next. Fishing was often done with spears by birch-bark torchlight. For coming home with a deer, all else was forgiven.




  No school for C.A. even existed before he was twelve years old. “I had become so imbued with the grandeur of God’s Creation that, when a school was started,” he remembered

  years later, “I could not divert my attention from Nature to books.” He considered himself the poorest student in the two-room schoolhouse, which he attended until he was eighteen. But

  C.A. felt he learned something that could never be taught in a classroom—independence, “not only in thinking,” he later wrote, “but in action as well.

  I love independence, and I like to see others independent. But most of all I like to work and cooperate with independent people.”




  The circumstances of C.A.’s birth and his father’s reasons for coming to America were barely discussed and certainly never publicly disclosed; but with the arrival of his Swedish

  half-brothers, he pieced together the details. His illegitimacy seemed to fuel his ambition, as though compelling him to make the Lindbergh name honorable, to succeed in the public eye. Like his

  father, he was driven—stubborn, earnest, and even a little angry.




  C.A. pursued his studies at the Grove Lake Academy, where, for six dollars a week, Father Daniel J. Cogan, a Catholic priest, and a few other professors taught six dozen young men—mostly

  enlightened farmers’ sons whose fathers recognized the importance of a formal education enough to release them from farmlife in the winter. As much as possible, the teaching was tutorial,

  rigorously training each young man to think and speak for himself.




  Two years at Father Cogan’s academy prepared Lindbergh to pursue the study of law. He matriculated at the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor, the closest law school of any merit, which

  then awarded a degree after but two six-month terms. That left Lindbergh enough of each year to return home and earn money to pay his tuition, which he did by hunting and trapping for muskrats and

  minks along the river. At school, he kept his nose in his books—avoiding distractions as much as possible, especially girls. He even moved out of a house in which he lodged because he found

  himself taking too great an interest in a girl rooming there. He graduated in the class of 1883.




  Although rural living would always appeal to him, Lindbergh viewed his sheepskin as insurance against his ever having to rely on a farm for his livelihood. He was admitted to the Minnesota bar

  that summer; and after two years exploring professional possibilities in St. Cloud and a few towns in South Dakota, he settled in fast-growing Morrison county, in a town called Little Falls, fifty

  miles northwest of where he had grown up.




  Over the next ten years, the population of Little Falls would increase tenfold, to 5,000. This bustling community was no longer concerned with clearing the land so much as what to put on it. New

  farms, new homes, and new businesses—to say nothing of such booming industries as the Weyerhaeusers’ lumber mill—all needed lawyers. So did East Coast investors who were loaning

  considerable sums on Western farmland.




  From the neighboring county, August Lindbergh watched his son’s practice flourish—enough to suggest there might be a political career in his future. To prevent his own past

  indiscretion from ever affecting his son’s career, on the afternoon of September 15, 1885, August Lindbergh took his common-law wife to Stearns County Courthouse to be formally married. The

  judge later said he understood that “August Lindbergh was a very conscientious man and believed in being one hundred percent American and that was probably a reason for

  an American marriage.” Lindberghs unknowingly subscribed to that story for generations. And when August Lindbergh died eight years later at the age of eighty-five, the obituaries described a

  model American. The papers gilded his reputation as a Swedish legislator, then spoke of his coming to America for religious freedom.




  The old Swede had lived to see, in less than a generation, his son become one of the leading citizens of Little Falls, the most dynamic attorney in town. Over the next twenty years, C.A.

  Lindbergh alternately practiced with a partner or two (including his younger brother Frank) or on his own. He soon counted such companies as Little Falls Lumber, McCormick Harvester Machine, and

  Singer Manufacturing among his clients. No longer content closing deals for others, owning real estate became his passion, a means by which he could trade up.




  He took advantage of the boom years by turning property around and by building in Little Falls. Four second-floor rooms in one of his buildings in town served as his office. Throughout these

  early years of land transactions, something more than C.A.’s success attracted other clients. “What first drew my attention to the man,” said his friend Thomas Pederson,

  “was the very evident respect with which his name was mentioned and the confidence and trust everyone seemed to have in him.”




  Morrison County thought so as well, electing him county attorney in 1890. He chose not to run for reelection but did not lose his taste for public service. Even in private practice, which

  included a great deal of corporation work, “a poor man was never turned down because he had no money,” noted his brother Frank. “His sympathies were for the ‘under

  dog.’ ” Lindbergh lived modestly at first—in the boondocks, in the only Little Falls house on the west side of the Mississippi. Then he moved into the boardinghouse of Harriet and

  Moses LaFond, original town settlers, and met their daughter.




  Mary LaFond was sweet and pretty, uncommonly refined for having been raised on the frontier; and he, with his career underway, paid serious attention to a woman for the first time. They married

  in April 1887 and moved into a substantial brick house he had built in town, where they settled into a kind of civilized domesticity most people thought impossible in still untamed territory. Mary

  was often talked about for the “fine home” she kept; and over the next five years she brought three daughters into the world—Lillian, Evangeline, and Edith, the last dying in

  infancy.




  “He was a great home lover,” Mary’s sister later remarked; but C.A. was equally enamored of his twin careers of real estate and law. Indeed, Frank Lindbergh noted, he

  “worked hard always beginning early in the morning and he seldom failed to work after supper and into the night.” He began buying farms, which he rented out,

  offering the tenants the privilege of buying them on easy terms; he erected the first creamery in Little Falls; he bought the mortgages of settlers and sold them to Easterners who had money to

  invest in the community. He was an original shareholder of the First National Bank, and after but five years in town was asked to sit on its board of directors. The town’s other large

  financial institution, the German-American National Bank, offered him a large block of stock for the privilege of using his name as one of their directors. The transaction fascinated Lindbergh,

  leading him to question who had actually paid for his shares and to study banking practices.




  In April 1898, C.A.’s prosperous life all but completely crashed. His wife began suffering from stomach pains, and a doctor in Minneapolis diagnosed an abdominal tumor. Not until Mrs.

  Lindbergh was under chloroform did the doctor realize that his patient was also several months pregnant. He said the only way to save the mother was to sacrifice the child; but two hours later,

  Mary LaFond Lindbergh—only thirty—died as well.




  At first, C.A. found comfort in his family. His mother moved into the big brick house; and he hired a kindergarten teacher to tend to his children—ten-year-old Lillian and six-year-old

  Eva. But after eighteen months of grieving, he craved solitude. With the start of the school term, in September 1900, he sent his children to a boarding school in Minneapolis and threw himself into

  his work. He moved out of his house and into a room on the second floor of the large Antlers Hotel.




  He had hardly unpacked when he noticed another recent arrival at the Antlers. She was the new science teacher at Little Falls High School—twenty-four years old and beautiful. It was not

  just her enormous blue eyes, fair skin, and shapely figure that made her so striking; it was the confidence she exuded, a worldly air hardly known in those parts. College-educated, she had also

  been born and raised in what many people considered the most sophisticated city west of the Atlantic seaboard. She was, in fact, the daughter of two of its best-known families—the Lodges and

  the Lands of Detroit, Michigan.




  WITH ITS ADVANTAGEOUS SITUATION for boats and trains, and an abundance of natural resources, Detroit’s flowering had been inevitable. By the

  middle of the nineteenth century, some of its roads, notably Woodward Avenue, could be counted among the most beautiful residential streets in the country. In the rise of post–Civil War

  industrialism, the city came of age.




  One of its renowned citizens was Edwin Albert Lodge, born in London in 1822. Traumatized by an alcoholic father, he left home in his teens for America. After several years

  of wandering, he found himself in St. Thomas, Ontario—halfway between Buffalo and Detroit—where he married a spirited beauty named Emma Kissane. By then Lodge had developed an interest

  in medicine, particularly the unconventional practice of homeopathy. Over the next ten years the Lodges traveled through Indiana, Ohio, Pennsylvania, and New York, where he became a graduate of (as

  he later advertised) “one Allopathic, two Eclectic and four Homeopathic Colleges.” In 1859 they moved with their six children to Detroit, which had become a center of homeopathic

  medicine. There, according to one history of homeopathy, he established “one of the [city’s] largest and most lucrative practices ever enjoyed by any physician.” A formidable

  figure—tall, dark, and spare, with a scraggly beard—it was said “half the babies in Detroit were named after him.”




  Lodge also found religion there. A member of the Church of the Disciples, Dr. Lodge became a fanatic, opposing most earthly pleasures. He forbade anyone in his family from dancing or playing

  cards; and on the Sabbath he further restricted reading newspapers or eating warm meals, because the cooking of them “prevents those preparing them from going to church.” Although he

  was not an ordained minister, he was frequently asked to preach. In preparing his sermons he would underscore the words of Christ in the New Testament in red ink, those of the Disciples in blue; he

  practiced writing the Lord’s Prayer in a space the size of a dime. Never far from controversy, he incurred the scorn of the orthodox medical community.




  In time Edwin A. Lodge, M.D., became a cottage industry—as the subtitle on his stationery indicated: “Homoeopathic Chemist, Importer and Publisher.” His practice and

  Homeopathic Dispensary moved every few years. From one location, on Wayne Street, he published the American Homoeopathic Observer, which offered as many as twenty different pamphlets on

  homeopathic subjects in its advertisements. Thus, he administered doses of homilies and Scripture alongside such remedies as “Lodge’s Indian Tonix Elixir” and “Lodge’s

  Chinese Dye-Powder for the Hair.” He also delivered public addresses on nutrition, marriage, and midwifery to the good people of Detroit. These speeches pestled some common sense about

  healthy bodies with some slightly loony “scientific theories,” with a pinch of fire and brimstone thrown in. His “Private Lecture to Young Men,” for example, prepared

  “men at eighteen” for puberty—which he claimed was largely induced by “the hot-bed rearing of city life”—




  

    

      

        

          by its unnatural excitements, by reading love romances, and the foul trash which is weekly retailed in sensual papers, by waltzes and other dances, by witnessing

          theatrical representations of love-plays, by operatic entertainments, by love-songs and lascivious poetry from the pens of Byron and other sensual poets. . . .


        


      


    


  




  A devout anti-abortionist, he urged young men to search for “true wealth” in a partner—“intelligence, affection, and

  health”—before replenishing the earth.




  Had Dr. Lodge spent more time examining the health of his own wife, Emma, he would have observed that she was mentally ill—subject to extreme mood swings that culminated in rages. Within a

  few years of their marriage, he filed a bill of divorcement, which he withdrew when she promised to put an end to her “bad treatment, violent acts, threats and imprudences.” She proved

  unable to “reform,” however, stricken with what the next century would probably recognize as a chemical imbalance. Even after she died a few years later, Lodge wrote his mother,

  “No mention is ever made of that Xantippe who worried me of old,” and that “dead or alive I am not willing to have her spoken of by any member of my family in my house or out of

  it.”




  Dr. Lodge lost no time in taking a second wife, one Christiana Hanson, a Norwegian widow of a sea captain. She entered the marriage with a son, who assumed the name Lodge; and they had four more

  children of their own. Three of the Lodge boys became doctors, and one of the sons from his second marriage, John Christian Lodge, became mayor of Detroit and one of its longest-serving councilmen.

  But for most of his life, Dr. Lodge criticized his children far more than he ever praised them, engaging in constant arguments, sometimes verbally violent behavior. He seemed to find peace only

  after he retired from the practice of medicine to run a farm on Pine Lake, about five miles from Pontiac, where he could soak up the beauty of God’s country.




  The most compliant of the eleven Lodge children was Evangeline, from his first marriage. She learned to deal with her father’s tempestuous personality by quietly submitting. She worked

  long hours in the offices and the pharmacy and never engaged in the family quarrels. At twenty-five she married a man who was in many ways like her father.




  Controversial and contumacious, Dr. Charles Henry Land was the most progressive dentist in town, often to the consternation of his colleagues. Like the Lodges, the Lands came to the United

  States from Great Britain by way of Canada. Some of the family had fought as Loyalist soldiers during the American Revolution, and one member had married into the family of General Winfield Scott,

  the hero of three wars and Supreme Commander of the Union Army. Abandoned as a teenager by his father, Dr. Land had sold newspapers on the streets of New York and worked as a meat packer in Des

  Moines before he found himself at age twenty-one in Chicago, apprenticing to a dentist. With all the zeal of an autodidact, Charles Land immersed himself in the science of oral medicine. Just when

  he had built his own successful practice, the great Chicago fire stormed through the city, taking Land’s office and home with it. He fled with little more than the clothes on his back,

  spending that night in October 1871 under a viaduct, where he covered himself in sand for protection. The next day, he persuaded the captain of a lake boat to take him up

  Lake Michigan and down Lake Huron to the eastern shore of Michigan—on credit.




  Land arrived in Detroit practically penniless. As soon as possible, the twenty-four-year-old dentist hung out his shingle, which he literally painted himself. He met with immediate success; and

  over the next twenty years he revolutionized his profession. Inventing the porcelain jacket crown, as well as two dozen other patented devices and procedures, earned him his appellation, the

  “Father of Porcelain Dentistry.” In 1875, Charles Henry Land married Dr. Lodge’s daughter Evangeline. They moved into a brick house just below Grand Circus Park on Woodward

  Avenue; and over the next four years they produced a daughter and a son, whom they named after themselves.




  Dr. Land proved to be as much of a firebrand in Detroit as Dr. Lodge was. The “gold work” dentists vociferously opposed Land’s experiments with porcelain and called him a

  “quack.” And when Land began to advertise his practice, publicly announcing his new techniques, he hit a nerve. The Michigan Dental Association expelled Land from their organization

  over the issue. “That suits me,” he told The Evening News. “I want to be removed from any institution which can be so intolerant and nearsighted as this one is

  proving.”




  To make matters worse, he formed a company to sell the Land System of Dental Practice, complete with the rights to practice his methods and a guarantee against patent infringers. Many in the

  profession objected to such patents and raised money to fight Land in court. At one point, he offered to grant his patents to the dental profession, if it would adopt his methods of dentistry; but

  he was refused. One against many, he spent most of his resources on lawsuits and went bankrupt.




  Young Evangeline and young Charles had to grow up with other embarrassments. Mildly eccentric, Dr. Land busied himself with peculiar activities. An amateur lepidopterist, entomologist,

  ornithologist, taxidermist, and fungiphile, he surrounded himself with his collections, growing the wild mushrooms in his cellar. In his spare time he made porcelain flowers and pottery, which he

  threw on a wheel he had fashioned from an old dental foot-engine.




  It was difficult for the Land children to keep friends, because they moved almost every other year, the size of their house reflecting the state of their finances. Isolated, the Land children

  grew up appreciating solitude. Evangeline attended Miss Liggett’s private school and practiced piano as much as four hours a day. Furthermore, in an age when most fathers discouraged their

  daughters from becoming too educated, Dr. Land urged his daughter to pursue an additional year of high school at Detroit Central High School and—even more

  unusual—to continue her studies at the University of Michigan. She graduated in 1899 with a Bachelor of Science degree, having majored in Chemistry. She was by her own admission “a

  practical & matter of fact young woman.”




  Evangeline was also engaging, lively, and utterly unpredictable. Long after her first cousin Emory Scott Land—a midshipman at the Naval Academy who would rise to the rank of

  Admiral—had invited Evangeline to be his prom date in Annapolis, he referred to her as “the most beautiful girl at Ann Arbor.” One of her Lodge cousins thought he was paying an

  even higher compliment when he recollected years later that Evangeline was, in fact, “a perfect picture of her grandmother, Emma Kissane.” The similarity was more than skin-deep:

  Evangeline Lodge Land was beginning to exhibit symptoms of her grandmother’s mental instability as well.




