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Fred C. Kelly smoked and drank his cold coffee. Awful. Cigarettes and coffee kept him going usually, but he felt a fatigue that even nicotine and caffeine couldn't mitigate. He lit another cigarette and blew the smoke out, tiredly watching the blue undulations float over his typewriter. He parked the cigarette and bent over his typewriter, his notes surrounding him. Man had flown thirty-nine years ago, and there was not one diary, not one book written by anyone to explain how it had happened. No one had written a biography of the Wright brothers.

Kelly picked up his cigarette and read over what he had written that day. He had known the man a long time. He had published his first interview with Orville, “Flying Machines and the War,”1 in an issue of Collier's in 1915. His sense of humor had won over the inventor of the airplane, and he had published many interviews and articles on Orville Wright, as long as they didn't dig too deep. He had been thinking of a biography for a long time, and the 1939 article for Harper's, “How the Wright Brothers Began,”2 gave him an opening.

Kelly used that as a basis and got Orville to sign on with one stipulation: he would approve every single word. Kelly began sending pages to Orville and getting back crossed-out sections. It was going to be a long process. As one family member said, “writing a book with Orville Wright looking over your shoulder would not be an easy task.”3 It wasn't. He had to nudge Orville every step of the way just to respond to the pages. But it was all worth it. It would put Kelly's name on the map and maybe make him a rich man, or at least able to pay the mortgage.

Kelly leaned back in his chair. He had written a humor column for the Cleveland Plain Dealer for five years and then a column for the Statesman in Washington, DC, for eight years. That's when his career took off with his “Real and Near” column that ran for eight years and was the first column ever to be syndicated. He had done a little bit of everything and even served as a special agent for the FBI in World War I. Then he bought a farm in Peninsula, Ohio, and took whatever came his way.4 Kelly saw himself as a journalist first, but he was open to other things, one of those other things was to write the only account of how the Wright brothers flew at Kitty Hawk.

Kelly wasn't a historian, and writing anyone's history was tricky, but writing someone's history who insisted on reviewing every page was almost a sleight of hand. He had to be very careful. Anything personal was out. Orville Wright wanted it to be technical, but Kelly was a writer, and he knew nothing about aeronautical science. So, it was touch-and-go. Orville was moody, and Kelly was walking a tightrope every day. Still, he couldn't believe his luck. He alone was writing the definitive biography of the two men who had cracked the Rubik's Cube of flight thirty-nine years before.

It was hard to deal with Orville, but even harder to deal with his secretary, Mabel Beck. She was “fiercely devoted to him…acting as a buffer between Orville and the rest of the world. Anybody—whether business associates or family members—who wished to speak with Orville at his office had to go through Mabel first, and her attitude made it difficult, particularly for many of his business associates.”5

She had given the journalist Earl Findley the kiss of death years before and fired him when he really needed the money and had put in a lot of work. He had been a good friend of both Wilbur and Orville, and Katherine Wright, the sister, had been on Finley's side initially: “I've been talking to Orville about it and he says that he would only be interested in a carefully written, accurate account of their work…. We are now of the opinion that you could write such a book, if you had time enough to devote to the work.”6 Findley and another reporter had worked for six months on the first draft of the book and sent it to Orville for his approval. At the time Orville read the manuscript, he was in bed with severe back pains. “This manuscript is too personal and chatty,” he told Mabel. “Send it back. I would rather have the sciatica.”7 Mabel told Findley exactly that.

But if you wanted to get to Orville or you wanted information, then Mabel Beck was the conduit. Kelly had made a point of being nice to her at every opportunity, and that wasn't easy. The truth was, “Mabel had complete charge of the papers, and she let him see only what she chose to and often hindered his work.”8 Kelly had known Orville for over twenty years, but that didn't matter. Orville had known Findley for a long time when he gave him his walking papers. Even Charles Lindbergh couldn't get Orville to commit to a biography. He had visited Orville a month after his flight and then tried to straighten out the whole Smithsonian thing, and, when that didn't work, he tried to get him to agree to a biography.

Lindbergh gave up and wrote in his diary:

It is a tragedy, for Wright is getting on in years, and no one else is able to tell the story as he can. It seems that Wright does not trust anyone to tell it properly. The words and phrases people use in telling the achievements of Orville Wright and his brother are never quite satisfactory and never of sufficiently comprehensive accuracy…. There are many writers who would be glad to do a book in cooperation with him but the writers do not understand aviation enough to suit him. He prefers a technical person…. I am afraid the book will never be written.9

So Lindbergh had bombed out along with Earl Findley.

The phone rang. Kelly swore and stubbed his cigarette. He walked across the room and picked up the phone.

“Fred…it's Orville.”

Kelly had a bad feeling. Usually it was Mabel who called him. Orville told him he wanted to stop and would pay him for what he had done so far. Kelly stared at his typewriter and jammed his hand down into his robe pocket. He should have kept writing for the papers. His payday was going right out the window. He rubbed his forehead, staring at the bare trees outside his office.

“Let me ask you a question, Orville…. Would you have given up on the morning of December 17, 1903?”

Orville was silent then chuckled.

“No. I guess not. Okay. Let's continue.”10

Fred hung up and breathed deeply. He went back to his typewriter. He was halfway done. He had almost suffered the same fate as Findley. He had passed every page to Orville and accepted all his edits, censoring, and strange suggestions. He wasn't going to write anything that Orville didn't want him to write—but there were questions, there were the secrets under the black ice that threatened the Wright legacy. There was the fight with the Smithsonian that had been going on for twenty years and was a symptom of Orville Wright's obsession with making sure that history treated him fairly.

Kelly didn't really write what he began to suspect. It was like a creeping virus, but he knew if he breathed a word of it, there would be no publication. Orville would see to that. The way Kelly saw it, Orville had thrown snake eyes more than once. He had been the one who flew the airplane in the photo in 1903 because Wilbur had been unsuccessful the day before and they had to make some adjustments. The world would see Orville lying down in a twenty-five-mile-an-hour wind, fighting to keep the plane aloft, while John T. Daniels snapped a picture that showed Wilbur running alongside. And then Orville drew the ultimate card when he survived typhoid fever and Wilbur didn't. Neither brother had ever put pen to paper. Neither brother had said this is the way it happened, so there was a vacuum. Orville could say this is how it happened, and no one could question him. The dead asked no questions.

Kelly stared at his typewriter, feeling the fatigue again of the past year—too little money, too many cigarettes, too much coffee. The writer's life was killing him. He was exhausted, and now all his work could be for nothing. Orville Wright had gone off on one of his spells, the same spell that put him in a knockdown fight with the Smithsonian Institute and a refusal to give them the 1903 Wright Flyer. Kelly slumped down in his chair. There was a war, and he should have been covering that, but he had thrown his career aside for this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. He was going to set the bar for historians to follow one hundred years down the line. He was no historian, that was for sure, but he could tell a story.

He looked over his notes. Orville had shipped the 1903 Wright Flyer to London fourteen years before, and now it was deep below ground while the bombs from the Luftwaffe pounded London into dust. The very technology that allowed the Germans to rain hell from the skies was being bombed by them. The Smithsonian desperately wanted the Flyer back. America wanted the Flyer back. President Roosevelt wanted the Flyer back. Lindbergh wanted the Flyer back. The country needed it to come home. And Orville Wright was the man with his finger on the button. Even if he gave in, it couldn't come across the ocean until the war ended, lest a German U-boat send it to the bottom of the Atlantic.


