
Read & Download (PDF Kindle) 
The Aviator's Wife: A Novel

 Melanie Benjamin

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/VnpbL/The-Aviators-Wife-A-Novel
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/VnpbL/The-Aviators-Wife-A-Novel
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/VnpbL/The-Aviators-Wife-A-Novel


In the spirit of Loving Frank and The Paris Wife, acclaimed novelist Melanie Benjamin pulls back
the curtain on the marriage of one of America’s most extraordinary couples: Charles Lindbergh
and Anne Morrow Lindbergh. “The history [is] exhilarating. . . . The Aviator’s Wife soars.”—USA
Today NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLERWhen Anne Morrow, a shy college senior with hidden
literary aspirations, travels to Mexico City to spend Christmas with her family, she meets Colonel
Charles Lindbergh, fresh off his celebrated 1927 solo flight across the Atlantic. Enthralled by
Charles’s assurance and fame, Anne is certain the aviator has scarcely noticed her. But she is
wrong. Charles sees in Anne a kindred spirit, a fellow adventurer, and her world will be changed
forever. The two marry in a headline-making wedding. In the years that follow, Anne becomes the
first licensed female glider pilot in the United States. But despite this and other major
achievements, she is viewed merely as the aviator’s wife. The fairy-tale life she once longed for
will bring heartbreak and hardships, ultimately pushing her to reconcile her need for love and her
desire for independence, and to embrace, at last, life’s infinite possibilities for change and
happiness. Look for special features inside. Join the Random House Reader’s Circle for author
chats and more.Praise for The Aviator’s Wife “Remarkable . . . The Aviator’s Wife succeeds [in]
putting the reader inside Anne Lindbergh’s life with her famous husband.”—The Denver
Post“Anne Morrow Lindbergh narrates the story of the Lindberghs’ troubled marriage in all its
triumph and tragedy.”—USA Today “[This novel] will fascinate history buffs and surprise those
who know of her only as ‘the aviator’s wife.’ ”—People “It’s hard to quit reading this intimate
historical fiction.”—The Dallas Morning News “Fictional biography at its finest.”—Booklist
(starred review)“Utterly unforgettable.”—Publishers Weekly (starred review) “An intimate
examination of the life and emotional mettle of Anne Morrow.”—The Washington Post“A story of
both triumph and pain that will take your breath away.”—Kate Alcott, author of The Dressmaker

“The history is exhilarating. . . . The Aviator’s Wife soars. . . . Anne Morrow Lindbergh narrates the 
story of the Lindberghs’ troubled marriage in all its triumph and tragedy.”—USA
Today“Remarkable . . . The Aviator’s Wife succeeds [in] putting the reader inside Anne
Lindbergh’s life with her famous husband.”—The Denver Post“[This novel] will fascinate history
buffs and surprise those who know of her only as ‘the aviator’s wife.’ ”—People “It’s hard to quit
reading this intimate historical fiction.”—The Dallas Morning News “Fictional biography at its
finest.”—Booklist (starred review)“Utterly unforgettable.”—Publishers Weekly (starred
review) “An intimate examination of the life and emotional mettle of Anne Morrow.”—The
Washington Post“A story of both triumph and pain that will take your breath away.”—Kate Alcott,
author of The Dressmaker “Melanie Benjamin inhabits Anne Morrow Lindbergh completely,
freeing her from the shadows of her husband’s stratospheric fame.”—Isabel Wolff, author of A



