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Chapter 1

It's Bunday afternoon, and the phonograph plaver is jumping
like a clown in 2 parade the way Jolene and [ are dancing,
We're cleaning the Wilson house and Nat King Cole’s singing
an the record. Il sounds fine. This is one of the best places to
tlean because they have a big yard and no neighbors close
encugh to hear our ruckus. Otherwise, working on a Sunday
would be a real drag. But the Wilsans are gone for the weelk-
end and Mr. Wilson said he'd pay extra for a clean house
when he gets back. With Christmas just a few weeks away,
the money will come in handy.

I am knee-deep in Murply Oil Soap, washing (Otis Wilson's
sticky Angerprints off his mama's One oak banister, when
Jelene comes waltzing down the stairs will the laundry.

I swear, these people must change their clothes every
hour on the hour, every dav. I've never seen such 8 mess of
laundry in my life. Ida Mae Jones, hurry up with that palish-
ing and come help me"

"l am hurrying, If they'd stop giving Otis jam for breakiast,
I wouldn't be cleaning this railing every week.”

"I they stopped giving Otis jam for breakfast, he'd ery for
a week, " she says.

Otis Wilzon is the most spoiled white boy in New Orleans.
Just a year younger than Jolene and me, but at seventeen, he's
still a sloblering mess. Jalene says it's because he's soft in the
head. T think it has more Lo do with being spailed,



You think he'd enlist il we ever join this war?"

Jolene laughs her big horse laugh. “Girl, can you sce that
little jamn jar in a uniform? I mean he's big enough, for a white
boy, and not bad looking, either, if you like the pasty vpe, but
taking orders and holding a gun—we’d be better off surren-
dering than sending him to fght.”

“Too true, too true® T laugh, thinking about Otis's broad-
bellied self in a uniform, "Think they've pot maids in the
army bo wipe the jam off his rifle?”

It's Jolene's turn to chuckle. “Mow stop making me laugh
and get to work., We're going to have to clean this house a
- hundred more times if you're going to get the money to go to
Chicago,”

“Don't 1 know it." I sigh. At home, we get by running our
little berry farm, bul getting by is far [rom gelting rich, Even
wilh cleaning houses full-time since Jolene and [ graduated
high school in June, the saving is coming slow. Sometimes it
seems like my purse is nothing but a siegve with money run-
ning through it like water, “The way T see it, another month
of solid work and 1°]] he set, Then all | have ta do is ind a way
to get my mother to let me ga to Chicago by myself.”

“Or work another six months and lake her with you,”

“Ch, I can see that now,” 1 say, rolling my eyes, "'Mama,
youl wait right here, I'm gonna go take my pilat's test” She
only lets me fly now because Grandy's with me. She hales
tor fly. "

“Girl, 1 know betier than to tell you to give it up. You've
gat the flying bug just as sure as your daddy did, but some
days I think it's more trouble than it's worth. More money
than it's warlly, too.”

“Bessie Coleman had to go all the way to France to learn



how to fly just because she was colored.” She was one of my
idols—the Negro Amelia Earhart, "She was nothing morce than
i hairdresser, but she did it. 3o why can't 17 I already know
how Lo fly, Jolene. IE 1 can’t get my license in Tuskeges, at least
Chicago's closer than Paris.”

Jolene shrugs over her armful of dirty shirts. *If you
say so."

T do.”

Just remembering my Arst time in a plane, in my daddy's
old Curtiss [M-4 “Tenny,” I pet goose bumps, Nothing else on
God's green earth does that to me. Of course it's worth it.

Last year, just before [ turned seventeen, Mama's daddy,
Grandy, convinced her to let me go to Tuskegee to take my
pilot's test. I'd taken over Daddy's side business of dusting
crops, bul I needed my license, Daddy would have taken me,
had he lived. I'd already flown over forly hours with him, and
I had passed the wrilten exarn by mail just before e died. All
I needed to do was go up in a real plane with a certified in-
structor. Mama kept Daddy’s promise by letting me gao.

Grandy and | showed up real early at the airheld. [ waes so
excited 1 thought I'd have to run to the restroom and pee
every [ive minutes. Grandy was as calm as could be, though,
and that helped me a lot. The instructor, a Mr. Anderson,
showed up, and he was a white man, with blue eves and &
firm jawline. I'd heard he had passed ather colored pilots at
the base, and I thought he laoked tough, but fair.

Well, [ said a little prayer asking Daddy for help, and [ took
thal instructor up in the lest plane. It was a Jenny, like Daddy
had laught me on, easy as slipping into an old swester, We did
rolls, and loops, and landings, and [ could hardly stop smiling
because I knew ['d done good.



all 9da MMae Jones wants to do is fly.

|do‘s doddy was a pilot, and when he took her flying, sha never wonted fo
come down agoin. But ofter his death, the sky is offt-limits fo o young black
woman such as herself, When America anters World Waor 11, the Army ferms the
WASP—Woman Airforce Service Pilats—and Ida hos o chonce to join, if she's
willing to use her light skin to poss os o white girl. She wants ta fly more thon
anything, but [da soon learns that denying one’s identity and family is o heovy
burden. Can she fulfill her dream without losing herself?

+ “This breokthrough tifle odds o new story fo the shelves
of World War Il books. The details. ., are exciting, bul
tougher than any flight maneuver ore Ida Moa’s . . .
feelings that culminate in on unfargettoble dimax.”

—Booklist, stared review
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“It was hord not te find myself cheering lda Moe on.
Hard not fo get an itch ta fly ofter reading this. Sherri Smith is

o truly talented writer and Fygirf is 0 wonderful stary.”
—JACOUELINE WOODSON, threedime Newbery Honor—winning awthar
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