The truth was Orville had crossed his arms like a petulant child. It all came down to what really happened in 1903. Sometimes Kelly thought Orville saw his own personal legacy in danger of blowing away like the shifting sands he and his brother had walked almost forty years before. Kelly lit another cigarette and stared at his manuscript. He was willing to play ball, but if Orville was going to pull the rug out from under him, maybe he should just tell the real story. He really doubted he could ever finish with Orville flip-flopping back and forth. That's the thing with history: it really belongs to who tells the story first. Everything else that follows is held up against that first story. But the real story, that was something else.

The only thing that mattered to Orville Wright was to get the Smithsonian to say that he and his brother had built the only plane that could fly in 1903. If someone could solve that for him, then Orville would be forever in his or her debt. Secretary Charles Doolittle Walcott of the Smithsonian had his back against the wall. He needed to bring back the plane. He needed to get the Flyer back from London. Kelly rubbed his chin. It would look really bad if he published the book and everyone read about how the Smithsonian had lied and forced Orville to send the Flyer to London.

Maybe he should let Secretary Abbott over at the Smithsonian know what was coming. There was the real story, but Abbott would want this thing put to bed before publication. Kelly shook his head. It was a pity. The real story would be a hell of a lot more interesting. Mabel Beck knew the real story, but she would never talk. She knew where all the bodies were buried. He would finish this chapter and write Abbott a letter. Who knows, he, Fred Kelly, might just be the man to bring back the plane that had flown at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, in December 1903.
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He was a boy whose father sold whiskey from a baby carriage that he made in his home. His father would wheel the buggy around with the baby and reach underneath the wool blanket for his customers, making one delivery after another. It was the Depression then, 1935, and everyone made any money they could. John Wohlganger was thirteen now; he shined shoes and made deliveries for a dry goods store. One of his customers was Orville Wright, who always demanded his shoes be spit shined, and then inspected the shoes very carefully before tipping.

His laboratory and office at 15 Broadway in Dayton was famous. The local boys liked to hang around and get glimpses of the man who had invented the airplane. “Orville Wright's office was not on street level. The front entrance was recessed, and there were stairs to the front door. The office part of the building was made with red wire-cut bricks with deep-set mortar joints. The shop part of the building was of cement blocks on street level,” John recalled years later.1

John had to pull himself up on a ledge in the alley just to get a glimpse of Orville Wright in his white smock, and he didn't want Ms. Beck to catch him. Her face was winter. The commandant of Orville Wright. Nobody got to Orville Wright without going through Ms. Beck. She was the gatekeeper, secretary, assistant, centurion, guard, troll, and protector of the surviving inventor. Even the family had to go through Ms. Beck, and they hated and feared her but appreciated what she did for Orville. In her memoir, Ivonette Wright Miller, niece of the brothers, wrote, “She felt the power of her position and seemed to want to alienate everyone from Orville in order to have his full attention to herself.”2 Niece Sue Wright once had her car serviced at a garage near the laboratory. Since she had a long wait, she decided to wait in a comfortable place. She rang the bell at the laboratory. Mabel opened the door.

“Is Uncle Orv here?” Sue asked.

Mabel frowned. “You mean Mr. Wright?” she asked coldly.3 “Wait here. I will see if he is in.”

She disappeared into Orville's office. Sue said she heard her say to him, “It's Sue.”

“She never would speak to any of us if we met on the street,” Sue recalled. Orville's brother Lorin's daughter later wrote, “she became more and more possessive. She knew that with her knowledge of the Wright story she had a job for life. Knowing Orville, she was sure he'd never make a change.”4 Even so, John Wohlganger liked to watch the inventor: “During the three years I shined Orville Wright's shoes, I got to know him rather well. He was always dressed to perfection; he usually wore a black suit and black shoes; his shirt was white with a stiff collar.”5 “Shoe shines at that time were five cents, and Mr. Wright usually tipped a nickel. He was most particular about the shine and inspected his shoes all around the soles and heels before he paid me.”6

One day, John was making his way down the alley when he decided to peek in the window. To get to Orville's office, he had to jump up and grab onto the brick ledge with his fingers and hoist himself up. John grabbed onto the cold bricks. It was January and just a few flakes were wisping down. Mabel Beck was sure to be around, so he would just raise his eyes over the ledge and get a quick peek.

The boy pulled himself up ever so slowly. It was 1935, and his meal of beans and cheese and prunes wasn't sitting well. Bricks, bricks, then the glass. He raised himself up until his eyes crested the sill and his head appeared in the window. There was Orville Wright in his smock. He had on his shined shoes that John had just worked over the day before. The boy stared, his eyes growing, because sitting on Mr. Wright's lap was Mabel Beck. “Here is what I saw…. Mr. Wright was sitting in his office chair facing North Broadway. He had his white smock on. There was Mabel Beck, sitting across Orville's lap, [her body] facing me. She had on a long-sleeved, light-colored blouse and a dark skirt. The reason she couldn't see me was because her eyes were closed. She and Orville were kissing.”7

The unmarried woman with the close brown hair and the air of a school marm was now kissing Mr. Wright. John felt his face burn. The two adults couldn't see him, because their eyes were closed. The inventor was leaning back in his chair, and Ms. Beck had her legs crossed like a young girl. The boy felt his breath leave, and then he dropped to the ground and ran as fast as he could down the alley. John Wohlganger would not speak of what he saw for sixty years.

The woman the boy had seen was Mabel Beck, the daughter of Charles Beck, who was a machinist, and his wife, Lena, who lived in McPherson Town and then moved to Dayton in 1897. Mabel graduated from Steele High School in 1907 and then worked for three years at Moses Cohen's Furnishings and Hats. Mabel at eighteen was pretty, with dark hair and a plump figure. Moses occupied the ground floor of the United Brethren Building. On the thirteenth floor was the Wright Aeronautical Company. Roy Knabenshue had been hired to head up an aerial team of fliers for exhibitions. He stopped into the store, and Mabel Beck waited on him.

“I need to hire a secretary,” he told the young woman. “I like your looks and the way you do your work, but you would have to type and write shorthand.”8

Mabel jumped at the chance, took a course in typing and shorthand, and then went to work for the Wright brothers. She was Wilbur's secretary until he died in 1912 from typhoid fever, then she became Orville's secretary.9 The world would never see Orville again unless it saw Ms. Beck first. Orville soon gave her a picture of himself that Mabel had framed and kept on a bedside table. She was there when Charles Lindbergh came to visit. She was there when the great flood of 1914 buried the Wright Flyer and she and Orville dried out the muslin canvas and recovered the wings.10 One did not speak of Orville without Mabel.

They were always together, right up to the day on January 27, 1948. Orville was working in the laboratory with Mabel when he suddenly stopped talking and slumped in his desk chair. With pinched mouth and pale skin it looked like another heart attack. Orville had suffered a mild heart attack back in October 1947 while running up the steps of a building. He had been careful, ever since, not to push himself. Mabel frantically called Dr. Allen Horwitz across the street, who rushed over and examined Orville. It was a stroke that left Orville unconscious for the entire ride in an ambulance to Miami Valley Hospital.11 Mabel would never see him again. Orville died three days later. He was seventy-seven.