Vintage AffairAbout the AuthorMelanie Benjamin is the New York Times bestselling author of
The Children’s Blizzard, Mistress of the Ritz, The Girls in the Picture, The Swans of Fifth Avenue,
The Aviator's Wife, The Autobiography of Mrs. Tom Thumb, and Alice I Have Been. Benjamin
lives in Chicago, Illinois, where she is at work on her next historical novel.Excerpt. © Reprinted
by permission. All rights reserved.Benjamin / THE AVIATOR'S WIFEchapter 1December
1927Down to earth.I repeated the phrase to myself, whispering it in wonder. Down to earth.
What a plodding expression, really, when you considered it—-I couldn’t help but think of muddy
fields and wheel ruts and worms—-yet people always meant it as a compliment.“ ‘Down to
earth’—-did you hear that, Elisabeth? Can you believe Daddy would say that about an aviator, of
all people?”“I doubt he even realized what he was saying,” my sister murmured as she scribbled
furiously on her lap desk, despite the rocking motion of the train. “Now, Anne, dear, if you’d just
let me finish this letter . . .”“Of course he didn’t,” I persisted, refusing to be ignored. This was the
third letter she’d written today! “Daddy never does know what he’s saying, which is why I love
him. But honestly, that’s what his letter said—-‘I do hope you can meet Colonel Lindbergh. He’s
so down to earth!’ ”“Well, Daddy is quite taken with the colonel. . . .”“Oh, I know—-and I didn’t
mean to criticize him! I was just thinking out loud. I wouldn’t say anything like that in person.”
Suddenly my mood shifted, as it always seemed to do whenever I was with my family. Away from
them, I could be confident, almost careless, with my words and ideas. Once, someone even
called me vivacious (although to be honest, he was a college freshman intoxicated by bathtub
gin and his first whiff of expensive perfume).Whenever my immediate family gathered, however,
it took me a while to relax, to reacquaint myself with the rhythm of speech and good--natured
joshing that they seemed to fall into so readily. I imagined that they carried it with them, even
when we were all scattered; I fancied each one of them humming the tune of this family
symphony in their heads as they went about their busy lives.Like so many other family traits—-
the famous Morrow sense of humor, for instance—-the musical gene appeared to have skipped
me. So it always took me longer to remember my part in this domestic song and dance. I’d been
traveling with my sister and brother on this Mexican--bound train for a week, and still I felt
tongue--tied and shy. Particularly around Dwight, now a senior at Groton; my brother had grown
paler, prone to strange laughing fits, almost reverting to childhood at times, even as physically
he was fast maturing into a carbon copy of our father.Elisabeth was the same as ever, and I was
the same as ever around her; no longer a confident college senior, I was diminished in her
golden presence. In the stale air of the train car, I felt as limp and wrinkled as the sad linen dress
I was wearing. While she looked as pressed and poised as a mannequin, not a wrinkle or
smudge on her smart silk suit, despite the red dust blowing in through the inadequate
windows.“Now, don’t go brooding already, Anne, for heaven’s sake! Of course you wouldn’t
criticize Daddy to his face—-you, of all people! There!” Elisabeth signed her letter with a flourish,
folded it carefully, and tucked it in her pocket. “I’ll wait until later before I address it. Just think how
grand it will look on the embassy stationery!”“Who are you writing this time? Connie?”Elisabeth
nodded brusquely; she wrote to Connie Chilton, her former roommate from Smith, so frequently



the question hardly seemed worth acknowledging. Then I almost asked if she needed a stamp,
before I remembered. We were dignitaries now. Daddy was ambassador to Mexico. We Morrows
had no need for such common objects as stamps. All our letters would go in the special
government mail pouch, along with Daddy’s memos and reports.It was rumored that Colonel
Lindbergh himself would be taking a mail pouch back to Washington with him, when he flew
away. At least, that’s what Daddy had insinuated in his last let- ter, the one I had received just
before boarding the train in New York with Elisabeth and Dwight. We were in Mexico now; we’d
crossed the border during the night. I couldn’t stop marveling at the strange landscape as we’d
chugged our way south; the flat, strangely light--filled plains of the Midwest; the dreary desert in
Texas, the lonely adobe houses or the occasional tin--roofed shack underneath a bleached--out,
endless sky. Mexico, by contrast, was greener than I had imagined, especially as we climbed
toward Mexico City.“Did you tell Connie that we saw Gloria Swanson with Mr. Kennedy?” We’d
caught a glimpse of the two, the movie star and the banker (whom we knew socially), when they
boarded the train in Texas. Both of them had their heads down and coat collars turned up.
Joseph Kennedy was married, with a brood of Catholic children and a lovely wife named Rose.
Miss Swanson was married to a French marquis, according to the Photoplay I sometimes
borrowed from my roommate.“I didn’t. Daddy wouldn’t approve. We do have to be more careful
now that he’s ambassador.”“That’s true. But didn’t she look so tiny in person! Much smaller than
in the movies. Hardly taller than me!”“I’ve heard that about movie stars.” Elisabeth nodded
thoughtfully. “They say Douglas Fairbanks isn’t much taller than Mary Pickford.”A colored porter
knocked on the door to our compartment; he stuck his head inside. “We’ll be at the station
momentarily, miss,” he said to Elisabeth, who smiled graciously and nodded, her blond curls
tickling her forehead. Then he retreated.“I can’t wait to see Con,” I said, my stomach dancing in
anticipation. “And Mother, of course. But mainly Con!” I missed my little sister; missed and
envied her, both. At fourteen, she was able to make the move to Mexico City with our parents
and live the gay diplomatic life that I could glimpse only on holidays like this; my first since Daddy
had been appointed.I picked up my travel case and followed Elisabeth out of our private car and
into the aisle, where we were joined by Dwight, who was tugging at his tie.“Is this tied right,
Anne?” He frowned, looking so like Daddy that I almost laughed; Daddy never could master the
art of ty- ing a necktie, either. Daddy couldn’t master the art of wearing clothes, period. His pants
were always too long and wrinkled, like elephants’ knees.“Yes, of course.” But I gave it a good
tug anyway.Then suddenly the train had stopped; we were on a platform swirling with excited
passengers greeting their loved ones, in a soft, blanketing warmth that gently thawed my bones,
still chilled from the Northampton winter I carried with me, literally, on my arm. I’d forgotten to
pack my winter coat in my trunk.“Anne! Elisabeth! Dwight!” A chirping, a laugh, and then Con
was there, her round little face brown from sun, her dark hair pulled back from her face with a
gay red ribbon. She was wearing a Mexican dress, all bright embroidery and full skirt; she even
had huaraches on her tiny feet.“Oh, look at you!” I hugged her, laughing. “What a picture! A true
señorita!”“Darlings!”Turning blindly, I found myself in my mother’s embrace, and then too quickly



