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PROLOGUE
MONICA LEWINSKY HADN’T SEEN THE BIG CREEP SINCE she was banished from the White House. And now, on this sultry August evening in 1996, she found herself close to him again—so close she could reach out and touch him.
“He had this big fiftieth birthday party at Radio City Music Hall,” Monica recalled, “and [beforehand] there was a cocktail reception [at the Sheraton Hotel], and when he and [Hillary] came to do the rope line . . . I had my back to him, and I just kind of put . . . my hand behind me and touched him [in the crotch area]. And it . . . was . . . maybe sort of grazing of that area, but . . . it wasn’t how you might imagine it if someone described this, from a scene from a movie, it wasn’t like that, but it was, you know. . . .”1
For a moment, Monica faltered, and her eyes welled with tears. Then she managed to pull herself together and say in a voice choked with emotion:
“ . . . I don’t even know if he remembers.”2
And that thought tormented her.
She had flown to New York City at her own expense, and fondled the President’s penis in the presence of his wife, who was a few feet away on the rope line and probably saw her do it, and yet Monica couldn’t be sure that Bill Clinton even remembered the incident.
Was that all she meant to him?
And not only that . . .
When Monica reached behind her to touch the President, she glanced over her shoulder and flashed him one of her big toothy smiles—and all at once she noticed that the Big Creep wasn’t wearing the Ermenegildo Zegna necktie she had sent him for his birthday.
“I like it when you wear my ties,” Monica had told him shortly before his birthday, “because then I know I’m close to your heart.”3
So how close were they?
She was feeling more than her usual edgy, insecure self as she left the Sheraton New York Hotel after the cocktail reception and hailed a taxi to take her to Radio City Music Hall for the President’s birthday bash.
Manhattan was a ghost town on this Friday evening in August. But the ticket lobby of Radio City Music Hall was jammed with rich Democratic donors. Many of them had interrupted their summer vacations in the Hamptons or on Martha’s Vineyard in order to help Bill Clinton celebrate the Big Five-O.
Tonight’s extravaganza was being produced by Jeff Margolis, who had staged several Academy Awards ceremonies. It featured Whoopie Goldberg as emcee, and the usual lineup of liberal stars—Jon Bon Jovi, Aretha Franklin, Kenny Rogers, Nathan Lane, and Rosie O’Donnell.4
At twenty-three years of age, Monica was the youngest person in the ticket line. She had gained a lot of weight over the past few unhappy months, and she was bursting the seams on her thin, sleeveless summer dress. She felt conspicuous as she entered the Music Hall’s Grand Foyer, a soaring Art Deco space whose proportions were magnified by mirrors of gold-backed glass. The entrance was dominated by a mural titled Quest for the Fountain of Eternal Youth—an appropriate theme for a fifty-year-old president who acted as though he was still a horny teenager.
Entering the vast six-thousand-seat auditorium, Monica checked her ticket stub. For the first time, she noticed that she had been relegated to the cheap seats in the back of the orchestra.
Suddenly, she lost it.
Blinded by all the rage and resentment that had accumulated since she was exiled from the White House the previous spring, Monica turned on her heels and raced back up the crowded aisle, pushing and shoving people out of her way.
“I need to be near him!” she shouted.
People stared at her as she dashed into the lobby.
“I need to be near him!”
She disappeared into the ladies’ room.
Nearby, the telephone rang in the office of the Democratic National Committee official who was in charge of the night’s fund-raiser.
“I had an emergency phone call from my deputy that Monica was having a meltdown in the ladies’ room,” the DNC official recalled in an interview for this book. “Monica came unglued. I could hear her over the phone, saying the President’s name over and over—‘Bill! Bill! Bill!’ ”5
The official made her way to the ladies’ room and found Monica crying hysterically.
“Monica had been hired by the DNC to be an unpaid intern in the White House,” the official said, “and I was shocked when I heard that she had been promoted to a paid job. She had had bad grades in college. She had no skills. A paid job in the White House is one of the most coveted jobs in Washington. Somebody obviously gave her special treatment. I always wondered who.
“I handed her a tissue, and she told me, ‘I need to be near him! I need to be near him on his birthday! I need to be up closer!’
“Suddenly, I put two and two together. Monica had a relationship with the President! That was the only possible explanation. I had heard that several women in the White House were sleeping with the President, but I was fearful that Monica might be different in one respect: she might be a dangerous stalker.
