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			Every one of us has a choice. . . . I think that in everyday ways, how you treat your own disappointments and whether you’re able to forgive the pain that others cause you and, frankly, to acknowledge the pain you cause to others, it’s one of the big challenges we face as we move into this next century. And it’s something that I certainly have faced. But I look into the eyes of people all over my country and the world, and I know it’s something all of us face.1

			—H I L L A R Y   R O D H A M   C L I N T O N,   1999

		

	
		
			C H A P T E R  O N E

			Into the Flames 

			These two people are intertwined on every level,

			as a man and woman, as friends, as lovers,

			as parents, as politicians. This is a love story.

			—LINDA BLOODWORTH-THOMASON

			When under siege she rises early, dresses quickly, and cauterizes her emotions. The bubble of anger rising from her gut will remain level. Head must be separated from heart. Of necessity, given her station in life, she will summon her apolitical Washington hairstylist, Isabel, to blow, wax and spray her expensively blonded hair into an unflappable helmet. She does not read the newspapers. Or watch TV. She does not want to know any more about her husband’s scandalous behavior than she absolutely has to know.

			This morning, Tuesday, January 27, 1998, scarcely a week into the firestorm of accusations about a President and a dark-haired intern in an unforgettable beret, she does not worry about makeup. The Today show’s makeup artists are able to make a tense First Lady look serene (or, a year later, a vampy intern look like a proper author). It is five in the morning and Hillary Rodham Clinton paces around her suite in the Waldorf-Astoria, priming herself for yet another crucial television appearance that will either pull Bill Clinton out of a nosedive or help ensure a crack-up. Dark smudges beneath her eyes belie her apparent equipoise. She joins her chief of staff, Melanne Verveer, and rides stoically across Fifth Avenue, arriving at NBC’s Rockefeller Center studio.¹ Anchor Matt Lauer, who was called back from vacation when the story broke, has the outlines of a scandal that already sounds like the finale of the Clinton Show.

			At 6:55 A.M., between promos and airtime, Lauer dashes up to the makeup room to greet the First Lady. She is warm, though some tension is detectable in her demeanor. That’s hardly surprising. In the six days since the sex-and-lies scandal broke, the face of Monica Lewinsky and a few squirmy denials by the President have occupied the first half hour of all the morning TV shows and carpeted the cable shows wall to wall. Is there anyone in America who has not heard accusations that the President enjoyed sex sessions in the White House with an intern barely older than his daughter and then told her to lie about it?

			This twisted fairy tale has already captured the imagination of the public. Characters outrageous and grotesque are emerging. The plotters appear to be two older unmarried women, dead ringers for Cinderella’s ugly stepsisters: Linda Tripp, an older coworker of Monica’s, who coached the intern to narrate the whole sordid affair, and Lucianne Goldberg, a politically zealous literary agent who urged Tripp to tape her chats with Lewinsky in hopes of getting a hot book out of it. There are twenty hours of audiotapes.

			And there are other shades of Nixon’s Watergate beyond tapes, including a faithful secretary who is said to have provided cover for the President’s frequent sexcapades. There are tortured definitions: Lewinsky claims Clinton wanted oral sex because he didn’t count that as adultery. There is name-calling: Monica refers to the President as “the Big Creep,” Lewinsky’s lawyer calls the President a “misogynist.” The New York Times reports that Monica is prepared to testify that she did have a sexual relationship with the President, provided she is granted immunity. Late-night talk shows are already lampooning the new souvenir of an Oval Office visit: a semen-stained dress.

			With this flood tide of titillating and damning detail washing over Washington in only the first week, Bill Clinton’s official stance is to be “outraged” by the allegations; White House insiders describe him as “freaking out.” “I don’t think there was a person in the White House who gave him a snowball’s chance in hell, except Hillary,” a former official later told Time. And congressional Democrats are not rushing to stand by their man.

			Hillary Clinton stands alone, prepared to fight.

			The First Lady tries to paint a very different scene, one in which she and Bill Clinton appear the homiest of characters. Up in the second-floor bedroom of their residence, the husband had awakened his wife the previous Wednesday morning, January 21, and said there was something he had to tell her.

			“You’re not going to believe this, but . . .” he said, bewildered.

			“What is this?” she asked sleepily.

			“. . . but I want to tell you what’s in the newspapers.”

			That is how Hillary describes on the Today show learning from her husband that their enemies were trying to bring them down with yet another preposterous scandal.² She makes the dialogue sound so innocuous, it evokes images of that widely loved comic-book couple, Dagwood, the greatest victim of circumstance the world has ever known, and Blondie, who always comes to his rescue, rather than what it was—the President’s first mention to his wife of explosive sex allegations that he knew were about to break in that morning’s Washington Post. When Hillary labors to make the First Couple sound like just plain folks, there is almost always more to read between the lines.

			In fact, the Post’s meticulously reported story reads like a compilation of the greatest-hit scandals of the Clintons’ six years in office: reckless sex, a suicide, easy lies, cover-up, betrayal of the President’s friends and aides, and a looming shoot-out at the OK Corral with his nemesis Kenneth Starr. The special prosecutor named in 1994 to investigate the collected allegations known as Whitewater, Starr was suspected of being in cahoots with lawyers for Clinton’s other accuser, Paula Jones. For the past week Starr had been raining subpoenas on Clinton’s people. In sum, there was enough ammunition to blow sky-high everything that these two bright stars of their generation had struggled to achieve since they had first met at Yale Law School twenty-eight years before.

			On Today, Lauer astutely points out that the President has described to the American people only what this relationship was not. Has he described to his wife what it was?

			Mrs. Clinton stammers a bit: “Yes. And we’ll—and we’ll find that out as time goes by, Matt. But I think the important thing now is to stand as firmly as I can and say that, you know, that the President has denied these allegations on all counts, unequivocally, and we’ll—we’ll see how this plays out.”

			During these onslaughts, the Clintons—united professionally—can hide for days behind their public faces. Even from each other. “Being in the White House when a crisis blows is like nothing else,” recalls the President’s former press secretary Dee Dee Myers.³ “This type of siege is like World War One to the Clintons,” elaborates Dick Morris, the strategist who, upon Hillary’s command, engineered Clinton’s greatest comebacks. “They’re in the foxhole. Shells are bursting all around. The two of them against the world. If your buddy does something stupid . . . you allow yourself maybe a moment of ‘Schmuck, what did you do that for?’ But there just isn’t a whole lot of time to allow yourself the luxury of reacting to things personally.”4

			For this crucial interview Hillary has chosen the battle camouflage of a dark brown suit lightened at the neckline with a twist of seed pearls. A large presidential eagle brooch is pinned to her chest like a general’s medal. Her lips are precisely outlined, as are her thoughts. “Everybody says to me, ‘How can you be so calm?’ or ‘How can you just, you know, look like you’re not upset?’ ” she says. “And I guess I’ve just been through it so many times. . . .”

			Has she become numb to this kind of scandal?

			Mrs. Clinton says, “It’s not being numb so much as just being very experienced.”

