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	I.

LONG ISLAND I927

2.

night sleeps 

dew in her hair 

silver hairpin 

a runway

three airplanes

resting

around the wheels 

of the smaller 

gulls gather

one perched 

in the cockpit 

second sits 

grooming the wing 

a third gull 

stretches his neck 

sticks his head 

between the steel 

blades of the propeller

3.

two buildings 

one a barn 

the second 

smaller 

ambushed by 

several automobiles

4.

a room

five men 

dressed in

aviation uniforms

encircled by reporters shooting questions

the assualt 

turns upon a 

tall lean 

young man

5.

Mr Lindbergh 

why have you 

decided

to fly alone

I’m not alone 

sir

the plane 

will be there

laughter in the room

is it true 

Mr Lindbergh 

that you don’t plan 

on landing 

until you reach 

French soil

Yes sir 

Lindbergh smiles 

that’s the plan

but can you 

carry enough fuel 

in that little 

airplane

i only need 

enough fuel 

to take off 

Lindbergh replies 

i’ll leave the landing 

to gravity

laughter in the room

the other pilots are 

asked questions 

but the final question 

lands upon Lindbergh

Mr Lindbergh 

perhaps you can tell 

our readers 

why you fly

Lindbergh pauses 

then replies 

in the sky 

there are no walls 

around you 

and

no reporters

laughter in the room

6.

Lindbergh climbs 

into

The Spirit of St. Louis 

a mechanic 

hands him a package 

good luck sir

luck

Lindbergh grins 

i’m just going

to hitch a ride 

on the first cloud 

headed east

7.

The Spirit of St. Louis 

rolls down the 

runway begins to

rise

the wheels of the 

Spirit strum 

a row 

of telephone wires

in the cockpit 

Lindbergh shakes 

his head 

smiles

trying

to scare me girl

8.

night cracks open 

like a shell 

yellow sun yoke 

pours out 

over the sea

NEW YORK CITY

sunlight flashing

off

the skyscrapers 

like lightning

9.

the Spirit 

over water 

sky blue 

sea blue 

Lindbergh munches

on a 

cold hot dog 

i should have 

slept more 

he sighs

10.

YANKEE STADIUM 

40,000 baseball fans 

packed in 

players

lined up on 

first and third 

a priest 

speaks into a 

microphone 

sermon from the 

pitcher’s mound

let us pray 

to our Lord 

God for the 

successful 

journey and safe 

landing

of Charles 

Lindbergh

11.

TOKYO

crowded downtown 

street horns 

honking people’s 

cries Lindbergh 

Lindbergh Lindbergh 

rise up

crowding the stars

12.

AMSTERDAM STOCK EXCHANGE

business suspended 

everyone frozen 

waiting

for an 

announcement

LINDBERGH

werd opgemerkt 

boven de Atlantische Oceaan

HOERA

the silence breaks

13.

Lindbergh 

stretches his arms 

each hand 

touching

a horizon 

good morning 

world 

Lindbergh laughs

14.

Lindbergh 

looks down 

at the sea 

a great sperm whale 

spouts water 

into the air 

saluting the Spirit 

Lindbergh tips his wings saluting back

15.

air becomes choppy 

Spirit rises

16.

blue sky above 

white billowing clouds 

below

enough to put one to 

sleep

Lindbergh yawns

17.

THE TIMES:

Is Charles Lindbergh 

dead? That is the 

question an anxious 

world asks itself. Since 

early this morning there 

has been no sign of the courageous American aviator. The world holds its breath 

and prays.

18.

Lindbergh’s eyes 

begin to close 

he falls in 

to a dream

19.
the Spirit sits 

motionless 

in the air 

Lindbergh steps out 

of his plane 

and walks 

knee deep 

across the clouds

in a room

Lindbergh

sits in a chair 

opposite him

an old man 

sucks on a cigar 

smoke forming clouds

why am i here

Lindbergh asks

we asked you here 

the old man replies 

and pauses

you have offended the gods

how

Lindbergh asks

the old man 

takes his cigar 

from his mouth 

and speaks softly 

we gave you eyes 

you stole fire 

we gave you hands 

you struck the other 

creatures with fear 

we gave you lungs 

now you’ve stolen 

the wind

as your mother dies 

you flee the womb

Lindbergh’s eyes 

are cast down 

he sees an army 

of avenging angels 

falling upon him 

he wakes up 

the plane enters 

a flock of white birds

and dives

20.