“So I alerted a few people to what was going on. I told the Secret Service agent in charge that I was concerned that Monica would go running up on the stage.
“And I discovered that nobody was surprised about Monica. The Secret Service knew all about her. Everyone I talked to knew she was obsessed with the President. And when I say everyone, I mean everyone—including Hillary.”
HILLARY CLINTON HAD EYES AND EARS EVERYWHERE IN THE White House.
Her main watchdog was Deputy Chief of Staff Evelyn Lieberman, a short, overweight, gray-haired woman, who had befriended Hillary back in the 1980s when they served together at the left-leaning Children’s Defense Fund. In the White House, Hillary assigned her loyal friend the task of monitoring the sexual activity of Bill Clinton—a role that helped earn Evelyn the nickname “Mother Superior.”
Acting on Hillary’s behalf, Evelyn tracked Monica Lewinsky from the first day the buxom young woman appeared in the West Wing wearing a low-cut blouse and bright red lipstick and nail polish. She repeatedly shooed Monica away from the Oval Office, and when the staff began to catch on to the fact that something was up between the President and the intern, Evelyn transferred Monica to the Pentagon.
If Monica had any doubt about who was behind her transfer, her confusion was cleared up during a twenty-minute telephone conversation with the President on April 12, 1996. During that call, Bill Clinton revealed that Evelyn Lieberman, a.k.a. Mother Superior, had “spearheaded” Monica’s removal from the White House, because he had been paying too much attention to her. Monica didn’t have to be told that Evelyn was Hillary’s chief spear-carrier.6
After Monica’s banishment, it became harder and harder for her to arrange a tryst with the President. By the fall of 1996, Bill Clinton was totally consumed by his reelection campaign, and the President’s private secretary, Betty Currie, had to be extra careful to schedule Monica’s visits when Mother Superior wasn’t around to see the young woman slip into the Oval Office.
However, in early November, Monica managed to gain entry to a fund-raiser for Senate Democrats that was attended by Bill Clinton. She sidled up to the President and had her picture taken with him. This time, he was wearing one of her neckties.
“Hey, Handsome,” she told him, “I like your tie.”7
That same night, Bill Clinton telephoned Monica for some phone sex, and she mentioned that she planned to be at the White House on Pentagon business the next day.8
“Stop by the Oval Office,” the President said.
But when Monica showed up at the White House the following day, she spotted Mother Superior standing near the Oval Office, keeping an eye on the President for the First Lady. Not daring to defy Hillary Clinton, Monica left without seeing the President.
ONCE BILL CLINTON’S AFFAIR WITH MONICA BECAME PUBLIC knowledge in January 1998, Hillary acted as though she was just as scandalized by the news as the rest of the country.
Many people found that hard to believe. And so Hillary set out to convince people that the first First Lady ever to occupy serious real estate in the West Wing of the White House; a woman who interviewed potential White House appointees, oversaw the President’s daily schedule, and ran many important White House meetings; a woman who deployed a legion of loyalists (not just Evelyn Lieberman) to keep an eye on her sex-addicted husband; a woman who once said, “[Bill] and I talk about everything. Anyone who knows us knows that we worked together on everything”9—that such an all-seeing, all-knowing, all-powerful woman had been unaware of the existence of Monica Lewinsky.
Hillary worked hard at making the country believe she could kill Bill.
“The estrangement was vital,” wrote political consultant Dick Morris, “for it helped substantiate the idea that they had a real marriage [to begin with]. And a rapprochement was essential, allowing [Hillary] to attract the money and political support she would need to run [for public office in the future].”10
Hillary had been interested in power all her life, but without Monica Lewinsky, she would have remained a scandal-scarred, unpopular First Lady without a promising political future. It was Monica who transformed Hillary overnight into a sympathetic figure and national martyr. And it was Monica who paved the way for Hillary to become a U.S. Senator.
“The great irony of [Hillary’s] life,” remarked Michael Tomasky, a seasoned political observer, “[was] that she achieved her highest stature, reached her apogee as a public person, not because of widespread admiration for something she had done, but because of public sympathy over something that was done to her.”11

PART I

The Big Girl

CHAPTER ONE

The Impossible DreamJanuary 21, 1998
BZZZZZZZZZZ!
The Big Girl was buzzing for breakfast.