			But a couple of minutes into the interview her anger begins to simmer beneath the surface. She is asked about the gifts her husband allegedly gave Monica. She refuses to comment on “specific allegations.” Her voice turns brittle. She tries to change the subject to “the intense political agenda at work here.” Lauer promises to let her talk about Kenneth Starr in a moment. But first, has she ever met Monica Lewinsky? Mrs. Clinton vaguely demurs. Well, then, did her watchdogs at the White House ever come to her and say, “We may have a problem with one of the interns at the White House,” and mention Monica Lewinsky?

			“No,” she says.

			In fact, the First Lady herself had recommended the young woman for an internship as a favor to a heavyweight contributor, Walter Kaye, who was also a friend of Monica’s mother.5 But Hillary was no fool. She had installed in the White House a handpicked Warden of the Body, the President’s deputy chief of staff, Evelyn Lieberman. This short, stern, fiftyish woman, known as the “Mother Superior of the West Wing,” went back with Hillary to their working days at the Children’s Defense Fund. Lieberman took her role as chief enforcer very seriously. And out of the whole class of four hundred interns, she had spotted Monica early on. This one was trouble. Classic Bill bait. Fleshy with big hair and hydraulic lips swabbed with lipstick over the lines—a shoulder-baring, switch-hipped exhibitionist who came on just like Gennifer Flowers, just like Virginia Kelley, his mother, the template for most of Bill Clinton’s temptresses.6 The Mother Superior caught Monica hanging out in the hallways near the Oval Office and reprimanded her: Get back to your post. But Monica was what staffers call a “clutch.” She had pushed up front in every Rose Garden event and tried to cling to the President to get in the picture; and with his ready cooperation, she had. Lieberman had reassigned Monica out of the White House. But had it been soon enough to prevent an “improper relationship” with the President?

			Lauer poses a hypothetical question: “Let—let me take you and your husband out of this for a second. . . . If an American president had an adulterous liaison in the White House and lied to cover it up, should the American people ask for his resignation?”

			The question takes Hillary by surprise. She slides away from it: “Well, they should certainly be concerned about it.”

			Lauer goes after it again: “Should they ask for his resignation?”

			“Well, I think—if all that were proven true, I think that would be a very serious offense.” Suddenly she is transformed from Blondie into the chief attack dog for Bill Clinton: “That is not going to be proven true.”

			Lauer later told me, “I felt this was a woman who knew there had been trouble in the past and who was believing, and hoping against hope, not again.”7

			The story of the Clinton presidency has always been the story of the Clinton marriage. Would Bill Clinton have become President without Hillary? Would Hillary Rodham have become one of the most remarkable women of our century without Bill? Although they have been on the public stage for a quarter century, there is so much we don’t know about either of them. That is the complex and contradictory love story this book seeks to unravel, and beneath it, to find the cords that have created the unique political texture and tensions of our times.

			The saga of Bill and Hillary, with its echoes of Eleanor and Franklin, or Tracy and Hepburn with undertones of Bonnie and Clyde, is animated by melodrama, high passion, narrow escapes, and knock-down-drag-outs. Never more united than when they are battling adversaries and displaying their ferocious tenacity, the pair cannot resist a spitting match or all-out political war. His recklessness and her eagerness to step in and save the day have created a dynamic of crisis (his) and management (hers). They have always seemed to thrive on it.

			Every time he goes down, she rears up and turns into a lioness, tearing into the political veldt to rip the flesh off their enemies. Bill Clinton, whom a former presidential adviser describes as having “the passivity of a Buddha” during a crisis, characteristically sits in a huddle of legal experts and flak catchers as Hillary lays down the battle plan. “He’s like the little kid who’s been told to go to his room,” says a former Democratic political appointee who knows the Clintons. “Mom will handle everything. Knowing that the little kid will probably screw up again, even if she hides the cookie jar.”8

			The costs of sustaining this volatile political partnership have been high, but the benefits over the past thirty years have also been high. Hillary’s disowning of her private circumstances allows her to be First Lady, where she wields tremendous political power without electoral accountability. She is in a position to open up all kinds of private and non-governmental avenues to do the good things she believes in for children, parents, the poor, the protection of women against violence—the list goes on and on. To Hillary Rodham Clinton, these are the most important things.

			And one more thing. She gets to keep Bill.

			“I think she’s in love with this guy” is the nearly ubiquitous refrain of their friends and advisers, although most admit that they are mystified by the dynamics of the Clintons’ relationship. Until this grand episode, their friends had idealized their marriage. “Most of us have thrown in the towel,” says the movie actress Mary Steenburgen, a friend of the Clintons. “These people didn’t. It’s exciting to be around them and to see how it can be to be a married couple.”9 Another member of the “Arkansas Diaspora” in Los Angeles, television producer Linda Bloodworth-Thomason, is one of Hillary’s most loyal intimates. “These two people are intertwined on every level, as a man and woman, as friends, as lovers, as parents, as politicians,” she says. “This is a love story.”10

			How emotionally dependent is Hillary on Bill Clinton? I asked her former mentor, attorney Bernard Nussbaum, in the Year of Monica. “I think she needs him desperately,” he replied. “And I know he needs her desperately.”11 In 1998, however, Hillary paid more than she could ever have anticipated for choosing to stay with Bill Clinton.

			Now Hillary leans into the Today show cameras, her head bobbing for emphasis as she cleverly shifts the story line: “I do believe that this is a battle. . . . The great story here, for anybody willing to find it and write about it and explain it, is this vast right-wing conspiracy that has been conspiring against my husband since the day he announced for president.” She fires off a threat: “When all of this is put into context . . . some folks are going to have a lot to answer for.”

			Lauer brings up painful history: “The last time we visited a subject like this involving your family was 1992, and the name Gennifer Flowers was in the news . . .”

			HILLARY: Mm-hmm.

			LAUER: . . . and you said at the time of the interview, a very famous quote, “I’m not some Tammy Wynette standing by my man.”

			HILLARY: Mm-hmm.

			LAUER: In the same interview, your husband had admitted that he had, quote, “caused pain in your marriage.”

			HILLARY: Mm-hmm.

			LAUER: Six years later you are still standing by this man, your husband . . .

			HILLARY: Mm-hmm.

			LAUER: If he were to be asked today, Mrs. Clinton, do you think he would admit that he again has caused pain in this marriage?

			HILLARY: No. Absolutely not, and he shouldn’t. You know, we’ve been married for twenty-two years, Matt.

			And then, with an utter certainty that few married men or women could muster, Hillary Clinton declares that she and her husband “know everything there is to know about each other.”12

			But this time, she didn’t know everything.

			
				CLEANING OUT CLOSETS

				Ten days before her Today show appearance, Hillary’s husband, the President of the United States, denied under oath having had sexual relations with Jane Doe No. 6 (Monica Lewinsky). That was the weekend when lawyers for Paula Jones, a low-level state employee who was suing the President for sexual harassment in an incident at an Arkansas hotel seven years earlier, at last had their chance to confront him. Paula herself would be there.

