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"GRIPPING. ... AN HOUR-BY-HOUR ACCOUNT." — WALL STREET JOURNAL • From one of
the most decorated pilots in Air Force history comes a masterful account of Lindbergh’s death-
defying nonstop transatlantic flight in Spirit of St. LouisOn the rainy morning of May 20, 1927, a
little-known American pilot named Charles A. Lindbergh climbed into his single-engine
monoplane, Spirit of St. Louis, and prepared to take off from a small airfield on Long Island, New
York. Despite his inexperience—the twenty-five-year-old Lindbergh had never before flown over
open water—he was determined to win the $25,000 Orteig Prize promised since 1919 to the first
pilot to fly nonstop between New York and Paris, a terrifying adventure that had already claimed
six men’s lives. Ahead of him lay a 3,600-mile solo journey across the vast north Atlantic and into
the unknown; his survival rested on his skill, courage, and an unassuming little aircraft with no
front window.Only 500 people showed up to see him off. Thirty-three and a half hours later, a
crowd of more than 100,000 mobbed Spirit as the audacious young American touched down in
Paris, having acheived the seemingly impossible. Overnight, as he navigated by the stars
through storms across the featureless ocean, news of his attempt had circled the globe, making
him an international celebrity by the time he reached Europe. He returned to the United States a
national hero, feted with ticker-tape parades that drew millions, bestowed every possible award
from the Medal of Honor to Time’s "Man of the Year" (the first to be so named), commemorated
on a U.S. postage stamp within months, and celebrated as the embodiment of the twentieth
century and America’s place in it.Acclaimed aviation historian Dan Hampton’s The Flight is a
long-overdue, flyer’s-eye narrative of Lindbergh’s legendary journey. A decorated fighter pilot
who flew more than 150 combat missions in an F-16 and made numerous transatlantic
crossings, Hampton draws on his unique perspective to bring alive the danger, uncertainty, and
heroic accomplishment of Lindbergh’s crossing. Hampton’s deeply researched telling also
incorporates a trove of primary sources, including Lindbergh’s own personal diary and writings,
as well as family letters and untapped aviation archives that fill out this legendary story as never
before. 
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PublisherAUTHOR’S NOTECHARLES AUGUSTUS LINDBERGH was a complicated man and,
in later years, certainly a controversial one. The Flight is a detailed account of his extraordinary
1927 flight from Long Island to Paris—an achievement that captured the world’s attention like
few other events in history and made Lindbergh perhaps the most celebrated man of his time.
Pertinent aspects of Lindbergh’s childhood, character, and later years are touched upon when
they serve to explain the man as we see him in 1927, but this work is not a judgment of the
balance of his life. My purpose in these pages is to put the reader into the cockpit of the Spirit of
St. Louis during those thirty-three and a half hours on May 20 and 21, 1927, and to fly along with
him. No other book about this man and this flight has been written from the cockpit point of view
by a fellow aviator with the desire to have us all share his triumph, to be there as the frontier of
aviation is changed forever.After coming to know Charles Lindbergh through his family
recollections, personal artifacts, and most of all through his own writings, I learned that much of
what I’d been taught was incorrect, or at best, incomplete. He was neither naïve nor simplistic,
although in some ways he was an innocent. Lindbergh made mistakes, both personal and
professional, yet who among us has not? Who among us, being thrust into instant wealth and
global celebrity, would react better? Fame overwhelmed him and, though he learned to
eventually take credit for his remarkable accomplishment, publicity was a curse he never quite
overcame. His loss of privacy, as well as to some degree the loss of himself, is something that
should have been expected from such a feat, but Lindbergh never considered how success
would change his life—or what it would cost.His name became immortal, and his fortune
immense, yet was it worth the price? This is a question with no answer, at least not one we can
give. The tragedy of losing a child is something no parent should have to bear, and surely this
would not have occurred had he not been Charles Lindbergh. He would also not have incurred
the wrath of a president, and all the ramifications that came back to him. If he had not been an
eminent public figure would his politics, comments, and opinions have been amplified and
distorted as they were? Very likely not. I mention these events so the intelligent reader is aware
that they exist, and is aware that this book is not blind adulation, but an account of one very
human man and his extraordinary flight across the Atlantic Ocean.Regardless of what
judgments are passed on Lindbergh, no one can dispute the raw courage and skill he showed
the world in May 1927. Others had attempted this most dangerous of exploits, and failed, and



many passed into relative oblivion. Lindbergh’s epic flight brought him fame, fortune, love, and
tragedy. Someone else, a Richard Byrd or Clarence Chamberlin perhaps, could have
accomplished the flight first, but Charles Lindbergh was the one who did it. In the end, he took
the chance, risked everything, and prevailed.In writing this book I was incalculably aided by the
man himself, for having Lindbergh’s own thoughts and observations with me was irreplaceable.
All first-person quotes, including internal dialog, are drawn from Lindbergh’s own recollections.
He was a meticulous note taker, and his papers are wonderfully preserved in the Yale University
Library, in New Haven, Connecticut, and the Missouri Historical Society, in St. Louis. The
thoughts and expressions in the text are credited in the Notes and Sources section of this book.
Most will be found in Lindbergh’s 1953 Spirit of St. Louis, but his Wartime Journals was also
exceptionally detailed. Perhaps the best place to start with Lindbergh himself is with the
posthumously published Autobiography of Values; his writing had fully matured, and even
accounting for the benefit of hindsight, his prose is clear, personal, and illuminating. There are
other fine books on the subject, notably A. Scott Berg’s Lindbergh, though Berg devotes just a
few pages to the flight itself.As for descriptions of the vistas and terrain he overflew, particularly
Nova Scotia, Newfoundland, and the European landfalls, not to mention the vast, empty
stretches of the northern Atlantic Ocean, I was fortunate to have seen them myself, having made
solo transatlantic flights many times while piloting single-seat F-16s during my twenty years with
the United States Air Force. Often a word from “Slim,” to use one of Lindbergh’s nicknames,
would trigger a memory, and I felt less like an author and more like I was back in the air over the
Atlantic—just another pilot along for the ride.So in reading this book, admire the bravery
necessary to survive those lonely, dangerous, and uncertain hours. Put yourself in a small, fabric-
covered cockpit in a thousand-mile storm over the Atlantic at night and learn what you didn’t
know about the man and his dream.Above all else, Charles Lindbergh believed in the power of
aviation: its untapped potential and inherent capacity to join peoples, advance technology, and
bring the world closer together. That passion and courage define a spirit that all Americans can
claim through Charles Lindbergh and that we, as humans, can collectively share.Dan
HamptonNew Hampshire, 2016PROLOGUELe Bourget Field, ParisMay 8, 1927, 5:18
A.M.THOUSANDS OF CHINS tilted back as the large, pale biplane lumbered heavily into the
damp morning air above the French capital. Clearing the airfield, it began a smooth, climbing left
turn away from the clouds darkening the eastern horizon. Called L’Oiseau Blanc, or the “White
Bird,” the Levasseur PL-8 had been built for a single purpose—to be the first powered aircraft to
fly more than 3,600 miles nonstop across the Atlantic Ocean.Thunder rumbled in the distance,
and the plane continued turning northwest, its chalk-colored wings very plain against the gray
clouds. Brighter was a brief splash of yellow from the cockpit as L’Oiseau Blanc rolled up steeply
over the little village of Gonesse. Even though they were expecting it, the crowd gasped when
the undercarriage suddenly detached, tumbling through the air into the wet fields below.
Jettisoning the 270-pound landing gear was a well-publicized part of the plan as this reduced
weight and drag and saved precious fuel. Besides, wheels weren’t necessary to land on water



and that was precisely what the two Frenchmen intended to do: set the White Bird down in New
York Harbor beneath the Statue of Liberty and claim the $25,000 Orteig Prize for the first
nonstop flight between Paris and New York.It was audacious, yet in 1927 no less was expected
from Charles Eugène Jules Marie Nungesser and François Coli, France’s leading aviators. Both
men had been French Air Service fighter pilots, with Nungesser finishing the Great War as
France’s third-highest-scoring ace. When asked about the dangers of the transatlantic flight,
Nungesser calmly replied, “A cœur vaillant rien d’impossible.” To the valiant heart nothing is
impossible.Handsome and scarred, Nungesser had a panache and contemptuous disregard for
danger that personified the image of French military manhood. He inspired adoring coverage by
the French press, who seemed to love everything about the former race car driver, stunt pilot,
and military hero. After the war he had married Consuelo “Connie” Hatmaker, a glamorous
American heiress, and starred in The Sky Raider, a Hollywood motion picture. The world,
particularly France, adored him and never more than that May morning as he set out to conquer
the unconquerable Atlantic Ocean.When the biplane rolled out to level flight, the proud red,
white, and blue tricolor could be easily seen on the tail. Less visible was the “Black Heart”
painted on the fuselage just aft of the open cockpit. Though the crowd couldn’t see the details
they knew Nungesser’s “Coeur Noir” well: a white skull and crossbones surmounted by a coffin
and flanked by a pair of lighted candles. It was a personal crest, emblazoned on his silver
Nieuport 17 fighter during the war, showing Nungesser’s blatant challenge toward mankind’s
greatest mortal fear: death.Heading northwest, the plane disappeared into the chilly dawn, the
roar of its Lorraine-Dietrich engine fading as it flew on toward Normandy. Without an enclosed
cockpit, both men were hunched down out of the cold air behind a large, four-and-a-half-foot
windscreen. Their bright yellow, heavy-weather flying suits were fur lined and electrically heated
to stave off freezing winds aloft. Nungesser’s navigator, François Coli, was on the right side,
seated a bit behind and slightly lower than the pilot. During the war Coli had lost an eye, thus
acquiring the nickname the “One-Eyed Devil,” but he had also once been a sea captain and was
intimately familiar with maritime navigation, particularly in the North Atlantic. An accomplished
pilot himself, Coli was a superb navigator, and it was he who had worked out the route’s
details.Coli’s tools included the very latest technical instruments: a ground speed indicator that
corrected the airspeed indicator for wind; a Le Prieur navigraph to give surface alerts over water;
and a Coutinho sextant for astral navigation. Gago Coutinho, the Portuguese aviator who’d first
flown across the South Atlantic in 1922, had modified a maritime sextant with an artificial horizon
so it could be used effectively in flight. But the navigator’s main instrument was a large Krauss-
Morel compass. In L’Oiseau Blanc it was horizontally mounted, similar to a binnacle that Coli
would’ve used aboard ship. Placed in front of the stick, both men could see it plainly and follow
the plotted course. Day or night, with clear skies, Coli could also check their position
trigonometrically using his sextant. With a precise heading, two chronometers for measuring
elapsed time, and a ground speed indicator the White Bird’s position would always be
known.Charles Nungesser sat in the left seat with the throttle lever and mixture control beside