Now he was dead. They were all dead—Wilbur, Katherine, Milton, and now Orville. The Wright brothers, the Wright clan, were gone. Poof. Dust. History. All that was left were their planes, and one in particular held the world in thrall. Death had brought the question to bear about the destiny of the 1903 Flyer. Everyone assumed Mabel Beck would be the executor and possessor of the will:

Family and friends assumed that Orville had named Mabel Beck as the executor of his estate and waited patiently for the secretary to produce a will. When nothing happened, Harold Miller proceeded to Orville's bank to check on the will's whereabouts. Bank officials then contacted Orville's lawyer, Charles Funkhouser, who produced the will. To everyone's surprise Orville had named Miller and Howard Steeper, both nephews by marriage, as his executors.12

The two nephews studied the 1937 will “and discovered the passage deeding the machine to the Science Museum [in London] unless Orville had revoked the clause with a letter indicating his new disposition.”13 Orville had said there was a letter. The 1903 Flyer had gone to England, but there was no letter saying what to do with it. Probate Court Judge Love ordered Harold Miller to look for the letter, and he began with the most obvious person. It was as if that grim, tight-lipped Mabel Beck had just walked into the room and once again blocked access to Orville Wright. The woman who had given one biographer his walking papers and kept close rein on the second was back. The centurion at the gate was there again.

There had been whispers of something more between the inventor and his secretary for years. That would explain a lot. She was the only person Orville would trust to be the keeper of a letter that would change the course of history. But she had disappeared after Orville Wright's death, and no one could get hold of her. Miller finally tracked her down at the home she shared with her sister. Mabel acknowledged that there was a letter “but refused to produce it.”14 The keeper of all knowledge, the woman who held the answers, was not going to give up Orville's final wish concerning the most important plane in the world.

Mabel Beck had the letter and was keeping it. She had become the final footnote to the story of the invention of the airplane. A story that began back in 1884.
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It was cold. The boys puffed breath and scraped the ice with their steel skates. The pond in Dayton, Ohio, was frozen down several feet. Boys with hockey sticks had discovered it long ago, and the shaved ice that now sprayed up had been accumulating for weeks. The games were rough, but there were rules. Oliver Crook Haugh knew no rules. He was older and the bully of the block, if not the town. His teeth constantly ached. Later, historians would say that cocaine tooth drops might have precipitated the invention of flight.

Or maybe Oliver Crook Haugh was insane. Before he was electrocuted in 1906, he claimed to have proven that two personalities can exist in one person: “All that I do know is, that if I die for these crimes, I shall have at least established the proof of the theory on which I have always insisted—that two beings, one of good, the other of evil, may exist in the same man, and in that respect at least I shall have rendered a distinct service to posterity.”1

More likely Oliver Haugh was a full-blown psychopath, but the cocaine tooth drops certainly didn't help. There was no regulation for drugs then. Old ladies mixed cocaine with water and became horribly addicted. Opium was in abundance. Coca-Cola would make its mark by giving everyone a boost of cocaine that was still found in the coca leaves used in its recipe up until 1929 and corner the market on soda.2 An apothecary was there to give opioids to whoever had a nickel to buy them, and doctors need not get in the way.

Oliver was fifteen when Wilbur met the boy who lived down the street in Dayton. They had skated before together. The Wright brothers were known as well-dressed, quiet young men who were the younger two sons of Bishop Wright, a well-respected man of the town. So, the three young men were on the frozen pond again playing hockey with the sticks flying. Haugh didn't dress like the Wrights. He wore no tie. He dressed like a laborer and was already known as the neighborhood bully, and he had the build of a man, if not a football player. Wilbur was eighteen. He had excelled in his classes, and there was talk of him heading off to Yale. “His schedule of classes would daunt a modern honors student: Greek, Latin, geometry, natural philosophy, geology and composition with general scholastic averages of 94, 96, and 95 for the first three terms.”3

Wilbur enjoyed riding the high-wheel bicycle, excelled at gymnastics, and even sang with an informal social club known as the Ten Dayton Boys as their youngest member. He was said to have a fine bass voice. A childhood friend, John Feight, recalled that “he played on the Central High football team and was one of the swiftest runners in the school.”4 Wilbur was tall, slight, and fresh-faced; his grey eyes betrayed a luminous intelligence. His father was a successful bishop in the church and while not wealthy, the Wrights occupied the top rung of the middle class. This trip to the pond was a childhood skate before stepping into the adult world of the East. But here was Haugh skating toward Wilbur like a comet of doom.

Wilbur skated away from the boy-man zeroing in on him like a later fighter pilot. Maybe Haugh had it in for Wilbur. The preacher's kid. Smart. Well-dressed. Well-spoken. Everything Haugh was not. The weather was getting colder, the breath from the boys steamed into the clear December evening. The skates cut the ice with the steel blades grooving what would be iced over again when the next thaw came. Haugh was physically stronger than boys his age and bigger than Wilbur, who was facing off in front of him. Maybe he had the puck and maybe he didn't, but Haugh lifted his wooden hockey stick straight into Wilbur Wright's face and shattered his upper teeth and broke his jaw. History was altered with the teeth and the blood on the ice. Wilbur went down to his knees while Haugh skated off. It would later come out that not only did Haugh enjoy the cocaine drops, but he drank and used other drugs that landed him briefly in the Dayton Asylum for the Insane.

Oliver Haugh would go on to become a doctor and along the way was accused of several murders. He was probably a serial murderer, but there were no forensics to link him to his victims.5 When he was finally electrocuted in 1906 for killing members of his family and then setting their home on fire, it was estimated that he had dispatched at least sixteen people. Wilbur returned home to be fitted for false teeth and have his jaw set.


But the damage went far beyond the physical. Something that Wilbur had not seen before—evil—had entered his world. His father, Bishop Wright, wrote in his diary, “A few weeks later he began to be affected with nervous palpitations of the heart which precluded the realization of the former idea of his parents, of giving him a course in Yale College.”6 The pain in his teeth and his jaw was unending. There was no Novocain, and Wilbur would not take the opioids that others so willing did for anything from a headache to a hangnail. Yes, there had been a physical blow with real damage, but the psychological blow was life-changing. Stomach issues began to haunt the young man as he convalesced in the Wright house with his mother, Susan, who was dying of tuberculosis. The dying light of winter was all around him now. The evil in the darkness. The pain. Then depression. Wilbur Wright began a spiraling descent into a physical and psychological breakdown that would last for three years.