released as she moved on to Elisabeth. Mother looked as ever, a sensible New England
clubwoman plunked down in the middle of the tropics. Daddy, his pants swimming as usual, his
tie askew, was shaking Dwight’s hand and kissing Elisabeth on the cheek at the same
time.Finally he turned to me; rocking back on his heels, he looked me up and down and then
nodded solemnly, although his eyes twinkled. “And there’s Anne. Reliable Anne. You never
change, my daughter.”I blushed, not sure if this was a compliment, choosing to think it might be.
Then I ran to his open arms, and kissed his stubbly cheek.“Merry Christmas, Mr.
Ambassador!”“Yes, yes—-a merry Christmas it will be! Now, hurry up, hurry up, and you may be
able to catch Colonel Lindbergh before he goes out.”“He’s still here?” I asked, as Mother
marshaled us expertly into two waiting cars, both black and gleaming, ostentatiously so. I was
acutely aware of our luggage piling up on the platform, matching and initialed and gleaming with
comfortable wealth. I couldn’t help but notice how many people were lugging straw cases as
they piled into donkey carts.“Yes, Colonel Lindbergh is still here— -oh, my dear, you should
have seen the crowds at the airfield when he arrived! Two hours late, but nobody minded a bit.
That plane, what’s it called, the Ghost of St. Louis, isn’t it—-”Con began to giggle helplessly, and
I suppressed a smile.“It’s the Spirit of St. Louis,” I corrected her, and my mother met my gaze with
a bemused expression in her downward--slanted eyes. I felt myself blush, knowing what she was
thinking. Anne? Swooning for the dashing young hero, just like all the other girls? Who could
have imagined?“Yes, of course, the Spirit of St. Louis. And the colonel has agreed to spend the
holidays with us in the embassy. Your father is beside himself. Mr. Henry Ford has even sent a
plane to fetch the colonel’s mother, and she’ll be here, as well. At dinner, Elisabeth will take
special care of him—-oh, and you, too, dear, you must help. To tell the truth, I find the colonel to
be rather shy.”“He’s ridiculously shy,” Con agreed, with another giggle. “I don’t think he’s ever
really talked to girls before!”“Con, now, please. The colonel’s our guest. We must make him feel
at home,” Mother admonished.I listened in dismay as I followed her into the second car; Daddy,
Dwight, and Elisabeth roared off in the first. The colonel—-a total stranger—-would be part of
our family Christmas? I certainly hadn’t bargained on that, and couldn’t help but feel that it was
rude of a stranger to insinuate himself in this way. Yet at the mere mention of his name my heart
began to beat faster, my mind began to race with the implications of this unexpected stroke of
what the rest of the world would call enormous good luck. Oh, how the girls back at Smith would
scream once they found out! How envious they all would be!Before I could sort out my tangled
thoughts, we were being whisked away to the embassy at such a clip I didn’t have time to take in
the strange, exotic landscape of Mexico City. My only impression was a blur of multicolored
lights in the gathering shadows of late afternoon, and bleached--out buildings punctuated by
violent shocks of color. So delightful to think that there were wildflowers blooming in
December!“Is the colonel really as shy as all that?” It seemed impossible, that this extraordinary
young man would suffer from such an ordinary affliction, just like me.“Oh, yes. Talk to him about
aviation—-that’s really the only way you can get him to say more than ‘yes,’ ‘no,’ and ‘pass the
salt,’ ” Mother said. Then she patted me on my knee. “Now, how was your last term? Aren’t you