him on the bulkhead. The control stick was long, slim, and topped with a pommel for easy
gripping. Facing him was a panel dotted with gauges for monitoring oil temperature, and fuel,
and a tachometer showing the engine’s revolutions per minute. Among his flight instruments
were a Chauvin & Arnoux bank indicator, a vertical velocity indicator, and a Badin-Aéra flight
controller.The White Bird had been completed in early April, and both men had then spent the
next twenty-two days accomplishing a series of flight tests in preparation for the crossing.
Operating primarily from Villacoublay, southwest of Paris, Nungesser had reached a top speed
of 124 miles per hour with a practical ceiling of 19,800 feet. During testing he hadn’t attempted a
fully loaded, maximum-weight takeoff, preferring to risk this only once on the actual flight.
Supremely confident in his own abilities and Coli’s skills as a navigator, he was certain it could
be done with no issues. The French ace felt they were ready but would state to the press on May
4, 1927, “The least negligence, the least mistake, the least impatience could make everything
fail.”CROSSING THE COASTLINE near Étretat, Nungesser and Coli continued over the English
Channel, where they were observed and reported by a British submarine.* For the next several
hours scores of keen observers spotted the paunchy aircraft as Weymouth, Exeter, and dozens
of other southern English towns passed under its wings. When they reached the island’s west
coast, the squat white tower of Hartland Point lighthouse would have been clearly visible as the
two Frenchmen flew out over the Bristol Channel. With its immense 48-foot wingspan, the
11,102-pound L’Oiseau Blanc was roughly the same width as current-day airliners. It was easy to
see. Growling powerfully, the 450-horsepower Lorraine-Dietrich motor could be plainly heard
above the crash of waves and the screaming gulls.Without landing gear, the plane could
comfortably maintain a 110 mph cruise speed, which Nungesser intended to hold. But there
were always winds, and this was one reason the pilots had chosen an east-west Atlantic
crossing, rather than the converse. Coli had purposely waited for a low-pressure weather system
when the usual westerly winds would be reversed, and today, May 8, there was just such an area
over their proposed route. This would produce an easterly, quartering tailwind that would push
the White Bird across the Atlantic rather than slow it down. Flying east to west also meant two-
thirds of their fuel load would be consumed by the time they reached Newfoundland, so the
plane would be much lighter and better able to cope with severe weather in the area.When
asked why he’d planned such a route, Coli simply shrugged and said, “Because we are French!
If we go there to come here it would appear that we were coming to visit ourselves.”Most critical
for his navigation, especially after flying several thousand miles at night, was the challenge of
“finding the earth,” as Coli called it: determining their exact position. This problem would be
simplified by a landfall near Belle Isle, Newfoundland, which was more than 1,000 miles from
New York. If any course corrections were necessary, there would be sufficient time to do so,
while in contrast, anyone flying to Paris from New York would only have 500 miles after Ireland to
make course corrections. A landing in Paris would also be at night, a considerable challenge on
a strange field after flying for forty-odd hours.The reciprocal argument was also very true. The
Frenchmen only had a 500-mile outbound leg to ensure an exact course before departing the



Irish coast. But Coli had picked prominent landmarks across the British Isles to guarantee a solid
northwesterly heading. Twelve miles off the Devon coast in the Bristol Channel, Lundy Island
was just such an ideal navigation point. Having long been a pirate haven, the reputation of the
rugged little speck may have appealed to the pair of renegade Frenchmen.Shortly after 10 A.M.
the White Bird crossed St. George’s Channel and struck the Irish coast at Dungarvan. Taking his
bearings from the Cunnigar, a long finger of land sticking into the bay, Coli corrected their
course, and they passed just south of the town. Sunday mass was under way so many people
caught sight of the white aircraft, including J. Dunphy, a retired Royal Navy officer, who clearly
saw French markings through his field glasses.For the aviators all was well; deep vales trapped
the low mist, but the sky was perfectly blue a few hundred feet up. Waterford, Tipperary, and
Limerick counties rolled by, their lyrical Irish names strange to French ears. Countless gray rocks
speckled the emerald meadows as Ireland, soft and green in the morning light, concealed the
threat that lay ahead. L’Oiseau Blanc was positively spotted over Sugar Loaf mountain,
Cappoquin, and Glin as it flew steadily on, always northwest.Just before 11 A.M. it was sighted a
bare fifteen miles from the Atlantic coast over Kilrush, near the Shannon River. As the plane
passed over Scattery Island both pilots could see the vast blue shimmer of the open ocean. Off
Nungesser’s left wing the stark, hard cliffs of Loop Head peninsula jutted forward into the cold
Atlantic; enormous waves slammed against the granite rocks, throwing spray hundreds of feet
into the air. A white lighthouse perched near land’s end, like the nail on a green finger pointing
the way west.At 11 A.M. an eight-year-old boy named H. G. Glynn was climbing Knocknagaroon
Hill, near Carrigaholt on the west Irish coast. Hearing a strange sound he looked up, shading his
eyes against the glare. The boy watched, transfixed, as a large white biplane serenely crossed
the shoreline, chasing the sun to the west out over the Atlantic.It was never seen again.PART
ONENow, I’m giving up both land and day. Now, I’m heading eastward across two oceans, one of
night and one of water.—CHARLES LINDBERGHONETHE FIRST HOURSRoosevelt Field,
Long IslandMay 20, 1927, 7:50 A.M.GLUE AND GASOLINE.The snug cockpit reeked, but the
pilot ignored both smells. Slowly pushing the throttle forward he brought the roaring engine to its
takeoff revolutions. The frame shook as the aircraft strained against the wheel chocks, desperate
to pull man and machine through the wet, clutching clay. Leaning far left against the fabric-
covered fuselage, Charles Lindbergh peered through the open window and down Roosevelt
Field’s narrow runway. Not that there was much he could see on this drizzly Long Island morning.
Shredded curtains of rain hung from low, heavy clouds and he could barely see the tree line at
the field’s eastern edge.Despite being packed with cinders, the runway was soggy and the
damp, sea-level air wasn’t giving as much power to the Wright Whirlwind J-5C motor as it
should. The tachometer, which measures engine revolutions per minute, showed thirty
revolutions low. That worried him, as did the slight tailwind. Lindbergh had planned a sunrise
takeoff facing into the easterly nighttime wind, but he was late. Now the breeze was from the
west, and he either had to have the aircraft moved to the other end of the runway or live with the
problem.He could die from it, too.3610 miles to Paris. Following twelve days after the Frenchmen



Nungesser and Coli’s doomed attempt at the Orteig Prize in L’Oiseau Blanc, Lindbergh’s flight
was to be the first to try it nonstop and alone, and the first and only American attempt. Crowds
had begun gathering at Roosevelt Field at midnight. Now a reported five hundred stood
expectantly in the rain, “in the hope that they might see one of the great dramas of the air,” wrote
the New York Times’s correspondent Russell Owen, who had made his name covering polar
exploration. Like the conquest of the poles that a generation earlier had consumed the attention
of the masses and made global celebrities of explorers like Peary, Shackleton, Mawson, Scott,
and Amundsen, flying nonstop across the Atlantic had emerged as the signal quest of the time,
emblematic of civilization’s expanding limits.Lindbergh had served in the Army Air Service and
was an experienced contract airmail pilot. In fact, it had been while flying the mail eleven months
earlier that aviation’s vast commercial potential became clear to the young pilot. In 1919, a
kindred spirit, French-born American hotelier Raymond Orteig, proposed his eponymous prize
for the first non-stop Paris-to-New York flight, hoped that in spurring pilots to win the prize
money, aviation would be taken seriously and its technology advanced. Eight years later Charles
Lindbergh had drawn the attention of the world to this latest attempt to prove the world-shrinking
possibilities of aviation.His maps were the best available, and he had planned the flight for a
year, reviewing the route until he felt every detail was familiar. But he also understood the flight
required an acceptance of the unknown. Something would happen. While others had crossed
the Atlantic piecemeal or in airships, the pilot was aware that very few believed he, so young and
unproven, possessed much of a chance. His backers in St. Louis had confidence, of course, as
did his mother Evangeline in Detroit. Most importantly he, Charles Augustus Lindbergh, believed
it. Not that anyone outside of his rather insular world had ever heard of him before he’d shown up
here on Long Island.It didn’t matter.Inevitably known as “Slim,” the tall, lanky former mail pilot
was committed now. To reduce stress on the undercarriage, his five fuel tanks had only been
partially filled at neighboring Curtiss Field, and then the aircraft had been towed nearly a mile
across open country to Roosevelt Field.* Fueling was finished at Roosevelt with bright red, five-
gallon cans passed up to Ken Lane, Wright Aircraft’s chief engineer. With one foot on the nose
and another on the wing, Lane had carefully filtered the gas through a 200-mesh wire screen.
Losing the engine somewhere over the North Atlantic due to a clogged fuel line was a nasty
thought. Almost as bad as having it quit during a heavyweight takeoff with an audience, in the
rain. But that was the nature of flying: dangerous and unforgiving.Lindbergh’s boots slipped a bit
on the plain, metal rudder pedals, as he hadn’t thought to wipe them before squeezing into the
narrow cockpit. With smooth foot movements he “walked the rudder,” keeping the plane aligned
along the runway’s northern edge, but without a view forward it wasn’t easy. Slim had had the
main fuselage tanks moved forward of the cockpit, which was safer in the event of an accident—
Lindbergh had seen too many pilots crushed or burned in crashes because they’d been
sandwiched between fuel tanks and an engine. But this meant he had to use a three-by-five-inch
periscope to see straight ahead. There was no front window.His eyes darted inside again to the
tachometer. If anything was subtly wrong with the engine it would show here first, but the needle