Many late-nineteenth-century families succumbed to a singular event that left lasting consequences. Medical science did not understand the connection between the psychological impact of many diseases and injuries. Bishop Wright's brother had suffered an attack of dyspepsia that left him without his “wit in conversation and public speaking.”7 The family prescribed immediate prolonged rest for Wilbur, known as “the rest cure,” which was medical science's answer to all problems for which there was no easy answer. Wilbur became a semi-invalid recluse; he did not leave his home. His view of the world had been shattered along with his jaw and teeth. The evil that was Haugh had touched Wilbur, and he recoiled with heart palpitations, chronic indigestion, and a full-blown depression that made him a loner who became obsessed with caring for his mother. He became the caretaker of the hospice. Was it the confluence of two horrible moments of his life that destroyed all dreams of college, of Yale, of going into the bigger world of the East? Was it the sudden realization that his mother was dying and that he, too, could die? Whatever it was, the journey into the dark night of the soul had begun for Wilbur Wright.

Milton Wright would sum up the incident in 1913 with a cryptic entry in his diary: “The man who threw the bat that struck Wilbur became one of the most notorious murderers in the history of Ohio.”8 The hockey stick was a bat, but this could become semantics. Whatever the weapon, it altered Wilbur Wright's life right there. No longer was he the bright, energetic eighteen-year-old headed out for college. He became a moody, reclusive, sickly young man. The world had proved that his father was right about everything. There was evil out in the world, and only the family was a refuge. Retreat. Retreat. Leave the evil world as the good bishop admonished. Milton Wright would be described as “isolated and combative…not adept at the skills required to make friends and influence people…reconciliation, negotiation and compromise…were foreign to him.”9 In time, the same would be said of Wilbur.

Born in 1828 in a log cabin in Indiana, Bishop Wright was the son of Dan Wright, a farmer who had fought in the Revolution. Dan married Catherine Reeder on February 12, 1818. As Tom Crouch cited in The Bishop's Boys, “Milton Wright took great pride in the fact that his mother was the product of two first-generation Ohio families.”10 Of Milton's father it would be said, “he was grave in countenance, collected in his manners, hesitating in his speech, but very accurate.”11 He didn't drink or smoke. The apple did not fall far from the tree. Milton joined the United Brethren Church and preached his first sermon at age twenty-two. The Protestant Brethren church believed in “the abolition of slavery, women's rights, and the opposition to Freemasonry and its secretive ways.”12 The church and Milton were one, and he hit the road and never looked back while spreading the good word. After he became a bishop, he was mostly gone from the family and instructed them from afar in long epistles: “Make business first, pleasure afterward, and that guarded. All the money anyone needs is just enough to prevent one from being a burden to others.”13

All that Bishop Wright required was that a hot meal, a warm bed, and a loving family await him after his long journeys. He would insist on this even when his two sons became world-famous and his daughter had passed into middle age. The trick was to keep everyone at home, and it was a godsend that Wilbur had become his wife's caretaker. That rendered Milton free to continue traveling and have the hearth fires burning when he returned.

Milton was crafty that way. His older sons had not done well. Reuchlin and Lorin had married and had families, but neither man prospered and both were in chronic distress over money and health. They had children, wives, and homes, but they were on the brink of disaster. In 1889, Reuchlin headed West to Cincinnati, then took a job with a lumber company in Kansas, and then a job with the Kansas City, Memphis, and Birmingham Railroad. His baby died and after thirteen years he returned to Dayton still unable to provide for his family.


Lorin headed West as well and ended up in Coldwater, Kansas, forty miles southeast of Dodge City. He took on the Western life with a hat and a gun but found the brooding isolation heavy. Looking out of a window in town, he saw a wolf loping down the street through the snow. He would head back to Dayton and for the rest of his life tell stories about the Wild West, a failure in all but fables. The bishop could now point and crow, You see! This is what comes of going into the world! Wilbur would slink in the background of his father's edict. Evil follows man in the world. Milton Wright could point to the two older brothers and say to his daughter, Katherine, and his younger sons, Orville and Wilbur, You see what happens when you venture into the world? It is not to be trusted. Better you stay under the family roof, where all is safe and secure. Wilbur—who was still in pain and still suffering from the assault, the psychic pain of his mother's demise, and his own personal hell—could offer no rejoinder. Risk was to be avoided at all costs.

The economy was not strong in the 1890s. “All across America young people were finding it much more difficult to strike out on their own than their parents and grandparents had. Times were hard.”14 This might have contributed to the Wright brothers abstaining from an interest in women and family life in general. Orville eventually wanted to establish himself as a printer, and the only way to do that was to remain at home. Wilbur had entered a dark land and taken up the role his father left vacant with his incessant traveling for the church. He was the young man adrift now with no direction, no compass to govern his life, just the caring for his mother and his own wounded soul.

Could there be any more desire to escape from the harsh realities of life than this three-year journey into the heart of darkness? This was at a time when there were no psychoactive medications. There was no therapist standing by to administer the answers to the basic questions a young man might have as to why he was brutally assaulted. This all went toward crafting Milton Wright's view of the world. Milton could go out in the world and do God's work, but his daughter and her two brothers should keep him company when he returned. This would be even more true when Susan Wright died. The bishop saw his life as a potentially lonely road, and he would cultivate his daughter to stand in for his wife, and his sons to never marry, to never leave. Even when Wilbur was at the zenith of his fame as the inventor of powered flight, Milton sent him letters, reminding him, “the ties of blood relationship are more enduring and more real.”15


More real than what? Than becoming world-famous and eventually wealthy. Milton was a covetous old sinner in that he was psychologically castrating his children. He would record in his diary, “there is much in the papers about the Wright brothers. They have fame but not wealth yet. Both these things, aspired after by so many, are vain.”16 Neither Orville, Wilbur, nor Katherine would have a family life outside of Milton's orbit. When Katherine did attempt to do so later in life, she was cast out by Orville in the vein of the father. Bishop Wright was the star of the household, and even the invention of manned flight could be seen as frippery. He was a one-man wrecking ball against perceived depravity and would even split with his own church and throw in with the old conservative faction against the more progressive elements.

In his pictures he is a man with a bad comb-over and an Amish beard; he seems pious, self-absorbed, and judgmental. Even the death of his own wife would not slow his travels, though she was the angel in his life. The bishop would later acknowledge that Wilbur's care for Susan allowed him to continue his traveling. This was far greater than the invention of the airplane, and the bishop framed it all in the glory of God and himself: “His mother being a declining, rather than suffering invalid, he devoted himself to taking all care of her, and watching and serving her with a faithfulness and tenderness that cannot but shed happiness on him in life and comfort him in his last moments.”17

Susan Koerner, born in Virginia, was brought West by her father, who was a German wagon maker. If her sons were mechanical, then it was because of Susan Wright. She was mechanically inclined and could create toys out of things around the house and treasured anything her boys made. When she met Milton Wright, she required him to wait three years before accepting his proposal of marriage. She was a woman who wanted to be sure. Her pictures are dour. She is the bishop's wife, the woman who must endure. Smart and painfully shy, she would give these traits to her son. The Wrights moved around as Milton's career required and as he spent six of every twelve months on the road. His wife quietly packed up the family as they moved from Fairmont, Indiana, to Millville, Indiana, where Wilbur was born in 1867, and then to Hartsville, and, finally, in 1869, to Hawthorne Street in Dayton Ohio, where Orville came into the world in 1871.