  Because of financial pressures, Evangeline’s mother suggested she might teach, thinking her daughter would apply for a position in Detroit. But young Evangeline had other ideas. “How

  wonderful it would be to go to some mining-town and teach chemistry to the children of miners,” she mused. “And if I had to live on the outskirts of town, to have a great St. Bernard

  dog to carry my lunch.” A teachers’ agency informed her of an opening in Little Falls, Minnesota.




  Evangeline had never heard of the town; but she was able to locate it on a map, little more than one hundred miles downstream from the Mississippi’s headwaters. And in Captain Willard

  Glazier’s Down the Great River, she found a thrilling account of his travels along the Mississippi. The description of his momentous visit to Little Falls, where he was greeted by a

  brass band, clinched Evangeline’s decision.




  She traveled by boat to Duluth, Minnesota, where she caught the only train to Little Falls. It arrived at four o’clock one early-September morning, 1900, offering Miss Land a reception far

  less festive than Captain Glazier’s. From the depot, she went directly to the nearby Antlers Hotel and moved into a room with a bay window in the third-floor tower overlooking a lumber mill.

  Later that day, the school superintendent, Joseph Seal, introduced her to C.A. Lindbergh, and they soon began to walk together to their respective workplaces.




  Within weeks of their meeting, Evangeline was writing home to mother about her new friend, “the brightest lawyer in Minnesota.” Before their relationship could get too serious, Mrs.

  Land wanted details about his reputation and the state of his health; she wondered if so successful an attorney might also be unused to physical labor and effete. “He is about four or five

  inches taller than I,” Evangeline replied. “He has light hair and blue eyes. He has broad shoulders and a chest that would make you laugh at your own question.” And though he was

  forty-two to her twenty-four, “He can swim across the Detroit River all day long back and forth as long as you will be willing to watch him when you ask him. He is

  strong and awkward and well. He hasn’t one unsound tooth. So there.” Furthermore: “He has not one single stain on his reputation. He does not drink, chew or smoke. His greatest

  fault is that he works too hard.” Beyond that, Evangeline reported that C.A. had two young daughters who were attending private school in Minneapolis and that her presence was suddenly

  “causing great commotion because I have interested this man whom everybody caters to . . .”




  Love had not completely blinded Evangeline to the rest of Little Falls, which, after Detroit, seemed pretty hick. Evangeline was homesick; and her job—which paid $55 a month—only

  exacerbated her feelings. She felt underappreciated and overburdened, carrying a teaching load of Botany, Chemistry, Physical Geography, Physiology, and Physics. She and her principal came to

  loggerheads that December, when she broke school rules by moving equipment from the unheated attic-laboratory to her classroom. “I shall tell you one thing,” she wrote her mother,

  “surely that no matter what becomes of me & my friend the lawyer, Little Falls Minnesota shall not see so very much more of this chicken.”




  Dr. Land advised his daughter to resign at the end of the year, thinking she might come home. Mr. Lindbergh advised the same, hoping she might stay. He tried to change her mind about Little

  Falls by showing her the best of its social scene. He courted her in a two-horse carriage he had hired, and he sometimes kept Evangeline out as late as nine o’clock, so they could ride home

  in the moonlight. Soon she was writing home that “this town is not such a wild and woolly place as I first thought it.”




  A guilty conscience as much as a hasty heart was driving the stoical lawyer from Little Falls. That autumn he received disturbing reports from the school in Minneapolis to which he had farmed

  out his children. Miss Olive Adele Evers, headmistress of Stanley Hall, cared for the school’s only boarders, the two young Lindberghs, in a red-brick house next door; and she wrote their

  father that they were both extremely anxious little girls, potential discipline problems who provoked fights with the other children. More disturbing was that Eva was biting her fingernails down to

  the quick and Lillian was literally tearing at the skin of her fingers until they bled. “Two more forlorn children never existed,” Eva recalled sixty years after her stay at Stanley

  Hall. “We suffered extreme homesickness, made father’s visits miserable, and did not really adjust to the abrupt change.” They yearned for a home.




  Evangeline Land was, in fact, only twelve years older than Lillian, closer in age to C.A. Lindbergh’s children than to him; and when he asked her to marry, he never defined how he expected

  her to play her role of stepmother. Nonetheless, she quit her job and returned to Detroit for Christmas vacation to mull over his proposal. In January their engagement was announced.




  Charles August Lindbergh and Evangeline Lodge Land married in Detroit on March 27, 1901, at her parents’ home. The small parlor there limited the number of guests to

  closest relatives and a few friends. Because emotional displays made both the bride and groom uncomfortable, they wanted to steal away without being showered with rice. So when Grandmother Lodge

  had to leave early, Evangeline and C.A. each took her arm to aid her down the steps and into her carriage. Nobody paid any attention when they got in the carriage as well, driving off to her house,

  where they had already brought their suitcases earlier in the day.




  They journeyed west for a “wedding tour” of ten weeks. They stopped at Pike’s Peak and the Garden of Gods in Colorado before pushing on to California, where they traveled the

  entire length of the state—from Tijuana in Baja to the Oregon border. By Sacramento, Evangeline was giving in to feeling that marriage could be sheer bliss . . . until one night, while taking

  a long walk, she and C.A. found a deserted garden filled with roses. She picked a bouquet of them and carried them back to their hotel room. Only then did C.A. rebuke her for committing “an

  offence against the law,” insisting that they would have to leave town as soon as possible. Not until the sting of the lecture had worn off did she realize that he had been joking. It was an

  early glimpse of her new husband’s perverse sense of humor.




  The “happiest part of our trip,” Evangeline Lindbergh would later recall, was spent in The Dalles on the Columbia River in northern Oregon, where they rafted and hiked and camped

  out, several weeks alone together, at peace with nature. They returned to Minnesota on the Northern Pacific Railroad.




  On the way to California, C.A. had asked Evangeline whether she would prefer to live in the town of Little Falls or on the outskirts, in the country. Whichever, he wanted to give her the house

  of her choice. When she did not hesitate to choose the latter, he told her about a farm two and one-half miles south of Little Falls, on the western bank of the Mississippi. Upon their return,

  Evangeline saw a most winning aspect of her husband: He had written ahead to a business associate named Carl Bolander, an architect and builder, who had constructed a temporary camp for the

  newlyweds—a tar-roofed, two-bedroom shack of pine, with a kitchen and screened-in porch that could double as a dining room, right on the banks of the river at the foot of their new land.




  Most of the Lindberghs’ one hundred twenty acres sat on the bluff, one hundred feet above the riverbank encampment. Pikes Creek and a road running parallel to the river cut through this

  magnificent woodland, thick with white pines, oak, elm, poplar and linden. They agreed to build Evangeline’s dream house at the edge of the cliff, where the land dropped precipitously into

  the so-called “valley-by-the-river”—affording a spectacular vista of the Mississippi.




  The three-story house of pine and cedar had double linings of tar paper for extra warmth. Each of the public rooms on the ground floor was finished in fine wood—the

  den in California redwood, the dining room in quarter-sawed oak, and the living room in birch. All the floors were varnished maple. The second floor had four bedrooms, with a fireplace in the

  master bedroom. The third floor had servant’s quarters and a billiard room. The house also featured two bathrooms, with water pumped by a gas engine from a well dug seventy feet deep. An

  oversized furnace that burned either wood or coal heated the hot-water radiators.




  Evangeline L. L. Lindbergh, as she now signed her documents, was not the only one to realize her dream that summer. Lillian and Eva were released from Stanley Hall. They returned to Little Falls

  with open arms, embracing their new mother.




  “It was a very happy summer,” Evangeline remembered of 1901, when the new family shantied along the river. Lillian and Eva slept in a tent; and a maid cooked and cleaned. One day

  Evangeline, in a freshly ironed gingham dress and feeling good about her country life, slipped on the grass and fell all the way down into the cold river up to her armpits. C.A. stood on the bank

  and laughed, which infuriated her. But with each day’s progress on the house, Evangeline found ways to overlook her husband’s flintiness and his dry humor.




  She was even warming to Little Falls, delighting in its reputation “for having two saloons for every church and a church for every creed.” C.A.’s office was over one of the

  saloons. His practice was thriving, and he seemed to derive even more pleasure from his home. That autumn the outside of their house was painted light gray with white trim; and by January the

  inside was furnished—featuring an upholstered davenport and mahogany bookcase, a piano, Oriental rugs, mahogany-colored drapes, oil lamps, water-color paintings, and a beautiful white and

  gold china service. “It was wonderfully peaceful and beautiful there,” Evangeline recalled, “—not a building in sight across the river—nor thru the trees in any

  direction. Evenings we had only the sound of the rushing water, and birds’ songs.”




  And soon to come . . . a baby’s cry, for Evangeline Lindbergh was entering her ninth month of pregnancy. At the end of January, she went to Detroit, so that her uncle Dr. Edwin Lodge could

  deliver the baby in her parents’ home. C.A. visited the last week of the month and saw Evangeline comfortably settled into the large front bedroom of the house on West Forest, then left to

  attend business back home. He planned to return in a few weeks as the due-date approached.




  On the bitter cold night of February third, Evangeline went into labor. Dr. Land sent a telegram to Little Falls, urging C.A. back to Detroit. Uncle Edwin arrived at seven o’clock and went

  to bed, to rest until the attending nurse summoned him around midnight. He administered no anesthesia. At 1:30 the next morning, the nine-and-one-half-pound child was

  born.




  For months C.A. had crowed that he knew the “new babe would be a son”; and eager to please, Evangline immediately asked in his absence, “Is it a boy?”




  “It is,” her uncle replied.




  “Are you sure?” she inquired.




  “Dead sure,” he said. “Just look at the size of those feet. He is fine. You ought to have seventeen like him.”




  But he would be her only child—named for his father, with the addition of a syllable to the middle name: Charles Augustus Lindbergh. Soon after the birth, he was bundled up and laid on a

  chair near an open window, where he breathed in the winter air.




  “Life’s values originate in circumstances over which the individual has no control,” Charles Lindbergh would write seventy years later, after an odyssey that took him to places

  nobody had ever journeyed before. Then, with a peculiar sense of detachment bordering on the divine, he described the beginning of his strange, singular destiny by adding: “I was born a child

  of man, in the city of Detroit, on February 4, 1902, of Swedish, English, Irish, and Scottish ancestry.”












  3




  NO PLACE LIKE HOME




  “A sound individual is produced by a sound lifestream.”




  —C.A.L.




  RAISED IN VIRTUAL ISOLATION AMONG LINDBERGHS, Lodges, and Lands, it was difficult for Charles Lindbergh ever to recognize that

  his kin might have differed from other people. He was proud that his family tree abounded with independent thinkers in a broad range of disciplines—most of which he would pursue. But he never

  perceived that many of his ancestors were prideful to the point of arrogance—rebels so far apart from the rest of society as to be above the law, so evangelical as to appear fanatical, so

  global in their vision as to be shortsighted. For all his fascination with detail, Lindbergh never examined his family history closely enough to see that it included financial malfeasance, flight

  from justice, bigamy, illegitimacy, melancholia, manic-depression, alcoholism, grievous generational conflicts, and wanton abandonment of families. But those undercurrents were always there. And so

  this third-generation Lindbergh was born with a deeply private nature and bred according to the principles of self-reliance—nonconformity and the innate understanding that greatness came at

  the inevitable price of being misunderstood.




  THE BABY WAS FUSSED OVER from birth. With his long black hair, which quickly turned to golden curls, his bright blue eyes, and the already discernible

  Lindbergh dimpled chin, the child’s beauty was not lost on anybody—not even the impassive C.A., who arrived in Detroit two days after the delivery and stayed

  through the weekend. Witnessing mother and baby with her parents prompted emotions he had never felt before. “It is the noblest idea of God and the most beautiful reality in life that ever

  came to my knowledge,” C.A. wrote his mother-in-law after the experience. He became an attentive husband and even a demonstrative father, for a while.




  When the baby was five weeks old, Charles’s mother took him on his first journey—almost eight hundred miles to Little Falls. There they joined C.A. in their new house on the

  river—staffed with a cook, a maid, and a coachman who oversaw the farm and lived in a tenant’s house across the road with a half-dozen men who fenced the land and built a large

  stable.




  From his first three years, Lindbergh would later recall but a handful of stray memories, mostly of life along the Mississippi. He remembered the view of the river from his crib; and the

  swift-moving current, a quarter mile across, became an endless source of fascination for him. He also remembered his mother, with her hair powdered white, coming into a room downstairs, wringing

  her hands and crying, “Oh! I’m so nervous, I’m so nervous.” She was, in fact, preparing for a small acting performance which she was presenting that night for some party

  guests. “I can still see my mother coming into the room and I can still see her washing the powder off her hair after it was all over,” Lindbergh recalled decades later. “I felt

  that she would be all right again as soon as the powder was washed off, but I was worried about the effect it would have on the fish when it reached the river. I remember being assured by my mother

  that it would not make the fish nervous too.”




  Evangeline L. L. Lindbergh had good reason to feel nervous. She never fit in with the townsfolk of Little Falls. Unlike most of the other local women, Evangeline was, after all, a city-bred,

  college-educated woman who had worked outside the home and who was living in a style more grand than C.A. had lived with his first wife. That she was also much younger than he only isolated her

  even more. “After the marriage,” remembered C.A.’s former sister-in-law, Mrs. Robert Herron, “she kept aloof and never had many friends.” Lindbergh maids regularly

  gossiped about their mistress’s wild temper and wilder spending habits. Tongues wagged about her fits of rage and willfulness toward C.A. and her constant nagging. In unkind moments,

  C.A.’s two sisters referred to Evangeline as the “Anvil Chorus,” “A.C.” for short. (Decades later some believed she was the model for Carol Kennicott, the stifled

  heroine in Sinclair Lewis’s Main Street, a novel based on the author’s hometown of Sauk Centre, not fifty miles from Little Falls.)




  From the beginning the Lindberghs kept their baby outside as much as possible, even in winter. His first summers were spent in a baby carriage which sported a large green parasol. C.A. had

  purchased a flock of angora goats to clear the land; and there was a constant battle between whoever was looking after the baby and the animals, who were always butting the carriage trying to eat the parasol. Charles was weaned on goat’s milk and grew up surrounded by animals—cattle, hogs, sheep, chickens, and horses (including a saddle horse and a

  “bucking bronco”). There were pigeons in the barn, which Charles called “dubs,” and a family of six-toed cats that had to be disposed of because they were excessively fond

  of the “dubs.” With few children nearby, a succession of dogs became Charles’s playmates.




  The boy’s prosperous surroundings reflected C.A.’s booming business in town. The senior Lindbergh’s legal reputation grew along with his land holdings—which included

  large parcels on the west side of the river, where he thought Little Falls residences would mushroom next. His passion for land became famous in the county, as did his reputation for buying at the

  seller’s price and selling at the buyer’s. As often as not, he was willing to carry paper, assuming mortgages and promissory notes along with his land parcels; he was even known to

  throw money back to buyers who needed an advance on their taxes. While serving on the boards of the two Little Falls banks, he was often quoted as saying, “To make money, in my opinion, is

  not the sole purpose of a bank.”




  His reputation spread to neighboring counties. “Judges, and other attorneys, told stories about him,” wrote the senior Lindbergh’s friends Lynn and Dora B. Haines,

  “—not of sharpness and tricks, but of his straight-forward, uncompromising honesty.” Except with his wife, from whom he kept most of his finances as private as his emotions.