was steady at 1,825 revolutions. The plane skidded a bit, and as his heart skipped a beat Slim’s
blue eyes flashed back to the runway’s edge . . . I must hold the plane straight . . . and not take
my eyes from its edge for an instant!He wasn’t moving fast enough to fly yet. Men were still
running alongside the plane, their hands on the struts, pushing it through the muddy mess. His
mechanic had actually greased the tires so they wouldn’t stick as much, but he couldn’t tell if it
helped. The engine sounded muted, almost weak, compared to previous test flights and his trip
here from the West Coast. Slim could feel the stick wobble in his hands, which wouldn’t happen
if enough air was passing over the control surfaces. Faster . . . he had to get the plane moving
quicker. It felt more like an overloaded truck than an airplane.Built by Ryan Airlines in San Diego
and named The Spirit of St. Louis, the plane was heavier than ever before; 450 gallons of
California gasoline—compliments of Standard Oil—produced a gross weight of 5,250 pounds.
This was an astounding number, more than two and a half tons, and though Lindbergh knew the
J-5 Wright Whirlwind was theoretically capable of overcoming it, he’d never done it before.
Lieutenant Commander Noel Davis and Lieutenant Stanton Wooster had tried a heavyweight
takeoff three weeks earlier in Virginia. On April 26 their Keystone Pathfinder American Legion, a
full ton overweight, stalled on takeoff and both died after smashing into a mud
bank.“TRANSOCEAN FLIERS DOGGED BY BAD LUCK; All Serious Contenders Here in Dash
to Paris Have Met With Reverses, Some Fatal,” the New York Times had reported. “MANY
TRAGEDIES RECENTLY . . . 13 Deaths Reported in This Month Alone.”His face pale, Lindbergh
stared from the little window searching for a tiny white handkerchief he’d tied on a stick set in the
ground. It was there as a warning; half the runway was gone and only 3,000 feet remained. He’d
extrapolated a 2,250-foot takeoff distance from his test data, but that had been on a dry runway
with a seven-knot headwind. What had he been thinking? Did he, Charles Lindbergh, possess
some magical quality that the others before him lacked? They were certainly older than his
twenty-five years, and much more experienced. Why did he think he could succeed where they
failed?Nearly a mile long, Roosevelt Field was the only choice for such an attempt, but was it
even long enough? Yards from where he’d started, just off the runway’s western edge was an
ugly, black scorched area at the bottom of a ravine. A bent propeller blade was stuck upright in
the middle of the burn, poignantly marking the crash of the last pilot who tried to reach Paris from
New York. René Fonck, the great French flying ace, had rumbled down this very runway eight
months ago in September, crashing an expensive aircraft and causing the horrible deaths of two
crewmen.*Lurching forward, the Spirit feels heavy and ungainly to the pilot. Lindbergh bounces
in the wicker seat, like riding in a buckboard wagon, and details jump out: mist hovering off the
ground, mud slapping against the aircraft, blue violets clustered in the grass. But he felt a
difference. At 300 feet down the runway the plane is faster and the last men have let go of the
struts. Should he have waited? A takeoff seemed hopeless, Lindbergh would later write, and the
wrong decision would mean a crash. Should he have waited another day or swallowed his pride
and had the heavy aircraft towed around to the other end of Roosevelt Field?A thousand feet
down the runway now and the stick is tighter. Slim feels air pressure pushing on the rudder



through his boots. Spinning hard into the thick air, the propeller is trying to bite, to hold, and pull
the Spirit into the sky. Is it enough? Will the wings take the heavy load before the thirty-four-inch,
wire-spoked wheels snap?†The handkerchief!A brief white speck flutters in the gray air, then
vanishes into the mist. Halfway now . . . 3,000 feet down and still not fast enough. He should’ve
been airborne more than 500 feet back. Too much fuel? The extra twenty-five gallons added 153
pounds. Or is it the tailwind? Or the mushy runway? Too many variables . . . he knows that. He
knows better. Lindbergh pulls the stick back an inch and the wheels rise off the ground.But the
Spirit immediately sinks back to the mud, hitting a puddle and splashing cold, dirty water along
the cotton fabric fuselage. The wings wobble; his right hand and both feet play the stick and
rudder to keep the plane straight. Lindbergh can feel the Spirit tremble, an animal crouched to
spring, and then the right wing suddenly dips.Pull up!The wings level . . . now, ease back to the
runway . . . softly . . . a little rudder and the plane settles . . . more splashes and he feels the
wheels slip in the mud. The roar fills the cockpit now as the engine churns out power, and his
gloved fingers hold the throttle forward. It’s like being inside a drum. The wheels lift off again and
he senses the ground falling away a few feet. I could probably stay in the air. . . .But he
doesn’t.Letting the Spirit sink, Lindbergh feels the wheels mush again, but this time it’s different
and the earth can’t hold him down. The plane wants to fly. Sliding over the ground, controls taut,
Slim feels all 223 horses throbbing through the stick. Staring through the silver spinning blades,
Slim knows he’s much too close to cut the power and far too fast now to stop. Does he have the
speed to clear the wall of trees and telephone wires a thousand feet ahead?Up . . . up!The
propeller bites, wings lift, and the Spirit claws itself off the ground at 7:52 on that Friday morning.
As the plane staggers slowly into the air, twenty feet high now, the trees are rushing up. So are
the wires, shining in the rain like a spiderweb. Forty feet. The Whirlwind’s powerful growling
thickens his hearing, and water droplets splatter across Lindbergh’s goggles—no choice now
but to fly or die. From the corner of his eye, the pilot glimpses a small knot of men at the end of
the runway. The president of Ryan Airlines, B. F. Mahoney, and others are gathered around a big
Lancia sedan, waiting with fire extinguishers, just in case.*Suddenly trees flash beneath the
gleaming wet wheels. Manicured grass . . . pale faces looking up . . . the golf course! He’s over
the links past the east end of the airfield. But through the spinning eight-foot, nine-inch propeller
he sees another hill ahead. The stick trembles and he knows the plane is telling him not to turn.
There’s not enough altitude to trade for airspeed, and not enough airspeed to maneuver. They’re
on the ragged edge of a stall and his breathing quickens again. If he tries to avoid the hill the
Spirit will likely stall and they’ll spin in, just like Wooster and Davis. Tapping the rudder Slim
gently nudges the stick to the right. The aircraft answers ever so slightly, almost reluctantly, and
they barely clear the hill.I’m above the trees. . . .“LINDBERGH LEAVES NEW YORK AT 7:52
A.M. With Cool Determination He Braves Death to Get Off in the Misty Dawn,” Russell Owen
breathlessly reported to the Times’s readers. “Hundreds gasp as unconquorable youth
[Lindbergh] by sheer wizardry lifts machine carrying 5,200 pound load, with failure a few yards
off.”Cautiously he climbs, watching the rolling hills of Long Island flatten out to the south and



east. Then, realizing that he’s at least a hundred feet in the air now, Lindbergh begins to breathe
normally. If the engine quits now there’s enough altitude and speed to make a controlled landing
somewhere. His eyes flicker toward the tachometer on the black-painted wooden instrument
panel and is relieved to see it still steady at 1,825 revolutions. Below it is the Boyce Motometer,
which displays engine oil temperature, and it’s fine, too. On the lower edge of the panel, directly
in the center, is a large, T-shaped inclinometer. Filled with liquid like a builder’s level, the gauge
contains a horizontal crossbar that shows left and right turns while the vertical arm displays
altitude changes. On either side of the T are the tachometer and airspeed indicator,
respectively.Lindbergh eases the oak throttle knob back slowly and the revolutions fall to 1,800.
Airspeed still indicates over 100 miles per hour, so he inches the throttle back a bit more to hold
1,750, and it stabilizes. Finally, able to look left and right from the small windows, Slim is startled
to see another airplane in loose formation with him: a Curtiss Oriole. He knows it’s full of
reporters, and his eyes harden at the cameras sticking out of every window.Even now they
pester him. Charles Lindbergh isn’t prone to anger, but it surges through him now. Newspapers
printed lies about him in California; reporters made up conversations with his mother; they even
broke into his room and tried to photograph him in his pajamas. “Lucky Lindy,” they called him, as
if luck had anything to do with it. Or the “Flying Fool.” He liked that even less. French newspapers
like La Presse and Le Journal had run detailed stories describing Nungesser and Coli’s arrival in
New York; utterly fraudulent, including the French ace’s fabricated first words to the American
press. Why smother the flavor of life in a spice of fiction?Nudging the stick left, he booted the
rudder and the Spirit of St. Louis came smoothly around to the northeast, leaving the
newshounds briefly behind. The newly installed Pioneer earth inductor compass seemed to be
working perfectly, and he rolled out heading 065 degrees. Peering outside to compare
landmarks against his fifty-cent Rand McNally railroad map, Lindbergh swept his eyes over Long
Island, or what he could see of it.* At 150 feet altitude he faced a three-mile visibility and patches
of low fog. He couldn’t make out Manhattan fifteen miles off his tail, or Oyster Bay, where he’d
lunched with Theodore Roosevelt Jr. just days earlier.† Nor could he see Great Neck, or much of
Long Island’s North Shore. It was the fabled Gold Coast, captured by the decade’s most
celebrated writer, F. Scott Fitzgerald, in his masterpiece, The Great Gatsby. Slim knew it
firsthand, having visited Falaise, a vast Sands Point estate owned by his new acquaintance
Harry Guggenheim. An accomplished naval aviator himself, Guggenheim was director of the
Daniel Guggenheim Fund for the Promotion of Aeronautics and had met Lindbergh at Curtiss
Field the previous week.At 8:07 A.M., fifteen minutes after the takeoff, Smithtown Bay appeared
off his left wing. Craning his neck the other way, Slim could see Setauket under the right wing
and a harbor full of boats. Port Jefferson. Beyond the shore lay Long Island Sound and then
thirty-five miles farther the Connecticut coast. I’ve never flown across that much water before. I’m
also a mile or two southeast off course, he thought, but decided not to correct the heading until
reaching the New England shoreline.Scanning the gauges he saw the oil pressure was good at
56 pounds, and the engine temperature was cool. Fuel pressure was steady, and with 1,750