In every picture she is plainer, more tired, and more the enduring woman of the late nineteenth century. Then, in 1877, they moved yet again to Cedar Rapids, Iowa, and finally back to Dayton in 1884. Dayton was then becoming the modern city of the Midwest, with electric streetlights and a growing population of 40,000. Abraham Lincoln had spoken there in 1859 in front of the courthouse, and now a brand-new library was being constructed. Industrious and growing, the populace needed a new railroad station. The bishop would continue to travel six months out of the year, but this was home. There was no running water, and baths were taken in a tub on the floor of the kitchen. The boys grew up with Abe Lincoln austerity, though they were better off than the log cabins of the plains. Gas fireplaces provided heat for the entire house, and everyone had to keep their doors open at night to stay warm. Out back was an outhouse and a well and a shed for the horses. Their father had been born in a log cabin, and the Wright brothers were not that far removed—at least in sprit.

But this was where Wilbur Wright's three years of isolation provided a very different education. Slowly, surely, he began to emerge. He became the ghost prowling the upper floor of the Wright home, carrying his mother down the stairs. The stoic who would never say much began to awake. His intelligent mind would not be snuffed even by a crazed, cocaine-jazzed psychopath. Evil altered his life but didn't destroy it. The eighteen-year-old young man began to read his father's books between bouts of caring for his mother: “There could be found the works of Dickens, Washington Irving, Hawthorne, Mark Twain, a complete set of the works of Sir Walter Scott, the poems of Virgil, Plutarch's Lives, Milton's Paradise Lost, Boswell's Life of [Samuel] Johnson, Gibbon's Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, and Thucydides. There were books on natural history, American history, a six-volume history of France, travel, The Instructive Speller, Darwin's Origin of Species, plus two full sets of encyclopedias.”18

It was a house of readers, with Milton setting the tone. Wilbur began to systematically read and educate himself in the great quiet of the empty house during the day. He was no longer attending high school. Officially, he was a dropout, as was his brother later. His life had been turned upside down, and for the next three years the life of the mind would take precedence over the physical life. The man who would emerge from these three years would cement his distrust of the world outside. His interior life became preeminent, and maybe it was here the great escape of Wilbur Wright began to take hold.

A schoolmate would later say, “the strongest impression one gets of Wilbur Wright is of a man who lives largely in his own world, not because of any feeling of self-sufficiency or superiority but as a man who naturally lives far above the ordinary plane.”19 One must live in one's own world to do what others cannot. Wilbur Wright began to fly alone at a very early age. Between 1886 and 1889, the bishop's library became his escape, and his father later noted the homeschooling he approved of: “He…used his spare time to read and study, and his knowledge of ancient and modern history, of current events, and literature, of ethics and science was only limited by the capacity of his mind and extraordinary memory.”20

Milton had already violated his tenet he would adopt after the first successful flight—that of his two sons being equal in mind and spirit. Oliver Haugh had murdered Wilbur's sense of purpose and left him adrift, but he had also provided space for a greater life purpose. Wilbur did not know it, but he was an artist. Haugh had made him become the artist without a calling, not confident in mind or body. His rehabilitation over three years in his father's house would produce a very different person who would escape ultimately by leaving the earth.

Wilbur had at one time considered teaching and had written his father, “I have always thought that I would be a teacher. Although there is no hope of attaining financial success as might be obtained in some of the other professions or in commercial pursuits, yet it an honorable pursuit, the pay is sufficient to allow me to live comfortably and happily and is less subject to uncertainties than almost any other occupation. It would be congenial to my tastes and I think with proper training I could be reasonably successful.”21

But that went out the window with the decision not to go to college. Years later, before taking up flight, Wilbur would write, “I do not think I am specially fitted for success in any commercial pursuit even if I had proper personal and business influences to assist me. I might make a living, but I doubt whether I would ever do much more than this [run a bicycle shop]. Intellectual effort is a pleasure to me and I think I would be better fitted for reasonable success in some of the professions than in business.”22

In 1889, Susan Koerner Wright died. Wilbur's self-imposed three-year isolation ended, and Orville, now eighteen, decided to build a printing press in the back shed with some spare parts. He had dropped out of his last years of high school and enlisted his brother Wilbur in his venture, and they began to publish the West Side News.


Orville had a checkered past in school. In eighth grade he had been sat up front so his teacher could keep an eye on him. “Orville was not an outstanding student, but he got by. His ninth-grade marks included a 79 in Latin, an 86 in Algebra, and a 92 in botany.”23 Instructor William Werthner didn't see anything remarkable in Orville Wright, who was “a quiet, reserved boy, faithful in his work, but not strikingly different from the rest.” The year of his mother's death, Orville decided he would not return to high school for his senior year. The bishop, curiously, said nothing, probably seeing the public school as an institution that pulled his children away.

Orville didn't care about school anyway. He saw a publishing empire where his older brother saw drudgery. Still, he was his younger brother, and Wilbur was always mindful of his role to take care and look out for him. “My father and brother, seeing my determination to become a printer, managed after a while to get a small printing press for me,”24 Orville would later write. The bishop noted that, “Before long the printing operation had taken over the summer kitchen at the rear of the Wright house, and the boys were accepting commissions for the job printing of handbills and advertising circulars, as well as letterhead, business cards, envelopes and tickets.”25

Orville shows a prowess early on in construction of all things mechanical. He built his first press out of “a damaged tombstone, buggy parts, scrap metal, and odd items scrounged from local junkyards.”26 His second, larger press consisted of “four-foot lengths of firewood, while the framework of a folding buggy top was used to ensure a uniform pressure of the type on each sheet.”27 An office at 1210 West Third Street was secured, and the firm of Wright and Wright was in business. Classmate Paul Laurence Dunbar, who later rose to international fame as an American writer, briefly edited the Dayton Tattler, a weekly newspaper printed by the Wrights.

A Chicago pressman stopped by and examined the homemade press. Ed Sines, an employee of the new company, recalled that the pressman “went back into the press room, stood by the machine, looked at it, then sat down beside it and finally crawled underneath it…. He got up and said, ‘Well it works, but I certainly don't see how it does work.’”28

Even though they together formed the firm of Wright and Wright, it was Orville's baby. The paper had changed its name to the Evening Item, and Orville felt they were doing well, but he picked up on his brother's indifference: “I've been making [$]2.00 to [$]3.25 a day in the office but I have to divide it with Will so that when the week is over I don't have much left. Will's working on the press, at least he says he is, but I can see little signs of it from the appearance of things.”29 Little brother was questioning big brother's commitment. The truth is business bored Wilbur, while Orville found business and mechanical challenges absorbing.

Wilbur would later write to his father that he was thinking again of going to college: “I have thought about it more or less for a number of years but my health has been such that I was afraid that it might be time and money wasted to do so, but I have felt so much better for a year or so that I have thought more seriously of it and have decided to see what you think of it and advise.”30

The printing business ran its course about the time a national craze took over America that, at least for Wilbur Wright, would eventually lead to the building of the first airplane, namely, interest in the bicycle. The advent of the safety bicycle, an improvement over the high wheelers, lead to the opening of the Wright Cycle Exchange and then the Wright Cycle Company, where they would manufacture their own brand. Wilbur would be the reluctant partner until another catastrophic event involving his brother would alter his life again.