  Early Sunday morning, August 6, 1905, C.A., Evangeline, and Grandmother Land took Charles in one of their four carriages for a long drive northwest of town. They stopped at a farm in which C.A.

  had an interest and returned to an early afternoon fried chicken dinner, after which they all went into the living room. Evangeline was playing piano, and C.A. was playing with Charles, carrying

  him up and down the room, shouting so loudly that Evangeline could hardly hear her music. In the midst of this ruckus, the cook entered the room and said as calmly as if she were announcing dinner,

  “Mrs. Lindbergh, the house is on fire.”




  Everybody rushed outside and looked at the roof, which was in flames. While the house burned from the third floor down, the boy’s nurse hied him to the back of the barn so that he would

  not be frightened. But she kept screaming, “Charles, you mustn’t watch!”—which terrified him, indelibly etching his first vivid memory. Evangeline tried to gather

  valuables, while C.A. and the workmen tried to extinguish the fire. After twenty minutes, there was nothing to do but watch as the fire consumed the building. Charles pulled away from his nurse to

  see the black cloud covering the house, as its pine and cedar crackled.




  The next day, Evangeline walked Charles through the ruins. Hardly a piece of charred wood remained. “Our entire house has sunk into the stone walls of its

  basement,” he would write fifty years later. “Out of the pit, smoke-smutted but sharp-cut against thick leaves and sky, rises our brick chimney, tall and spindly without a house around

  it.” The only object to remain completely undamaged was a small Mexican idol, a red-clay figurine Evangeline had purchased in Tijuana on her honeymoon. Some clothes and furniture and the

  upright piano were salvaged, as were all of the maid’s possessions. (Evangeline suspected her of accidentally starting the fire by knocking over her kerosene lamp; others believed oily rags

  had been the cause.) “Father will build us a new house,” Evangeline assured her three-and-one-half-year-old. “But my toys, and the big stairs,” he later remembered thinking,

  “and my room above the river, are gone forever—”




  More than the Lindbergh house went up in smoke. Evangeline never recovered her pearl-and-diamond engagement ring . . . and, indeed, the Lindbergh marriage seemed to go with it. The solid house

  could never conceal the fact that the relationship within had been shaky from the start, that while C.A. and Evangeline might have been intellectually compatible, they were two decidely mismatched

  personalities—in the words of one of his friends, “an entire contrast in tastes, ideals, and ambitions.”




  While the first house Charles ever knew was still smoldering, the family moved fifteen miles south, into a hotel in Uppsala. Within two weeks, C.A. and Evangeline had decided to rebuild on their

  original site; and so they moved back to Little Falls. C.A. camped out on the farm, while Evangeline and the children checked into the Buckman Hotel in town, Charles bunking with his mother in a

  plain room, with a bed, simple wooden furniture, and a washstand. “For me it was a dreary place,” Charles would later write. Without the Mississippi rushing outside his window, he spent

  much of his time hanging over a windowsill and looking down on the rutted, unpaved road below, with its board sidewalks and hitching posts. Whenever cabin fever set in, Evangeline took Charles for

  extended visits to Detroit. Meantime Lillian and Eva studied hard in the Little Falls schools in hopes of getting into college, for they realized they would be happier there than in what had become

  a contentious household.




  By the end of the year, C.A. was too far out on a financial limb to allow anyone to proceed with that thought. “We are exceedingly poor in cash and will be for some time to come,”

  C.A. was forced to reveal to Evangeline in December 1905, “and our future expenses will have to be adjusted to our cash and not to what we want.” He said they had over two hundred

  thousand dollars worth of property to which he had become a “slave,” because there were debts totaling almost forty thousand dollars against the land with property taxes on top of that.

  “They both, our little daughters, have got to work,” C.A. insisted, “and it will be better for them.” C.A. began by selling the horses and cattle and discharging the

  farmhands. Without sacrifice on everyone’s part, he explained, “the future of our dear boy might be less advantageous.”




  All plans that year were suddenly scaled down—starting with the new house. Gradually, Evangeline realized the reasons for rebuilding a structure half the size of its predecessor were not

  strictly economic. Months before the fire, Lillian and Eva had observed that C.A. had moved out of his wife’s bedroom; now they thought he might be moving out of the house altogether. The new

  house, built upon the basement of the old one, suggested as much.




  “I have heard it called the queerest house in Minnesota,” Evangeline herself said of the one-and-a-half-story replacement. Only the first floor ever felt finished. The piano was

  moved into the living room; but the dining room, two bedrooms, sewing room, kitchen, and bathroom were jumbled in such a way as to produce a dark hallway with seven doors leading into it. “We

  used to laugh and say we had no fear of burglars at night,” Evangeline recalled, “because they would be lost and could not find their way around without making too much

  noise.”




  For young Charles, the only part of the house that felt like home was the screened-in sleeping porch in the back, overlooking the Mississippi, partially open to the elements. He chose to spend

  all but the bitterest nights there. “I was in close contact with sun, wind, rain, and stars,” Lindbergh remembered of his “bedroom.” “My bed, a wide, folding-cot

  affair, was in the northwest corner. On stormy nights rain blown in through the screen would mist it. Some of the valley’s treetops rose slightly above its level.”




  The second floor, a few small rooms under the gables and eaves, never became much more than an attic. Its pine floorboards remained unfinished, and no doors were hung. Although C.A. had ordered

  the foundation of the house to be raised so that he could build a library for himself in the basement, that room was never finished either.




  Evangeline did everything to make the place her own. She had it painted gray with white trim; and she replanted the two large oval flower beds in front with irises and nasturtium and tiger

  lilies. Lilac and honeysuckle bushes lined the road in front of the house. Between Little Falls and whichever house in Detroit her parents were living, C.A. was happy to know there was always a

  place to “park” Evangeline and their son, for he was developing a new passion outside the home—politics.




  THE UNITED STATES experienced an awkward adolescence as it entered the twentieth century. By its

  thirteenth decade as a nation it found itself caught between its agrarian youth and its industrial manhood. Nowhere were the growing pains felt more than in the Upper Mississippi Valley. The sound

  of an automobile down one of the roads in those parts was still enough to make a field hand lean against his hoe and marvel; but the nation’s breadbasket knew that a

  new kind of wealth was being created in the cities “out East.” A new generation of heartlanders began to fear they might be the next victims of the urban money interests.




  Minnesota—a farm state with rapidly growing cities vibrant with factories and mills—was especially mindful. By 1905, more than half its residents lived in urban areas. But in

  Minnesota’s Sixth Congressional District, the state’s centermost twelve counties, two-thirds of the population were still rural dwellers and the chief source of their income was

  agriculture; the largest city in the district, St. Cloud, claimed only ten thousand residents. Such districts began looking for new representatives, men who had grown up on farms, been educated at

  Midwestern colleges, and were willing to leave their small-town law practices for capital cities.




  The incumbent congressman of Minnesota’s sixth district—two-term Republican Clarence B. Buckman—had evidently used his office to secure timber tracts for his own lumber

  interests; and many civic leaders in Little Falls, the district’s centermost town, felt C.A. Lindbergh was just the man to replace him. Nobody in the district was more concerned about

  financial abuses of power; and nobody had been more outspoken, regularly firing off letters to the editors of local newspapers. In fact, Lindbergh had just established an experimental

  farmers’ cooperative and a political quarterly of his own, in which he warned against the “favored class” in America, which he said “grabs the profits and leaves the

  industrious workers only a bare subsistence.” Farmers and small businessmen gathered in support.




  Lindbergh asked his most important New York real-estate client, Howard P. Bell—who had just lost shore rights at a dam site because of a Buckman political deal—to help him decide

  whether or not to run. Bell thought it boiled down to personal considerations—“how much is it worth to . . . have the name and general repute of being a Congressman.” He granted

  that it would certainly enhance a law practice, but at “the cost of the thing in time, money, loss of opportunity at home.” Unwittingly, Bell had hit upon the final reason to support

  C.A.’s running: a scandal-free method of separating from his wife. In September 1906, Lindbergh won the Republican nomination by almost seven percent.




  Although never at a loss for opinions, Lindbergh was no silver-tongued orator. Recordings of his voice do not exist, but C.A.’s informal writings suggest a trace of a Scandinavian accent

  and the fact that he never fully mastered English—“Every think running ok”; “Hinclosed are some notes”; “Spected you down soon.” But he was, by most

  reports, compelling—his passion compensating for his lapses in rhetoric. He repeatedly spoke of labor as the provider of “the main wealth of the world,” as “the most

  important factor in our civilization.”




  Minnesota’s Sixth Congressional District elected C.A. Lindbergh to the United States House of Representatives by a comfortable margin over his Democratic opponent,

  16,762 to 13,115. The Sixtieth Congress would not convene until December 1907, but C.A. wasted no time in leaving town. While he familiarized himself with Washington, the rest of his family spent

  most of that year in Detroit with Dr. and Mrs. Land in a house they rented on Cass Avenue. Lillian graduated from Detroit Central High School and was permitted to start college at Ann Arbor, taking

  her fourteen-year-old sister along with her and seeing her through her third year of high school. Charles understood that his father’s election meant “certain changes in

  life”—many of them, such as attending church, “disagreeable.” Above all, it meant the loss of another home.




  This period proved so upsetting that most of Lindbergh’s childhood became a blurry memory to him. Over the next sixty-five years he would write six autobiographical volumes, much of which

  dwell on his youth. One began as a letter and swelled into a fifty-page book solely on the subject, which he titled Boyhood on the Upper Mississippi. But the title itself bespeaks a sad

  irony—for Charles Lindbergh spent only a fraction of his youth on the upper Mississippi. Although the images of his time there would forever be the most colorful in his mind’s eye, most

  of his childhood was spent away from the farm.




  From 1906 to 1917, he was there but two, sometimes three, months a year. The farther he traveled from Minnesota, the dimmer his recollections. And the most painful memories of his first eighteen

  years were subjected to selective amnesia, thus yielding but a few sentences in all his writing. Amazingly, when this stickler for accuracy compiled calendars of events in his childhood, they were

  riddled with errors, with major events forgotten and entire years mixed up. Later in life, Lindbergh would spend hours scrutinizing these formative years without ever analyzing them, averting his

  glance from that which was most personal—about his ancestors, his parents, or himself. “I have no recollection whatever of my daily routine during the early years of my life,” he

  would admit in his mid-thirties.




  Lindbergh never realized that his many pages of Tom Sawyer–like reminiscences—sunny days along the river, skinny-dipping, tree-climbing, watching “river-pigs” break log

  jams, running over the log jams himself—were, in fact, the exceptional days of his childhood. He was not consciously trying to varnish his youth. He simply learned at an early age to see and

  hear only that which he wanted to. By five years old he was already, in the words of his half-sister, “painfully shy”—hardly ever having played with another child and almost never

  having left his mother’s sight.




  He learned to make much out of little, indulging in solitary pursuits. He became an ardent collector of stones, arrowheads, cigar bands, coins, stamps, guns, lead

  soldiers, marbles, cigarette cards—almost anything he could find and stash under one of the attic eaves. And he became an inveterate maker of lists, constantly updating accounts of his

  possessions, as though taking inventory of himself through his things. He was happiest alone, outside, at one with nature. “That farm was one of the most important things in my life,”

  he would write his mother in his mid-forties. “It taught me the value of water, trees, and sky—and solitude. Anyone who has not known these elements has not really lived.” Indeed,

  he later realized, “I am not happy living away from water or where I cannot see the sky on a clear night.”




  One day, while playing alone on the upper floor of the house, he heard the distant noise of an engine. As it approached he realized it was louder than that of an automobile. He rushed to the

  window and climbed onto the roof. About two hundred yards away and barely higher than the treetops, he saw an airplane. It had two sets of wings, one above the other, with a man wearing a visored

  cap backwards sandwiched between. “Except in photographs, I had never seen an airplane before,” Charles later wrote. “The aviator, my mother told me, had come to Little Falls to

  give exhibitions and carry up into the air anyone who dared to ride with him.” She explained that it was both a dangerous and expensive proposition.




  In the fall of 1907, C.A. Lindbergh gathered his family in the nation’s capital for the inauguration of his career as a Congressman. Lillian left college and took her sister, Eva, to join

  Evangeline and Charles in C.A.’s furnished apartment in the Romaine, at 1831 V Street N.W., near Rock Creek Park. Although the flat was spacious, the walls closed in on them. By Christmas,

  Lillian and Eva had been dispatched to relatives in St. Cloud. Charles spent as much time as possible playing alone in vacant lots, having imaginary adventures.




  On December 2, 1907, Congressman Lindbergh joined his colleagues for the opening of the Sixtieth Congress. It was largely a day of ceremony, the swearing in of members followed by the

  re-election of the House Speaker, Joseph Gurney Cannon of Illinois. Republicans had controlled the House in all but sixteen years since the Civil War; and, coercive as he was coarse, cigar-chomping

  “Uncle Joe” Cannon controlled a powerful legislative machine. As was customary, a photograph of the new Congress was taken, remarkable on this occasion because there, in one of the back

  rows, among the assembly of hoary heads, sat the vigorous forty-nine-year-old C.A. Lindbergh. Standing out even more glaringly in the photograph, in the aisle to his right, is a towheaded boy in a

  white sailor suit: his son, Charles.




  The first two votes to come before this body were over leadership, in which Speaker Cannon and his rules from the Fifty-ninth Congress both received big majorities—Lindbergh’s votes

  among them. Only years later did Lindbergh impart to close friends that he had often asked himself why he had voted as he did. “I had come to Washington to do

  something, so I voted with the herd”; but, he just as quickly resolved, “I am going to wipe out that stigma if I can.” Over the next ten years in office, he would make good on his

  vow, hardly considering what new stigma such insurgency might bring upon him.




  When Lindbergh took office, the Capitol walls were still shaking from a panic that October on Wall Street, a run on the banks that J. P. Morgan helped control. The solution scared Lindbergh more

  than the problem. Back home in Minnesota, C.A. had been warning people about the inequities in the American economy for years, how each wreck of the economy and rescue by a few powerful bankers

  only strengthened the Money Trust—“financial combinations in restraint of trade”—at the nation’s expense. He could not have arrived on the House floor at a timelier

  moment, as the crux of the national debate for the next few years would be the economy and the extension of new powers to the people.




  During that decade of progressive reform, Lindbergh would prove no stranger in the House well; and there was never any doubt as to where he stood on any issue. He always sided with the

  hardworking farmer in his district and opposed the high-rolling “speculative parasites.”




  The “insurgent” Republicans in the Senate—such men as Robert La Follette of Wisconsin, William Borah of Idaho, Albert Beveridge of Indiana, Albert Cummins of Iowa, and Moses

  Clapp of Minnesota—were debating many of the same issues with somewhat greater success. And so, when William Howard Taft assumed the Presidency from Roosevelt in 1909, many of the defiant

  House members challenged Speaker Cannon’s leadership of their house. Lindbergh claimed credit for being the first to call for Cannon’s ouster; and Rep. John Nelson of Wisconsin helped

  organize a group of rebel Republicans to fight for their cause. Nelson found that Lindbergh was “perhaps the most radical and independent of the group.” A sampling of eighteen roll

  calls between 1906 and 1912, which “reflect deviation from party leadership on the part of certain intransigent Republicans in the House of Representatives,” showed nobody scoring

  higher than C.A. Lindbergh. His strong support of Bull Moose candidate Theodore Roosevelt in 1912 helped his own re-election to a fourth term; but Democrat Woodrow Wilson, the beneficiary of the

  schism in the Republican party, got elected President.