				In a highly unusual courtesy, Susan Webber Wright, the federal judge from Little Rock who was presiding over this tortured case, had flown in to Washington to act as a mediator. Like just about everyone else in a high position in Arkansas, Judge Wright had a connection to Bill Clinton, having been a student in his admiralty law class at the University of Arkansas Law School back in 1974. His laxity had already come up against her astringency. Clinton had been an absentee professor, more interested in his own campaign for Congress than in monitoring his students. When he lost their final exam papers, he offered to give them all a grade of B. Susan Webber refused; she preferred to take another exam to uphold her A average.

				Throughout the six-hour deposition on Saturday, January 17, the President sat eyeball to eyeball with his former student, now a stout, scholarly Republican judge with a proper southern demeanor. As described by a Little Rock public defender, “She’ll tell you, in a very ladylike way, she’s going to throw you in the slammer forever.”

				The Jones lawyers began questioning the President at 10:30 in the morning, but for almost two hours they never mentioned Paula Jones. They wanted to know about a slew of other women, starting with Kathleen Willey, a volunteer who claimed the President had groped her outside his office. Not long into the deposition, the Jones lawyers gave Clinton what friends call his “Oh, shit” moment.

				One or two questions about another woman, a twenty-four-year-old White House intern from Beverly Hills, dragged out into fifty questions on an exam for which he was totally unprepared. For once words failed him. His voice grew inaudible. How did they know about the phone calls and the gifts, even the Walt Whitman poetry book and the Black Dog T-shirt, for God’s sake? Had Monica talked? He thought her testimony denying their affair was a done deal, but one of the questions during his deposition left him with grave doubts:

				“If she told someone that she had a sexual affair with you beginning in November of 1995, would that be a lie?”

				“It’s certainly not the truth,” said the President. “It would not be the truth.”

				And then they went after him about Gennifer Flowers. Now he knew he would have to go home and tell Hillary, tell her something, before he telephoned his good-ol’-boy friend Vernon Jordan and arranged to meet his loyal secretary in the office to rehearse their story.

				On the Saturday evening of the President’s marathon six-hour deposition, the First Couple had planned to take Erskine Bowles and his wife out for a celebratory dinner. It was to be a special thank-you to the President’s new chief of staff, who, together with his wife, had wanted to postpone their move to Washington for another year but who, of course, had been seduced by Bill Clinton. The dinner was also apparently meant to counteract any impression that the President’s forced deposition had shaken up their lives.

				The Clintons never made it. Except for a visit to church on Sunday, they remained in seclusion until Monday. The wind had been knocked out of Bill Clinton. He is a man who hates confrontation and who is uncomfortable in any situation he doesn’t control. Monica had not been granted immunity, that he knew, but what the devil had she told Starr and his henchmen in her now-sealed deposition? It was Hillary who almost immediately went into full battle mode. She granted several radio interviews that Monday in the map room at the White House. Although garbed in a bold plaid suit, she was pale, her voice was nasal, and her eyes seldom met those of the interviewer.

				“Can I ask you, uh, how difficult a day Saturday was for you and your family?” inquired reporter Peter Mayer.

				It “wasn’t difficult for me,” the First Lady said. On Saturday “I just kind of hunkered down and went through my household tasks. Then my husband came home and we watched a movie and we had a”—she pauses and shrugs while searching for the appropriately innocuous phrase—“a good time that evening.”

				“And Sunday?”

				“Oh, we just stayed home and cleaned closets.”13

				Another folksy image: Hillary as the dutiful homemaker whose husband comes home on a Saturday night wanting nothing more than a good video. In fact, that was the Saturday night Hillary Clinton cleaned his closets.

			

			
				THE DRESS REHEARSAL

				She is angry. Not all of the time. But most of the time.

				Those were the notes I made after I first met Hillary Clinton. It was an earlier January morning, in 1992, the day after her famous “I’m no Tammy Wynette” appearance on 60 Minutes to defend her husband, then the Democratic presidential front-runner, after his first national sex scandal had exploded. We met at Little Rock National Airport. Hillary was glowing. Her mother, Dorothy Rodham, had vetted me, and I was granted rare access. For several days I flew knee to knee with Hillary in her six-seat chartered plane, observing as she fashioned the strategy (as Bill Clinton later acknowledged) to bring him “back from the dead.”14

				I watched the Hillary iconography emerge. Voters seemed to accept her take-charge confidence. But there was a shadow. Many Americans I talked to even then seemed to feel she had sacrificed something, some human part of herself, in order to persuade us to vote for her husband. There was, and there remains to this day, a nagging suspicion about Hillary’s motives and her marriage. We didn’t know then that she was a woman with a secret, a wife experienced at drawing the draperies around her husband’s demons.

				During downtime in a motel in Pierre, South Dakota, I watched as Hillary flipped on the lobby TV and was suddenly faced with Gennifer Flowers playing tapes of her steamy calls to Governor Clinton. Hillary’s eyes took this in with the glittering blink of a lizard. Not a tremor of emotion crossed her face. Nothing personal.15

				“Let’s get Bill on the phone,” I heard Hillary order her teary-eyed male campaign manager. But Clinton, according to Hillary, said he wasn’t concerned. Throughout the scandal Clinton behaved as if this problem were all about somebody else, not Bill. “Who is going to believe this woman?” he told his wife. “Everybody knows you can be paid to do anything.” (The Star, a supermarket tabloid, had paid Flowers for her story.)

				“Everybody doesn’t know that,” Hillary snapped. “Bill, people who don’t know you are going to say, ‘Why were you even talking to this person?’ ”16

				Those who encounter the Clintons are always struck by how tough Hillary is on Bill. “But the more you see them,” observes a former adviser, “the more you get why she withholds the approval that he seems to need, at times desperately.” Hillary, adds the source, “has never held Bill accountable” for the transgressions that have rocked their lives. “She is in a perpetual state of suspended anger because of all that she has absorbed.”

				An hour after giving Bill his slap on the wrist, Hillary—soft and feminine—entered the Pork Producers Rib Feed in Pierre. She was all smiles until her campaign manager whispered, “All three nets led with Flowers.” That’s when I first saw the battle mouth. Hillary’s lower lip juts out while the top one pulls tight. It is the look of a prizefighter with his mouthpiece stuffed in. In the plane I listened as Hillary rehearsed a retaliation: “In 1980, the Republicans started the negative advertising. In 1992, we have paid political character assassination. What Bill doesn’t understand is, you’ve gotta do the same thing: pound the Republican attack machine and run against the press.”

				We had scarcely bumped down through the black hole of the Dakota night before Hillary, coatless, was clicking across the field toward a shack with a sign that said “Rapid City.” She demanded a phone for a conference call: “Get Washington and Little Rock on the line.” George Stephanopoulos and the other baby-faced boys were about to be “inspired” by the candidate’s wife: “Who’s getting information on The Star? Who’s tracking down all the research on Gennifer?”

				In an earlier aside she had seethed to me, “If we’d been in front of a jury . . . I would crucify her.”17

				Her. Not him. Never him.