BZZZZZZZZZZBBBBBBBBBZZZZZZZ!
In the pantry on the second floor of the White House, the harsh metallic noise caught the staff off guard. One of the butlers glanced at his watch: it was several minutes shy of six o’clock in the morning.1
Something was out of kilter.
As a rule, the President went to bed late and got up early, while the Big Girl—as members of her inner circle called Hillary Rodham Clinton—went to bed early and slept in late. Come to think of it, none of the personal staff could recall a single occasion when she had gotten out of bed before her husband.2
The senior servants in the White House were intimately acquainted with the daily habits of the First Couple. Bill and Hillary Clinton could not have been more different. While the President was erratic and unpredictable, you could set your watch by the Big Girl. She was a perfectionist—a woman who had a compelling need to exert iron control over the lives of others as well as her own.
What could possibly have made her alter her routine?
BZZZZZZZZZZBBBBBBBBBZZZZZZZ!
The butler picked up a tray with a glass of orange juice, a carafe of coffee, and several morning newspapers, and set off down the long, wide center hallway of the family residence, which was adorned with a Cézanne, a de Kooning, a Cassatt—and a bronze sculpture of President Calvin Coolidge’s pet chow, Tiny Tim. The Big Girl had found Tiny Tim while rummaging through the White House storerooms and had put this piece of kitsch on display (to the dismay of White House historians) as an example of her taste in art.3
The butler made his way across the West Sitting Room to the eat-in kitchen. The Big Girl and the President took breakfast in the kitchen, rather than in their second-floor bedroom suite. Few of the downstairs staff in the West Wing knew what went on inside that bedroom, and as a result, there was always a great deal of water-cooler gossip regarding the Big Girl’s sleeping arrangements with her husband.
Was it true they slept in separate beds?
Were there any telltale signs on the presidential sheets that they ever had sex with each other?
For that matter, did the Big Girl have any interest in sex with a man?
Or, as was widely rumored, was she a lesbian?
Some people were offended by such impertinent questions about the First Lady. But Hillary Clinton only had herself to blame for the talk about her sex life. Most women, faced with a chronically unfaithful husband like Bill Clinton, would have divorced him long ago. Hillary, on the other hand, not only stayed married to her husband; she displayed a curiously detached attitude toward his infidelities.
“It’s hurting so bad,” Hillary once told a friend during the Gennifer Flowers bimbo eruption in 1992.4
But you had to wonder why she felt pain.
Was it because of her husband’s breach of faith? Or was it because his breach of faith had become public?
Over the years, a roster of distinguished journalists, biographers, and historians had struggled to answer those questions. Many of them had come to the conclusion that Hillary was more interested in power than she was in sex.
“[Hillary] kept her eye on the real ball,” wrote the historian Paul Johnson. “Each presidential peccadillo led her to demand and get more political say, with her own future political career in mind. . . .”5
That was true, of course. But it still did not explain what made Hillary tick. After all this time, and all the effort that had been devoted to understanding her, the essential Hillary remained one of the great mysteries of our time.
What made her so difficult to understand was the fact that she was motivated not by one, but by many different feelings, ideas, and impulses—some conscious, others repressed—and that these feelings, ideas, and impulses were frequently at odds with each other.
She was a mother, but she wasn’t maternal.
She was a wife, but she had no wifely instincts.
She said she was passionately in love with her husband, but many of her closest friends and aides were lesbians.
She inspired fierce loyalty among her followers, but she frequently stabbed them in the back.
She professed to be a devout Christian, but she cheated and lied at the drop of a hat.
She was a liberal who promised to use her power to help the weak and disenfranchised, but she acted more like a misanthrope who distrusted people and avoided their company.
For years, she denied she had any plans to run for president, yet she had always harbored the grandiose dream of succeeding her husband in the White House, and creating an empire of her own.*
In short, everything about Hillary was ambiguous; everything she stood for, she stood for the opposite. She seemed to lack the innate knowledge of good and evil, right and wrong, and the obligation to tell the truth.

CHAPTER TWO

Hillary’s Bubble
THE BUTLER FOUND THE SECOND-FLOOR HALLWAY COMPLETELY deserted. Not a single Secret Service agent was in sight.