Wilbur Wright had been cast adrift by a madman and then fell under the tutelage of a father who, with the certitude of John Brown, believed that outside the family evil lurked. Business would be another prison for the man without direction. Escape had to be a terrestrial concern, if not an existential mission. In the gloom of his father's parlor in those years of physical and mental anguish, Wilbur must have looked out the window and seen the birds soaring on the wind and thought to himself…if only he could fly away.
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Newspapers changed everything in 1896. “The linotype machine, curved stereotype plate, and high-speed rotary press”1 allowed a publisher to set an enormous amount of type in a short time. Mass-produced newspapers demanded news that excited and titillated. The sports section was born and became the dominant section of a paper. William McKinley was running for president against William Jennings Bryan. Bryan traveled the country and gave six hundred speeches while McKinley stayed home and gave speeches from his front porch.

America was taking a breath before the Great American Century just around the corner. In Detroit, a mechanic built a car in the shed behind his house. He worked for Thomas Edison's new company that was busy electrifying cities and suburbs. The young man was a little odd and kept to himself, spending all his free time in the shed. When he was finished, he couldn't get his machine out the door. Henry Ford had to take apart his shed to free his new car.

The hard news was one thing, but Americans also wanted to be entertained. Funny news was born with the first comic strip, The Yellow Kid.2 But there was nothing funnier than those crazy men who build machines and then tried to fly them. People all over the country read their papers and drank their coffee and followed the antics of men who ran off cliffs or hillsides, were pulled behind horses, or jumped off fences or roofs, or into the sea. Nobody could fly, but then Alexander Graham Bell said that powered flight was just around the corner. People listened to him as they listened to his phone, Edison's phonograph, and eventually large wax discs that recorded voices. Maybe man could fly, but nobody seemed to be able to do it.

Then Alexander Graham Bell and Secretary of the Smithsonian Samuel Pierpont Langley took a train to Quantico, Virginia, and then they took a boat to an island in the middle of the Potomac. Langley was a self-taught engineer who had switched to astronomy, built a telescope, toured Europe, then returned as an assistant at the Howard Observatory, followed by the United States Naval Academy and then Pittsburgh, where he became a professor of physics and director of the Allegheny Observatory. Over the next two decades, he would perform experiments, build a whirling arm device, disprove Newton's hypothesis that flight was impossible, and assert that motorized flight was possible. He landed an assistant secretary position at the Smithsonian, and when the secretary died, following the normal method for career advancement, he became the secretary of the Smithsonian Institute.

Bell and Langley stepped ashore and headed for the Mount Vernon Ducking Club, a very exclusive hunting club for Washington elite who worked just forty-one miles away by train. The two men passed the club and traveled down to a marsh, where a flat-bottomed boat was anchored. “Dubbed the Ark by the press, the strange craft featured a wooden structure almost as wide and long as the boat itself built on the deck. Four large windows on either side of the deckhouse were sealed with heavy wooden shutters. A spidery wooden superstructure on the roof supported a single twenty-foot rail extending over the rear of the boat.”3 It looked like a launching platform for a large bug.

Secretary Langley was thick-bodied, imperious, and known to be bluff, and he had younger assistants perform the experiments he supervised. Imperious is the right word for this man, who insisted that the nuts and bolts on his airplane models be polished, and who gave detailed instructions that were then followed by contradictory instructions. He was the secretary of the Smithsonian, an august, even somewhat-glamorous position in Washington. Alexander Graham Bell had sought him out to discuss science, and the science he wanted to discuss most was that of flying. Langley was way ahead of him, having published Experiments in Flying in 1891. It was a sensation even if the basic data of powered flight would prove to be disastrously flawed. No matter, Bell was an articulate and brilliant man. If he wanted to talk with Langley, then he must be brilliant too.

Langley was all about the experiment. Aeronautical data simply was not that important. It took power to fly; of this he was certain. No need to build gliders when one could build a fully powered, steam-driven model that, if it flew, would simply be a matter of size. One just built a bigger model to carry a man. None of the rubber models his assistants built took to the air, but Secretary Langley was confident that power was the key. Build a powered model and it will fly. The aerodromes were constructed out of spruce and pine, with a silk covering for wings. A small steam engine brought the aerodromes in at around thirty pounds. A launching system was devised and put on top of the houseboat, the Ark, and the Potomac was selected as the site.

Three initial aerodromes were just too heavy, and the steam engine too small. Langley didn't bother with those. Instead, he had his assistants, of which there were many, build two more aerodromes. “Tandem sets of wings fore and aft of the motor set in a dihedral—in an upward slant from the body forming a V—did well in simulations and, with a cruciform tail, provided the proper stability.”4 All that was left to do was fly the models, which some said looked like steam bugs.

Some workmen took the two visitors inside the boat, and on a table in the deckhouse were two silver models numbered 5 and 6. This was the cutting-edge technology of the moment. Ten years in the making, these two models were designed to fly. They might have been viewed as art, “glistening with copper pipes, brass fittings, and thin walled steel fuselages.”5 Fourteen-foot tandem wings with a steam engine at the center powered twin propellers. A delicate insect, these two models had yet to fly at all. The secretary of the Smithsonian asked the workmen several questions. He was now sixty-two, bearded, august, and the foremost authority on the new science of aeronautics.

Experiments in Aerodynamics was published by the Smithsonian in 1891, and Langley set the bar by stating boldly, “The most important general inference from these experiments…is that…mechanical flight is possible with engines we now possess.”6 Langley's critics laughed behind his back. For the last five years he had been building models that shot off the catapult on his boat and went right into the water. Too heavy, too weak, and underpowered, the first rubber-band-powered models nosed into the deep green of the Potomac. Then the steam-powered models followed: when hurled off the catapult launching system, the gleaming man-made insects whined, smoked, and puffed steam like crazed locomotives, and then splashed into the mighty river and sunk. Langley went back to the drawing board and made adjustments. Now Aerodrome 6 was ready to launch, and no less than Alexander Graham Bell was there to observe.

Langley had taken on two new assistants to help build the machine that would fly. Edward Charles Huffaker, “a Tennessean who went by E. C. was a forty-year-old slovenly, tobacco-chewing engineer who had submitted a paper in 1893, ‘The Value of Curved Surfaces in Flight,’ to the Congress on Ariel Navigation.”7 Octave Chanute, another self-taught engineer who was making headway on his plans to fly, recommended him to Langley. Huffaker drove Langley crazy with his habit of spitting tobacco juice by his desk, but put him to work on devising the airfoil configuration on the model.

Augustus Moore Herring, born in Georgia, was a trained engineer who had worked for Octave Chanute as well and built two gliders before being hired by Langley to work on the aerodrome. Herring only lasted eight months, complaining that Langley took all the credit for his accomplishments, but he had made “invaluable contributions to the design of Aerodrome 6, particularly in the wing configuration and tail assembly. Without his participation, Langley would have no chance.”8 Both men would appear again down in the sands of Kitty Hawk, North Carolina.