			

			
				THE NEED TO KNOW AND THE FEAR OF KNOWING

				So into the flames Hillary strode just as always. It was Hillary who made the first call, on the morning the Post story broke, to establish the line the White House would use. Her chosen interlocutor with the President was Sidney Blumenthal, a wily former journalist who had ingratiated himself with the Clintons during the 1992 campaign by writing puff pieces for Vanity Fair and The New Yorker. After the election he had “gone inside” to become a presidential adviser. Blumenthal liked to think of himself as the most trusted messenger across the often choppy channel between the President and his wife.18

				The First Lady told Blumenthal she was distressed that the President was being attacked, in her view, for political motives—for his ministry to a “troubled person.” She said that the President ministers to troubled people all the time. She made it even more specific, saying that he had done this same thing dozens, if not hundreds, of times with troubled people (an interesting, perhaps Freudian, slip, since Clinton told Lewinsky he had had hundreds of women in the past). He was a compassionate person, Hillary emphasized. And he helped people also out of his religious conviction. “It was just part of his nature.”19

				Those who defend Hillary believe she was given an account similar to the one her husband gave Blumenthal later that day: The intern was going through a tough time. It got out of hand. She came on to him, but he told her he couldn’t have sex. “I’ve gone down that road before,” he said. “I’ve caused pain for a lot of people, and I’m not going to do that again.” Monica had threatened to say they’d had an affair. She told him, he said, that she was known as a stalker.20

				The story Bill Clinton carries around inside his head is that of the victim. He feels like the character in the classic Arthur Koestler novel Darkness at Noon, he told Blumenthal, “like somebody surrounded by an oppressive environment that was creating a lie about him.” That novel depicts the far more nightmarish politics of Stalin’s purge trials in Moscow. Its hero is an aging revolutionary, a disillusioned Communist having an affair with his secretary; he is imprisoned and tortured and pressured to confess to preposterous crimes. He is a victim of larger political forces. And Clinton can probably make himself believe that that is he.

				Hillary’s friends say she believed Clinton had done something inappropriate with Lewinsky and that she would hold him accountable for it—later—but the enormity of it, the sordidness, the fact that this was a relationship, hadn’t entered her realm of thinking at all. The most painful revelation would not come for months: Her husband had sent her out into the world to lie for him, to risk her own reputation. Not only had he betrayed her, he had used her.

				One reason Hillary Clinton is able to maintain her momentum is that she imposes a PG rating on the news digests her staff prepares for her: no sex, no late-night-talk-show gibes, no facts about scandal that might distress or distract her. Hillary is not a news junkie like her husband. She would rather review reports on HMOs than wallow in tabloid or television accounts of her problems. Clinton’s veteran chief of staff Betsey Wright later said jokingly to me, “Hillary Clinton is probably the only person in America you could tell a cigar joke to and she wouldn’t get it.”21

				Hillary carefully censors what she says about Bill—even with her own mother, Dorothy Rodham, who lives in a condo in Little Rock co-owned by Hillary and often listens to right-wing talk radio. She is not permitted to give interviews. I was able to engage her in a conversation in the fall of 1998.

				“I don’t talk to Hillary about anything deeply personal concerning her marriage,” Dorothy Rodham told me. “We don’t sit down and have those mother-daughter discussions about how she relates to her husband, her daughter, or anything else as far as her personal life is concerned. We don’t talk about deeply personal things.”22

				Exposed only to her own censored views, Hillary was able to convince herself that Monica Lewinsky’s story was a flat-out lie. Mandy Grunwald, who had served both Clintons well during the 1992 campaign, talked to Hillary’s staff before the Today show appearance to warn them, “Here’s what’s out there, for those of you who don’t read newspapers.” Grunwald told me her friend was “completely unfazed by it all—at that time. In her mind, there was no difference between Filegate, Travelgate, Paula Jones, and Monica; they were all just more of the same political charges that the Clintons have to deal with.”23

				Why worry about this Monica Lewinsky anyway? She was obviously just another Bill-struck “rodeo queen”; that’s what Hillary and Betsey Wright called all those Arkansas bimbos who came at him with the same matted hair and the same starstruck eyes when Bill so much as squeezed their arms. But given all that Bill depended upon Hillary for, they knew that no other woman could measure up.

			

			
				LET THE WAR BEGIN

				The official declaration was left to Democratic pit bull James Carville to snarl on Sunday, January 25, on Meet the Press: “There’s going to be a war”—a war between “the friends of the President and the independent counsel . . . between these scuzzy, slimy tactics of wiring people up, of getting them in hotel bars and threatening to arrest their parents.” Carville was referring to Kenneth Starr’s co-opting of the Paula Jones sex hunt into Clinton’s private life; the fact that Starr had used Linda Tripp to lure Lewinsky into a meeting at the Ritz-Carlton, where the perfidious friend had taped their incriminating conversation; and the fact that he had threatened to force Monica’s mother to testify against her own child. But in defending the President, Carville could only repeat the President’s rote denials: “He has denied it to his staff, has denied it to the news media, has denied it to the American people, and denied it to his Cabinet and denied it to his friends.”24

				Hillary was the one person who saw a larger story, a grand narrative in which her husband, the softhearted victim, was being persecuted by a modern-day Inspector Javert from Les Misérables who would pursue his miscreant into the sewer. Hillary’s reasonable fury at Clinton for having jeopardized their life’s work and, even worse, having handed their nemesis a silver bullet, was transmuted virtually overnight into venom-tipped arrows aimed at that mutual enemy, Ken Starr. He had been chasing the Clintons since the summer of 1994—almost four years now. This was the Alamo. She was up against the prissy prosecutor who had challenged her integrity, had found her fingerprints on every alleged Clinton misdeed, had forced her to face a “clusterfuck” of cameras staked out to record the first appearance of a First Lady before a grand jury. However bilious the shame she had to swallow, it was nothing compared to the specter of being beaten and driven out of the White House by her personalized enemy.

				She demonized Starr (with his help), transforming him into a gruesome re-creation of J. Edgar Hoover by reminding people how disgusted they had been to learn, years after the fact, that Hoover had wiretapped Martin Luther King, Jr., and spread stories about his sex life. How could the country sit by and allow a right-wing political zealot to perform a sting operation on a sitting President and to hunt down every friend and relation of his from Washington to Arkansas?

				Strangely enough, it seems it was something of a release for Hillary in those first weeks to have the accusations against her husband as ammunition to strike back at the man who had made her life miserable.

				It was Hillary who brought back the old gang, lawyers Mickey Kantor, Harold Ickes, and Susan Thomases, who had been key figures in several campaigns; Hillary who shook up the defense team, advancing her law school classmate David Kendall over Bob Bennett; Hillary who summoned Harry Thomason (the husband of her best friend, television writer-producer Linda Bloodworth-Thomason): “Harry, you’ve got to get to Washington right away—everybody around here is crying and helpless.” She wanted Harry to help coach the President on how to be more convincing in his denials; he had sounded too wimpy in his first interview, with Jim Lehrer on The NewsHour. When Clinton looked into national TV cameras on January 26 to give his famously defiant, finger-wagging performance—“I did not have sexual relations with that woman . . . Monica Lewinsky”—Hillary stood beside her husband, sunny in yellow, and nodded her head.