  By then much of America—not just the progressive representatives—had been awakened to the dangers of the nation’s powerful bankers. Wrote muckraker Ida Tarbell in the May 1913

  issue of The American Magazine, “It was a Swede from Minnesota who first raised in Congress the hue-and-cry of the MONEY TRUST HUNT—‘a Swede who dreams,’ a fellow

  member describes him—Charles A. Lindbergh.” His colleagues never fully embraced his conspiracy theories nor endorsed his legislative proposals, but in 1912 the House did approve of a Money Trust investigation to be conducted by its Committee on Banking and Currency under the direction of Congressman Arsene Pujo. As Congressman Ernest Lundeen

  of Minnesota later said, it was Congressman Lindbergh whose “resolutions and speeches resulted in this monumental work. There had been much talk in the country about interlocking

  directorates, but the Pujo investigation proved their existence.




  

    

      

        

          It gave the facts, statistics, and data. It called Morgan, Carnegie, and Rockefeller, and all the rest of the financial powers in America to Washington and placed them

          on the witness stand.


        


      


    


  




  Control of money, tactics of secrecy, and “other forms of domination” were abuses of which the Pujo committee found such bankers as J. P. Morgan guilty. As early as 1908, the same

  charges were being leveled against C. A. Lindbergh—by his wife. Antagonism had replaced antipathy in their marriage; and by the end of the year, they decided to take one last stab at keeping

  the family together by separating. Evangeline would return to Minnesota—not to Little Falls, but to Minneapolis, where she could oversee Lillian as she transferred for her second year of

  college at the University of Minnesota and Eva as she completed high school.




  “The crisp days of autumn were interesting enough,” Charles would remember of that year, though, in fact, he never did pinpoint which year of his life it was. He could recollect only

  that it was dreary without his knowing why. Around this time, Lindbergh developed what became a lifelong practice of internal conversations, a series of questions he would pose to himself. “I

  spend hours on end in dry heated rooms, with stuffy head and whitening skin,” he recalled of the period.




  

    

      

        

          I grow tired of books and toys, and pressing my face against a frosted window. I move aimlessly about, experiment in strange new fields. Why can’t I hold ten

          marbles between ten toes? How long can a cream-filled chocolate last if I eat it with a pin—


        


      


    


  




  He came down with measles that season, and he remembered being visited in bed by a doctor—the only such visit that would occur for sixty-five years—and taking bitter

  medicine. “The zero-cold months which followed left colorless space in my mind.”




  Charles also obliterated from memory the years of tension between his mother and his half-sisters. Ever since their mother’s death, Lillian and Eva—four years apart in age—had

  been living out of a portmanteau, always being shipped off to Lindberghs in Minnesota or Lands in Detroit. While Evangeline had been able to deal with them when they were small, she could not

  cope with two headstrong teenagers at last rebelling against their years of neglect. Once settled at the University of Minnesota, Lillian became fond of pretty dresses and

  parties and a fellow student, Loren Roberts. One night after he kept her out until three o’clock in the morning, Evangeline scolded them both, insisting that it was “not a decent thing

  to do.” Eva sided with her sister and said she just did not see how they could possibly go on living together any longer.




  Increasingly, Evangeline took out her anger toward C.A. on his daughters. She became furious at his indulging them with clothes allowances but crying poverty when she asked for the same thing.

  She resented having to discipline his daughters, to play the role of the wicked stepmother. One night that spring, Eva returned home late, violating a new curfew, only to be greeted by

  Evangeline’s slapping her in the face. “What was that for?” the sixteen-year-old girl asked, only to be told: “That’s what you deserve!”




  Like her sister, Eva had the good sense to get out, to disengage from Evangeline and get on with her own life. She would attend Carleton College and intern in her father’s Washington

  office before marrying a journalist, George W. Christie. But for all intents and purposes, from the night of that slap, Evangeline had effectively ended her relationship with her husband’s

  daughters. They never lived together again, an explanation for which was never given to Charles. Through it all, Eva had long resented Charles’s being so indulged; but she later realized the

  price he had had to pay—that his youth must have been deeply “troubled,” for “there was no normal family life.”




  In early summer 1909, Evangeline told C.A. that she wanted a divorce. Knowing it would prove unacceptable to the voters of Minnesota’s Sixth District, C.A. appealed to her better judgment,

  urging her to “let things slide” and continue living as they had been.




  Evangeline discussed the matter with her mother in a series of letters written largely in numerical code. Each letter of the alphabet was assigned a number—A=7, B=16, C=21, and so forth;

  and whenever she had something to say about 21-7, she broke for paragraphs at a time into numbers. “I doubt that he can be held to anything and he will offer as little as possible,”

  Evangeline “enumerated” that June; “all I can see is that if a definite settlement can be made now it will be better—just because he has not the traits that can allow

  dependence.” She admitted that she no longer was even expecting to find happiness, “but as things are it seems that no one is justified in living as he proposes.” C.A. argued that

  if she tried to shake him down in court she would probably end up getting less money out of him than he was allowing her already. Fearing the loss of his congressional seat, he promised to treat

  her fairly so long as they remained married.




  A few months of truce followed, during which C.A. spent time with “the boy” and treated his wife with the utmost respect in public. Evangeline and Charles

  often lunched with him in the House dining room and sat in the gallery when the legislature was in session. For Woodrow Wilson’s inauguration, C.A. got Senator Nelson of Minnesota to make

  ten-year-old Charles a Senate page for the day, so that he could observe the entire ceremony from a special seat. C.A. even took his wife to two formal receptions at the White House.




  But in private, the Lindberghs reverted to their old quarrels, mostly over finances. Evangeline’s trump cards remained C.A.’s fear of public exposure and the happiness of “the

  boy.” Even then, C.A.’s behavior was not always predictable, as the strain of his domestic situation often got the better of him. During one visit to his wife’s apartment, Charles

  began fidgeting, punching C.A., until Evangeline said, “You see, C.A., he’s cooped up here and needs an outlet for surplus energy.” C.A. said, “Get up on the chair, Charles,

  and I’ll fight you.” Charles did and kicked him in the groin. C.A. grabbed him by both arms and called him a “fool.” On other occasions C.A. teased Charles until he

  cried.




  C.A. meant no harm. This was just his own frustrated way of trying to make a man out of the boy. Like Evangeline, he never scolded or disciplined Charles; and he never spoke down to him.

  “Shall we go for a tramp, Boss?” C.A. would ask when he wanted to take a walk in the country.




  Both parents believed in giving Charles adult responsibilities, obliging him at an early age to exercise judgment. He was only seven when his father gave him a Savage .22-caliber repeating

  rifle; and the boy surprised them both when his first shot at a duck, more than fifty feet away, hit it right in the head. He received a Winchester 12-gauge automatic shotgun the year after that,

  before he was even big enough to steady it against his shoulder. C.A. taught him to fish and to swim naked in the chilly waters near the house in Little Falls. Charles especially remembered one day

  when he slipped on the slimy stones of the Mississippi’s bottom into a hole deeper than he was tall. “When I broke surface and coughed in a breath of air,” he later recalled,

  “I was startled to find that my father wasn’t running toward me. He just stood on shore and laughed. And then I realized that I was swimming by myself.” Within a few summers,

  Charles was able to swim across Pike Creek in flood and down the Mississippi’s rapids.




  Charles grew up fast, becoming a rugged individualist like his father. And for all C.A.’s severity, Charles admired his unexpected wit. “Contrary to the impression of many people who

  knew him,” Charles later explained to his father’s biographer, “he had a great deal of humor,” which he masked with a serious expression, leaving most people unaware that he

  was enjoying himself tremendously. “A Swedish sense of humor,” Evangeline called it. “He could laugh wonderfully,” Charles observed; “but he had an extraordinary

  ability to control his facial expression when he wanted to.” Like his father, young Charles grew to gauge the funniness of a situation by how much laughter he

  suppressed.




  The Lindberghs swallowed most of their emotions—except their increasing anger, which Charles learned to ignore. Although he did not recollect ever having to take sides, one parent or the

  other occasionally dragged him into the fray. After one testy exchange between them, Evangeline asked Charles if he considered it “quarreling” when she responded to C.A.’s insults

  as she had. “No,” he said, “you answered him just right. I don’t see what makes Father act so.”




  Neither did Evangeline, who endured years of escalating humiliations. On two occasions C.A. called her a “bloodsucker” right in front of Charles. He took to questioning her mental

  condition . . . and, on at least one occasion, he struck her.




  As painful was Evangeline’s realization that the persistent rumors about C.A. keeping company with another woman—his stenographer, who had moved from Little Falls to

  Washington—were true. After yet another overheated argument, she grabbed a gun and held it to C.A.’s head. “O.K., Evangeline,” C.A. said, “if you must do it, do

  it.” But she could only bring herself to throw the gun down and run off. In the end, she always caved in for the reason her mother reminded her: “As to divorce—you know that on

  account of Charles we must be careful . . .”




  Through it all, the boy was spared the worst of his parents’ behavior. “I cannot recall my father ever saying a word against my mother,” Charles would later record. “She

  encouraged me to be with him as much of the time as possible and I believe that both my mother and my father always continued to care for each other although they were seldom together. One of the

  reasons my mother went to Washington seven or eight out of the ten winters my father was in Congress, was to give me the opportunity of seeing him frequently.” But Charles became chronically

  restless—finding that his parents’ living under one roof only bred greater contempt.




  As he never settled in one place, Charles learned to take comfort in his rootlessness. Over a decade, Washington, D.C., became their official residence, with a breather in Minnesota every

  summer, and long visits in Detroit during their trips each way. While there was a semblance of regularity to Charles’s vagabond life, it was nonetheless disconcerting having to move every few

  months and having to spend most of his year in a place he disliked. “Through long winters,” he would later write, “I counted the weeks and days until spring when we would return

  to our Minnesota farm.” With its never finished house, the family always referred to it as “camp.”




  Where “camp” filled Charles with a love of the outdoors, the Land house at 64 West Elizabeth Street in Detroit opened his eyes to the more interior wonders of

  science, a world of logic and intellect. “I never had a dull moment at Detroit,” Lindbergh would later recall of his visits, adding that there was “even more to do than on the

  farm in Minnesota.” Upon entering the small, gray frame house, a narrow hall lay ahead, a door on the left to the patients’ parlor, where there was always an intriguing stack of

  National Geographic magazines. Upstairs was a small parlor. To the rear of the room on one side was a curtain that opened into the master bedroom; on the other side a small hall led into

  the tiny bedroom of Evangeline’s brother, Charles; during Evangeline and young Charles’s visits, he turned the room with its narrow double bed over to them.




  The boy’s interests lay downstairs—in Dr. Land’s dental rooms and laboratories. His grandfather’s rolltop desk was always cluttered with papers and pamphlets and plaster

  casts of patients’ mouths. A box contained a stuffed tarantula, centipede, scorpion, and horned toad; a safe held platinum foil and dental gold; cabinets were filled with polished stones and

  fossils—even a mammoth’s tooth.




  When his grandfather was not practicing, Charles played in the two operating rooms, with their hydraulic foot-pumped dental chairs. There were drills of all sizes and drawers “for hand

  instruments, bottles of acid, amal-gum powder, rubber sheets, little wads of cotton to put under the tongue”; stuffed birds and a Rocky Mountain sheep’s head stared from all corners of

  the rooms. A drawing of prehistoric man hung on one wall. And then there was the laboratory that housed a dental furnace, a blowpipe bench-table, shelves full of chemical bottles, and a

  blacksmith’s anvil.




  The basement below was even more fun. Because Charles’s grandfather and uncle did all their own home maintenance, pipe cutters, threaders, wrenches, coils of wire, and odd lengths of pipe

  hung everywhere. During each visit, Charles was taught to master a different tool—learning mechanical, chemical, and electrical laws. “Charles,” his grandfather often told him,

  reiterating the mantra of scientific experimentation, “you must have patience.”




  The basement’s most amusing feature was a shooting gallery. When Charles was six, his grandfather gave him a .22-caliber single-shot Stevens rifle, with which he practiced in a short rifle

  range he and Charles’s uncle built. It featured a mechanical, steel-faced target about ten inches in diameter with a one-inch bull’s-eye cut out. When a bullet entered the hole, it

  tripped a mechanism that made an iron bird pop up.




  Every night Grandmother Land prepared a large hot meal, at least one chicken or turkey every visit, served on warmed plates. And the dining room table was always brimming with his

  grandfather’s theories: the importance of mastication; the deleterious effects of automobiles on society; the deadly nature of cigarettes, which he called “coffin

  nails.” Lindbergh came to believe that “Science is the key to all mystery.”




  In time, he realized another wonderful attraction in Detroit was his uncle. “I have no brother,” Charles lamented to his mother one day; and she said she would give him hers. From

  that day forward Charles Land, Jr., was referred to as such. Twenty-three years Charles’s senior, “Brother” had apprenticed to his father in dentistry, graduated from the Michigan

  School of Mines, and prospected in Canada before drifting into a life of avocations. A social misfit, he considered himself an inventor and had several patents to validate his claim. He was never

  at a loss for time in teaching Charles how to use his drafting instruments—or any other tools lying around the house. Always busy with some project, Brother’s presence helped make

  “64,” as the family referred to their residence, a welcome halfway house for Charles, a stimulating stopover between Little Falls and Washington. In all his analysis of why he found

  Detroit so special, he never considered the possibility that he found pleasure simply in its being the most traditional home he knew—one in which he was but a periodic visitor.




  In the fall of 1909, Evangeline and C.A. established separate residences in Washington; but Charles faced a greater dread that year. At almost eight years of age he found himself, for the first

  time, having to start school. Until then, Evangeline had tutored her son in the rudiments of reading, writing, and arithmetic. (“I like my mother. My mother likes me” were the first two

  sentences she instructed him to copy.) Entering the second grade at the Force School, he remembered his first year of school as being “forced to sit still in a strange room, amid strange

  children, and surrounded by strange and unknown conventions . . . a vague memory of countless hours of sitting at a desk . . . waiting, waiting, waiting for the school to close.” He was

  allowed to change schools—as he did almost every year for the next decade. Because Evangeline insisted on their Detroit stopovers, Charles always started the schoolyear late and left early,

  and was, as a result, always behind in his studies. One of his teachers was distressed enough by his poor penmanship to threaten him with a bad report to his father. “No use to complain to

  him,” the boy said. “He can’t write even as well as I.”




  After several years of spotty education, Evangeline felt a private school might help Charles buckle down. Although C.A. pled poverty and insisted that boys “must get knocked and knock back

  in order to stand the world’s knocking later,” he did concede that “it might be an advantage” for Charles to attend a private school because of his “peculiar

  situation.”




  In 1913, he entered The Sidwell Friends School, which assembled in the Friends Meeting House on I Street in Northwest Washington. Although he never liked the name of the place, with what he

  considered its hollow promise of camaraderie, he remained for two years. It was “an improvement, but did not by any means end my troubles,” he later wrote.

  “I did not find much friendship among the children there. I did not understand them, nor they me.” Many of them made fun of his name, nicknaming him “Limburger” or

  sometimes, more simply, “Cheese.”




  It was later reported that young Lindbergh palled around with his schoolmates Quentin and Kermit Roosevelt, sons of T.R. “The Roosevelt Gang,” was known to gather after school at

  nearby Henry’s drug store, where they would order sodas and charge them to the ringleaders’ father. But, future myth to the contrary, Lindbergh was not part of that gang or any other.

  He briefly became friendly with his deskmate and nobody else. “I took as little part in the games as possible and went home immediately after school was over,” he recalled. The day the

  boys were instructed in Greek folk-dancing, Charles caused a ruckus by flatly refusing to join hands. The “Cheese” stood alone.