The catapult was ready. A powerful streetcar spring would shoot No. 6 down the rails and hopefully into the sky. It was 1:10 in the afternoon of May 6, 1896. A gentle breeze stirred the Potomac. A superintendent of the Smithsonian carpentry shop was behind the machine. He pulled the lever and “one of the guide wires holding the frail wings in place snapped now on launch, allowing the left forward wing to bend sharply up.”9 The aerodrome shot down the rails, puffing and whining, with the propeller spinning madly, then arced to the left and sank with a sad plop beneath the tranquil waters. Secretary Langley puffed on his pipe. He was the secretary of the Smithsonian, and he was embarrassed, but he had been here before. They fished out the model from the water. The propellers were smashed and the engine damaged. Number 6 would not see the air again. Bell waited patiently while model No. 5 was put on the catapult. A Smithsonian photographer stood by. He had missed a shot of model No. 6. It had gone down into the water too fast. Secretary Langley, whose face was red and brow furrowed, let the photographer know he better not miss the shot with No. 5.

Alexander Graham Bell knew that experiments often failed initially and stood silent while the workmen fired up the boiler on the model to develop 150 pounds of steam. The propellers began to spin and quickly reached their top speed. The Smithsonian photographer readied himself. This time he would get a shot before No. 5 disappeared beneath the sparkling green water. An assistant pulled the release again, and No. 5 shot down the rails and disappeared over the side.

Langley and Bell stared anxiously, expecting to hear the telltale gulp of failure, when they heard a whine, and a gleaming silver insect rose up above the deck not unlike some alien creature. Langley and Bell watched, open-mouthed, as the model did something none other had ever done before: it caught the wind and began to climb in a slow-building arc. The unmanned steam-engine plane began a slow, circling glide and went around the houseboat twice. The whine was that of an automated insect, and to the men on board it sounded like the new century just around the corner. They were speechless as No. 5 ran out of steam and then settled back into the water and landed on the Potomac. The steam-powered
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Following the footsteps of the Wright brothers involves several well-trod trails. First I would like to thank the good folks at the Wright Memorial in Kitty Hawk, North Carolina. Then, of course, the staff of the manuscript division of the Library of Congress, for access to the papers of Wilbur and Orville Wright. The Dayton Public Library and the archivist at the National Air and Space Museum. The Smithsonian, for allowing me to examine the Wright Flyer from 1903, and the Henry Ford Museum in Dearborn, Michigan, for an amazing visit to the Wright family home and Wright bicycle shop. Of course to Steven L. Mitchell and the good folks at Prometheus Books, for having the vision that a book on the Wright brothers requires. To my family, for support and everything else that keeps a writer above his garage. Finally, I would like to thank my parents, for taking their recalcitrant son to Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, for many family vacations, which included numerous trips to see where the Wright brothers flew. My fascination began there.






[image: images]

Abbott, C. G. “The 1914 Test of the Langley ‘Aerodrome.’” Journal of the Aeronautical Sciences 10, no. 1 (1943): 31–35.

American Engineer and Railroad Journal. Proceedings on the International Conference on Aerial Navigation Held in Chicago. August 1, 2, 3, and 4, 1893. Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Graduate School of Business Administration, Baker Library, 1894.

Associated Press. “Wright Flyer Replica Fails to Fly.” Wired, December 17, 2003.

Bauer, Charles J. “Ed Sines, Pal of the Wrights.” Popular Aviation, June 1938, p. 40.

Beck, Mabel. “The First Airplane after 1903.” US Air Services, December 1954, pp. 9–10.

Campbell, Douglas E. Patent Log: Innovative Patents That Advanced the United States Navy. LuLu.com, 2013.

Coles, Thos R. “The ‘Wright Boys’ as a Schoolmate Knew Them.” In Out West Magazine 32–33 (January 1910).

Collections. Washington, DC: Smithsonian Institution Press, October 24, 1942.

Combs, Henry, and Martin Caidin. Kill Devil Hill: Discovering the Secrets of the Wright Brothers. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1979.

Crouch, Tom D. The Bishop's Boys: A Life of Wilbur and Orville Wright. New York: W. W. Norton, 1989.

———. A Dream of Wings: Americans and the Airplane, 1875–1905. New York: W. W. Norton, 2002.

———. First Flight: The Wright Brothers and the Invention of the Airplane. Washington, DC: Government Printing Office, 2002.

Downing, Sarah. Hidden History of the Outer Banks. Charleston, SC: History, 2013.

Eppler, Mark. The Wright Way: 7 Problem Solving Principles from the Wright Brothers. New York: AMACOM, 2003.

First Flight Foundation. “Coin Toss.” https://firstflightfoundation.org/coin-toss/.

Flying Association. “Flying.” Journal of the Flying Association 1 (1912), p. 52.

Foulois, Benjamin D. From the Wright Brothers to the Astronauts. New York: McGraw-Hill, 1968.

Garber, Lester. The Wright Brothers and the Birth of Aviation. Ramsbury, Marlborough, Wiltshire: Crowood, 2005.


Goddard, Stephen. Race to the Sky: The Wright Brothers versus the United States Government. Jefferson, NC: McFarland, 2003.

Goldstone, Lawrence. Birdmen: The Wright Brothers, Glenn Curtiss, and the Battle to Control the Skies. New York: Ballantine, 2015.

Gotschlich, Emil C. “Bullets and Bacilli: The Spanish American War and Military Medicine.” Journal of Clinical Investigation 115, no. 1 (January 3, 2005).

Harper's Magazine, 1940.

Harris, Frank. Fortnightly Review 52 (New York: Leonard Scott: 1892): 445.

Hatch, Alden. Glenn Curtiss: Pioneer of Naval Aviation. New York: Messner, 1942.

Hensley, Steven, and Julia Hensley. The Unwelcome Assistant: Edward C. Huffaker and the Birth of Aviation. Johnson City, TN: Overmountain, 2003.

Hertog, Susan. Anne Morrow Lindbergh: Her Life. New York: Anchor, 2000.

Hildebrandt, Alfred. “The Wright Brothers Flying Machine.” American Magazine of Aeronautics 2, no. 1 (January 1908): 13–16.

Hill, Thomas. “Status of the Wrights’ Suits.” Aeronautics 5–7 (1909): 122.

Howard, Fred. Wilbur and Orville: A Biography of the Wright Brothers. New York: Dover, 2013.

Jakab, Peter L. Visions of a Flying Machine: The Wright Brothers and the Process of Invention. Washington, DC: Smithsonian Books, 1990.

Kelly, Fred C. “Flying Machines and the War: An Interview with Orville Wright.” Colliers 55, July 31, 1915. Reprinted in Simonds, Frank. History of the World War. Vol. 1. Garden City, NY: Doubleday, 1917.

———. Fred C. Kelly Papers. Syracuse, NY: Syracuse University, Overview, 1882–1959.

———. “How the Wright Brothers Began.” Harper's Magazine, October 1939.

———. Miracle at Kitty Hawk: The Letters of Wilbur and Orville Wright. New York: Da Capo, 2002.

———. The Wright Brothers: A Biography Authorized by Orville Wright. New York: Harcourt, Brace, 1943.

Klooster, John. Icons of Invention. Vol. 1. Santa Barbara, CA: ABC-CLIO, 2009.

Langley, Samuel. Langley Memoir on Mechanical Flight. Vols. 1–2. Washington, DC: Smithsonian Institution, 1911.

“Letters of Love: Correspondence Reveals Orville's Feelings for Mabel.” Dayton Daily News, January 22, 1994.