				It was Hillary’s idea to set up an information control operation out of the Democratic National Committee. The effort, paid for with Party dollars, would send their friends and political acquaintances “distilled information” to counter the confessions of “shock,” “disappointment,” “disgust,” and “dismay” being offered in TV interviews by some of their closest former lieutenants, including George Stephanopoulos, who dared to use the “I” word. On Hillary’s side of the White House the word “impeachment” was struck from the vocabulary. Instead, by February 1, she was saluting new polls that showed the President’s popularity reaching new heights. Her surrogates warned darkly of a “day of reckoning” for foes of the President and for news outlets that ran unconfirmed reports about his private conduct.

			

			
				THE FAMILY THAT DENIES TOGETHER . . .

				A major soft spot in their defense remained. It was personal. It was Chelsea. Their beloved daughter, their best thing.

				Little had been allowed to take precedence over Chelsea for either Clinton. When Hillary was making frequent trips between Little Rock and Washington to carry on her public service career, baby Chelsea was the girl who would wait up for the Governor. The Governor took the time to practice the piano with her. The Clintons rarely went out together alone as a married couple. And they almost never took a vacation without their daughter. They had a spectacularly healthy, happy, attractive, and to all appearances well-adjusted teenager to show for it. Chelsea already had her first serious boyfriend, Matthew Pierce, a champion swimmer and upper-classman at Stanford University.

				Chelsea was summoned home from Stanford on Friday, January 30, only two weeks after having spent Christmas with her parents. Who was going to tell her, and what? Hillary wanted to help prepare the nineteen-year-old girl for the rough days ahead. God knows, she had done it before.

				Hillary’s pastor, Ed Matthews, the now-retired minister of First United Methodist Church of Little Rock, agonized for Chelsea each time he read about another of the scandals produced by her father. Reverend Matthews had first became alarmed in 1990, shortly after Hillary had sought him out as her pastor. He came out of church one Sunday to find under his windshield a vulgar drawing of Bill Clinton’s private parts. The flyer, which also implied that Clinton had sired children with black women, was affixed to all the cars outside the church. Matthews was appalled. He had Chelsea Clinton in his confirmation class. The more he thought of the governor’s vulnerable twelve-year-old daughter and those vulgar drawings, the more puzzled he was: How on earth do these parents explain all this? Chelsea will be going to school tomorrow. So that night Matthews called Hillary and posed the question: “How do you help Chelsea deal with this?”

				He remembers Hillary telling him how the Clintons had handled it in the past, starting when Chelsea was barely six. “The two of us sat Chelsea down and let her know that there were people who don’t know the full truth of things, and they make things up and they gossip. But we know the truth of this story.”

				Reverend Matthews was not fully reassured. A reflective man who, at sixty-four, is involved in voluntary ministries building houses for low-income families, he confessed in a conversation with me in 1998 that he was mystified by how the Clintons handle all the public and private aspects of these scandals: “I’ve marveled at it long before all this current ugliness came to be. There is something almost superficial or synthetic that seems to be what ultimately binds this family together. It’s hard for me to imagine what’s bubbling underneath all that.”25

				This time Hillary would force her husband to take some responsibility for his actions. In effect, she told the President there was no room in their White House for cowards: You take your daughter to Camp David for the weekend, and you explain it to her yourself. I’m going to Davos.

				It was after the Monica story broke that Hillary decided to accept a last-minute invitation to address what an aide calls “the crème de la crème of the world” at the World Economic Forum in Davos, Switzerland. Davos gave her something else to think about. There, in the Swiss Alps, she would look out on an audience of two thousand global power brokers: presidents, prime ministers, CEOs of multinational corporations, Nobel Prize winners, academics, and media moguls. She was accustomed to looking powerful men straight in the eye.

				While the President struggled at Camp David to find the words to keep his daughter’s trust, the First Lady reminded the world of her own commanding voice. With her presidential eagle brooch clamped at her neck on a collar of pearls, Hillary Rodham Clinton delivered her vision of priorities for improving the state of the world in the twenty-first century. She challenged the leaders to invest in education and opportunities for women and to share their wealth and power. Her twenty-minute address, delivered without notes, was, according to Jim Hoge, editor of Foreign Affairs, “beautifully phrased” and “her manner was that of someone at the top of her game.”26 After a standing ovation, a top Democratic Party leader from Hillary’s home state of Illinois was moved to political lust. “That’s our winning candidate for the Senate,” he said.

				Somebody else said, “Are you serious?”

				The official didn’t hold back: “If we could get rid of the kid [Bill Clinton], I’d run her in a minute. Nobody could beat her.”

				The official had the wrong state but the right instinct. A personal scandal that would have silenced most spouses in shame or self-loathing seemed only to empower and energize the President’s wife. Professionally, Hillary was on top.

				There was no need to tell Hillary Rodham what Hillary Rodham already knew about Bill Clinton—that her husband had a long history of reckless infidelities. But there was a great deal more that Hillary did not know at this point, that she might never have had to face if not for special prosecutors or the triumvirate of Hear Evil (Linda Tripp), See Evil (Lucianne Goldberg), and Speak Evil (Matt Drudge). The dark side of her husband’s soul was not a territory she cared to explore any more closely than was absolutely necessary for their political survival.

				And so, just as countless times in the past, Hillary’s choice was not to know what she knew.

			

		

	
		
			C H A P T E R  T W O

			Sleeping Through 
the Revolution 

			You have brains in your head. You have feet in your shoes.

			You can steer yourself any direction you choose.

			—DR. SEUSS

			Anyone who has known Hillary Clinton, née Rodham, since her budding days remarks on her iron willpower, her desperate ambition to get the best grades, take on the boys, win the competition whatever it may be. What is the source of this inner core of steel?

			Hillary was born an adult, according to her mother, Dorothy Rodham.¹ While that is surely an exaggeration, Dorothy’s daughter never seemed to lack discipline or drive. Once she settled on a track, she stuck to it like the wheels of an express train. Her favorite lines from the Dr. Seuss books, she has said, read like an internalized motto: “You have brains in your head. You have feet in your shoes. You can steer yourself any direction you choose.”²

			It was the best of times, 1950, in the best of countries, America victorious, when two offspring of Welsh immigrants moved their little family out of the city of Chicago to the suburb where the white people lived, Park Ridge. It was the right place to bring up their daughter, their pride, their Hillary. She was three years old, and the first of her two brothers was on the way. Hugh Rodham, her driven father, wanted the finest house he could afford, although he was too scarred by the Depression to take out a mortgage. Even if he had to work fourteen hours a day—and he did—he was determined to live on Elm Street in a fine two-story stone house and keep a Cadillac parked conspicuously in his driveway. His daughter would have her own bedroom with a sundeck.

			Hillary did not want to grow up.

			In her shoes, who would? Her world was as rarefied and protective as the elm trees that canopied the streets of her neighborhood. It was nice to look out in spring at those good gray guardians: solid, old stock, rising straight up before spreading their fanlike leaves. By summer, a million of those little green fans lapped at the warm air up and down streets of staid English Tudor–style homes. Only gentle shafts of sunlight were admitted to dapple the grass.