Early in the Clinton administration, the Big Girl had a fit when stories began appearing in the press saying that she had thrown a lamp at Bill and called him a “stupid motherfucker.”1 Another time, it was reported, she had burst into a room looking for her husband, and shouted at a Secret Service officer, “Where’s the miserable cocksucker?”2
She blamed these press leaks on the plainclothes Secret Service officers who were stationed in the private residence, and she had them banished from the family quarters, where they had stood vigil since Ronald Reagan’s presidency. The officers were moved down one level, where they could no longer witness the Clintons’ Jerry Springer–style free-for-alls.
Hillary didn’t trust the White House ushers, either.
Until her ill-conceived decision to fire the entire Travel Office blew up in her face, she was planning to fire all the ushers as well, and replace them with people she knew and trusted.3 When she realized she would have to live with the current crop of ushers whether she liked it or not, she placed restrictions on their access to the family quarters.
During the day, they were allowed to bring important papers—such as résumés of Supreme Court nominees and other applicants for high office—directly to the Big Girl, who signed off on all White House appointments. But once the President and First Lady retired for the night, the ushers had orders to leave messages on a table outside the elevator, where the doors to the residence were firmly shut.4
Some of the staff felt that the Big Girl’s extreme suspicion of people and their motives bordered on paranoia. When she first arrived in Washington and realized she could not control the White House press corps, she tried to move the reporters out of their quarters in the West Wing and into the Old Executive Office Building. The reporters howled in protest, and Hillary was forced to abandon her plan.5
However, her defeat only made her more determined than ever to rein in the obstreperous press. She had the White House pressroom sealed off from the rest of the West Wing so that the reporters could not have easy access to the President’s press secretary.6 What’s more, when she traveled domestically, she did not allow reporters to fly on her plane, because, as she explained, she did not like to be scrutinized by journalists during her downtime.
This obsession with privacy extended to the White House switchboard, whose operators were famous for being able to reach anybody anywhere in the world at a moment’s notice. Hillary ordered the installation of bedside telephones that did not go through the switchboard, so that she and her husband could talk on the encrypted phone lines and not worry about someone listening in. Every Sunday, the Army Signal Corps came to the White House to check the phones for taps and to make sure they were secure.7
And so, by January 1998—the start of the sixth year of the Clinton presidency—Bill and Hillary Clinton governed America as co–chief executives from inside a giant protective bubble. All presidents live inside a bubble, but Hillary’s bubble was unique, because it was designed to conceal her moral imperfections. She always had to look perfect in her own eyes and everyone else’s.
“Bill learns from his mistakes,” noted Dick Morris. “Hillary doesn’t make any.”8
Hillary’s bubble was an effective political tool. It camouflaged the moral decay in the Clinton White House, and misled many people into believing that the Clintons were the victims of their political adversaries, rather than the other way around. It helped deflect Kenneth Starr’s quest for the truth about Whitewater, and left him sputtering in frustration. And it helped Bill Clinton win reelection—the first time in more than a half century that a Democratic president had won a second term in office.
THESE TRIUMPHS SHOULD HAVE THRILLED HILLARY, AND GIVEN her a sense of self-satisfaction. But that was not the case. Instead, as this morning’s frantic summons for the butler demonstrated, she was in an anxious state of mind.
The reason for this was not hard to find. All of Washington was abuzz with talk that Bill Clinton had gotten himself into woman trouble again, and that this time he might not be able to wriggle out of it. Members of Hillary’s staff had alerted her several days before that Newsweek magazine and the Washington Post, the paper whose Watergate investigation had led to the resignation of Richard Nixon, were hot on the trail of an equally sensational story—this one involving sex in the Oval Office between Bill Clinton and a young White House intern.
While Hillary brooded over what to do about the brewing scandal, she had stopped speaking to her husband. Everyone in the White House could feel the tension that existed between the Big Girl and the President, and a sense of panic began to engulf the place. Staffers sniped at each other in the corridors of the West Wing. Senior aides spoke in hushed tones into their cell phones. And a few battle-scarred veterans of past Clinton wars—such as press spokesman Mike McCurry and damage control chief Lanny Davis—tried to put some distance between themselves and what they saw as the coming apocalypse.
“The mood inside the West Wing . . . had never been grimmer,” Newsweek noted. “Staunch defenders who had lived through all the various -gates were disconsolate. There were tears and anger and a sense that maybe this time Clinton the great survivor was pushing his luck.”9
Suddenly, Hillary’s bubble had burst.