Lilienthal, Otto. The Problem of Flying. Washington, DC: US Government Printing Office, 1894.

MacDonald, Terrance. Firsts in Flight: Alexander Graham Bell and His Innovative Airplanes. Halifax, NS: Formac, 2017.


Mackersey, Ian. The Wright Brothers: The Remarkable Story of the Aviation Pioneers Who Changed the World. London: Time Warner, 2004.

Mary, Etienne Jules. Popular Science Monthly 6 (1874): 248.

Mason, Herbert Molloy. The United States Air Force: A Turbulent History. New York: Charter, 1976.

Maurer, Richard. The Wright Sister: Katherine Wright and Her Famous Brothers. New York: Macmillan, 2016.

McCullough, David. The Wright Brothers. New York: Simon and Schuster, 2016.

McFarland, Marvin Wilks. The Papers of Wilbur and Orville Wright: Including the Chanute-Wright Letters and Other Papers of Octave Chanute. Vol. 1, 1899–1903. New York: McGraw-Hill, 2001.

———. The Papers of Wilbur and Orville Wright: Including the Chanute-Wright Letters and Other Papers of Octave Chanute. Vol. 2, 1906–1948. New York: McGraw-Hill, 2001.

McMahon, John R. The Wright Brothers: Fathers of Flight. Boston: Little, Brown, 1930.

Means, Thomas. Aeronautical Annual. New York: W. E. Clarke, 1894.

Miller, Scott. The President and the Assassin: McKinley, Terror, and Empire at the Dawn of the American Century. New York: Random House, 2013.

Newton, Byron. “Watching the Wright Brothers Fly.” Aeronautics (June 1908): 8.

Nolan, Patrick, and John Zamonski. The Wright Brothers Collection. Columbus, OH: Wright State University, 1977.

Parramore, Thomas C. Triumph at Kitty Hawk: The Wright Brothers and Powered Flight. Raleigh, NC: Division of Archives and History, 1993.

Pfeifer, Paul. “Wilbur Wright and the Hockey Stick.” Highland County Press, August 2016.

Popular Aviation, December 1928.

Rae, Bronwyn. “Water, Typhoid Rates, and the Columbian Exposition in Chicago.” Public Health Review 2 (2015).

Ray, Kurt. Typhoid Fever. New York: Rosen, 2002.

Root, A. I. “Our Homes.” Gleanings in Bee Culture, September 1, 1904, and January 1, 1905.

Roseberry, Cecil. Glenn Curtiss: Pioneer of Flight. Syracuse, NY: Syracuse University Press, 1972.

Sarles, Ruth. A Story of America First: The Men and Women Who Opposed US Intervention in World War II. New York: Greenwood, 2003.

Short, Simine. Locomotive to Aeromotive: Octave Chanute and the Transportation Revolution. Urbana: University of Illinois Press, 2011.


Smithsonian National Air and Space Museum. “Correcting Smeaton.” https://airandspace.si.edu/exhibitions/wright-brothers/online/fly/1901/smeaton.cfm.

———. “1903 Wright Flyer Fabric Taken to Moon: Apollo 11.” https://airandspace.si.edu/multimedia-gallery/430-l1-s1hjpg.

Stick, David. An Outer Banks Reader. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1998.

Taylor, Charles. “My Story of the Wright Brothers.” As Told to Robert S. Ball. Collier's Weekly 122, no. 20 (December 25, 1948): 26–27.

Tise, Larry. Conquering the Sky: The Secret Flights of the Wright Brothers at Kitty Hawk. New York: St. Martin's, 2009.

Tobin, James. To Conquer the Air: The Wright Brothers and the Great Race for Flight. New York: Simon and Schuster, 2004.

Wallace, Max. The American Axis: Henry Ford, Charles Lindbergh, and the Rise of the Third Reich. New York: St. Martin's, 2003.

Walsh, John E. One Day at Kitty Hawk: The Untold Story of the Wright Brothers and the Airplane. New York: Crowell, 1975.

Washington Post, December 24, 1897.

Western Society of Engineers. Journal of the Western Society of Engineers 2 (1897): 595.

Wittenberg, Torenbeek. Flight Physics: Essentials of Aeronautical Disciplines and Technology, with Historical Notes. Dordrecht: Springer Science and Business Media, 2009.

Wohl, Robert. A Passion for Wings: Aviation and the Western Imagination, 1908–1918. New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 1994.

Wolko, Howard, ed. The Wright Flyer: An Engineering Perspective. Washington, DC: Smithsonian Institution, 1987.

Wright, Katharine, on behalf of Orville Wright. January 1915. Archive of Papers Concerning the Writing and Eventual Publications of a Lengthy Biography of Orville and Wilbur Wright. Christies Fine Printed Books and Manuscripts. https://www.christies.com/features/The-Wright-Brothers-revealed-in-their-letters-and-photographs-7961-1.aspx.

Wright, Milton. Diaries: 1857–1917. Dayton, OH: Wright State University Libraries, 1999.

Wright, Orville. “The Wright Brothers Aeroplane.” Century Magazine, September 1908, pp. 641–50.

Wright, Orville, and Wilbur Wright. Published Writings of Wilbur and Orville Wright. Edited by Peter L. Jakab and Rick Young. Washington, DC: Smithsonian, 2016.


Wright, Renee. Explorer's Guide North Carolina's Outer Banks and Crystal Coast. New York: Countryman, 2013.

Wright, Wilbur. “Observations in Soaring Flight.” Journal of the Western Society of Engineers 8 (August 1903): 410.

———. “Some Aeronautical Experiments.” Journal of the Western Society of Engineers 6 (1901): 501.

———. “The Story of Flight.” Aeronautics 15 (1914).

“Wright Aeroplane and Its Fabled Performances, The .” Scientific American 94, no. 2, January 13, 1905.

“Wright Curtiss Litigation Ended, Patent Upheld.” Aeronautics 14 (January 31, 2014): 21.

Young, Rosamond McPherson. “Mabel Alone after Orville's Death.” Dayton Daily News, December 11, 1993.

———. “Mabel Beck's Story, Part of the Wright Brothers’ History.” Dayton Daily News, November 20, 1993.

———. “Orville Did More Than Invent in His Shop—Years Can't Erase Memories.” Dayton Daily News, December 4, 1993.

———. Twelve Seconds to the Moon. Dayton, OH: United States Air Force Museum, 1983.

———. “Wilbur's Death Left Mabel to Insinuate Herself into Orville's Life.” Dayton Daily News, November 27, 1993.

Yrigoyen, Charles, and Susan Warre. Historical Dictionary of Methodism. Lantham, MD: Scarecrow, 2013.



OEBPS/Images/ack.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
WILLIAM HAZELGROVE

WRIGHT
BROTHERS,
WRONG STORY

How WILBUR WRIGHT Solved the
Problem of MANNED FLIGHT






OEBPS/Images/ch03.jpg
THE MURDERER —1884





OEBPS/Images/ch04.jpg
k.
STEAM BUGS—1896





OEBPS/Images/bib.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ch01.jpg
1
THE BIOGRAPHER —1942





OEBPS/Images/ch02.jpg
THE LETTER—1948