revolutions set, the Spirit comfortably held 105 mph just a few hundred feet above Long Island.
Below the instrument panel was the Lukenheimer distributor, a network of exposed vertical and
horizontal fuel lines that allowed him to feed his 450 gallons of gas from any of five tanks. There
was a 200-gallon main tank on the other side of the panel and a nose tank beyond that
containing another 80 gallons. Farthest forward was a 25-gallon oil reservoir doubling as a
firewall, a barrier between the engine and himself. Finally, three wing tanks held the last 145
official gallons, though his mechanics had somehow managed to stuff an extra 25 into the
Spirit.Using adjustable valves called petcocks, he could open or close any fuel line to trim, or
balance, the aircraft throughout the flight. He planned on feeding from each tank for fifteen
minutes to ensure they were all functioning, and then to alternate the feed every hour until he
reached Paris. Twisting the petcock for the nose tank until it paralleled the fuel line, he waited a
few moments then shut off the center wing tank by turning its petcock perpendicular to the pipe.
Altogether, Lindbergh had taken off with 2,745 pounds of gas, enough for more than 4,000 miles
of flight if the winds in his face weren’t too stiff. And if he didn’t get lost.No use thinking about that
now.Suddenly the Spirit was tossed upward and Lindbergh’s stomach dropped. Then the plane
plummeted back down. Wide-eyed, he peered outside and saw Spirit’s wingtips bending from
the invisible turbulence. Gripping the stick, he fought with the rudder to keep the aircraft
generally level, and then they were through the patch of turbulence. Air was usually unsettled
where land and water met, but he hadn’t been thinking of it, and didn’t have much experience
flying near water. As heavy as the Spirit was, such turbulence could easily rip the wings off. But it
didn’t happen.Flying out over the sound’s glassy waters, Slim relaxed a bit, and settled back in
the wicker seat. The pesky plane full of reporters had turned back at the shore. He knew the type
of pictures they’d wanted, death and disaster, a burning wreck in the trees at Roosevelt Field, or
Lindbergh dead on the grass of some great estate. But he had left all that behind, and now the
air, the clouds, the sky—these elements were his alone.“One boy’s a boy,” his father used to say,
promoting the virtues of individualism. “Two boys are half a boy. Three boys are no boy at all.”
And he was correct.When a pilot flies alone he can’t be undone by another’s errors—there is
only himself to depend upon. One extra man in his flying clothes with all his equipment might
weigh 170 pounds. Gasoline weighs 6.1 pounds per gallon, so he’d sacrifice nearly thirty
gallons, more than 200 miles of flight, for an unnecessary body. Lindbergh also rejected a
second or even third engine. In his mind that was twice the components that could malfunction,
and if one engine failed could the other support all that deadweight anyway? He didn’t think
so.He had confidence in Ryan Airlines and B. F. Mahoney. With his backers in St. Louis,
Lindbergh had officially ordered the plane on February 25, 1927, and first took it into the air sixty-
three days later over Dutch Flats, on the outskirts of San Diego. Thirty-two flights and nearly
twenty-eight flying hours later, here he was over the East Coast attempting to cross an ocean
and claim the Orteig Prize. They had commemorated the event by painting RYAN NYP, for “New
York–Paris,” on the tail. Under the right wing was another new marking: N-X-211.*In 1926,
Congress had passed the Air Commerce Act, mandating that U.S. aircraft be registered with the



Department of Commerce’s Aeronautics Branch. Due to the federal push for compliance with
safety regulations, pilots also now needed a license to fly. Luckily for Slim, his friend and reserve
commander, Major Clarence Young, had been appointed as chief of the Air Regulations Division
of the Aeronautics Branch and had expedited the procedure. According to License No. 69,
Charles A. Lindbergh was rated as a “Transport Pilot” on April 21, 1927, and the Spirit of St.
Louis was granted a special license six days later. He also made a personal request to Bill
McCracken, the Assistant Secretary of Commerce for Aeronautics, to fly without the required
aircraft lighting. “Well, you probably won’t encounter much night traffic up where you’re going,”
McCracken had smiled. “I think we can give you a special dispensation, just this once.”By the
new rules he was legal to fly now and the plane was ready. Time, as he well knew, was short.
Nungesser and Coli could depart from Paris at any time, and here in America Chamberlin and
Byrd were poised to make the crossing. But Lindbergh’s bold—many would say reckless—act
wasn’t really about winning the Orteig Prize. True, the winnings would pay off his investors with a
bit left over for himself, but this wasn’t really about the money.Raymond Orteig had become
fascinated with aviation during the Great War when many pilots frequented his Lafayette Hotel in
New York. He heard a 1919 speech by Eddie Rickenbacker at the Aero Club of America, where
the U.S. flying ace spoke of a day when France and America would be connected by air.
Inspired, Orteig initiated the prize that would bear his name, writing in a letter to Alan Ramsay
Hawley, president of the Aero Club,Gentlemen: As a stimulus to the courageous aviators, I
desire to offer, through the auspices and regulations of the Aero Club of America, a prize of
$25,000 to the first aviator of any Allied Country crossing the Atlantic in one flight, from Paris to
New York or New York to Paris, all other details in your care.Yours very sincerely,Raymond
OrteigMay 22, 1919The challenge was initially intended to run for five years but when 1924
arrived with the money still unclaimed, it was renewed for another five-year period. By now the
contest was open to aviators from all nations, and the rules had been carefully codified. The
aircraft could be either a seaplane or land plane, but it had to take off and land within fifty miles
of either city. The gasoline tanks had to be sealed and the Fédération Aéronautique
Internationale required that a barograph record the flight.* Carl Schory of the National
Aeronautic Association personally installed the 1924 PN-7 barograph into the Spirit of St. Louis
while it was hangared at Curtiss Field.Orteig was inspired to promote aviation, and that was the
real reason Lindbergh was risking his life on this flight to prove aviation’s worth. Despite the
technological advances there were still many who regarded manned flight as a fad. The
transatlantic air crossing was the most dramatic possible display of aviation’s promise to
connect the world as no technology had before, to prove that planes could be for the twentieth
century what railroads had been for the nineteenth. Lindbergh’s backers in St. Louis were caught
up in the spirit of the event, and when Slim pointed out that the requisite sixty days hadn’t
elapsed between filing and the actual flight, his foremost investor, banker Harry Knight, had
replied, “To hell with the money. When you’re ready to take off, go ahead.”And here he
was.FORTY MINUTES AFTER takeoff Long Island Sound was glassy and smooth: gray water



under gray skies. Forcing his shoulders back to relax, Lindbergh knew fatigue would be one of
his worst enemies, and he’d have to do what he could to alleviate it. Checking the heading again,
he squinted at the earth inductor compass and wondered, not for the first time, just how accurate
the new instrument was. Brice Goldsborough of the Pioneer Instrument Company had installed it
himself shortly after the Spirit arrived at Curtiss Field. There was obviously a magnetic compass
for backup but it was mounted over his head and he could only read it backward from a mirror on
top of the instrument panel. Magnetic compasses were notoriously fickle, difficult to use, and
often unreliable.Holding his northeast heading of 065 degrees, Lindbergh glanced at the New
York State railroad map spread across his knee. It seemed he left Long Island a bit southeast of
the planned route, but he’d be better able to check the course on the other side of the sound. He
ought to cross the Connecticut shoreline over Clinton Bay; with Cedar Island running through the
middle, it should be an unmistakable landmark. He’d then continue northeast to hit the 100-mile
mark on the Thames River north of New London, Connecticut.A pilot could only plan so far in a
theoretical, flat-world sense, so fixing this first 100-mile position was a critical assessment of his
navigation. Headings, courses, times—these were all necessary, and they had to be accurately
plotted, but he’d been flying for five years now, long enough to know they rarely matched reality.
Nevertheless, Lindbergh was certain that if he was to survive the night, if he was to have the
slightest chance of eventually making landfall in Ireland, then he must stay as close as possible
to the black line calculated in California weeks ago. This was easier said than done, since the
route on the map was a “course,” a planned direction of travel. A course was always expressed in
degrees, with three digits, beginning at north and working clockwise around the compass.
Plotted on the map his course was 066 degrees but his “heading”—where the aircraft physically
pointed—was 065 degrees. Usually the difference was due to winds, though at this stage he
simply elected to use Dead Reckoning: to fly from landmark to landmark while he could.While
flying along the eastern states he would use his four railroad maps, and these were
indispensable as long as the ground was visible. Even when it wasn’t, a pilot could get fairly
close by maintaining his course and keeping track of the time: so many minutes along a plotted
line that could then be compared to the map. Geographical features, and very often water towers
or city signs, were also used whenever in doubt. Headings and courses rarely coincided due to
instrument or pilot errors, which was why cross-checking with landmarks was so vital.Still, dead
reckoning was really the only practical way to fly over land in 1927. Very shortly, however, the
Spirit would leave the American coast for Nova Scotia and Newfoundland, where maps were not
to be trusted. Beyond that, east of the Avalon Peninsula, lay the open ocean and no references
at all. In his case, he’d have to be absolutely certain of his last position on the Newfoundland
coast as there would be no updates over the Atlantic. The only way to cross an ocean with any
accuracy was as ships did it with a course corrected against the earth’s magnetic field, and
timing. He’d have to account for winds, and keep the Spirit on a compass heading that would get
them to Ireland.The difficulty with any type of map is that it’s a flat representation of a sphere,
and one cannot travel in a truly straight line over something rounded, such as the earth. There