			Hillary would spend hours dancing and spinning in the sun. She saw herself as the only person in the whole world and imagined that if she whirled around, everyone else would vanish. But the best part was pretending that the sunlight was intended for her, beamed down by God, and that there were “heavenly movie cameras watching my every move.”³

			She always saw herself as a star.

			The Rodhams’ world was a suburban incubator of upward mobility, flush with GI Bill checks that bought up the land and paid the taxes for first-class public schools. The original buildings of this English-style village were 150 years old, and some still stood proudly, their white stucco fronts top-hatted with stiffly pointed gables. This quaint base was carefully overlaid by the neat, conformist homes of a middle-class community that would serve as a bedroom for workadaddies who commuted the forty-five minutes to Chicago.

			“Back then, moms stayed home” is the wistful recollection of Hillary’s old history teacher Paul Carlson, who was born and bred and remains insulated in Park Ridge. “Dads could make enough money to support the family. Mothers did what mothers are supposed to do, provide a gentle climate for the children and the husbands.”4 The mothers shopped and gave coffee klatches and had lunch ready when their kids biked home from school and waited for the crunch of gravel to signal the homecoming of the head of household. The mothers of Park Ridge were always waiting for life to happen.

			It was a dry town, literally as well as symbolically: no liquor and no dissenting views to heat things up. All white, almost all white Anglo-Saxon Protestant, its mostly English and German population belonged to the New Class of postwar Americans who invented the suburban dream. Republicanism was as solidly planted in Park Ridge as the American elms. When someone wanted to vote Democrat, there would be a flurry of activity trying to find a ballot for the oddball.

			Hillary’s early childhood is described as an idyllic collective experience: dozens of kids, “all growing up at the same time, all running in and out of one another’s backyards, selling lemonade, spraining their ankles on Slip ’n’ Slides, playing Parcheesi and checkers while they mended.”5 They went in groups to the Pickwick Theater for a twenty-five-cent movie and then for Cokes at Ted & Pearl’s Happy House. The only time young Hillary went back to the city of her birth was in the rear seat of her father’s Cadillac. The purpose of those “field trips” was to show her and her brothers the miserable bums on Chicago’s skid row, “to see what became of people who, as he saw it, lacked the self-discipline and motivation to keep their lives on track,” as Hillary later described her father’s philosophy in her book It Takes a Village.6

			On one or two special Sundays a year, her parents or grandparents would treat the children to a trip to Kiddieland for pony rides and the roller coaster. All dressed in their church best, her brothers in clip-on ties, they would stop at the Robin Hood restaurant for “red hots” (Chicagospeak for hot dogs). But Hillary, the budding academic, preferred outings to the Field Museum, where she could press her nose against the cases of dinosaur skeletons and study baby mummies.

			The Arcadian portrait of her girlhood invariably offered by Hillary and her designated friends glosses over important social realities. In status-conscious Park Ridge, most of the fathers wore business suits and were considered professionals. Hugh Rodham commuted to Chicago, the same as his neighbors, and drove home at dusk, the same as his neighbors, but he was not a professional. None of Hillary’s playmates or classmates knew exactly what Mr. Rodham did for a living. “I just assumed he was a professional,” most will tell you. In fact, Mr. Rodham was a tradesman. His wife had barely finished high school. Their desperate ambition to better themselves was injected repeatedly into their children. It had been ever thus with the Rodhams, a scrappy clan of Welshmen and their long-suffering wives.

			Hugh’s grandmother Isabella, alone with her eight children, had endured the horrors of a steerage-class crossing from Wales in 1882, to begin life anew in Scranton, Pennsylvania, joining a husband who worked in the blackened pits of the “anthracite capital of the world.” The immigrant coal miner had told his sons, “It doesn’t always have to be like this. You can be whatever you want to be.”7 Their son Hugh went to work in a Scranton lace mill at the age of thirteen and stayed for the next half century, becoming a pillar of Republican respectability and the father of three sons. His namesake, Hillary’s father, Hugh Ellsworth Rodham, managed to go through Penn State University on a football scholarship, studying physical education. But he graduated in the Depression and went to work in the mines, later joining his father at the Scranton Lace Company.8 Big and burly and bursting with ambition, Hugh Jr. escaped the dreary mining town and literally rode the rails, jumping on and off passing freight trains until he got himself to Chicago and found a better job selling curtains at the Columbia Lace Company.

			Hillary tellingly describes her father as “a self-sufficient, tough-minded, small businessman.”9 Indeed, he did eventually become his own boss and the sole employee of a little business. He made draperies for hotels and banks and offices. He took the orders, bought the material, cut and stenciled and sewed the curtains, delivered and hung them. Hugh Rodham was a one-man band. (Except when he put his sons to work helping him on a Saturday.)

			The Rodhams emphasized self-reliance: no hands, no help, except perhaps from God or Goldwater. Pop-Pop, as the children called the authoritarian drillmaster at the head of the family, neither offered nor asked for nurturing. Matters of the heart were a fickle distraction in the Rodham household. Life was seen as combat. Hillary’s father prided himself on having trained young recruits for combat during World War II. Mr. Rodham did serve as a chief petty officer in the navy, although he himself never saw combat or left the States. Notwithstanding, he gave a good imitation of General Patton in raising his children.

			“Well, Hillary,” he would demand, “how are you going to dig yourself out of this one?”

			In her first book Hillary depicts a deeply religious family: “We talked with God, walked with God, ate, studied and argued with God. Each night we knelt by our beds to pray.” Her father did come from a long line of Methodists, but he let his wife and daughter do most of the churchgoing to the First United Methodist Church of Park Ridge. The patrician manners and mores of the New Class were not something to which Hugh Rodham aspired. He swore. He chewed tobacco. He was gruff and intolerant and also famously tightfisted: he shut off the heat in the house every night and turned a deaf ear to his children’s complaints that they woke up freezing in the morning. Toughen up was the message. In the Rodham code any emotional display signaled weakness.

			“Maybe that’s why she’s such an accepting person,” Dorothy has said of her daughter. “She had to put up with him.”10

			
				KEEPING THE BUBBLE IN THE CENTER

				Where was Hillary’s mother in this picture?

				Dorothy Howell Rodham secretly harbored certain more liberal tendencies and, later, even some interest in—dare we say?—Democrats. But she would be loath to offer a dissenting view at a dinner table commanded by Pop-Pop Rodham. Thus did Dorothy Rodham echo his preachments on hard work and discourage time wasted in introspection, sentimentalism, or moodiness.

				“I wanted my children to be able to keep their equilibrium,” Dorothy told me, explaining how she had used a carpenter’s level as a visual tool for instruction. She showed it to Hillary and her brothers with the bubble dead center. “Imagine having this carpenter’s level inside you,” she told them. “You try to keep that bubble in the center. Sometimes it will go way up here,” she said, tipping the instrument to show how the bubble could drift, “and you have to bring it back.”11

				It was a lesson that Dorothy Howell had had to learn to survive her own emotionally starved childhood. Born in Alhambra, California, to a mother of fifteen, Dorothy was abandoned by her parents, who split up when she was only eight years old. Family chaos followed. She told a searing story of being dispatched at that age on a three-day train journey from Chicago to Los Angeles as the frightened caretaker of her three-year-old sister.