  “Home” became a series of boardinghouses, as Evangeline was always hunting for the least expensive room she could find for the two of them. One was in a boardinghouse at 1440

  Massachusetts Avenue run by a prominent Virginia family on their uppers. The landlords lived in the basement rooms, while the “paying guests” climbed a set of long front steps to the

  reception room and the dining room, which was available to them only for meals. One flight up was the large front bedroom which Charles and Evangeline shared. Another of their houses offered a

  curtained alcove for the bed; and still another had a kitchenette, where Evangeline cooked their meals. Surrounded only by strange adults, there was never room for Charles to misbehave, or just be

  a boy. The boardinghouses constricted his already constrained personality; and at an early age, he became an overly polite silent sufferer.




  To compensate for his obvious loneliness, Evangeline took Charles to all the national shrines and exhibitions. They often returned to Mt. Vernon, the Smithsonian Institution, the Navy Yards, and

  the Corcoran Gallery of Art, where young Charles was especially drawn to Hiram Powers’s “The Greek Slave,” a white marble statue of a naked girl in shackles.




  It did not bother C.A. that his son lived such a friendless existence in Washington. So did C.A. “You and I can take hard knocks,” he told his son halfway through grade school.

  “We’ll get along no matter what happens.” C.A. showed him that hard work was more valuable than socializing, as he often became absorbed in his job to the point of obsession. He

  usually lunched on a loaf of bread and bottle of milk in his office, and he often slept on the black leather couch beside his desk. “Congressmen’s work seemed awfully boring to

  me,” Charles would later write, but he found the long corridors of Congress entertaining.




  He amused himself one afternoon by locking all the doors in the toilet rooms from the inside. Another time he dropped light bulbs from the top floor of the House Office

  Building onto the street below. And Charles never failed to be impressed whenever his father took him onto the House floor itself. Other Congressmen objected to the boy’s presence in the

  chamber, insisting it was “not in keeping with the dignity of the House”; but the Lindberghs went their own way, trying not to laugh at those same men spitting apple peels on the

  carpet. Another of Charles’s favorite spots was in the House lobby, just outside the main chamber, where a weather map showed the entire country, marked in colored chalk. Remembered Lindbergh

  years later, “I always looked to see what the day was like at Little Falls and Detroit.”




  Through it all, Charles developed an appreciation of his country’s heritage and an appetite for culture. He considered himself a witness to history in the making, and he took photographs

  at every opportunity. He watched a “Suffragette parade” on Pennsylvania Avenue, and he met Senate legends Champ Clark, Knute Nelson, and “Fighting Bob” La Follette. He asked

  “Uncle Joe” Cannon for his autograph—the first such request Lindbergh ever made—and was rebuffed, which so embarrassed him that he vowed to “confine my attention to

  collections which did not inconvenience other people in obtaining them.” He saw Teddy Roosevelt in the backseat of an open car pulling up to Union Station and William Howard Taft exercising

  by walking behind his horse-drawn carriage. He rolled Easter eggs on the White House lawn; and once, his father got Charles excused from school so that he might accompany him inside the White

  House, where he was presenting President Wilson some Indian gifts. The President shook hands with the boy and asked how he was. Charles said, “Very well, thank you,” and later reported

  that the audience had not scared him any as “the President was just a man even if he is President.”




  In June 1912, C.A. arranged for Charles to attend the Aeronautical Trials at Fort Myer. Evangeline and Charles traveled by streetcar to Virginia, where they found a grandstand set up. A

  half-dozen airplanes, tuning up their engines, stood before them. “Then,” Lindbergh recalled of the moment, “one of the planes took off and raced a motor car around the oval track

  in front of us. You could see its pilot clearly, out in front—pants’ legs flapping, and cap visor pointed backward to streamline in the wind.” The experience was so “intense

  and fascinating,” Lindbergh would recall toward the end of his life, “that I wanted to fly myself.”




  Almost every Christmas and Easter, Charles and his mother made other trips to broaden his horizons, visiting Philadelphia, Atlantic City, and New York City twice. Once they went from Detroit to

  Washington by way of the Erie Canal and the Hudson River. In January 1913, weeks before his eleventh birthday, Charles was excused from school so that he could make a most

  extraordinary voyage.




  C.A. sat on a House Committee visiting Panama while the canal was under construction; and his reports home were so enthusiastic, he and Evangeline decided it would be an invaluable opportunity

  for their son to see this modern wonder being constructed. On January 3, 1913, she and Charles boarded the Colón, a second-class boat, in New York City. They shared a stateroom on

  the port side, saloon deck, and dined with the captain, who explained at dinner that night that the worsening weather was delaying their departure.




  The next morning Charles arose a little after five and went on deck, which he found covered in snow with a hard wind blowing, as they weighed anchor. Leaving the Lusitania in the berth

  beside them, they sailed the better part of a week. At daybreak on January 10, the Colón pulled into its eponymous homeport, Charles standing at the bow of the hurricane deck,

  looking through his binoculars at the lights of the approaching city.




  The next week was filled with the stuff of boys’ dreams, all of which Charles detailed in a diary. He saw the forests and jungles just outside the city, heard the tales of outlaws still

  terrorizing the towns, gazed on Morgan the Pirate’s castle, underground “torcher chambers,” alligators, monkeys, green lizards, tarantulas, coral snakes, deer, wild hogs,

  armadillos, wild turkeys, sloths, sharks, and butterflies galore. He watched great steam shovels gnawing away at mountains, creating the awesome canal. Sailing on the Ancon, Evangeline and

  Charles returned to a pier near Asbury Park, New Jersey, on January twenty-seventh.




  YOU ARE LIVING in an extraordinary time,” C.A., then approaching sixty, told Charles back in Washington. “Great changes are coming. Great

  things are going to happen. I may not live to see them, but you will.” Between 1914 and 1916, when the Panama Canal opened for traffic, the world caught glimpses of this new age, evidence of

  a shrinking world. R. F. Scott had reached the South Pole, and Vilhjalmur Stefansson explored Arctic Canada; Alexander Graham Bell made the first transcontinental telephone call; and Henry Ford

  produced his millionth car, paving the way for America’s becoming an automobile society.




  With advancements in technology bringing people everywhere closer, a royal assassination in remote Serbia in August 1914 impacted not only Europe but even farms in the American Midwest.

  “It is true that Europe is ablaze and the destruction of life and property is tremendous; but nothing should be destroyed here as a result of the war,” said Rep. Lindbergh in response

  to a war revenue tax proposed by the Wilson administration, “so why should we allow the European war to destroy our reason?”




  Over the first two years of the Great War, Lindbergh increasingly spoke out, but his suggestions that the Money Trust and industrialists were fueling the war fell on deaf ears. In search of a

  bigger power base, he sacrificed a sixth Congressional term in order to run for the United States Senate. In the spring of 1916, when Charles was fourteen, C.A. pulled him from school in Washington

  to help him in his campaign back home. C.A. was not merely providing Charles with another educational experience; he needed his expertise.




  Four years earlier, C.A. had sprung “Maria” (pronounced ma-RYE-a) on his family—a Ford Model T tourabout with Ford’s standard foot-pedal gearshift, carbide headlights,

  hand crank, squeeze rubber-bulb horn, folding waterproof cloth top, and quick fasten-on curtains for rainy days. C.A. had bought Maria for campaigning; but Charles was the only family member who

  had mastered the machine, having learned to drive at eleven. By the 1916 spring primary in Minnesota, the boy had hundreds of miles of driving experience; and he had shot up to almost six feet in

  height, so that his feet, at last, could comfortably reach the pedals.




  In hopes of better serving the campaign, the two Charles Lindberghs picked up a new Saxon Light Six automobile in Minneapolis for $935. The fourteen-year-old drove the crude back roads of

  Minnesota, which offered only blaze marks painted onto fenceposts and telegraph poles instead of signposts to mark the way. They stayed in small-town hotels for a dollar a night. In and out of

  Minneapolis and St. Paul, as far downriver as Winona, as far north as Duluth, Charles logged three thousand miles, averaging seventy-five miles a day. When he was not driving, he distributed

  pamphlets in the meeting halls and on the farms where C.A. spoke. Charles professed little interest in the content of the speeches himself—“While I wanted very much to have my father

  win,” he later wrote, “my primary interest in his campaign trips lay in the opportunity they gave me to be with him and to drive.” Hearing him harp upon the themes of trusts and

  non-intervention, how wartime waste of resources benefited the few at the expense of the many, could not help leaving an impression.




  Besides Lindbergh and the reform-minded incumbent Moses Clapp, running for the Senatorial nomination were former Governor A. O. Eberhart and a trust-busting St. Paul lawyer named Frank B.

  Kellogg. Senator La Follette considered Lindbergh the most “radical” of the contenders, and he felt the less controversial Clapp could “accomplish more for the general movement

  than any of the announced candidates.” Kellogg, with his theme of preparedness for war, won; and Lindbergh finished a humiliating fourth.




  Because C.A. would be retreating to Washington for only a few months in the fall, Evangeline felt no obligation to return with Charles. After ten years, they were still

  little more than gypsies among the establishment there, having made no friends. No sooner had Charles entered Little Falls High School than his mother developed an urge to visit the opposite coast,

  for reasons never explained to Charles.




  The unspoken truth was that Evangeline had family business. Her stepdaughter Lillian, who had never been a robust child, had recently gone with her husband and daughter to California, hoping its

  climate might help her fight a case of tuberculosis. The climate provided no cure, and the doctors feared for her life. Evangeline wanted to see her one last time, so that their relationship might

  not end on a lingering dissonant note. Charles pleaded to make the trip—because it meant he would be able to drive. It was agreed that he could attend school in California for the rest of the

  year and that it would be yet another “great adventure and experience” for him.




  Accompanied by Evangeline’s brother and a new fox terrier named Wahgoosh (Chippewa for “fox”), they set off that October, expecting to arrive within two weeks. Despite his

  experience driving the campaign trails of Minnesota, nothing prepared him for the journey to California. They went West by going south and immediately hit bad weather and poor roads. After one

  particularly heavy rain in Missouri, they had to remain at a small-town hotel until the clay road had dried. They were slowed farther along by the inadequacy of the Saxon for such a trip. Its

  springs proved too weak to stand the strain, so that every time Charles approached a bump in the road, he had either to slow to a crawl or strain the springs further. After forty days on the

  road—highways sometimes narrowing to sandy trails—they arrived in Los Angeles. They checked into the Hotel Armondale, downtown on South Flower Street.




  Charles’s sketchy accounts of his time in California—little more than a few published sentences—reflect his ignorance of its purpose. He did not know that his mother had

  written Eva to ask if she could visit her ailing sister. “My feelings were running very high,” Eva later recalled, “knowing as I did how shamefully she had treated my sister and

  how strongly we all felt that that had contributed to undermining the health of a sensitive fragile girl.” With Lillian failing fast, Eva wrote to her father for advice. When he instructed

  her to decide for herself, she denied the visit.




  Meantime, C.A. rushed across the country to be at his daughter’s bedside. Around eleven o’clock on the night of November third, he leaned over to put his lips to her forehead, and

  she whispered, “Father, I am dying.” And in the next moment, she proved to be right.




  Evangeline did all she was allowed, which was to send Eva a letter of condolence. In it she said she was “no longer bitter.” The letter incensed Eva even more,

  for she did not know what Evangeline had to be bitter about. Eva asked her father if she even had to reply. As before, C.A. left the decision to Eva, though he did ask her to consider the feelings

  of young Charles, to give him “as little trub and as much chance as possible.




  

    

      

        

          He has reached the age of sensitivity and is developing along lines that give promise. I wish to make it as easy for him as possible, but I could not live with her. I

          would rather be dead a hundred times. She can’t help herself. No grudges toward such a person should be entertained, for she wishes when in the right mood to do right. And she has

          been punished for her eccentricities and always will be. I am sorry for her but can’t allow that to destroy my existence as it would if I tried to live with her. . . .


        


      


    


  




  “I am awfully sorry for the boy,” C.A. said in closing the subject. “He feels so hurt. To my judgement you should answer for his sake . . . but you need not do

  it if it [is] too hard against your wish. Yield a little for the sake of the innocent boy . . .”




  She did not. She had caught sight of Charles a few times in the past few years; and, frankly, she could not keep her eyes off him. “He was so good-looking,” she recalled of the

  teenager. “I saw him grow tall and he was always handsome. And very shy.” But Eva could never get past her feelings for his mother. “I could and do forgive all she did to

  me,” Eva confessed more than sixty years later, “but not what she did to my father and sister. Only insanity explains it. She made life miserable for all of us.” And while she

  said she did always try to “protect” her half-brother, she noted, “I have always felt that Charles was hurt terribly.” Eva destroyed Evangeline’s condolence letter,

  never to respond.




  Evangeline remained on the West Coast, where Charles entered the eleventh grade at Redondo Union High School in Redondo Beach. He made no friends there, sticking to himself, his family, and his

  dog, in the small cottage they rented on the beach. As in Washington, his mother prized any education for Charles found outside the classroom over that within. Taking the wheel, the boy drove her

  in the Saxon on trips from San Diego to San Francisco, visiting the missions along the way. They made another long visit to Catalina Island, where he gathered moonstones. He and his mother found

  another beach near Redondo with serpentines, which they set about collecting, and one afternoon they gathered too many of the green rocks to carry home. Charles suggested his picking up their Saxon

  at the local garage and coming back for his mother and their treasures. By the time he returned, night had fallen, and the Saxon’s headlamps would not light; so he had to make his way to the

  beach by the small light on the windshield. A policeman happened to see him and cited him for driving without a license. The next day in court it was further revealed that

  Charles was also underage. The Lindberghs thought it outrageous that he was prohibited from driving, especially as he had safely delivered his family halfway across the country.




  They might have stayed in California indefinitely were it not for a letter from Detroit late in the winter of 1917. Grandmother Land had developed breast cancer; and by April, Evangeline and her

  brother decided their California sojourn must end. Brother went ahead by train; and, disobeying the court order, Charles drove his mother and dog the forty days home to Little Falls.




  There, Grandmother Land would spend as many of her final hours as possible in a room Evangeline and Charles kept constantly fresh for her with newly cut pine boughs. During the last eighteen

  months of her life, her only grandchild was forced into early manhood—heading the household, finishing high school, running the farm, keeping the books, caring for his mother and

  grandmother.




  By the time Charles and Evangeline had returned to Little Falls, Woodrow Wilson had been re-inaugurated President largely because he had “kept us out of war.” But during the winter

  of 1916 to 1917, American intervention became inevitable. While his family had been in California, Congressman Lindbergh did not slink away from Capitol Hill. He spent his last months in office

  taking some of the most dramatic stands of his career.




  On February 12, 1917, he delivered a tirade on the floor of the House against the Federal Reserve Board, which he believed was in cahoots with the Money Trust. On the House floor, without

  warning, he impeached the five members of the Federal Reserve Board of high crimes and misdemeanors—starting with its governor, Warren Harding. He listed fifteen counts, specifically citing

  such co-conspirators as National City Bank of New York, Kuhn, Loeb, and Company, and J. P. Morgan. “Don’t worry if the press slams me,” C.A. wrote his daughter Eva. “I hit

  the board a hard blow, and they are sore.”




  On March 1, 1917, the United States edged closer to war when the House voted on a bill authorizing the arming of American merchant ships. The tally was 403 to 14, with Lindbergh among that most

  radical minority, almost all Midwesterners. One month later—a new Congress in place—America entered the war.