CHAPTER THREE

Tacky Kaki
WHEN THE BUTLER ENTERED THE FIRST FAMILY’S EAT-IN kitchen, he found the Big Girl, dressed in pajamas and a robe, seated at a table before a small mirror. She was being fussed over by Isabelle Goetz, a slender young Frenchwoman who worked at Salon Cristophe, Washington’s trendiest and most expensive hair salon. (Cristophe, the legendary Belgian stylist, cut Bill Clinton’s hair. The President once held up air traffic at Los Angeles Airport while he got a $200 haircut from Cristophe aboard Air Force One.) When summoned by the White House, Isabelle came roaring over on her motorcycle.
The tip of the Big Girl’s nose was crimson, and the dusky bags under her eyes were puffier than usual. A wastepaper basket by her side was brimming with used tissues. She was nursing a bad head cold.
This room had once served as Margaret Truman’s bedroom. It had been done over, along with the rest of the White House, by Hillary’s Little Rock decorator, Katherine “Kaki” Hockersmith, who was known by some of her colleagues in the world of interior design as Tacky Kaki.
Kaki had a weakness for the Victorian period, and she had heaped yards of heavy velvet upholstery and gold Napoleonic laurel leaves on the public rooms of the White House.1 When she was through with the Lincoln Sitting Room, critics said it looked like Belle Watling’s whorehouse parlor in Gone With the Wind.2
On the other hand, Kaki had shown uncharacteristic restraint when it came to the family quarters. She had replaced the eighteenth century–style hand-painted wallpaper that Nancy Reagan had chosen for the master bedroom because its pattern of birds in flight spooked Bill Clinton, who said it reminded him of Alfred Hitchcock’s movie The Birds.3
The kitchen resembled the Clintons’ eat-in kitchen in the Arkansas governor’s mansion; it was decorated in florals, chintzes, and linens to create an English country feeling. Comfortable white faux-wicker chairs flanked the table, which always had a fresh arrangement of flowers. The walls were covered in a fruit-patterned wallpaper by Country Life.
Hillary liked to say that she was involved in every detail of Kaki’s White House redecoration. But those who knew Hillary’s lack of interest in the domestic arts were more than a little skeptical.
“When Barbara Bush took [Hillary] on a tour of the White House after the election,” Richard L. Berke reported in the New York Times, “Mrs. Clinton expressed no interest in decorating chores and was far more preoccupied with building bookshelves for her huge collection. . . .”4
Nonetheless, Hillary wanted to make a political statement by erasing the Republican ambiance created by Nancy Reagan and Barbara Bush and putting her own Boomer stamp on the White House. No one knew exactly how much money Kaki and Hillary had lavished on their White House project. Some estimates ran as high as $400,000, about a quarter of a million dollars more than had been budgeted. The Clintons claimed that all the money came from private donations.
Christopher Emery, a White House usher who was fired by Hillary for chatting on the phone with former First Lady Barbara Bush,* told the author of this book that Hillary had not only exceeded her budget allotment, but had secretly tapped into Historical Association funds.5
Whatever the final figure, one thing was clear: there was more to the redecoration project than met the eye. It was one of the factors leading up to the apparent suicide in July 1993 of Deputy Counsel Vincent W. Foster Jr., Hillary’s colleague from her Rose Law Firm days in Little Rock, who handled all of her private affairs in the White House, and who guarded her secrets.
Vince Foster and Hillary had met years before while working with the Legal Services Corporation. In Little Rock, they spent countless hours together, established an intimate bond, and consoled each other about their unhappy marriages. Several Arkansas state troopers charged that Vince and Hillary had been lovers, and that when Bill Clinton was out of town, Vince would spend the night with Hillary at the governor’s mansion. There were also reports that Hillary and Vince stayed together overnight in a remote cabin in the woods.6
“Within the small circle of politically clued-in people in Little Rock, it was accepted as a fact that Hillary and Vince were sleeping with each other,” said Michael Galster, a medical worker whose wife, Vali, was a good friend of Hillary’s and worked closely with her on children’s educational issues. “Hillary and Vince’s love affair was an open secret.”7
As the person she trusted most in the world, Hillary often assigned Vince the sensitive task of cleaning up the political messes created by her careless and corrupt husband. One of the worst messes involved the notorious Arkansas penal system, which had awarded a lucrative contract to Health Management Associates (HMA), a company run by Leonard Dunn, a Clinton crony.