				Dorothy must have inculcated in her daughter the horror of divorce that has shaped so many of Hillary’s life choices. On hearing her mother’s tale, Hillary did not cry; she got angry. “I was incredulous,” she has written, “furious that any child, even in the safer 1920s, would be treated like that.”12Young Dorothy’s mother disappeared from her life for a decade. She was raised by a demeaning grandmother in California until the age of fourteen, when she was hired out to strangers to work for her room and board. Young Dorothy never had the opportunity to go to college. In Hillary’s mind, her mother’s experience became a parable of divorce and the pain of broken families. In her book she wrote, “Children without fathers, or whose parents float in and out of their lives after divorce, are precarious little boats in the most turbulent seas.”13

				It was while applying for a job as a secretary at the Columbia Lace Company in Chicago that Dorothy met Hugh Rodham. During the war they corresponded, and in 1942, when Dorothy was twenty-three years old, they married. When their daughter was born five years later, Mrs. Rodham chose for her what she considered a man’s name because she thought it sounded “exotic”—the antithesis of her own limited life.

				Clearly, Mrs. Rodham was a frustrated handmaiden to a husband who claimed the full prerogatives of men of his generation. “Hers was not the life I wanted” is the most common refrain of Hillary’s classmates at Wellesley College, as collected in the book Rebels in White Gloves by Miriam Horn.14 Most of their mothers lacked a college degree and the skills to support themselves and felt they had no license to speak with their own voices. Isolated by the geography of suburbia and the chores of young motherhood, they were even disconnected from one another by the need to “keep up appearances.” Hillary’s college classmates describe in the book homes with distant fathers, “drawn curtains, bottles of Valium, and cold silences. ‘The smell of home,’ one says, ‘was the smell of gin and tonic.’ ”15

				Behind drawn curtains Hillary’s father and mother often yelled at each other. Their voices were so grating, Hillary later confided to a classmate, she would feel as if she were losing the top of her head. When the term “communication gap” later came into social discourse to describe the gulf between traditional Depression-sobered parents and their increasingly affluent, authority-flouting children, Hillary related to it. But between herself and her parents, she said, it was more like a “communication chasm.”16

				The secret behind Hillary’s boldness goes back to the torch passed from a silent generation of mothers whose daughters started the feminist movement. “I was determined that no daughter of mine was going to have to go through the agony of being afraid to say what she had on her mind,” Dorothy Rodham told me. Even then, in 1992, when I spent an afternoon with Hillary’s mother going over family scrapbooks and memories, she kept her voice low. Hillary’s father grunted an acknowledgment of my visit from the next room but did not get up from his recliner. His mere presence felt like a silent reproach.

				Mrs. Rodham told me the defining story of her daughter’s childhood. When the family moved to Park Ridge, four-year-old Hillary had to make her way in the cruel social hierarchy of preschoolers. The new neighborhood was dominated by a family with a daughter named Suzy who regularly decked both boys and girls, including the beribboned little Hillary. Suzy would watch in triumph as little Hillary ran home sobbing.

				“There’s no room in this house for cowards,” Mrs. Rodham declared, an edict Hillary would later pass on to her husband. “You’re going to have to stand up to her. The next time she hits you, I want you to hit her back.”

				Out trudged the trembling four-year-old. A circle of scowling boys and the pugilistic girl closed around her. Suddenly Hillary threw out her fist, knocking Suzy off her pins. The boys’ mouths dropped open. Flushed with victory, Hillary ran home and exclaimed to her proud mother: “I can play with the boys now!”

				“Boys responded well to Hillary,” clucked her mother, when telling me the story. “She just took charge, and they let her.” Mrs. Rodham obviously took subversive pleasure in shaping a daughter to compensate for her own submission to patriarchy. And the lesson sank in deep.17

			

			
				FINDING WAYS TO BE NOTICED

				She tried hard to excel at sports to please her father, but she was physically clumsy.18 One spring he took her to Hinckley Park and every Sunday put her through grueling training sessions until she learned how to hit a decent softball. Decent, but not great.

				If she couldn’t be a star athlete, she would become a walking statistician. “She really has an amazing gift for any fact or statistic,” says Rick Ricketts, a Park Ridge man who has known her since the age of five. She knew all the best pitchers and players. “She’d ask these fairly obscure questions, like what was the 1927 Yankee batting order?” he says. “If I didn’t know the answers, she’d get exasperated and say, ‘I can’t believe you don’t know that!’ ” Hillary made a game out of arguing. Ricketts was a grinning happy-go-lucky kid who lived down the street, and she loved to spar with him because she could usually show him up. If he said he was a Yankees fan, she’d say she was rooting for the Bums. Ricketts mocked her. Didn’t she know that “bums” were guys with red bandanas on sticks who go from town to town because they don’t have a job?

				“No, dummy,” Hillary would sneer, “that’s a nickname for the Brooklyn Dodgers.”19

				The parents of Park Ridge placed great emphasis on their children’s achievements. “I would say it was a highly overachieving group and very competitive,” remembers Ricketts.20 Being a baseball or football player was the top ticket to an enviable identity for the sons of Park Ridge. For daughters it was a different story. There wasn’t all that much that girls could do to distinguish themselves. They couldn’t be in Little League, of course, and in those days there were no intramural girls’ sports teams. A keen though terminally mediocre athlete, Hillary later appreciated having learned the lesson few girls did in those days.

				“You win one day, you lose the next day, you don’t take it personally,” she told me.21 “You get up every day, and you go on.” It became the pattern of her life.

				As a good Girl Scout, Hillary loaded up her sash with merit badges and gold pins. Even as a child she thought in terms of mobilizing constituents for her causes, organizing neighborhood carnivals or clothing drives for migrant workers. “She would think things through to see what would be appealing to the group,” recalls her brother Hughie.22 “We would just follow along as little brothers.” She liked running things.

				But the social reality in Park Ridge was a Fifties reality. Girls were not stars. At best, females were moonlike creatures; they reflected the resplendence of males. In some ways young Hillary might be likened to the thinking heroine of George Eliot’s great Victorian novel Middlemarch, Dorothea Brooke.23 But unlike Dorothea, Hillary did not suffer greatly from the indefiniteness that hung like a summer haze over the desire of so many women to make their lives effective. Hillary always knew she would be effective. Someday.

				“We were the two biggest overachievers in the class,” says Art Curtis, her most serious classmate, the one who became a doctor. “Hillary was very competitive at everything. Even pugnacious. She was very ambitious.” With some lingering chagrin Curtis admits, “Even I found it impossible to upstage her.”