  C.A. began sniffing out new opportunities. After a hernia operation (which he endured without anesthesia, taking his mind off the pain by discussing international economics for the hour with a

  friend), he returned to Minnesota. He spent most of his time in the Twin Cities, where he entered third-party politics. Worse than oblivion, he began sliding into political ignominy, becoming a

  crank. More than ever, Lindbergh took to writing articles and books about his constant bugaboo, the Money Trust. While he was neither a pacifist nor a socialist, he argued

  that it was not right to send poor farmboys off to war in Europe so that others might profit. “The trouble with war is that it kills off the best men a country has,” C.A. used to

  say.




  “It is impossible according to the big press to be a true American unless you are pro-British. If you are really for America first, last, and all the time, and solely for America and for

  the masses primarily, then you are classed as pro-German by the big press which are supported by the speculators,” Lindbergh would write in 1917—words that would resonate in the life of

  his son twenty years later.




  In 1918, C.A. Lindbergh ran in the Republican gubernatorial primary, receiving support from the Nonpartisan League—an agrarian protest party that sought to combat agricultural trusts

  through state ownership. Socialistic sentiments crept into his speeches. The election will forever stand as one of the most opprobrious in Minnesota’s history if not, as it was then

  considered, “the hottest ever in the U. S.” Charles chose never to recall the humiliations of this political fracas in any of his autobiographical writings. But journalist Harrison

  Salisbury, who was a child in Minneapolis at the time, later searched out the records of the campaign to confirm what he had heard, discovering—




  

    

      

        

          . . . that mobs trailed Charles Lindbergh, Sr. . . . He was arrested on charges of conspiracy along with the Nonpartisan Leaguers; a rally at Madison, Minnesota, was

          broken up with fire hoses; he was hanged in effigy in Red Wing, dragged from the speaking platform, threatened with lynching, and he escaped from one town amid a volley of shots.


        


      


    


  




  While there was only talk of tar and feathers, there was an actual record of “the vicious, vituperative, life-threatening mob action against a man who had fought against the war but once

  we got into it had said: ‘A few would destroy democracy to win the war and the rest of us would win the war to establish democracy.’ ” One day that spring several men presented

  themselves as government agents at the National Capital Press in Washington, D.C., and announced that the printing plates of Lindbergh’s Why Is Your Country at War and Banking

  and Currency were to be destroyed because of their “seditious” nature. There was never any official record of the incident or its perpetrators, but the goons did their job. The

  former title was reprinted a few years later, reset from one of the few hundred copies which had already been published and distributed in Minnesota.




  Lindbergh lost the governor’s primary by almost fifteen percentage points, but he did not end his political career there. In the summer of 1918 Bernard Baruch invited him to serve on the

  War Industries Board. Lindbergh was sworn in, but “a storm of protests” from Reserve Banks forced him to resign. He embarked on another venture, in Minneapolis,

  publishing Lindbergh’s National Farmer, a large-format magazine that would serve as his mouthpiece while he kept a hand in Minnesota’s newest political movement, the coalition

  between farmers and labor. With Farmer-Labor support, he ran for his old House seat in 1920, only to be trounced by his Republican successor, losing by more than a two-to-one margin.




  Swearing off politics, Lindbergh went fishing for new business involvements—a bank, a book, and real estate. His missives to his son were mostly advisory, about finances or farming,

  occasionally about his professional life. He sent money home in dribs and drabs, only when it was absolutely necessary, and he deeded the Little Falls property over to Charles a few parcels at a

  time.




  With America at war, C.A. felt the farm should step up food production. He stocked it with cattle and sheep, which doubled Charles’s duties. “Ours is a grand country and our flag is

  the Flag,” C.A. wrote Charles, inspiriting him for the hard work ahead; “—keep it flying, not as an approval that we like the political machine, but that it represents our country

  . . .”




  On top of basic farm chores, Charles still had his final year of high school to complete. If the road into town was not too snowy, he would bicycle to Little Falls High, often coming home for

  lunch; if the path was too thick, he would walk—even when temperatures dropped to forty degrees below zero. For the first time, Charles found himself excelling in a few subjects, Physics and

  Mechanical Drawing; but he found it almost impossible to stay interested in school with all the challenges of the farm. By the second term it seemed unlikely that he would pass the final

  examinations required for a diploma.




  Then one day at a school assembly, the principal announced that “food was so badly needed in connection with the war that any student who wanted to work on a farm could leave school and

  still receive full academic credit just as though he had attended his classes and taken examinations.” Charles would return to Little Falls High only once more, on June 5, 1918, to collect

  his diploma.




  Few of his seventy-five classmates had ever even spoken to him; and years later, when a magazine tried to capture Charles’s life in Little Falls, his former classmates could barely sketch

  a picture of an outsider. “Nobody recalls young Lindbergh’s ever having attended a social function or having looked at a girl,” read the article. “His favorite pastime was

  to hang around Martin Engstrom’s hardware store, where he could gaze at the latest mechanical gadgets . . .”




  Making plans for farm expansion, Charles read up on animal husbandry, and he decided to breed Guernsey cattle, Duroc-Jersey hogs, Shropshire sheep, leghorn chickens, and

  Toulouse geese. “I concluded that the farm should be mechanized and ordered a La Cross three-wheeled tractor with a two-gang plow,” Lindbergh recalled. “Later I ordered and

  installed an Empire milking machine and took on the Empire agency for the general Little Falls area.”




  Even with the assistance of a seventy-year-old Norwegian tenant farmer named Daniel Thompson, Charles spent most of his days alone among the heifers and ewes his father had bought. C.A. had got

  a very good price on the latter because, in fact, they were half-starved. Unfortunately, when lambing time came, most of the mothers died, leaving Charles and Evangeline to nurse the offspring.

  Every morning he would bring little wet lambs to the kitchen where they warmed them in baskets or tubs and fed them milk from bottles. Some literally died in their laps; but Charles and Evangeline

  saved sixty of them. The cows were a lot easier to raise but required great amounts of time, as some of them refused to be milked by anyone but Charles.




  By the spring of 1918, Charles also had six thousand chicks along with their many other birds. The incubators had to be kept at an even temperature, which meant that during cold nights Charles

  repeatedly had to awaken himself to regulate them. One morning, however, he found the room black with smoke. The incubator lamp had malfunctioned, roasting all the chicks and burning thousands of

  eggs.




  When he was not tending the animals, trees had to be cut, barked, notched, and fitted to make log houses for the hogs. A suspension bridge needed to be built over Pike Creek, fences had to be

  built or mended, ice had to be hauled. After experimenting with concrete, he poured a small pond for his ducks, about one yard in diameter and a few inches deep. “I tried to make the sides

  slope in such a way that the freezing of water in winter would not crack them and so that small ducklings could climb out in summer regardless of the water level.” He called his circular

  creation the “Moo Pond,” having been told that “moo” was the Chippewa word for dirty. He signed his name to his handiwork, and added that of his companion Wahgoosh as well.

  After eighty years of extreme Minnesota weather, the pond remains without a single crack in it.




  At a farm auction on November 11, 1918, activity was suspended when the auctioneer stopped gabbling to announce that the armistice in Europe had been signed. “Time was allowed for

  celebration before the sale continued,” Lindbergh later wrote about that moment. Most of the older men who farmed Morrison County knew what they had to return to, but Lindbergh was at a

  crossroads. He had assumed the war would continue at least until his eighteenth birthday, at which time he would enlist in the armed services. Beyond that he thought he might take a university

  course in engineering.




  Just days before Charles’s seventeenth birthday—February 1, 1919—C.A. wrote a letter appraising his son and praising him as well. It was a rare document

  not only because it marked one of the few times he remembered his son’s birthday but also because its sentiments were as unmasked as any he ever revealed to Charles. He suggested that Charles

  make a few changes in his life, that he ease up and enjoy himself more. “I am not disappointed with you in any way,” C.A. wrote. “I like to see you want to work, but don’t

  want you to overdo the work. I have one thing that I take pride in above all others, and that is that you are able to buck the world alone and independent if it was necessary. I love that quality

  in a person, and especially in you, because it was hardly forced on you. You gripped it yourself.”




  Keeping busy kept Charles from feeling lonely. The only times he indulged himself were at night, when he would escape by the golden light of his kerosene lantern. He had discovered the writings

  of Arctic explorer Vilhjalmur Stefansson, who wrote spellbinding accounts of his life among the Eskimos; and he took a shine to poet Robert W. Service, some of whose ballads he had even committed

  to memory, such as this stanza from “The Law of the Yukon”:




   




  This is the Law of the Yukon; that only the Strong shall thrive;




  That surely the Weak shall perish, and only the Fit survive.




  And beginning with the November 1917 issue of Everybody’s Magazine, he thrilled at “Tam o’ the Scoots,” a cliff-hanging serial of a bold,

  blue-eyed Scottish pilot during the Great War, in nineteen parts.




  There was, of course, a bonnie lass at the end of the stories, but the pretty girl was not what intrigued Lindbergh. For this solitary boy up in Minnesota, Tam “represented chivalry and

  daring in my own day as did King Arthur’s knights in childhood stories. If I joined the Army,” Lindbergh had decided, “I would apply for the branch of aviation and, if possible,

  learn to be the pilot of a scout.”




  For months Charles had even begun to dream of having a plane of his own. During the war he had become addicted to newspaper accounts of aerial combat, anything he could read about Fonck and

  Richtofen and Rickenbacker and the gallants of the Lafayette Escadrille. And when the war ended, there were still a few more installments of “Tam o’ the Scoots” to run in

  Everybody’s that he would read—before undressing in the warmth of the sewing room of the Little Falls house, putting on an old fur-lined coat of his father’s, and

  crawling through a window into his bed outside on the sleeping porch. On cold winter nights, Wahgoosh would crawl in beside him. Evangeline would step outside briefly to shake her son’s hand

  goodnight.




  In the morning, Wahgoosh would join Charles in a bowl of coffee. Wahgoosh took his with cream and sugar. One morning Evangeline called repeatedly for the dog, but he would

  not come. Later, Charles found him dead in the well. A deranged neighbor, apparently so enraged at the sheer happiness of Charles’s only friend, had beaten the playful fox terrier to death

  with a crowbar.




  Charles kept putting off his decision about the future, opting to keep working the farm. For the first time since infancy, he stayed in one place for more than a year. But after eighteen years

  of transience, he was ambivalent about staying in Little Falls indefinitely. On one hand, he enjoyed working the Minnesota soil of his forefathers; on the other, he was intrigued with modern

  machinery and wanted to see more of the world. He bought himself a twin-cylinder Excelsior motorcycle and was exhilarated by “its power and speed”; but he did not know where he wanted

  to go. His parents told him repeatedly that a college degree “helps you get along in later life.”




  Thinking he might become a mechanical engineer, he scouted Midwestern colleges and selected the University of Wisconsin in Madison—“probably more because of its nearby lakes than

  because of its high engineering standards.” He began the “difficult and rather heartbreaking procedure” of liquidating the farm’s assets, its equipment and animals. And by

  the end of the summer of 1920, new tenants were working the land.




  Then the eighteen-year-old rode his Excelsior 350 miles from Little Falls to Madison. Except for a handful of days here and there over the next few years, Charles would never live on the farm

  again.




  Late that summer, Evangeline Lodge Land Lindbergh also made a big decision about her future. She packed a bag for Madison.












  4




  UNDER A WING




  “Science, freedom, beauty, adventure; what more could you ask of life?”




  —C.A.L.




  TRAVELING ALONE BY TRAIN, EVANGELINE ARRIVED BEFORE Charles; and she wasted no time hunting for an apartment for the two of

  them.




  At first blush she did not take to Madison, finding it “a queer place.” Situated on an isthmus among a group of lakes, Wisconsin’s capital seemed incongruous—with its

  brand-new, two-million-dollar Capitol dome lording over what might otherwise pass for a small farming village. But she quickly discovered the many charms of this exceptional college

  community—an intellectual hub of the Midwest.




  Just blocks from the campus, at 35 North Mills Street, Evangeline found a third-floor apartment that rented for seventy dollars per month. While the building was closer to the railroad tracks

  than she would have liked, their flat was more spacious than any of the others she had shared with Charles. It had a living room and front porch, kitchen and dining alcove, a bedroom for each of

  them, even an extra room in which to study. She had shipped books and furniture from Little Falls to make it feel more like home.




  Charles had come to take pride in the fact that he had never been present for the first day of school, and freshman year at the University of Wisconsin proved no exception. His classes in

  Chemistry, Drawing, English, and a “sub-freshman” course in Mathematics had already begun when he buzzed into town on his Excelsior.




  He instantly delighted in the outdoorsy nature of the campus, with its wooded lakeshore trails and the steep walk up to the main building, Bascom Hall, which stood vigil

  over the campus and town. Once inside the classrooms, however, his mind shut down. After Charles’s first mid-semester report in December, his class adviser placed him on probation for poor

  marks in Chemistry and Math and for failing English. His only creditable work was in Shop and Drawing.




  As had been true when he had been a child—a farmboy in Washington, a Congressman’s son in Little Falls—Charles felt like a fish out of water. Socializing never came easily to

  him, and being at a large university only made it more difficult. Since his mid-teens, he had headed a household and run a farm; demoted to freshman, he was suddenly subjected to academic rules,

  surrounded by academic superiors, and expected to wear a Wisconsin-green beanie.




  Lindbergh steered clear of most people, armoring his insecurity in an attitude of aloofness. He become a smart-aleck, less concerned with learning than in outsmarting his teachers. When his

  English professor told him to write a theme on a close relative, but not a parent or sibling, he said he could not because “it is so many years since I have seen any of them that I am afraid

  I have forgotten what they look like.”




  Future English compositions reveal some playfulness about the rigors of academia but an equal lack of respect for them as well. One was a story about a clergyman presenting his passport to St.

  Peter, only to be turned away because of his failure on earth to use the serial comma; “[a] pity,” Peter states, “to permit so many minor mechanical errors to bar good material

  from eternal commendation.” Another essay, “A Day in the University Life of an Engineer,” followed a freshman hour by hour, preparing for a Chemistry quiz by attempting “to

  make up for six weeks’ neglected study.” More than one paper whose content merited an “A” got downgraded to a “D” because of bad grammar.




  Lindbergh abided his time in the classroom only by daydreaming. “Why should one spend the hours of life on formulae, semi-colons, and our crazy English spelling?” he wondered. He did

  not “believe God made man to fiddle with pencil marks on paper. He gave him earth and air to feel. And now even wings with which to fly. I’d like to stop taking English, and concentrate

  on engineering. Then, maybe I could take an aeronautical engineering course. I believe I’d be more successful in that. I could work hard to understand the magic in the contours of a wing. But

  the University of Wisconsin doesn’t teach much aeronautics. The Massachusetts Institute of Technology is the best place one could go—but I couldn’t pass the entrance requirements

  there.”




  The only aspect of university life that held any interest for Lindbergh was in the Reserve Officer Training Corps program. Taking his physical examination—standing six feet and two inches

  in his bare feet, with long, lanky arms, and weighing in at a lean 148 and a half pounds—he was asked if he bathed regularly. “Sometimes,” he kidded, if he

  “got the chance.” When the old local German tailor measured his sleeve-length for his uniform, Charles heard him say “Gott” under his breath.




  Field Artillery Cadet Lindbergh immediately took to the values of military life and found his happiest hours in the school armory—the Red Gym, as it was known, a vast Norman-style castle

  with Romanesque arches and heavy turrets. He looked forward to the discipline of the hour-long drills. He was assigned a Springfield rifle and was taught the manual of arms. He studied the

  construction and operation of three-inch field guns and the mathematics of fire control. There were also elementary courses in leadership. “On days of ROTC training,” Lindbergh

  recalled, “we wore our uniforms at all classes—proudly.” For the first time in his life, the shy loner belonged to a group. Ironically, it was in the military—with its

  drumming out of any individuation—that Lindbergh discovered his first adult identity.