When Michael Galster, who held an orthopedic clinic in the Cummins state prison once every two weeks, discovered that HMA was harvesting tainted blood from prison inmates by paying them $7 a pint, he threatened to blow the whistle. He was prepared to testify that the blood, some of which was infected with hepatitis C and the HIV virus, was being sold with the knowledge of prison authorities and Governor Clinton to brokers, who in turn shipped it to several foreign countries, including Canada.8
“Vince Foster was then–Governor Clinton’s liaison on prison issues,” Galster told the author of this book. “One day, Foster came to visit me at my office in Pine Bluff. One of the prisoners was threatening to sue HMA over a non-blood issue, and Vince wanted me to get involved and convince the prisoner not to sue. But those HMA doctors were hacks, and I refused to get involved.”
“Vince started bullying me,” Galster went on. “He said, ‘You know what your noncooperation means as far as the state’s renewing your orthopedic conract, don’t you, Mike?’
“And I said, ‘Yes, I know what you’re talking about.’ And he said, ‘It’s going to be hard for you to maintain your contract with the prison system.’ And I said, ‘I know.’ And he said, ‘I just want to make sure you know how things work.’ And, sure enough, they fired me. And knowing how close Hillary was to Vince, I never had any doubt that she knew all about it.”
After he came to Washington, Vince fell into a suicidal depression once he realized that Hillary, as First Lady, could no longer be his intimate friend—and that he, in turn, could no longer protect her from scandal and her flagrant disregard for the law. He was right. The night of his death, Hillary launched one of the most shameful—and illegal—cover-ups of her entire career.
She sent two of her most trusted White House loyalists—Maggie Williams, the First Lady’s chief of staff, and Patsy Thomasson, who was in charge of White House administration—into Foster’s office to retrieve embarrassing and incriminating documents related to Whitewater and Hillary’s other personal affairs. While White House Counsel Bernard Nussbaum barred investigators from entering Foster’s office, Maggie Williams, Patsy Thomasson, and Craig Livingston, Hillary’s director of White House security, removed armloads of files and loose-leaf binders.9
In addition, a White House staffer allegedly tampered with the titles of several memos and removed the First Lady’s initials in an effort to erase her role in improper behavior. For instance, the staffer changed “HRC’s Travel Office Chronology” to “Chronological Analysis of Travel Office Events.”10
In a note found in Vince’s briefcase several days after his suicide, he alluded to the huge cost overruns in the White House redecoration project, and wrote cryptically: “The Usher’s Office plotted to have excessive costs incurred, taking advantage of Kaki and HRC [Hillary Rodham Clinton].”11
“GOOD MORNING, MRS. CLINTON,” THE BUTLER SAID. “I HOPE YOU enjoyed a good night’s sleep. It’s twenty-nine degrees outside, with a wind-chill factor that makes it feel thirteen. The weather report calls for the low forties, with no rain or snow.”
The Big Girl blew her nose.
“I have to go to Baltimore this morning to deliver a speech,” she said, staring at her reflection in the mirror. “Make sure everything’s ready.”
The butler recognized the steely tone that crept into her voice whenever she was out of sorts. As he bent to place his serving tray on the table, he stole a sidelong glance at her (the staff had strict orders never to look the Big Girl directly in the eye).
Hillary Clinton was the kind of homely woman whose features seemed to improve with age. She was better looking at fifty than she had been at forty-five, when she first arrived at the White House.
There was an explanation for this remarkable physical transformation. As First Lady, Hillary received the kind of personal care that was available only to A-list stars in Hollywood. Thanks to her pals Harry Thomason and Linda Bloodworth-Thomason, the husband-and-wife television producers of Designing Women, Evening Shade, and Hearts Afire, some of Hollywood’s top makeup artists came to the White House on a regular basis to improve Hillary’s appearance. In addition, Cliff Chally, the Designing Women’s costume designer, helped pull her wardrobe together.12
According to her friends, however, none of this dolling up altered a basic fact: Hillary still saw herself as an ugly duckling.13 In particular, she hated her body. A small-boned woman from the waist up, she was squat and lumpy from the waist down, with wide hips and thick calves and ankles.