will always be some distortion, like peeling an orange and trying to flatten the pieces. Thus a
course plotted between New York and Paris would appear as a straight line, but in reality it was
not. It was a slice through the globe, called a great circle, which cut through all lines of longitude,
or meridians, at the same angle. To hold that same angle over a curve, periodic course changes
had to be made and Lindbergh decided to do so at hundred-mile increments. As he planned to
maintain a 100-mph air speed, this made the calculations relatively simple. The two biggest
challenges would be staying awake and accurately correcting for the effects of weather and
wind. Why, the Spirit was already several miles south of the planned route and he wasn’t even
thirty miles from Roosevelt Field.Slim leaned back, gazed around the cockpit, and again tried to
relax. It’s a compact place to live, he thought of Spirit’s interior. I can press both sides of the
fuselage with partly outstretched elbows. The wicker seat was curved along the back so
hunching forward a bit was natural. That also helped with his headroom and, in fact, a rib in the
fuselage had been modified so he could sit upright, more or less. As it was, his head brushed
against the celluloid skylight installed above him, but when he looked up Lindbergh could see
the stars and add another verification for his nighttime navigation.The control stick was little
more than a bare rod. Beyond a slight bulge at the top there was nothing else on the plain
wooden cap to keep his fingers from slipping. A grip . . . why not a knurled grip of some sort with
a small ledge on which to rest his right hand during the long hours ahead? Most everything else
that needed manipulation was on his left: throttle and mixture controls, each with simple wood
knobs, and a sliding lever that extended or retracted the periscope. Albert Clyde Randolph, a
Ryan employee, came up with the idea and made it work. The forward visibility through the
simple mirrors wasn’t much, but he could see hills or telephone wires ahead. It was enough.The
inside of the cockpit was completely exposed, with no weight wasted for paneling or
unnecessary finishes. Each ounce saved was an extra ounce of fuel carried, a few more
precious moments in the air that could mean the difference between success and failure.
Lindbergh knew Commander Dick Byrd’s huge America had three 220-horsepower Wright
engines and could lift a four-man crew with nearly the same poundage in fuel as the Spirit
weighed altogether. Though Nungesser’s L’Oiseau Blanc was a single-engine aircraft, its motor
was an immense, twelve-cylinder Lorraine-Dietrich that could generate 450 horsepower. René
Fonck’s enormous, three-engined Sikorsky S-35 boasted red leather seats, extra clothes, a bed,
and duck à l’orange to celebrate their arrival in Paris.*Lindbergh couldn’t afford the weight.He
had a few sandwiches in a brown paper bag that Dick Blythe, a Wright Corporation public
relations man, bought for him on the way back to Roosevelt Field the night before.† Frank
Tichenor, who edited the Aero Digest, had asked, “Are you only taking five sandwiches?”“Yes,”
Slim had replied. “That’s enough. If I get to Paris I won’t need any more, and if I don’t get to Paris
I won’t need any more, either.”Flying the mail, he’d remained awake longer than the thirty-odd
hours this flight would require. He didn’t eat much anyway, as his slight frame evidenced. Fuel
and navigation mattered more.Switching hands on the stick, he folds up the Rand McNally map
of New York and shoves it into the chart bag by his left leg. It also contains a pair of dark green



sunglasses, a first-aid kit, and smelling salts, but he just extracts the next map:
Connecticut.Shifting left again, he squints ahead into the haze. As shore approaches, the gray is
darkening to blue, then to green as the misty haze becomes the New England coastline. One of
the pitfalls with dead reckoning is the tendency of a pilot to make what he observes outside
match what he hopes to see on paper. By holding the 065-degree heading, and leaving Long
Island somewhat south of his route, Slim figures he’s closer to the Connecticut River than to the
planned point at Cedar Island. If that’s true, then he should see a nearly perfect corner of land off
the nose: the right angle of Old Saybrook sticking into the water. Follow it north to the yawning
mouth of the river, maybe a mile wide, emptying into the sound.The Spirit pitches a bit again as
the air changes, but Lindbergh is less bothered than before. Passing along Harvey Beach he
notes the time, 8:42, and decides to hold this heading. As long as he can see the ground he can
get a good fix on Spirit’s position. But the engine could be “leaned” out a bit, he thinks, running
an eye over the gauges. By manually adjusting how much fuel and air is mixed together he can
directly control the motor’s performance. A richer mix of fuel to air is necessary for higher throttle
settings, such as on takeoff or climbing to higher altitudes. A leaner mix contains less fuel so the
engine operates more efficiently in cruise flight. Under stable conditions with the throttle set, less
gas is burned, so there is less waste, and the motor is cleaner. This is important with a
combustion engine that depends on spark plugs and valves for smooth, consistent operation.
Less fuel also means higher engine temperatures that must be monitored closely, and of course
if the mixture is too lean the motor will quit.Slim wants to lean the mixture until the tachometer
needle fluctuates, or the motor begins to lose power. More art than science, this operation is
affected by many variables: the type of motor, its maintenance, and the aircraft’s parameters.
There is less pressure at higher altitudes so the air molecules spread out, making the air less
dense. Leaning out air that is already thin quickly becomes problematic so the mixture is kept
richer. At 150 feet, where he is now, air pressure is greater so the molecules are more closely
packed. Temperature makes a difference as hotter air will also force the molecules apart
somewhat. Holding the engine at 1,750 revolutions per minute, he eases the mixture knob down
another inch until he can hear the difference. The motor is less throaty, and the roaring
decreases. When the tachometer fluctuates, he nudges the mixture lever back up a hair until it is
steady again.Ten minutes later, approaching the Thames River valley and rising hills, he climbs
gradually to 600 feet. Leveling off, throttling back, and leaning out, Lindbergh holds the airspeed
as New London, Connecticut, passes under the right wingtip. Norwich is somewhere upriver to
his left, but he can’t see it and it doesn’t matter anyway. Noting the instrument readings in the log
he then switches to the fifth fuel tank and is pleased. A successful takeoff, the first one hundred
miles behind him, and everything is working as planned. Nudging the stick left, he angles north
five degrees knowing that now is the time to correct toward his great-circle course. If he can get
on course the Spirit will cross the Blackstone River just north of Providence, Rhode
Island.Pulling out his third railroad map, Slim stares from the window at New England, struck
again by the closeness of these eastern states. Morrison County, Minnesota, where he grew up,



was bigger than the entire state of Rhode Island.* The land here is so green, the rolling hills
heavy with trees, and what fields he can see are small, irregularly shaped, and filled with cattle
or crops. Towns, railroads, and roads clutter the map, and he gives up trying to sort them out.
The big landmarks are unmistakable and they’re enough. So at five past nine, with Narragansett
Bay spreading out off the nose, he finds his exact position. Providence is to the left, and as
several bay islands pass to his right Slim figures he’s about six miles from Massachusetts. Less
than a half hour to the ocean.Lindbergh is also ten miles off course to the south, but that’s not a
worry right now as there are ample opportunities ahead for corrections. The sky is clearing just
as James “Doc” Kimball from the U.S. Weather Bureau had said it would, and Slim was confident
he’d get a good position fix prior to departing the Massachusetts coast. Tilting his head back, he
looks up through the skylight and feels a surge of optimism. The lead-colored overcast is
thinning in places so the sun’s dazzling light begins burning through. Fall River, Taunton,
Middleborough, and scores of other towns all slide south beneath the Spirit’s wings. Ahead the
pilot sees the sky split: lighter gray above with the darker Kingston Bay shoreline below. North
and south of the town, about a half mile offshore, a pair of beaches reach inward to form a
natural breakwater. A narrow gap allows ship traffic, and through his right window he can see a
squat, rust-colored lighthouse. Shaped like a spark plug, it’s perched near shoals at the center of
the channel.*Looking back as the coastline disappears under the tail, Lindbergh folds up his last
Rand McNally map and stows it. With the immense, curving fishhook of Cape Cod Bay off his
right wing, he tugs out the chart he’ll use for the rest of the flight. Called a Mercator projection, it
essentially unrolls, or projects, the three-dimensional earth onto a two-dimensional surface. The
orange peel again, but this time stitched together. Because of this, the longitude and latitude
lines appear straight, at right angles to each other, and though unrealistic it allows huge
distances to be plotted on a single chart. If periodic corrections are made that account for the
earth’s shape then the Mercator gives accurate compass bearings between two points. For this
reason it’s the best tool available for the Spirit’s journey.His second 100-mile point was just
ahead, between the dark smudge of Boston to his left, and Race Point on the right. The great
Cape Cod fishhook ends here, at Provincetown, curling around 270 degrees to point back east.
Lindbergh couldn’t see it, but he knew there was a stone tower in the harbor commemorating the
Mayflower’s first anchorage.* The thought of those Pilgrims spending two months at sea in a
hundred-foot ship had once seemed outrageous, yet now he was going to cross that same
daunting ocean in a 27-foot, eight-inch-long aircraft.With the cape off his right wing, Slim nudges
the stick and gently kicks the rudder, watching the compass wobble around until 071 degrees
appears under the line. He’ll hold this heading for the next hundred miles, then check to the right
again, adjusting for the earth’s curve. Still at 150 feet over the waves, Slim absorbs the sense of
sheer space that would likely overwhelm a pilot unused to it. Years of flying over the vast
American Midwest proved to be good practice for open-water flying. The Wright Whirlwind is
steady at 1,760 revolutions and the other gauges read normal as he carefully switches to the
nose fuel tank. His course is set, his chart is open and ready, and the Spirit is performing