glad you listened to reason af- ter all, when you thought you wanted to go to Vassar? Now you’re
almost through, almost a Smith graduate, just like Elisabeth and me!”I smiled, looked at my
shoes—-caked with the dust of travel—-and nodded, although my mouth was set in a particular
prickly way, my only outward sign of rebellion. After almost four years, I still wished I’d been
allowed to go to Vassar, as I’d so desperately wanted.But I swallowed my annoyance and
dutifully recited grades and small academic triumphs, even as my mind raced ahead of the two
sleek embassy cars. Colonel Lindbergh. I hadn’t counted on meeting him so soon— -or at all,
really. I’d thought his visit was merely an official stop on some grand tour of Latin America and
that he’d be gone long before my vacation started. My palms grew clammy, and I wished I’d
changed into a nicer frock on the train. I’d never met a hero before. I worried that one of us would
be disappointed.“I can’t wait for the colonel to meet Elisabeth,” Mother said, as if she could read
my thoughts. “Oh, and you, too, dear.”I nodded. But I knew what she meant. My older sister was
a beauty—-the beauty, in the parlance of the Morrow family, as if there could be room for only
one. She had a porcelain complexion, blond curls, round blue eyes with thick black eyelashes,
and a darling of a nose, the master brushstroke that finished off her portrait of a face. Whereas I
was all nose, with slanty eyes like Mother’s, and dark hair; while I was shorter than Elisabeth, my
figure was rounder. Too round, too busty and curvy, for the streamlined flapper fashions that
were still all the rage this December of 1927.“I’m sure I won’t be able to think of a thing to say to
him. I’m sure I won’t be able to think of a thing to say to anyone. Oh, what a lot of bother this all
is!” Gesturing at the plush red upholstery, the liveried driver, the twin flags—-one of the United
States, the other of Mexico—-planted on the hood of the car, I allowed myself a rare outburst,
meeting Mother’s disapproving frown without blinking. Christmas was special. The rest of the
year we might all be flung about, like a game of Puss--in--the--Corner. But Christmas was home,
was safe, was the idea of family that I carried around with me the rest of the year, even as I
recognized it didn’t quite match up with reality. Already I missed my cozy room back home in
Englewood, with my writing desk, my snug twin bed covered by the white chenille bedspread my
grandmother had made as a bride, bookshelves full of childhood favorites—-Anne of Green
Gables, the Just So Stories, Kim. Stubbornly, I told myself that I would never get used to Daddy’s
new life as a diplomat, his ability to attract dashing young aviators notwithstanding. I much
preferred him as a staid banker.“Anne, please. Don’t let your father hear you say this. He’s very
fond of the young man, and wants to help him with all his new responsibilities. I gather Colonel
Lindbergh doesn’t have much of a family, only his mother. It’s our duty to welcome him into our
little family circle.”I nodded, instantly vanquished; unable to explain to her how I felt. I never was
able to explain—-anything—-to my mother. Elisabeth she understood; Dwight she entrusted to
my father. Con was young and bubbly and simply a delight. I was—- Anne. The shy one, the
strange one. Only in letters did my mother and I have anything close to true communion. In
person, we didn’t know what to do with each other.And duty I understood all too well. If a history
of our family was to be written, it could be summed up with that one word. Duty. Duty to others
less fortunate, less happy, less educated; less. Although most of the time I thought there really