She had not always been that way. Though Hillary was never a standout beauty, she had had a nice figure in high school and college. Indeed, several of her Wellesley College classmates, who played sports with Hillary, described how she looked in a T-shirt and shorts. They said she had a tiny waist, slim legs and ankles, and small buttocks.14
However, after giving birth to Chelsea on February 27, 1980, Hillary’s silhouette changed dramatically. Though she never released her medical records, a physician who had observed her at close quarters told the author of this book that he suspected Hillary had contracted an obstetrical infection, which was serious enough to damage the lymphatic vessels carrying excess fluid from her legs back into central circulation. He said that she was left with a condition called chronic lymphedema, an incurable (though not fatal) disorder that causes gross swelling in the legs and feet, which Hillary covered up with wide-legged pants.15
In private, some of her friends suggested that Hillary’s discontent with her body type predated her lymphedema, and might have explained her onetime neglect of personal grooming.16 When she looked in the mirror, these friends said, the perfectionist in her saw only faults. As a young woman at Yale Law School and later in Arkansas, Hillary had felt so hopelessly unattractive that she did not bother to shave her legs and underarms, and deliberately dressed badly so that she would not have to compete with more attractive women in a contest she could not possibly win.
The one thing she could control about her looks was her hair, and she had experimented endlessly with different hairdos. But when Isabelle Goetz started coming to the White House on her motorcycle, Hillary’s hair ceased being a problem—and a source of late-night jokes by David Letterman and Jay Leno.
Now, as Isabelle Goetz set to work with a straightening iron, Hillary reached for the stack of newspapers that had been placed at her side by the butler. She went straight for the Washington Post. And there, in big black letters, splashed across the top four columns of the front page, was the reason Hillary Clinton had not been able to sleep in late this morning.

CHAPTER FOUR

First Lovebirds
CLINTON ACCUSED OF URGING AIDE TO LIE
Starr Probes Whether President Told Woman to Deny Alleged Affair to Jones Lawyers
Independent counsel Kenneth W. Starr has expanded his investigation of President Clinton to examine whether Clinton and his close friend Vernon E. Jordan Jr. encouraged a 24-year-old former White House intern to lie to lawyers for Paula Jones about whether the intern had an affair with the president, sources close to the investigation said yesterday. . . .1

FOR HILLARY, IT WAS THE WORST POSSIBLE NEWS IN A WEEK OF BAD news.
Four days earlier, on Saturday, January 17, Bill Clinton had submitted to a secret deposition conducted by the attorneys for Paula Corbin Jones.* Though Hillary and the President had tried every legal trick in the book to delay his appearance, the U.S. Supreme Court had voted unanimously that the Paula Jones case could proceed to trial while Bill Clinton was still in office.2
The federal judge presiding over the Paula Jones case, Susan Webber Wright, compounded the Clintons’ legal problems by ruling that Paula Jones’s lawyers could put other women on the stand in an effort to prove a pattern of sexual harassment by Bill Clinton.3
These two findings threw open the political floodgates, and as the date for the President’s deposition drew near, Hillary went into full battle mode. The person she turned to for help was her political guru, Harold Ickes, who had managed the Clinton-Gore reelection campaign and had served as the President’s deputy chief of staff.
Harold Ickes (pronounced ICK-eez) was a tall, skinny, seedy-looking man with thinning reddish hair. Until he came to Washington, he was best known as a combative left-wing activist on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, and as a lawyer who represented labor unions, some of which reportedly had ties to organized crime.† In political circles, Ickes was known as “the dark prince,” because of his abrasive, foul-mouthed manner and his instinct for the jugular.
An old-style New Deal Democrat (his father served as secretary of the interior under Franklin Roosevelt), Ickes had frequently backed losing left-wing presidential candidates like Eugene McCarthy, George McGovern, and Jesse Jackson. Then in 1992, he signed up with the Clinton-Gore campaign, ran the Democratic National Convention that summer, and found himself for the first time in his life on the winning side of a national election.
To advance her left-wing agenda, Hillary had planned to appoint Ickes as White House chief of staff in her husband’s second term. But Ickes’s reputation was so badly tarnished by his involvement in the administration’s campaign-finance scandal that the President had no choice but to fire him.*
“From the unions to Whitewater and campaign-finance practices,” wrote Micah Morrison, a senior editorial page writer for the Wall Street Journal, “Mr. Ickes’ true role, performed brilliantly, has been as consigliore to the dark side of the Clinton presidency.”5
Even after his banishment, Ickes continued to serve as Hillary’s secret consigliore. Several months before, Hillary told Ickes that
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