perfectly.As America fades away behind him, he stares down at the Mercator projection; so
many points on a map, so carefully calculated and plotted. They must have seemed almost
arrogant now. Paris, still just a distant, impersonal black dot, is over 3,000 miles away. Thirty-five
more heading changes over unknown spots. Well, unknown to him, but the marks between Long
Island and Cape Cod had been strange a few hours ago, too. Now they’re real memories of
actual places, just as those points ahead will be. As the world rotates beneath him the pilot takes
comfort in knowing that each degree of turn, each foot and mile traveled, brings Paris closer.
Slim is struck, not for the first time, by the power and magnificent potential of flight. What better
way to demonstrate that the world can truly be opened to man than by safely flying between
continents? Staring ahead toward the shimmering horizon Charles Lindbergh knows this is the
real reason for accepting this challenge, and the terrible risk to his own life.TWOHOPEFEAR
DIDN’T PLAY much into Lindbergh’s thinking, and independence, toughness, intelligence, and
stubbornness were inherited traits. His paternal great-grandfather, Ola Mansson, personified
these attributes that would surface throughout Charles’s life. Born in the village of Gardlosa,
Sweden, on the southern tip of the Scandinavian peninsula, in 1808, Mansson grew up just
miles inland from the Baltic coast. It was a region rich in Norse mythology, home to the legend of
Beowulf and Viking excursions, and bred a particularly hardy, resilient population.Elected to the
Riksdag, the Swedish parliament, in 1847, Mansson served on the Appropriations Committee
and was appointed to the State Bank of Sweden. Outspoken and a bit self-righteous, he
acquired enemies in proportion to his rising power; his ardent support for social reform didn’t
help. He backed rights for Jews, the infirm, and for women, whose company Mansson enjoyed
while in Stockholm away from his wife and growing family.Despite some success, by 1858
Mansson’s life began to unravel and in January a dalliance with a teenager named Lovisa Carlen
produced a son. A maid in Ola’s Stockholm residence discovered a letter from Lovisa disclosing
the birth and imploring him to meet his boy; the maid promptly forwarded this to Mansson’s wife,
Ingar, who was obviously displeased. Later that year, Ola’s political enemies arranged for a
government prosecutor to charge him with embezzlement. It was subsequently revealed that he
had violated banking regulations by acting as a loan agent, and pocketing a 1 percent
commission, while serving on the board for the Bank of Sweden.Just before Christmas 1858, the
courts ruled against him, and Ola learned he was to be dismissed from government service.
Mansson appealed to the Supreme Court to gain a bit of time, but he also began learning
English and planning his exit to North America. Securing a passport in the spring of 1859,
Mansson and Lovisa were gone by the time he lost his appeal in June.* With eighteen-month-
old Karl August, the couple left for England, then sailed from Liverpool to Quebec. As with many
beginning a fresh life in the New World, Mansson decided to change names upon arriving in
Canada. In Lindbergh, A. Scott Berg states that “he adopted the surname his older two sons had
acquired at the University in Lund.”This is certainly possible. In One Summer: America, 1927, Bill
Bryson writes that “Lindbergh” means “linden tree mountain,” which it more or less does in
several languages, but not in Swedish. If this is what occurred, the name would have likely been



“Lindenbergh,” though it could have been shortened with mistranslations. In fact, there are no
linden trees in Sweden, though they do grow in parts of Canada. Reeve Lindbergh, Ola’s great-
granddaughter, admits she was told the latter version, and it was family lore. But she concedes
that the Anglicized etymology was probably granted after the fact and adds, “I doubt that this
meaning, lovely as it is, has anything to do with the name change itself, though it certainly is in
the family tradition. I understood and repeated this from my childhood onward, wherever it came
from.”Another explanation for the name that became a household word is a combination of both
theories. Adopting “Lund” seems reasonable as it was one of the oldest, most prominent cities in
Sweden. Barely fifty miles from Gardlosa where Ola was born, its university is the largest in the
country. Borgh is defined as “fortress” or “city” in Old Swedish, and Ola may have been paying
homage to his ancestry with the name Lundborgh. Or maybe he simply liked the way it sounded.
Given Mansson’s accent, the name could be easily heard as Lindbergh and subsequently
written this way on the new Canadian or American documents.However they were named, the
newly christened Lindberghs traveled west and in July 1859 they crossed by train from Windsor,
Ontario, into the United States. Continuing deeper into the frontier, the Manssons, now August
and Louisa Lindbergh, passed Chicago headed for Dubuque, Iowa, on the Mississippi River. A
steamboat, considerably more comfortable than the trains, brought them three hundred miles
north to St. Anthony Falls in the infant state of Minnesota.* Pushing deeper to the very edge of
civilization by wagon and cart, August finally stopped some ninety miles northwest of the falls
and built a sod home for the winter near Melrose.Working hard and expanding his home, August
lost his left arm to a saw blade in 1861, yet he survived to sire six more children in addition to
Karl August, the boy he’d brought from Sweden. Now known as Charles August, or “C.A.,” the
eldest Lindbergh son grew up tall, and was independent, if a bit narrow in his thinking, much like
his father. Hunting and roaming the land from a young age, he had no real schooling until early
adolescence, when, for six dollars a week, he attended Grove Lake Academy. Two years of
studies enabled C.A. to gain entrance to the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor, where he
matriculated with a law degree in 1883. Extremely handsome, the twenty-four-year-old C.A. had
high cheekbones, a dimpled chin, and clear, hard eyes that left little doubt of his determination.
For several years he moved around, exploring possibilities and gaining experience, but in 1885,
at the age of twenty-seven, he returned home to Minnesota. The young attorney hung up a
shingle in a town called Little Falls, about thirty miles northwest of his parents, and went to
work.While living at the local boardinghouse he met a girl, Mary LaFond, and they were married
two years later. Two children soon followed and by 1890, Charles August Lindbergh was the
picture of success and the embodiment of the American dream. A son of immigrants, he’d
survived life on the frontier, earned a university degree, and was now Morrison County’s attorney.
C.A. also began to acquire real estate: substantial holdings throughout the county, including the
first creamery and a large brick home for his family.Eight years later Mary succumbed to a
cancerous abdominal tumor, leaving C.A. with two young daughters: ten-year-old Lillian and six-
year-old Eva. In the fall of 1900, after eighteen months of quiet grief for his wife, he sent the girls



to Stanley Hall, a Minneapolis boarding school, rented out his house, and moved into Little Falls’
Antlers Hotel. He threw himself into the real estate business and his law practice, and with
characteristic toughness C. A. Lindbergh persevered with his lonely life. Yet a poet once said
“solitude is fine but you need someone to tell you solitude is fine,” and certainly this was about to
happen for the forty-one-year-old widower.C.A. had a younger brother, Frank, and two sisters,
Juno and Linda, all living in the area. Little Falls was now a county seat with a growing school
system to meet the needs of its five thousand strong population, and the school superintendent
was his brother-in-law, Joseph Seal, Linda’s husband. One afternoon in September 1900,
Superintendent Seal was in the Antlers Hotel to meet a teacher newly arrived from Detroit, and
he introduced the young lady to C. A. Lindbergh.A blue-eyed, twenty-four-year-old graduate of
the University of Michigan, Evangeline Lodge Land had come to Minnesota looking for
adventure. Accepting a position to teach chemistry, she found herself instructing a total of five
courses, including botany and physics. Feisty and confrontational, Evangeline was soon at odds
with the school officials and she was not particularly enamored with Minnesota. She had been
born and raised in Detroit, a positive metropolis compared to Little Falls, and certainly a great
deal more cosmopolitan.Dr. Edwin Albert Lodge, Evangeline’s maternal grandfather, was the
nation’s foremost proponent of homeopathic medicine. Undoubtedly quite intelligent, he was
also opinionated, stubborn, and a minor religious fanatic. After joining the Church of the
Disciples of Christ, a fundamentalist movement dedicated to restoring Christian unity, Lodge
prohibited dancing within his family, hot meals on Sunday, and generally fun of any sort. Hardly a
loving man at any time, Dr. Lodge was also quarrelsome and frequently verbally abusive. The
only one of his eleven children with whom he had a workable relationship was his daughter
Evangeline, who married Dr. Charles Henry Land in 1875.Regarded as one of the most
progressive dentists of his time, Charles Land, though eccentric, had several dozen patents
granted in his name and pioneered the use of porcelain in dentistry.* Outspoken, he encouraged
diversity in thought, independence in attitude and, above all, education. It was no surprise then
that his daughter, also named Evangeline, would earn a degree in a time when many women
were barely literate and expected to devote themselves to bearing children. Nor was it surprising
that she inherited his self-confidence, disdain for authority, and considerable fearlessness. It was
surprising that such a girl would become smitten with a widowed lawyer seventeen years her
senior in a place like Little Falls, Minnesota. Yet she did just that.When C. A. Lindbergh, rising
attorney, wealthy landowner, and Morrison County’s most eligible bachelor, proposed in
December 1900, Evangeline Lodge Land did not refuse him outright. However, she did resign
from her fifty-five-dollars-per-month teaching job and return to her parents in Detroit to consider
his offer, which she accepted.At the time of his second marriage on March 27, 1901, C.A. was
doing quite well. He practiced a bit of criminal law, but made most of his money by managing
business affairs for large corporations with local interests. These included the Singer
Manufacturing Company, the McCormick Harvesting Machine Company, and the Weyerhaeuser
Syndicate’s vast timber holdings. Though most of his wealth was in land, C. A. Lindbergh was