				The first time Curtis met Hillary, in eighth grade, they stood in the sunlight on the corner of her home at Wisner and Elm and talked about Barry Goldwater. She was reading Goldwater’s exigesis The Conscience of a Conservative. “I was immediately taken with her,” says Curtis. Most girls in Park Ridge talked about boys or about nothing or just worried about straightening their teeth and padding their bras. “Hillary was absolutely political,” he says. “She was very, very interested in politics early, and politics wasn’t cool then.”

				Richard Nixon was running for president that year, 1960, against a young patrician senator with a powerful father, Joseph P. Kennedy. Illinois was a key battlefield. The Kennedys were close to the Daleys of Chicago, and “Boss,” as Mayor Daley was known, ran a very tight Democratic political machine. Hillary and her father watched the Republican convention on television, but when that upstart John Kennedy turned on the charm at the Democratic convention, Hugh Rodham pulled the plug on the family TV.

				The WASPs of Park Ridge had a strong sense of self-righteousness, according to Curtis.24 And Hugh Ellsworth Rodham was an absolutist.

				Like father, like daughter. Hillary, too, thought in absolutes: Republican or Democrat. Black or White. Right or Wrong. And it was clearly Wrong that John F. Kennedy beat Richard Nixon that fall. Hugh Rodham’s outrage was transmitted to his thirteen-year-old daughter. A right-wing Republican group ran a bold ad in the Chicago Tribune accusing Mayor Daley and the Kennedy people of stealing the election and demanded a recount. Her father plugged Hillary into the group Operation Eagle Eye, which was soliciting volunteers to go to downtown Chicago and help ferret out proof of Democratic vote fraud. Hillary and a thirteen-year-old girlfriend caught a train and went to the city alone. Republican activists gave them questionnaires and dropped them at the edge of a Hispanic neighborhood on Chicago’s notoriously rough South Side. The two little girls went from door to door, ringing doorbells and asking, “Did you vote?” and “Would you mind telling me who you voted for?” “They couldn’t understand me, and I couldn’t understand them,” Hillary later said, laughing but horrified that Republicans were so culturally numb that they would send two little white girls to do a political investigation in an alien environment.25

				At the time, of course, she wanted to impress her father. Her two brothers were jocks and as apolitical as they come. Hugh Jr., the elder, played baseball and varsity football all through high school, filling in for the team’s injured quarterback in his senior year and pulling the squad through for an undefeated season. He earned a law degree from the University of Arkansas in 1980 and went on to become an assistant public defender in Dade County, Florida, though interestingly he did not bother to register to vote until 1991, at the age of forty-one. Tony Rodham, born in 1954, aped his older brother, playing football, wrestling, and weight lifting, but was undistinguished in almost every other way. The family is close-mouthed about where, or if, he went to college or what he has done for a living, beyond saying he was formerly a “private investigator” in Florida. In 1992, he was given a comfortable slot with the Democratic National Committee in Los Angeles, but no longer works for the DNC.

				Even as a girl, Hillary
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			A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S

			To write a biography of a subject very much alive and running her own race is rather like a marathon. I did, however, have a seven-year head start, having accompanied Hillary Rodham Clinton in 1992 on her first presidential campaign. From our first encounter I was conscious that here was an extraordinary person, unique on the political stage, and I found myself fascinated enough over the years to follow her public life and personal passages and note my impressions and my conversations with her. Even more intriguing was what she didn’t say. The challenge in writing a biographical portrait was to delve behind the masks of a public woman notoriously obsessive about guarding her own privacy and that of those close to her. Hundreds of people possessed pieces of the puzzle. As those people were found and interviewed, in thousands of hours of taped discussions, the thrill was to discover the unknown Hillary Rodham who existed before Bill, and the interlocking between Hillary and Bill Clinton over the course of their turbulent history.

			In this marathon I have been coached and supported by two great institutions. Vanity Fair, my journalistic home since 1984, gave me the opportunity for extensive travel and research and published at unusual length two of my articles on Hillary Clinton. Random House, my publisher, paced me as I began, in January 1999, to do the deeper research and the revisiting of origins of character required by a book.

			I was lucky to be able to assemble a fine research team, all of whom remained dedicated through many nights and weekends, computer crashes, and the tedium of fact-checking. Led by Bruce Littlefield, my editorial assistant, who gave so much of himself, they were Jason Haber, fact checker; Jan Cottingham in Little Rock; DeDe Lahman; Ann Wozencraft and Heather Kalish in New York; Heather Baukney and Joseph Werzinski in California. My Vanity Fair colleagues Elise O’Shaunnessey and George Hodgman offered valuable editorial comment, and my computer guru, Josh Skaller, always came to the rescue.

			Of all those who provided original material, I would particularly like to thank Dorothy Rodham, Hillary’s mother, who was the first to share with me her insights and favorite photographs. I was fortunate to locate Professor John Peavoy, a high school classmate of Hillary’s, who showed me the thirty letters that Hillary had written to him during her college years, a period when she was mutating both socially and politically. Don Jones, the Methodist minister who has been an intellectual touchstone for Hillary over the years, was equally generous in helping to place letters from Hillary in the context of various stages of her life. Dr. Arthur Curtis was a resourceful guide to the subculture of Park Ridge. David Rupert, Nancy Pietrefesa, and John Danner were helpful in filling in the postgraduate period. For their assistance in tracking the Arkansas years, I am grateful to Mary Lee and Paul Fray, Claudia Riley, Susan McDougal, Carolyn Yeldell Staley, Bobby Roberts, and Joe Purvis. Fellow journalists in Little Rock—Gene Lyons, Max Brantley, and John Brummett—offered not only facts, but a healthy dose of skepticism and hearty laughs. Thanks, too, to Judy Lange, librarian at Main South High School.

			I am indebted to Betsey Wright for her trust and candor. The Reverend Ed Matthews was a revelation. Dick Morris provided a through-line of real politik from his seventeen years of experience as a Clinton strategist, together with his wife, Eileen McGann. Dee Dee Myers, now a colleague at Vanity Fair, was extremely helpful, as were former White House attorneys Bernard Nussbaum and Jane Sherburne. Melanne Verveer, Dr. Susan Blumenthal, Ann Lewis and Mandy Grunwald cooperated to the degree they could without incurring the First Lady’s wrath. I would also like to thank Don Baer, Robert Boorstin, Bill Curry, Lanny Davis, Rose Styron, Senator Chistopher Dodd, Senator Joseph Lieberman, Congresswoman Nita Lowey, Congressman Charlie Rangel, and Judith Hope.

			Words are inadequate to express my esteem for my editor, Robert Loomis, who was always there as a touchstone of clarity and paragon of patience throughout the extended marathon. Many members of the Random House family, including editor in chief Ann Godoff, legal adviser Lesley Oelsner, art director Robbin Schiff, interior designer Barbara Bachman, picture researcher Sarah Longacre, production editor Sybil Pincus, copy editor Lynn Anderson, editorial assistant Barbé Hammer, and production manager Richard Elman spared no effort even as they sprinted the book into print. My agent, Lynn Nesbit, was as always an enthusiastic champion.

			My heartfelt thanks to Ella Council for sustaining us all and, finally, to my husband and resident editor, Clay Felker, for his gift of constant belief and surrender of so much of my attention.
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