FRANCE

21.

in a small white room 

a radio announcer 

speaks into a microphone 

les autoritées

ont demande 

que toutes les automobiles dans les environs 

iront a l’aéroport 

on a aperçu Lindbergh 

je répétes

on a aperçu Lindbergh

22.

LE BOURGET

cars form two lines 

headlights pointing 

into the runway 

a carpet of light

out of the darkness 

a small plane 

is spotted 

behind the 

automobiles 

thousands wait 

Lindbergh Lindbergh Lindbergh 

voices cry 

throughout the crowd

23.

the Spirit

bounces along 

the strip to a safe

landing

thousands rush 

onto the field 

surround the plane 

silent

waiting for the American

to address them

24.

Lindbergh pulls off 

his protective glasses monsieur

one frenchman smiles

i am Charles Lindbergh 

the American 

replies.

THE END


	SAMUEL BREMMER: Have you ever seen pictures of Lindbergh when he landed in France? He has the look of a man who has completely lost his mind. In the excitement and the festi​vities over his accomplishment the mental state of this hero was never no​ticed - or recorded. The large events of modern history have been pre​served on film. Today we have a men​tal image: live footage of that day in Dallas in 1963, and long document​aries on Hitler’s tirades, and the land​ing on the moon. We can imagine all these in minute detail. But for Lind​bergh, all we have are newspaper clip​pings. It’s as if history conspired to cover up the truth. Certainly some​thing happened up there, something that scared the hell out of him...

MAURICE DUBOIS: It was ridicul​ous. I told Sam it was going to be ridiculous. I’d be made the laughing stock of my trade. A black man playing Lindbergh, all-American hero. I thought that Robert should be given the part. The kid yearned for it. But Sam insisted I take the role. If Olivier can play Othello then you can play Lindbergh, Sam grinned with that mis​chievous smile of his. . . The more I read about Lindbergh, the less I liked him. He was part of the American aristocracy, a white supremist, a nazi sym​pathizer, and left-handed... I agreed to take the part under three con​ditions: one, no white face; two, that Sam wouldn’t let me look foolish; three, that I wouldn’t be asked to go up into the sky. I’m afraid of heights...

SET DESIGNER: We were lucky. Mr Bremmer happened to meet a Mr Thomas Kelly. Around Toronto, Mr Kelly is considered quite an eccentric having become filthy rich during pro​hibition in the United States. It is said that he once had a fleet of twenty fast-powered boats in Windsor, across the river from Detroit. That’s the story that goes around. Mr Kelly collects old aircrafts and when Mr Bremmer mentioned his new film project, Mr Kelly not only lent him some planes, but also contributed considerably to the film’s production...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I never in​tended that the film recreate Lind​bergh’s flight. What I wanted to do was to create a fantasy within the reality. I wanted to fantasize the trip as many millions of others have done who lived through those events. That is why we have used a montage effect, splicing together actual film footage of of the event, with film footage of other events, with our own footage. The viewer can see the structure of creativity, he can see the trick behind the magic. Even the use of a black man for Lindbergh in our footage highlights the separation of the real event from the fantasy. The viewer, knowing all of this still joins the two parts, and still falls into the dream. Why? For the same reason the world participated in the original flight. Madness. Lind​bergh tried to do something that any normal person at the time would have considered insane. Once one is a suc​cess, everything is forgiven. There is also a certain madness of the specta​tor, of the clerk who eats up the stories of historical battles, or the young girl who reads murder myster​ies, or the holy man who reads about the lives of martyrs. It is the vicarious lust of the witness. That’s what mov​ies are all about.