couldn’t be anyone in this world less than me.“Now, don’t worry yourself so, Anne,” Mother
continued, almost sympathetically; at least she patted my arm. “The colonel is a mere mortal,
despite what your father and all the newspapers say.”“A handsome mere mortal,” Con said with a
dreamy sigh, and I couldn’t help but laugh. When had my little sister started thinking of men as
handsome?But at her age, I had started to dream of heroes, I recalled. Sometimes, I still did.The
cars slowed and turned into a gated drive; we stopped in front of an enormous, showy palace—-
the embassy. Our embassy, I realized, and had to stifle an urge to giggle. I followed Mother and
Con out of the car and hung back as Daddy marched up a grand stone staircase covered in a
red carpet. A line of uniformed officers stood on both sides of the staircase, heralding our
arrival.“Can you believe it?” I whispered to Elisabeth, clinging to her hand for comfort. She shook
her head, her eyes snapping with amusement even as her face paled. The flight of steps
seemed endless, and Elisabeth was not strong, physically. But she took a deep breath and
began to climb them, so I had no choice but to follow.I couldn’t look at the uniformed men; I
couldn’t look at the landing, where he was waiting. So I looked at the carpet instead, and hoped
that I would never run out of it. Of course, I did; we were done climbing, finding ourselves on a
shaded landing, and Mother was pushing Elisabeth forward, exclaiming, “Colonel Lindbergh, I’m
so glad for you to meet my eldest daughter, Elisabeth!”Elisabeth smiled and held out her hand,
so naturally. As if she was meeting just another college boy, and not the hero of our time.“I’m
happy to meet you, Colonel,” she said coolly. Then she glided past, following Daddy into the
embassy.“Oh, and of course, this is Anne,” Mother said after a moment, pushing me forward as
well.I looked up—-and up. And up. Into a face instantly familiar and yet so unexpected I almost
gasped; piercing eyes, high forehead, cleft chin, just like in the newsreels; a face made for
statues and history books, I couldn’t help but think. And here he was suddenly right in front of
me, amid my family in this unexpected, almost cartoonish, opulence. My head swam, and I
wished I had never left my dormitory room.He shook my hand without a smile, for a smile would
be too ordinary for him. Then he dropped it quickly, as if it stung. He took a step back and
bumped into a stone pillar. His expression never changed, although I thought I detected a faint
blush. Then he turned to follow Elisabeth and Daddy into the embassy. Mother bustled after
them.I stood where I was for a long moment, wondering why my hand still tingled where he had
held it.Read more
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conisain, “Anne lindbergh is seen as a-successful, contradictory, compliant Roman in this
compelling book.. So much has been exposed to the world through Charles about this family. So
much is now seen of his wife Anne and her strength, contribution and humanity.”

LisaRose Wright, “A Journey of Self Discovery. I read this for a book club thinking at first that it
would be about being married to Charles Lindbergh. It was so much more! It was a woman’s
journey of feeling insignificant and always in the shadows to actually becoming powerful and
inspirational in her own right. This book will leave you smiling as you watch her step into her own
power and do life on her own terms. It’s truly a must read.”

brea2942, “Fascinating Subject/Fascinating Book. This book was engrossing and I couldn't put it
down, mostly due to the fact that Charles Lindbergh is more often the subject of discussion/
novels rather than his wife. I had read articles and other material that hinted at the fact that this
was a man who was not particularly nice but I had not read anything that explored the life and
personality of Anne Morrow Lindbergh to this extent. I found it an interesting plot device the way
the author moved back and forth between the present and the past, although more of the book
dealt with the past than with the present (the present being the time shortly before Lindbergh's
death). This method led to creating a feeling of the book being a bit of a mystery novel, although
it really wasn't. It did serve to keep interest at a high level. The first part of the book, dealing with
Anne's introduction to Charles and their "courtship," was interesting and moved the story along
rather well. It was informative to learn how they related to each other as a couple and enjoyed
their rather adventuresome life. It was also amazing to realize that this couple were the original
victims of the paparazzi (although not called that at the time when they were hounded by the
press). Constantly besieged by reporters, it is interesting to realize that their lives were under a
microscope well before the influence of the internet and immediate media access. The daredevil
things that they did as a couple of the sky and the tidbits about their early married life kept the
book moving at a fairly rapid pace. Once the children began to come along however, especially
after the kidnapping portion was over, the book began to plod along with less definition of
character and lifestyle. The timeline advanced more quickly but the story of their lives, post-
kidnapping, began to move rather slowly. The unfolding of Charles Lindbergh as an almost
abusive husband, egotist and philanderer was eye-opening; the fact that Anne Morrow
Lindbergh became close to a doormat was disappointing, especially in light of the fact that she
really was a strong, independent person prior to her marriage. Was it the great sex, which she
generously shared, that kept Anne tethered to this man? It was hard to see why she stayed in
this loveless marriage. And why did Charles find it necessary to stray so often and with such
disastrous consequences for his family with Anne (fathering 7 other children by 3 other
women!)? What happened to the women and children from the extramarital affairs? How did