worth approximately $200,000, a considerable fortune in 1901.* On 110 acres south of town he
built one of the finest homes in Morrison County for his bride, which featured five bedrooms, a
billiard room, indoor plumbing, and hot water radiators against the brutal Minnesota winters.
After returning from their ten-week honeymoon through Colorado, Oregon, and California, the
couple camped out on the bluffs overlooking the Mississippi while their home was finished. That
summer Evangeline announced she was pregnant, and at 1:30 a.m. on February 2, 1902, at her
parents’ Detroit home, she gave birth to a nine-pound, eight-ounce infant named Charles
Augustus Lindbergh.†THE WORLD CHARLES A. Lindbergh entered on that cold midwestern
morning was changing rapidly. During the month of Charles’s birth, Robert Falcon Scott,
together with Ernest Shackleton and the rest of the Discovery Expedition, arrived in the Antarctic
and would reach a record 82 degrees latitude south by the end of the year. The Nile, then
considered the world’s longest river, was dammed at Aswan. King Edward VII was crowned in
August, following the reign of England’s longest-serving monarch, Queen Victoria. In Nice,
France, an automobile driven by Léon Serpollet would reach 74 miles per hour, a new land
speed record, and the world’s first movie theater opened in Los Angeles. In Vietnam the Paul
Doumer Bridge was completed, connecting Hanoi on both sides of the Red River, and Denmark
sold the Virgin Islands to the United States. Teddy Roosevelt was in the White House following
the assassination of William McKinley the previous September, and the Philippine-American
War would end.* A pair of South Carolina congressmen had a fistfight in the Senate, and
Charles Lewis Tiffany, founder of Tiffany & Company in New York, died.New technologies were
beginning to capture the American imagination and transform daily life. Just twenty-five years
earlier a scant 7,500 telegraph offices existed in the entire country, but now there were more
than 23,000. American Telephone & Telegraph routed nearly 2.5 billion calls per year for the
2,525,606 telephones in the United States. And in a satisfying twist of fate, just months after
Charles Lindbergh was born, Wilbur Wright made the final flights in his 1902 glider over Kill Devil
Hills, North Carolina. With the addition of a steerable rudder, the aircraft could now truly
maneuver and would be ready for the first historic, powered flight the following year.Young
Charles, of course, was blissfully unconcerned with all this, recalling later in life only the
carriages, dinner parties, and his mother playing the piano. C.A. was briefly happy, caught up
with his pretty wife, his young children, and apparently successful career. He seemed to truly
love Evangeline, yet historians agree the elder Lindbergh had a profoundly difficult time
demonstrating his feelings, not just for his wife, but also for the girls—and Charles. However,
given his own father’s temperament, his upbringing in rural Minnesota, and a natural stoicism,
this was understandable. However, for a young, passionate woman like Evangeline it was
difficult, especially when the honeymoon glitz had worn away and life in Little Falls with a man
old enough to be her father loomed ahead.Life for the Lindberghs began to unravel in 1905.
Scrupulously honest, C.A. lacked a businessman’s killer instinct and often held promissory notes
in lieu of cash for property transactions. Habitually buying too high and selling too low tends to
make one popular with those on the other end of the deals, but it was a sure way to bleed assets



dry. Nor did C.A.’s idealism mix well with financial realities. He launched a quarterly magazine of
sorts, The Law of Rights, Realized and Unrealized, Individual and Public, and as the title would
suggest, the publication was not successful.Like his father before him, C. A. Lindbergh was a
genuine supporter of the working class. Somewhat ironically, given his own business dealings
with large corporations, he was rabidly opposed to big business. Why, he asked, should a
handful of corporate entities be permitted to dominate entire markets like railroads, oil, and
telephones, and through them manipulate the economy? Banks especially earned C.A.’s enmity
and he created the Industrial Adjustment Company in 1905, basically a rural cooperative, to fight
them. The company would buy local animals, butcher them in Little Falls, and ship directly to
merchants, thereby eliminating the middleman.Businesses in the area were encouraged to join
together and this would, it was hoped, eliminate unnecessary competition while presenting a
unified front against big corporate encroachment. This essentially socialist approach was not
well received among the fiercely independent local merchants, nor were they willing to go
bankrupt in the name of Lindbergh’s “masses against the classes” philosophy. The company
predictably went bust by early 1907, costing C.A. $20,000, which represented most of his liquid
assets. Dr. Charles Land, Evangeline’s father, and Frank Lindbergh, C.A.’s younger brother, lost
their investments as well.Adding to the year’s misery, the Lindbergh home burned to the ground.
An exact cause was never determined, but the maid’s oil lamp was suspected as the house
burned from the top down. Neighbors managed to save the piano and quite a few downstairs
furnishings, including Evangeline’s prized blue willowware, but the structure would have to be
entirely rebuilt. Bundling his family—six Lindberghs, two dogs, and a nursemaid for little Charles
—around to several locations, they eventually settled into a suite at the Buckman Hotel in Little
Falls. Pressing her husband to immediately rebuild the home, Evangeline soon realized the
extent of C.A.’s financial troubles. By the end of the year, he himself admitted, “We are
exceedingly poor in cash, and will be for some time to come.”Whether money was the culprit or
not, the original grand home on the banks of the Mississippi was never truly resurrected. A one-
and-a-half-story house did eventually go up, but there was neither central heat or indoor
plumbing. Then in June a bit of hope appeared. Local Progressives were not happy with
Clarence Bennett Buckman, the incumbent Republican congressman from Minnesota’s Sixth
District.* Among other things, he was apparently using his congressional position to secure
timber contracts on land he happened to own. Such perfidy infuriated the Progressives who
soon enlisted C. A. Lindbergh, champion of the common man, to fight corruption. Whether
motivated by idealism, ambition, or a desire to distance himself from rural Minnesota, C.A.
announced his intention to run for Congress and won the September Republican primary by
seven percentage points. He was then victorious in November’s general election by a narrow
margin.*Eager to escape Little Falls, C.A. moved his family to Washington, D.C., well in advance
of the Sixtieth Congress’s December 2, 1907, opening. Located at 1831 Vernon Street, between
Kalorama and Lanier Heights, the newly built Romaine Hotel seemed an ideal location. Close to
parks, shopping, and Dupont Circle, perhaps C.A. hoped his family would enjoy the impressive



surroundings and their new situation would dispel past unhappiness.It did not.The elder
Lindbergh immersed himself in the job, as he had always done, eating breakfast in his office and
sometimes working from dawn till midnight. Had Evangeline been able to join the D.C. cocktail
circuit and partake in the glittering public life open to congressmen, perhaps their relationship
would have improved. But C.A.’s terse, stoic façade was hardly conducive to friendships, nor did
he drink, gamble, or otherwise socialize. Even if he had, nothing would have likely improved
between his daughters and their stepmother. Willful and independent teenagers, Lillian and Eva
had borne the brunt of C.A.’s tumultuous life and apparently resented their step-mother
Evangeline, who was closer to their ages than to her husband. Both returned west and Lillian
met Dr. Loren Roberts while attending the University of Michigan, eventually marrying him. Eva
attended Carleton College in Northfield, Minnesota, then rejoined C.A. as an intern in
Washington before her own marriage to George W. Christie, a journalist.At five years old Charles
was oblivious to most of this and what he did recall, he usually suppressed. This denial, this
mental shutdown of painful emotional situations, would develop into a lifelong habit that
sometimes worked to his advantage, but often did not. Berg agrees, writing in Lindbergh that
Charles “simply learned at a young age to see and hear only that which he wanted to.” Yet the
boy hunted Easter eggs on the White House lawn and was appointed as a special Senate page
so he could have a front-row seat for Woodrow Wilson’s inauguration. There were trips to
Philadelphia, New York, and even the Panama Canal. Summers were spent with his
grandparents in Detroit or back in Little Falls, where Charles relished his outdoor life of camping,
skinny-dipping, fishing, and hunting. He was growing up physically tough, mentally introspective,
and emotionally reclusive. Charles also developed the habit of internalizing his conversations,
quite possibly since there was no one but himself and his dog Wahgoosh in whom to confide.
The fox terrier slept with the boy and often shared his breakfast.Proud of his father, Lindbergh
wrote that C.A. always called him “Boss.” Despite the public persona, there was quiet humor in
the man and whenever possible C.A. would take his son on “expeditions to rivers, creeks and
lakes.” A solitary man, separated from his wife and increasingly isolated by his politics, C.A.
reached out to his son in the only way he knew. Charles recognized this and recalled that “I
became his partner.”The situation between his parents remained publicly polite. They attended
White House receptions and occasionally dined in the congressional dining room, yet privately
the marriage was finished. Evangeline had asked C.A. for a divorce in 1909 but agreed to keep
up pretenses for the sake of “the boy” and her husband’s flourishing political career. A man of
complexities and contradictions, C.A. refused to be buttonholed as a Republican, even though
that party elected him. He would not attend caucuses, nor subject himself to party discipline.
Congressman Lindbergh voted his conscience; he opposed the establishment of the Federal
Reserve and supported women’s suffrage. Though he unequivocally favored an individual’s right
to consume alcohol, C.A. fervently believed in Prohibition, stating that the sale of liquor was
“attended with practices that are extremely detrimental to good government.”Blossoming
intellectually, though regrettably not emotionally, C.A. found his niche in Washington within the