SAMUEL BREMMER: We did have some trouble. There was only one real role in the picture. When Robert didn’t get it, he disappeared. Didn’t see him again for almost a year. And Barbara was very upset. What could I do? I told her, you want a role, we’ll dress you up as a gull and you can shake your tail feathers at the camera 

ROBERT DRAYTON: I couldn’t be​lieve it when I didn’t get the role of Lindbergh. Mr Bremmer said I was too short. Christ, Dubois is black. I wasn’t blind. I could read the writing ‘on the wall. He wanted me out of the com​pany.

SAMUEL BREMMER: We got a lot of mileage out of an old short film I’d made for the New York State Tourist Bureau.

LESJA BROWN: We were all con​cerned about Sam during the making of this film. He was always very aloof during shooting, but this time he seem​ed almost in a catatonic state ... He was off somewhere, beyond everyone’s reach. It had been a year since his daughter died. I think he blamed himself. She died of crib death. Sam kept it inside. He keeps a lot in​side, well this. . . I think it just built up inside him. It made him work even harder. It was as if the film was going on in his own head. The whole dream scene in the clouds was filmed with such attention to detail, that it seemed as if Sam was trying to recreate a nightmare...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Snuck into a theatre and was surprised at how many people were laughing. The film is a bit corny, but then so is Homer. I didn’t like being laughed at though. I felt as if I had attempted something im​portant and no one had taken me seriously. I got depressed. Went out and got drunk. The critics missed the point of the film. They labelled it the first camp movie. It made more money than my first two films combined...

MAURICE DUBOIS: The more we got into the filming and the more I was forced to think about Lindbergh, the more enigmatic the man became for me...

SAMUEL BREMMER: He was a man of incredible innocence, the inno​cence of America. He didn’t under​stand the world he lived in. He was a man who should have been born be​tween pages of fiction and not a wom​an’s thighs. Everything was too com​plicated for him. That was his impulse, his motive for making the flight. He wanted to leave the planet. It was a gesture of noble suicide. Unfortun​ately for him he failed and became a hero...

MAURICE DUBOIS: Sam is like that you see. He’s not like an actor who has to hide behind a role, a character. No. Sam has to create a world for himself to escape into...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I wanted to say something about the soul of a hero. And what I found in the soul of a hero was emptiness, a void. This void had to be filled by an event, an experience. And so the hero or the villain, for the two are interchangeable, is a creature who can only come into being through some event, no matter what its moral, social or intellectual value. They may discover a continent, assassinate a pope, fly a plane across an ocean. It doesn’t matter. It only matters that they do something...

SAMUEL BREMMER: That old Greek tale of Icarus kept spinning around in my head. It is this mad pas​sion for progress, for making things better. Isn’t that why Adam took the apple from Eve, to climb up the cor​porate ladder? And what was his first invention? The fig leaf. I think that Adam and Eve’s sin, that progress’s sin, is to separate us from each other. And in this separation we become lonely. I think Marx rephrased loneli​ness into alienation, we became fear​ful, desperate, anguished—all steps in an ironic twist, toward God. . . so in the Lindbergh story the world goes mad for a while, and finds its human​ity. The hero, in this case Lindbergh, is that humanity come to fruition. And yet you have to keep asking yourself: What did he do? I think the answer lies elsewhere. The hero is a means for the rest of us to praise what we most value, or desire in ourselves...

ROBERT DRAYTON: It’s no acci​dent that Hitler was an art student, Mussolini a philosophy student, as were Trotsky, Lenin and that gang. Mao was a poet. Poor poets, artists, philosophers, with insatiable appetites to cast the world in their dreams...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Lesja is right of course when she says that the death of my daughter affected me deeply. But I never felt guilty. I don’t know how Lesja could come up with that, unless she’s projecting. No, that wasn’t it. When my daughter died, I felt as if the rug had been pulled out from under me. I was left questioning everything about my life, why I was here, what I was doing, who I was, all these ques​tions I thought I’d resolved or come to grips with when I was a kid. That’s why I was hooked on Lindbergh’s story — I was living through it — espec​ially those first words when he landed in France. You see, he’d been shaken. He was starting from scratch again. He said, I am Charles Lindbergh. What else could he say?
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