  Lindbergh made a small name for himself as a member of both the University of Wisconsin’s rifle and pistol squads. The five men on the rifle team used .22-caliber rifles indoors and

  .30-caliber Springfields outdoors; the slightly larger pistol team fired Colt .45-caliber automatics. Standing or prone, Lindbergh regularly shot perfect scores, ten consecutive bull’s-eyes.

  For fun, he and a teammate used to shoot twenty-five-cent pieces out of each other’s fingers from fifty feet away. The Wisconsin rifle team ended the year number one in the nation; and when

  it held an outdoor competition to determine its best marksman, Lindbergh took home the prize, a Colt .45.




  Whatever time was not accounted for, Charles now spent in the university rifle gallery or at the YMCA, which he joined so that he could “get shower baths and swimming pools at any

  time.” Well into his freshman year, Evangeline noted that he still had not sported his green freshman’s cap.




  “Scarcely had the staider citizens of the republic caught their breaths,” wrote Minnesotan F. Scott Fitzgerald—only six years Lindbergh’s senior—“when the

  wildest of all generations, the generation which had been adolescent during the confusion of the War, brusquely shouldered my contemporaries out of the way and danced into the limelight. This was

  the generation whose girls dramatized themselves as flappers, the generation that corrupted its elders and eventually overreached itself less through lack of morals than through lack of

  taste.” Charles Lindbergh was not among them. Even at college, he kissed no flappers and went on no dates. Although he had become strikingly handsome—with his smooth chiseled face,

  dimpled chin, blonde hair, and blue eyes—he went home every night to have dinner with his mother.




  Years later there were stories on campus of Lindbergh’s taking part in some intramural hijinks, particularly Wisconsin’s “bag rush,” in which the freshmen and sophomores vied to throw each other into Lake Mendota. But, truer to character, Lindbergh flatly denied any such activity beyond observing. Unlike many a collegian,

  Lindbergh avoided tobacco and alcohol altogether. His grandfather Land had told him that “cigarettes contained a poison”; and, as he later noted, “I was so revolted by the men I

  saw in and outside of the saloons I passed in Little Falls that I would have turned away from hard liquor.”




  He did, however, make two friends freshman year—Richard Plummer and Delos Dudley, son of the university’s assistant librarian. Both were engineering students, who also rode

  motorcycles. Plummer and Dudley would later recall many hours together on motorcycle trips and watching Lindbergh perform dangerous stunts on his Excelsior down the campus hill into town. Lindbergh

  later denied these stories as well, remembering his rides on Wisconsin’s country roads as solitary. In time Lindbergh spent less, not more, time with Plummer and Dudley, as they joined

  fraternities and began dating girls.




  Meantime, Evangeline Lindbergh made the most of her days in Madison. Freed from farm chores, she reveled in the time she found on her hands. She read and substitute-taught Physical Science in

  one of the local junior high schools. Other residents in their apartment house grew “very curious about our affairs,” Evangeline recalled, and pried at every opportunity, trying to

  figure out the actual relationship between this very good-looking young man living with this somewhat matronly woman in her forties who claimed to be married but had no husband.




  In fact, C.A. was living most of the year in southern Florida, where he thought he could “make a few thousand by hustling,” as he wrote his daughter Eva. He invested what resources

  he had into real estate in the remote Miami region. He built himself a crude cottage in the wilds and rented lots to campers. He spent most of his nights sleeping in a tent pitched to the trunk of

  his Buick, eating meals out of tins. The “overhanging dread” of his letters—constantly crying poverty—were the only jarring notes Evangeline recalled of her days in Madison.

  Convinced of the future in south Florida real estate, C.A. sank deeper into debt. When his mother—the Minnesota pioneer who had once waited tables in Stockholm—died in April 1921, he

  also sank into melancholia.




  Charles made plans to visit his father, whom he had not seen in a year—right after fulfilling his summer ROTC obligation. Upon completing freshman year, he rode his Excelsior to Camp Knox,

  Kentucky, where he commenced six weeks of field artillery training. He bunked with twenty other cadets, and each regulation and command made him feel he had at last found his niche. He delighted in

  the detailed ritual, enjoying this perpetual quest for precision.




  More than that, after twenty years of living mostly by his own rules under maternal supervision, Charles reveled in martial training—in the comradeship of young men,

  in the physical challenges, in complying to rules founded on order. At Camp Knox, Lindbergh later recalled with fondness, “I learned to know the imperative note and thrill of the bugle. We

  rose early, worked hard, slept soundly. The strictness of discipline amazed me, but I enjoyed it, and realized its value in military life.”




  One weekend Lindbergh joined his fellow cadets on a riverboat trip up the Ohio, where the men fell in with some girls. All Lindbergh recalled of the two-day leave was how tired he was, how he

  dozed off standing up, his head bobbing against the wall of the boat.




  Once Artillery School was completed, Charles left to join his father in Florida. They agreed to meet in Jacksonville. With forty-eight dollars in his pocket, Charles started on this arduous

  journey—through rural Kentucky, Tennessee, and Georgia—on July 20, 1921. His motorcycle proved barely a match for the primitive roads. There were frequent stops for repairs or buying

  new parts, but he pressed on, taking almost no time off except to sleep. He picked up quarts of milk along the way for a dime; and it was not until the third day on the road that he stopped for his

  first real meal, an egg sandwich. Most nights he slept on the ground, between his Excelsior and a tree, using a towel for a pillow and his coat for cover. If the weather was especially bad or if

  snakes or mosquitoes seemed too prevalent, he pushed on to the nearest farm and asked to use a corncrib, haystack, or sack of peanuts. He awoke more often than not full of bug bites.




  A little after noon on the eighth day, he arrived in Jacksonville and stopped at the post office to receive word from his father. Their signals had gotten crossed. C.A. had expected his son to

  arrive by train; and knowing from Evangeline on which date Charles had started for Florida, C.A. waited around in Jacksonville for most of a week. He left to tend to business up north the day

  before Charles’s arrival.




  Charles tooled around Jacksonville for a few hours before deciding to return home. On August sixth he pulled into Madison—with eight dollars. He took a bath and began to overhaul his

  Excelsior.




  Awaiting Charles’s return were his second-term grades and a letter from his father. Neither boded well for the young man’s future. Failing Mathematics and Chemistry outweighed his

  good marks in Shop, Military Drill, and English, thus keeping him on probation. C.A.’s letter was even more distressing: “I am at my rope’s end,” he wrote his son,

  “for I can sell nothing, am out of funds and the banks are not giving any credit.” He was so deep in debt that he said Charles’s returning to the University seemed problematic.

  Fifty dollars a month was all the support he could scare up for his son and his wife, and he suggested that they borrow against the farm.




  While C.A. coped with his real estate addiction by heaping new responsibilities onto Charles’s shoulders—deeding over more Little Falls land to him and his

  mother, the taxes and upkeep with it—Evangeline realized she would have to spend the rest of her life supporting herself. She attended summer school to bone up on her Chemistry, then returned

  to Detroit to find a fulltime teaching job. She told C.A. his latest offer of support was outrageous, that she would not consent to borrowing money against the house. As for their son’s

  education, she wrote, “If Charles quits now, he will never try again. . . . It is entirely up to you whether Charles gives up college or continues.”




  Charles was already thinking about dropping out, contemplating a trip to Alaska before settling back down on the farm. On his way to Little Falls to see how he felt about “camp,” he

  stopped in Minneapolis, where he found his father. C.A. said he would back any decision, though he did warn him against running the farm unless he intended to devote himself to it completely.

  “That farm,” C.A. added, “nearly broke my financial back.”




  It looked better than he expected, the cattle and crops all healthy. Charles laid a cement floor in the cow barn and visited his Empire milk-machine customers. In his idle moments alone, he

  hunted crows with his Colt .45 and, inside the house, practiced quick draws with his revolver. “My imagination became a bit too realistic,” Lindbergh later admitted, “and I shot a

  hole through the kitchen-hallway door—well centered, but at too high a level to support my pride of marksmanship.” Just the prospect of spending the rest of his life stuck there made

  him restless.




  He returned to Madison—missing the first day of class—with the “desire” to do well in Engineering. But he quickly fell into his old ways. “I have not been a good

  student,” he wrote years later in reconstructing that time. “My mind has been the partner of my body rather than its master. For so long, I can sit and concentrate on work, and then,

  willy-nilly, my body stands up and walks away—to the shores of Lake Mendota; to the gymnasium swimming pool; to my motorcycle and distant country roads.” His imagination took him even

  farther.




  By winter, he was writing to flying schools. Both Nebraska Aircraft Corporation in Lincoln and Ralph C. Diggins School of Aeronautics in Chicago had courses beginning the first week in April.

  For five hundred dollars the former offered four weeks’ work in the various departments of their factory, another week on the flying field, followed by several weeks’ training in the

  air. They urged applying early “in view of the fact that we can only enroll fifty students.”




  Lindbergh discussed his pie-in-the-sky plans with a few friends, who tried to persuade him not to abandon his studies by citing wartime figures of a pilot’s life being but a few hours in

  the air. Even if Lindbergh wanted to heed their advice about the need for a college education, Wisconsin no longer provided him that option.




  In his third semester Lindbergh maintained his high standing in Military Drill and Shop, but he had failed Machine Design, Mathematics, and Physics. On February 2, 1922, two days short of his

  twentieth birthday, Lindbergh was dropped from the university. His adviser wrote a letter to Mrs. Lindbergh with an unusually personal comment: “It seems to me that Carl [sic] is quite

  immature, and that a boy of his temperament might do better in some less technical course than engineering.” With farming and school behind him, and parental support practically dried up,

  Lindbergh could see but one course that might elevate his spirits, push him into a profitable career, and allow him to take charge of his future.




  Lift, thrust, control . . .




  THE CONCEPT OF HUMAN FLIGHT is virtually as old as humankind. Ever since man first walked the earth, he has dreamed of ascending above it. Throughout

  time and space, across cultures and continents, religions have been founded on man’s ascent to heaven above. But it would take millennia before heavenly aspiration and earthly inspiration

  conspired to create a conveyance for human flight that harnessed its three essential elements—lift, thrust, and control. Charles Lindbergh had been born at the very moment when the final

  experiments for that first flight were being performed.




  As each great world civilization came into its own, so too did its contribution to the metamorphosing sciences of aviation—often unwittingly. Centuries before the birth of Christ, the

  Chinese toyed with the kite. More than a thousand years later and half a world away, windmills sprouted in Europe, from Iberia to the Low Countries, providing energy from a propeller. Renaissance

  Italians studied birds, in an attempt to replicate their structure in machines with flapping wings—ornithopters.




  During the Age of Reason the French experimented with different gases, inflatable objects, and parachutes. On June 5, 1783, two brothers, Joseph Michel and Jacques Etienne Montgolfier, filled a

  balloon with hot air and set it soaring six thousand feet. England—birthplace of Newtonian physics and the steam engine—approached aviation during the Industrial Revolution

  analytically, formulating the science of aerodynamics. Henson and Stringfellow would experiment with flying ships powered by propellers and steam; Sir George Cayley cracked such aeronautical

  enigmas as camber (the curve in a surface and how it affected lift), empennage (the tail of the flying ship with its pivoting rudder), and dihedrals (the angles formed by two plane surfaces). The

  Germans, valuing mechanical efficiency, made great strides with their engines through the contributions of Benz and Daimler; they also took the lead in developing dirigibles,

  powered airships which were designed to be lighter than the air they displaced. In the 1890s another pair of brothers, Gustav and Otto Lilienthal, ushered in a new age in aviation when they

  abandoned their earlier notions of building an ornithopter for a more efficient display of aviation—fixed-wing gliders.




  Entering the twentieth century, American know-how applied all those elements that began with a pair of wax wings in Crete thousands of years earlier. An engineer named Octave Chanute designed

  ingeniously trussed biplane gliders. Samuel P. Langley, Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution, created a man-carrying “Aerodrome,” a gasoline-powered airplane (a term then just

  coming into use), with a set of wings in the front of the machine and another in the rear. On October 7 and again on December 8, 1903, he catapulted a pilot aloft in the contraption, only to watch

  it dive into the Potomac River on both occasions.




  That very week aviation’s third extraordinary set of brothers, two industrious boys with a job-printing office and a bicycle shop in Dayton, Ohio, were testing the winds on the outer banks

  of North Carolina, among the low hills and sandy dunes of Kill Devil Hill and Kitty Hawk. Orville and Wilbur Wright had been obsessed with flight for five years. And at 10:30 on the cold morning of

  Thursday, December 17, 1903—against a twenty-seven-mile wind—Orville lay prostrate on the bottom wing of their biplane. He warmed up the motor—a four-cylinder, twelve-horsepower

  engine of their own design—and pulled a wire, which released it from an iron-covered wooden monorail they had laid. Bicycle chains clanked, two propellers whirled, and the machine started to

  move. Wilbur ran alongside for about forty feet, but then the machine lifted, thrust forward 120 feet, and was under complete control of its pilot—for twelve seconds. By the end of that day

  the airplane had made several flights, the longest being Wilbur’s, 852 feet in 59 seconds. Within a year the Wright brothers built a new flying machine back in Dayton which flew almost three

  miles in five minutes. A year after that the Wright Flyer III, which was sophisticated enough to bank and turn and circle, flew more than half an hour, covering almost twenty-five miles.




  The world did not rush in to embrace the Wrights. Other airmen were testing other heavier-than-air machines; many still pursued lighter-than-air conveyances; and a few even fooled with jet

  propulsion and rocketry. In 1908, the Wrights brought their latest Flyer to France, just outside Le Mans; and on the eighth day of the eighth month of the eighth year of the century, Wilbur put

  their machine through its paces before a group of spectators, stunning them not just with its maneuverability—it could even perform a figure eight—but with the sheer ease of it all. He

  rang out the year with a seventy-eight-mile flight that lasted two hours and twenty minutes. The Wright brothers were at last hailed as the leaders in aviation.




  Louis Blériot of France was one of their first champions. An engineer, inventor, and pilot, on July 25, 1909, he flew a monoplane from Calais to Dover,

  England—across the Channel in thirty-seven minutes, capturing a thousand-pound prize. The economic, social, and political implications of that flight were boundless.




  The next year saw aviation meets from Los Angeles to Cairo; Zeppelin airships launched passenger service in Germany; planes became more enclosed, and many incorporated metal into their

  construction, though they were mostly made of wood, trussed with wire, and covered in linen. In 1911, C. P. Rodgers flew from Long Island, New York, to Long Beach, California—in seven weeks,

  making more than eighty stops along the way; in 1913 France’s Roland Garros flew nonstop across the Mediterranean . . .




  When the world went to war in 1914, a few hundred planes took to the air. Their initial function was reconnaissance, but scout aircraft quickly turned into fighters, which would go one-on-one

  against each other in scrappy “dogfights.” The war forced rapid development of the infant aircraft industry, cramming decades of progress into a few years—all aimed at enhancing

  speed, strength, and strategy. The most skilful of these knights of the air earned the unofficial rank of “ace”; and many of them became celebrated international heroes—Fonck,

  Nungesser, and Garros of France, “The Red Baron” von Richtofen of Germany, and the American “Ace of Aces,” Edward V. Rickenbacker. British aviation historian Charles H.

  Gibbs-Smith calculated that in Britain alone the number of people employed in the aircraft industry between 1914 and 1918 grew from a few hundred to 350,000, building more than 50,000 planes.