movements for American social and economic change. Outspoken and uncompromising, he
was either respected or reviled, depending on one’s point of view. Rivals back in Minnesota dug
up his numerous land transactions and insinuated that the champion of the common man, the
antitrust warrior and bank hater, had profited from farm foreclosures. Lindbergh responded by
selling off his property, and within a few years his net worth was half of what it had been when he
left Little Falls. Fearing perceptions of hypocrisy, C.A. dissociated himself from lucrative
corporate clients, neglecting his law practice and generating a cash flow crisis that would last
the rest of his life.Like his father in the Swedish Riksdag, Congressman Lindbergh seemed to
cast himself as a contemporary Don Quixote, charging against the windmills of the powerful and
wealthy. He may have gloried in the fight, but Evangeline certainly did not. She was not willing to
sacrifice herself, or her son, on the altar of politics and this irreparably widened the schism
between them. By now C.A. and his wife were maintaining separate residences in Washington,
which meant a string of boardinghouses for Charles and Evangeline. When they were together,
civility eroded quickly. Enraged during one violent confrontation, Evangeline held a gun to C.A.’s
head. He merely shrugged and said, “If you must do it, do it.”She’d also discovered that her
husband was having a long-term affair with his stenographer, who’d joined his D.C. staff from
Little Falls. Isolated and lonely, Evangeline transferred her energies and affections to Charles.
Lindbergh’s reserve, loathing of politics, and overdeveloped introspection all had their roots in
the decade he spent as a congressman’s son. Nonetheless, Evangeline and Charles immersed
themselves in the capital’s culture: the memorials, art galleries, and, of course, the Smithsonian
Institution.* At age eleven, he was enrolled in the Friends School, an exclusive Washington,
D.C., Quaker academy, his first encounter with rigorous academics.†Then, in June 1912, C.A.
arranged for Charles (with Evangeline) to attend the yearly Army Aeronautical Trials to evaluate
new aircraft. This one, like the first such event in 1908, was being held just across the Potomac
River at Fort Myer, Virginia. Lindbergh would recount, “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—pant’s
legs flapping, and cap visor pointed backward to streamline in the wind.”‡ Electrified, the boy
later admitted it was there he realized that he wanted to be a pilot himself. “I used to imagine
myself with wings,” he wrote more than forty years later, “on which I could swoop down off our
roof into the valley, soaring through the air from one river bank to the other.”TWO SUMMERS
FOLLOWING Lindbergh’s epiphany, a motorcade carrying a beribboned, middle-aged man and
his portly wife threaded its way through the warm streets of Sarajevo. Archduke Franz Ferdinand,
heir apparent to the Austro-Hungarian Empire, was smiling and waving when a young Bosnian
Serb stepped from the crowd and drew a pistol. Gavrilo Princip calmly fired several shots,
mortally wounding both the archduke and his consort, Princess Sophie.Dominoes began falling
around the world a month later.Austria-Hungary, a member of the Triple Alliance with Italy and
Germany, declared war on Serbia. Russia, seeking to bolster a battered national image and
distract its people from internal misery, mobilized to protect her Slavic “brethren.” Germany
immediately responded by gearing up for war, all the while demanding that France remain



passively neutral. Allied with Britain under the Entente Cordiale, Paris rejected the ultimatum,
and the Kaiser now had a pretext for picking a fight with everyone. Russia was first, followed by
Luxembourg, and on August 3, 1914, Germany declared war on France then promptly invaded
Belgium. What was to be called the “Great War” began in earnest when British troops landed on
French soil in fulfillment of the Entente Cordiale. Four bloody years later, with some thirty million
dead, wounded, or missing from the industrialized slaughter of the western front, an armistice
was signed in Compiègne, France. Hostilities were over, at least temporarily, but there would be
no lasting peace.
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Mark Francis, “Engaging, well written. But about that compass mirror.... Hampton is a good
writer--this is an engaging narrative of possibly the greatest single airplane flight ever. Hampton
does a great job of including the culture of 1920's America, the context that shaped Charles
Lindbergh, influenced his thinking, and presented to him the goal of his young life: stretch the
boundaries of aviation by flying farther than anyone had ever flown, between two major, distant
cities. Hampton takes his reader along on that flight, and provides a narrative that is at times
technical, but that is always difficult to put down. He weaves the technical with the historical,
human side with ease. This book was a delight to read.Hampton makes the mistake, however, of
repeating an error in the compass mirror story and gets a technical detail wrong. A young
woman did in fact give Lindbergh her small, circular makeup mirror to use in the Spirit, and it was
put in place temporarily with chewing gum. However, as any contemporary photo of the Spirit's
cockpit will show you, the mirror was not left in place for the flight with chewing gum. Someone
with the attention to detail that Lindbergh had, knowing his life was very much on the line with
this flight, would not trust chewing gum to hold something as critical as a compass mirror in
place. It was bracketed in place. Also, the compass's lettering was applied in reverse, so that it
was read forward, or normal, via the mirror. Lindbergh did not have to read the compass in
reverse, as Hampton claims.”

Russell L. Greer, “I flew over a great deal more ocean than Charles Lindbergh ever did. During
my Air Force days, I flew over a great deal more ocean than Charles Lindbergh ever did. The
difference was that I did it with eight engines, an autopilot, and a crew of five others, three of
whom were trained Air Force navigators. Plus, we did much of it at altitudes in excess of 30,000.
"Slim" Lindbergh did it at altitudes ranging from the wavetops to approximately 1000 feet, by
himself, with no autopilot, and no flight control trim system. He had to hand-fly it the whole way
across the Atlantic. His feat was testament to basic pilotage at its finest. I was fortunate enough
to receive an advance copy of this book from Lt. Col. Hampton's editor at Harper-Collins and
started reading it, as soon as I got it out of the package. Dan Hampton weaves a fascinating tale
of extraordinary airmanship against the tapestry of Lindbergh's life and times. For the
experienced aviator, a great deal of basic aviation know-how, much of which is no longer even
taught, will once again spring to life. For the novice, it portends of the mountain of knowledge to
be gained. For the student of history, it's a wonderful read. I highly recommend this work, in
addition to Col. Hampton's entire existing body of work!”

AvdRedr, “This is definitely a book written for the pilot.. This is definitely a book written for the
pilot. Yes, the author writes about his family history, how he grew up, got into flying and the
aftermath of his historic flight, but first and foremost it is about the flight, the aerodynamics of the
plane, fundamental’s of piloting, navigation and the concerns most pilots can associate with and



appreciate. In addition he introduces the reader to a Charles Lindbergh I think most readers did
not know. Yes he grew up on a farm in the midwest, but his father became a congressman and
he spent many years growing up in Washington, DC. He became aware of the roll politics can
play in our society, and hoped that it could help advance the progress of aviation in this country.
The rolls of the French and American governments in extracting him from the mobs at Le
Bourget and the immediate aftermath of the flight are insightful. The author does fill in the rest of
his life events that most are familiar with, but gives perspective to them that reflect on the
character of Lindbergh. It makes you wonder how you could have handled the total change in
life that occurred after his 36 hours in the air.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Accurate and well written. Dan Hampton has done a remarkable job with
this book. I read Scott Berg's authorized biography (he was give access by Anne Morrow to
much personal data) and it is very comprehensive covering Lindbergh's entire life. What
Hampton does is just so much more focused on the 33 1/3 hour flight in 1927 that changed his
life and ours. I really could put myself in the cockpit with Lindbergh and feel the cold, the
turbulence, hear the noise of the Wright Whirlwind and experience the fatigue that he endured
during that flight.  Well worth the time to read, I recommend this book without reservation.”

Newton T. Guthrie, “ANOTHER DAN HAMPTON "CAN`T SET IT DOWN AND GO TO BED"
BOOK. This is another example of Dan Hampton`s master storytelling ability. It would be an
understatement to say that I enjoyed this book. I recently read Charles Lindbergh`s "The Spirit of
St. Louis" and "The Flight" is a brilliant coda to that 1953 classic. As always, Dan Hampton
writes from a pilot`s perspective, enthrallingly drawing the reader into that cramped cockpit, with
"Slim" Lindbergh facing almost impossible odds of survival a few feet over an angry Atlantic
Ocean in a small, single engine aircraft with only a small periscope for forward vision. The author
well documents Lindbergh`s tremendous struggle to fight off sleep during the 33 1/2 hour flight,
in which Slim was awake an incredible 55 hours! Hampton interjects engaging Lindbergh family
history and a chapter entitled "Innocence Lost: Snapshots of a Decade," chronicling the social
and cultural revolution of the 1920s. For flight enthusiast, the two events in the 20th century that
captured the world`s imagination was Man`s first setting foot on the Moon in 1969 (50th
anniversary just celebrated) and Lindbergh`s solo flight across the Atlantic in 1927. "The Flight"
is a must-read for aviation historians and students of Charles A. Lindbergh.”

DEANVEGGY, “just up my street - difficult to put it down. wonderful book that thankfully unlike
some, does not dwell on stuff like childhood or family history. what you get is a detailed
description of Charles flight from preparation, to execution, with the flight taking up 80% of the
book. So if you are an engineering, aircraft or navigation nut you'll be especially satisfied with the
detail. I was. An amazing feat, i rekon if it was analysed with today's computers, he'd be given a
40% chance to make it. In fact, one early chapter describes an attempt, made a few weeks



before Lindberghs, by a couple of brave French pilots who's fate may sadly never be known.”

Steve77, “Lindbergh. A nice interesting read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Must read for aviation enthusiasts. Superb - beautifully written. The
historical content and the flight detail is perfect for the reader interested in aviation.”

Dan Vandenberg, “Fly with Lindbergh. A good read and well researched. The Flight is a find
effort indeed, and I recommend it without reservation.”

Ken, “Fantastic read. Great book that puts you in the pilots seat all the way across the Atlantic.
For aviation historians and adventurers alike you can almost smell the experience. Hard to put
down.”

The book by Dan Hampton has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 197 people have provided feedback.
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