Lindbergh's legitimate children handle this knowledge? These are all questions that were never
addressed or answered - and could have been incorporated into the story for even more insider
information. Nevertheless, missing some answers to critical questions did not lessen the
fascination I had for this book. The author had obviously done her homework and was willing to
take the risk of tarnishing an American hero's reputation. The exploits that caused Lindbergh to
go down in history as a real hero were not lessened by this book, but the man who took that
great risk of a flight lost some of his hero status because of the type of person he was, out of his
airplane and out of the sky, through the revelations of this book. This novel was mostly about
Anne Morrow Lindbergh, the aviator's wife, but it was because of him that she became a
fascinating subject for a book. Without Charles, there would not have been an Anne that was of
any interest at all. In that way, the two are completely intertwined and the author did a
remarkable job of giving us a well-drawn picture of both, as individuals and as a couple. I highly
recommend this book for a fascinating read about a fascinating couple.”

Patricia Hagerty, “"Hero" aviator is a tyrant at home. Anne Morrow is an insecure young woman
just graduating from Smith with top prizes for her writing when she meets the handsome young
Charles Lindbergh now famous for having completed the trans-Atlantic flight in 1927. Lindbergh
is an unemotional man focused on his own achievements and obsessions in aviation, yet he
sees in Anne a young woman who has courage and determination (and perhaps the insecurity
which suggests that he could force her to his will). In the early years of their marriage, they fly to
all corners of the earth after Anne also earns her pilot's license, always the focus of media
attention. By 1932 their first child Charles II, is 20 months old when he is kidnapped from his
bedroom while others are in the large house. Months of media frenzy ensue, including phony
"seers" who lead police (and particularly Charles who believes he alone can solve the
kidnapping) to many dead ends. Eventually, of course, the baby is found dead, and police
determine that he likely died in a fall from the broken ladder to his bedroom. Charles' failure to
join Anne in grief is the catalyst that makes their marriage a battle between Charles' will and
Anne's misery.Still, she is an obedient wife and bends to his desires for the many moves to
follow, fighting back only to the extent that she insists on being present to attend to the children,
something Charles sees as unnecessary and better left to nursemaids. Soon he becomes an
outspoken supporter of the positive changes wrought by Hitler in Germany during the 1930's,
where the Lindberghs live for a time. He speaks publicly about his support for eugenics (which
he seems obsessed by in his own family) and his distrust of Jews. Again, Anne takes up his
position and writes a lengthy article supporting his beliefs. He backs down only after the attack
on Pearl Harbor. Both of them suffer from public ostracism until well after the war.By 1950 they
are living in Darien, Connecticut, where their five children need a full time mother; Anne refuses
to accompany Charles on his constant aviation-related trips to Europe and Asia. He is a cold
and demanding father who rarely sees his children and who tends to frighten them. Eventually
he stops inviting Anne and, in fact, is gone from home for months at a time, leaving Anne with no



way to contact him. His only communications are full of instructions for running the household
and raising the children.In the late 1950's Anne rents and furnishes an apartment of her own in
New York where she established new friendships and enjoys the pleasures of discussing art,
theater, and literature with her friends. Her doctor and she become lovers, and Anne feels full
acceptance for the first time with him. They continue their affair through much of the 1960's and
maintain just a friendship beyond that point.Charles becomes very interested in
environmentalism and establishes a home in Hawaii where he is diagnosed with cancer at age
72. Anne is summoned and arrives with the two oldest boys. She is shocked to learn from a
nurse that he has written farewells to various women with whom he has had long affairs and
seven additional children. Anne is devastated, sorrowful, but unforgiving. She goes on to write
several additional books and to live an apparently satisfactory life on her own, writing, flying a
bit, but living alone.In 2013, it is find it hard to confront the domination of the male not only in
society but also in the family and the subjugation of the female. Women had few role models of
independence and depended on men for a place in society as well as for financial support (not
true of Anne). So much has changed in the last 50 years in attitude as well as opportunities.”

Robita, “Great read. Well researched and written book. Great to read about a famous person's
life through the eyes of his wife. Never knew what a fantastic female role model Anne
Lindenburgh is in her own right.”

Jo Kush, “Wellwritten & compelling.. This is a well written book that draws you in and compels
you to continue reading. It is believable and accurate. A touching account of an experience no
parent could ever imagine.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Fascinating historical novel. I very much enjoyed this book. It was well
written and a page-turner.”

Vera Wright, “Four Stars. Insight into another world.  Well written”

The book by Melanie Benjamin has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 3,775 people have provided
feedback.
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