  With the world becoming air-minded, commerce took hold of this tried if not always true invention. Accidents, though not frequent, were usually fatal; but if planes could serve in war, surely

  there was a place for them in peace. As The Ralph C. Diggins School of Aeronautics blared in its sales brochure:




  

    

      

        

          Commercial Aviation is but THREE years old and it is growing with tremendous speed. Aviation will grow faster than the automobile industry. The experimental stage is

          past. . . . every day from stations in many parts of the world planes take off with cargoes of passengers, freight and mail.




           




          . . . THINK! DECIDE!! ACT!!!


        


      


    


  




  At last, Lindbergh did; but he opted against the Diggins School in Chicago in favor of the Nebraska Aircraft Corporation. In addition to training in every aspect of

  aircraft building, maintenance, and flying, they also offered every “assistance possible on our part” in job placement. “In the past week,” they wrote Lindbergh that winter,

  “we have furnished $500 per month jobs to three men under our recommendation.”




  Evangeline Lindbergh had followed her son’s interest in aviation as it developed, but C.A. knew nothing of it until Charles had flunked out of college. “My father was greatly

  concerned about my plans,” Lindbergh remembered years later. “He spoke of the danger of aviation, and told me there would always be a place for me in his business if I wanted it; but he

  did not argue against my decision.” To the contrary, he footed the bill—with the understanding that Charles would consider attending the University of Nebraska in Lincoln after

  completing the flying course. Lindbergh mailed in his $125 deposit.




  He and his mother parted company in Madison in March 1922. She would complete that schoolyear teaching, then take graduate courses in Education at Columbia University in New York. He arrived in

  Lincoln on April 1, 1922, a Saturday, and checked into the Hotel Savoy. “It looked like a fine and respectable place,” Lindbergh wrote his friend Plummer back in Madison, “1.25

  per, clean room and running water.” The bellboy showed him to his room and seemed reluctant to leave until Lindbergh tipped him, fifteen cents. “Five minutes later,” Lindbergh

  wrote, “I was duly rewarded by having him knock on my door and say, ‘Say boss! Jes let me know if you need a gal to-night.’ ” Lindbergh wrote his mother instead, observing,

  “The morals in Lincoln are Ab. 0.”




  Monday his new adventure began, but not exactly as he had envisioned. Between the time Lindbergh had signed up with Nebraska Aircraft and his arrival there, management of the company had changed

  hands. The new owner was the entrepreneurial Ray Page—known as the “Skipper”—who changed the name of the company to Lincoln Standard Aircraft, stepped up the conversion of

  “veteran” planes into more modern flying machines, and started Page’s Aerial Pageant on the side. During this period of corporate turnover, the idea of a flying school had fallen

  between the cracks, and only one student appeared that April. It was the first time Lindbergh had ever made the first day of class.




  He handed over the balance of his tuition and was put right to work dismantling 220 h.p. Hispano-Suiza motors. By the next day he was “doping” wings—applying a varnish to the

  fabric with which most airplane fuselages and wings were made, thereby waterproofing and strengthening them. He participated in every process of reconditioning the planes, converting the front

  cockpits to carry two passengers and replacing the engines. “So far I have had work that is not very exciting,” Charles wrote his mother after less than a week on the job, “but

  interesting to me.”




  By Friday he could barely contain himself, as they hauled out an actual plane, a Lincoln Standard Tourabout. He stood on the airfield all morning—




  

    

      

        

          watching riggers attach wings and “hook up” ailerons, flippers, and rudder; watching mechanics strain in fuel, drain the sediment bulb, tune up the engine;

          watching the engineer test cable tautness with his fingers and measure wing droop with his knowing eye.


        


      


    


  




  The next day, Otto Timm, the company’s chief engineer and stunt flyer, took Lindbergh for his first flight in that very plane. He shared the front cockpit with a

  sixteen-year-old Nebraskan named Harlan Gurney—Bud, to the gang at the factory, where he served as odd-jobber and mascot. It was Gurney’s first flight as well. When the plane took

  flight and banked for the first time, Lindbergh felt as though he had lost “all conscious connection with the past,” that he lived “only in the moment in this strange, unmortal

  space, crowded with beauty, pierced with danger.” Fifteen minutes in the air, and Lindbergh was forever changed.




  Back on the ground he realized he had misunderstood Lincoln. It was not the “jazz town” he had originally suspected but, rather, a sober community, which shuttered up on Sundays.

  Moving picture theaters closed, a man could not buy a cigar or even ice cream, and just a few miles away two men were arrested for playing quoits. Charles found a boardinghouse at 1429 R Street for

  twenty dollars a month, only two blocks from the aircraft factory and just as close to the university. He lost interest in his Excelsior, spending all his time at the factory or writing the details

  of his experience to his mother.




  Evangeline could not get over the change in her son, a euphoria she had never seen in him. And though she had not yet got “reconciled to [his] going up in the air,” she admitted to

  feeling more secure knowing “that you really are in Lincoln Nebraska & not in Alaska.” She could not help being impressed by the detailed accounts of his finances which he sent to

  her. His first month in Lincoln—which included such one-time costs as helmet, goggles, a new suit, and three nights at the Savoy—cost a meager $138.50, and that included $5.25 for

  “Misscelaneous” and $30 for food. Having reached his full height of six feet and two and one-half inches, and weighing little more than 150 pounds with a 30-inch waist, he justly

  deserved the nickname he picked up at the factory—Slim.




  “I know very well that you are careful,” Evangeline wrote. “But as far as I can see one dollar a day for eats will not get sufficient food for a person of your size &

  appetite especially when you are working out of doors.” While all the Lindberghs had learned over the years to pinch pennies—Evangeline steamed uncanceled stamps off envelopes for

  reuse—she made it clear to Charles that money would always be available to him should he need it.




  Lindbergh spent most of April learning about airplanes, inside and out. After observing every factoryman at his craft and getting hands-on construction experience, he was

  assigned to Ira O. Biffle, reputed to have been “the most hard boiled instructor the army had in the war.” Lindbergh found him more bark than bite, though embittered since the death of

  a friend in a plane. Lindbergh’s only complaint was that Biff seldom showed up at the field before noon.




  Sharp-sighted and coordinated, with quick reflexes, Lindbergh proved to be a natural pilot. “The actual flying of the ship is easy, also the take-off,” he wrote his friend Plummer

  back in Wisconsin. “But the landing is Hell.” It was hard at first for Lindbergh to grasp how delicate the controls were, how a half-inch movement of the top of the stick could throw

  the ship entirely off balance. His only close call came one day in late April when the plane was still on the ground and its old carburetor caught fire. Lindbergh instinctively stuffed his cap into

  the air intake and extinguished it. By the end of May, he had logged almost eight hours of instruction, and Biff pronounced him ready to solo.




  Unfortunately, Ray Page was at that moment in the process of selling the company’s training plane to Erold G. Bahl, reputedly the best flyer around Lincoln. While Page felt that Lindbergh

  was perfectly able to fly, he could not risk turning over the airplane without bond in the event of its sustaining any damage. Lindbergh had neither the money for the bond nor, he realized, enough

  hours in the air to warrant a pilot’s job even if he did solo. Wanting experience, he thought, “Maybe I could get Bahl to take me with him, barnstorming.”




  “Barnstorming” was a theatrical term—applied to touring actors who often literally performed in barns—which aviation, still its novelty stage, appropriated. It usually

  involved dropping into towns to give informal exhibitions and sightseeing flights, performing death-defying stunts upon arrival to lure the customers and again upon leaving so they felt they had

  received their money’s worth. Bahl was about to barnstorm through southeastern Nebraska. Lindbergh asked if he could join him as an unpaid assistant. The price was right.




  They left in May. Lindbergh’s job was to clean the plane and a few farmers’ pockets, drumming up business among the small crowds on the prairie. Five dollars bought as many minutes

  in the air. After a few days Bahl noticed that Lindbergh was luring more money than he expected, so he assumed the young man’s expenses. One day Lindbergh suggested that they might draw a

  bigger crowd if he stood on one of the wings when they flew into town.




  Bahl and his new wing-walker returned to Lincoln in June. Hard-up for cash and determined to buy his own plane, Lindbergh picked up fifteen dollars a week back at the

  factory doing odd jobs. He took a room for $2.25 a week.




  Just as he was looking for ways to expand his barnstorming repertoire, one Lt. Charles Hardin blew into town, with his wife Kathryn. They were parachute makers, who gave demonstrations in order

  to sell their wares. Ray Page put them both to work, in the factory sewing chutes and as part of Page’s Aerial Pageant. After watching Hardin fall off a wing two thousand feet in the air,

  Lindbergh decided that he had to experience that sensation. From the moment of his decision, he later confessed, “life rose to a higher level, to a sort of exhilarated calmness.” Years

  later, Lindbergh tried to analyze why he became possessed by the notion of making a jump. All he concluded was that it was the same impulse that drove him to aviation—“a love of the air

  and sky and flying, the lure of adventure, the appreciation of beauty.”




  He asked Hardin for instruction, but not in the basic parachute jump. For his first exit from a plane in flight, Lindbergh wanted to try what was known as a “double jump”—in

  which one chute opens and is discarded, making way for a second one to deliver the jumper to the ground. One June evening, against a clear sky, Lindbergh made his leap from 1,800 feet, and the

  first chute opened perfectly. After a few seconds, he cut it loose and waited for the second to open. But several seconds passed and he did not feel the tug that should have followed. Because he

  had never made such a descent before, Lindbergh had no idea that everything was not right until he began to fall headfirst. Another long moment later, the parachute at last blossomed, carrying him

  safely to earth. For the rest of his life, Lindbergh remembered feeling no panic over what might have happened to him, only how soundly he slept that night. Easier for him than most, with nobody

  dependent upon him for anything, Lindbergh decided “that if I could fly for ten years before I was killed in a crash, it would be a worthwhile trade for an ordinary lifetime.”




  Opportunities suddenly flung themselves at Lindbergh. Bahl offered to take him barnstorming in northwestern Nebraska, for pay; Ray Page offered him a job in the factory; and a pilot named H. J.

  “Cupid” Lynch, who had recently purchased a Lincoln Standard with a Kansas wheat farmer named “Banty” Rogers, wired Lindbergh that he needed a parachute jumper to barnstorm

  with him through Kansas and Colorado. Meantime, Charles did not neglect to write his mother late that June that he had not forgotten about college, that whatever his future, he would not return to

  a straight Engineering course. “I would like, however, to take certain courses,” he said, such as calculus, physics, aerodynamics, and structural design.




  Ray Page still owed Lindbergh two hours of flight instruction, his solo flight, and some back wages. Striking a deal with him and Charlie Hardin, Lindbergh put all that and twenty-five dollars

  onto the table and was able to walk away with a brand-new Hardin muslin parachute. He stored his motorcycle in the factory basement and boarded a train for Kansas.




  Practically at the end of the line, in Bird City—a few farmhouses in the wheat-filled northwest corner of Kansas—Cupid Lynch and Banty Rogers met Slim Lindbergh at the train that

  July. The next day Lindbergh put the new parachute through its maiden descent, in order to attract a crowd on the first stop of their summer tour. He and Lynch also took along Rogers’s

  smooth-haired fox terrier, Booster.




  “This is sure a great life,” Charles wrote his mother, studying in New York that summer. “The states seem small with a plane.” Over the next two months, Booster and the

  barnstormers flew the big skies and small towns of Kansas, Nebraska, Colorado, and Wyoming, with Lindbergh performing as wing-walker, skydiver, and mechanic.




  Through the Rocky Mountains they flew as high as ten thousand feet above sea level. And just as exciting, flying from Colorado Springs to Burlington, Colorado, they “hedge-hopped”

  the last half hour—flying just two feet from the ground at eighty miles per hour, then “zooming” over fences and buildings, sharply ascending a few hundred feet at a

  forty-five-degree angle. “That is the most fun in this game,” Charles carried on. By the end of summer, when they reached Montana, his enthusiasm continued to soar. He advertised

  himself in the Billings Gazette Sun as “Aerial Daredevil Lindbergh”; and he even dragged Booster into the act, putting him in a harness, and letting him fly before the crowds

  on a rubber mat outside the cockpit, his paws hanging over the cowling. For the first time in his life, the shy farmboy enjoyed being around people.




  “It’s a sociable place, under a wing,” Lindbergh later waxed nostalgic, “and good for business, too.




  

    

      

        

          People like to come and sit beside you. They start asking questions about flying, and telling about their farms. Pretty soon they begin kidding each other into taking a

          flight over town. If you help them along a little, they’re the best salesmen you could have.


        


      


    


  




  Aviation created a brotherhood of casual acquaintances—people constantly coming and going—in which he felt comfortable. Besides the other pilots and mechanics, he

  discovered that flying introduced him to “the extremes of human character—from bank presidents to tramps; from sheriffs to outlaws; from professors to idiots; from county preachers to

  town prostitutes.” Indeed, he would write, “Some of the pleasantest hours of my life have been spent in the shade of a wing, waiting for the Nebraska wind to calm when I was learning to

  fly.”




  Charles barely had a moment to observe the death of his Grandfather Land that August. The pioneering dentist worked right up to his final days, when his heart gave out at

  the age of seventy-five. For the rest of his life Charles would credit him for bequeathing his passion for science, which in large measure led him to aviation and all the marvels “in each

  curve of an airfoil, in each angle between strut and wire, in the gap of a spark plug or the color of the exhaust flame.”




  Evangeline returned to Detroit, where she secured a position teaching Chemistry at Cass Technical High School; and at summer’s end she could not help reminding Charles, “You say not

  one word of college.” She did not want him to close off options in his life for not having a diploma; but she said she was prepared to support whatever he decided. Charles wrote back about

  the prospects of buying his own airplane. “You know what you want,” Evangeline replied, “—only is a plane a wise investment & has the occupation of pilot any

  future?”




  Lindbergh considered the question when the barnstorming season ended in October, leaving him in Lewistown, Montana. He knew only that it felt wonderfully like “playing hookey from

  school” that fall not having to show up for class anywhere. He bought a small boat for two dollars, patched the leaks, and planned to ride the rapids of the Yellowstone River as far as he

  could get on his return to Lincoln—camping and eating canned food along the way. After two days of rain, and spending as much time bailing as he had paddling, he bartered the vessel for a

  wagon ride to the nearest town. As he remembered, it was Huntley, Montana, where he bought a train ticket and spent the night sleeping at the station, waiting for the next train to Lincoln. There

  he decided “that the next spring I would be flying my own ship.”




  Instead of accepting his mother’s offer of assistance, Charles felt drawn toward his father, and with good reason. C. A. Lindbergh had fallen on hard times. Living alone in dollar-a-night

  hotel rooms and picking up his messages care of General Delivery telegraph offices, he kept homing to the Farmer-Labor movement, then enjoying a moment of electability in Minnesota politics. His

  countenance had turned woeful—with a weary and slightly crazed look in his eyes—but this politician-errant continued to make speeches and to write. At the end of the year he completed

  his fourth book, The Economic Pinch, tilting at the same old windmills—trusts and banks and profiteers who fed off the labor of others.




  Because the senior Lindbergh was still an “untamed polar bear,” as Farmer-Labor Congressman Knut Wefald once described him, it was difficult for anybody close to him to classify his

  behavior as “abnormal.” But C.A. himself was noticing that his body chemistry seemed out of whack—that he could no longer withstand the cold as he used to and that he periodically

  suffered moments of melancholia. Trying to jumpstart a law practice in the Twin Cities after sustaining heavy losses in land speculation, he often appeared on the streets of

  Minneapolis in dirty, ragged clothing. Even more peculiar were a series of bleating letters that year from C.A. to Charles.
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