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PROLOGUE



Star student.

Spokesperson for her generation.

Advocate for children, women, and families.

Corporate lawyer.

First Lady of Arkansas.

First Lady of the United States.

Health-care reformer.

US senator.

Secretary of state.

Two-time presidential candidate.

President of the United States?

These achievements—and even more—seem impossible for one person to accomplish in sixty-eight years. But Hillary Rodham Clinton has managed all of them. Is she some kind of superwoman?

Yes. And no.

She started life like lots of kids, made wise decisions and wretched ones, glowed with success and suffered humiliating setbacks. Like lunging for the next ring that dangles from playground crossbars and then the next and the next, Hillary has kept reaching.


 




A NOTE ON NAMES

           Like a rock star, Hillary is a one-name phenomenon. Her staff respectfully calls her “the First Lady” or “the Senator” or “Madam Secretary,” depending on when they worked for her. In this book, I refer to her as Hillary because that’s how she identifies herself. (On the telephone, she sometimes says, “Hi, it’s Hillary!”) Also, since her supporters declare that they’re “Ready for Hillary,” that’s how the public knows her.

                 On the other hand, even friends call her husband “Mr. President.” But because this is Hillary’s story and she calls him Bill, so do I.




 







CHAPTER 1

A Midwestern Girl in Mid-Century America

1947–1965



“My Immediate World Seemed Safe and Stable”

When Hillary Diane Rodham was growing up, girls in Park Ridge, Illinois, did not wear jeans or shorts or T-shirts or sandals to school. They didn’t wear pants, either, even on frigid days when icy winds swept across Lake Michigan and swirled through Chicago’s northwestern suburbs. Instead, girls wore dresses or skirts, buttoned-up blouses, and, on their feet, black-and-white saddle oxfords or patent-leather Mary Janes with white socks neatly folded over. This was the proper look at Eugene Field Elementary School in the 1950s. And Hillary fit right in.

There was one way, though, that she stood out. No one else wore glasses like hers. They were as dense as the heavy bottom of a soda bottle and boldly rimmed in red frames, which emphasized her thick eyebrows. Other kids stared; her severely nearsighted eyes looked blurry through those lenses. So, Hillary sometimes took them off and let her friend Betsy Johnson lead her around school like a guide dog. Betsy had to whisper the names of people they passed in the hallway so Hillary could say hi.

There was another way that Hillary and her two younger brothers, Hughie and Tony, fit in. Like the other children at school, they were white and Christian. As far as she could tell, no Jewish, Asian, Hispanic, or black people lived in Park Ridge, and they would have been discouraged if they tried to move in. Hardly any schools or neighborhoods in the entire country were racially integrated.

They were, however, bustling with children. Born on October 26, 1947, Hillary was part of a “baby boom”—a dramatic increase in the number of children born during the late 1940s as American soldiers returned home following the end of World War II. The square block on which the Rodhams lived boasted forty-seven youngsters!

Hillary could dash out the door of their spacious, elm-shaded brick home and round up a flock of kids for pickup basketball, football, or softball. In winter, they played ice hockey on a rink created by a neighbor who flooded his backyard with his garden hose.

Every summer, the Rodhams spent two weeks at a rustic lakefront cabin that Hillary’s father and grandfather had built in Pennsylvania’s Pocono Mountains. With no hot water indoors, they bathed in Lake Winola, where they also swam and fished. Hillary’s father even taught her and her brothers to shoot, lining up tin cans for target practice.

Today, we might call Hillary an all-around athlete. Back then, hardly any girls played sports, and she was known as a tomboy. She learned from sports, she said, “You win one day, you lose the next day, you don’t take it personally. You get up every day, and you go on.”1

Hillary began to learn this lesson when she was barely four years old, shortly after the Rodhams moved from a one-bedroom apartment near downtown Chicago to Park Ridge. She ran into the house, wailing that a girl named Suzy, who lived across the street with her brothers, had shoved her.

“There’s no room in this house for cowards,” her mother proclaimed. “You’re going to have to stand up to her. The next time she hits you, I want you to hit her back.”2

Hillary didn’t wait to get hit. She crossed the street, punched Suzy—to her brothers’ astonishment—and reported to her mother, “I can play with the boys now!”3

Mostly, though, Hillary kept the peace and obeyed grown-ups. She sat enthralled when her mother read and reread Dr. Seuss. While her brothers looked forward to the family’s annual outing to Kiddieland for roller-coaster rides, she preferred excursions to Chicago’s Field Museum, where she studied baby mummies.

She brought home almost all As on her report card; earned about as many Brownie and Girl Scout merit badges as could fit on her sash; cocaptained her school’s safety patrol; and organized backyard carnivals and a mock Olympics, from which the athletes collected a paper bag of money that they donated to United Way.

Hillary also prayed and went to Sunday school, Bible school, youth group, and altar guild at First United Methodist Church. Her mother taught at Sunday school. “We talked with God, walked with God, ate, studied, and argued with God,” Hillary said. “Each night, we knelt by our beds to pray.”5 God sent sunbeams, she believed, directly to her.

Sometimes, though, Hillary learned traditional lessons the wrong way. In third grade, she hit a boy with a ruler because he had dinged her with a spitball. She thought the Golden Rule meant “Do unto others exactly what they did to you”6—instead of “Treat other people the way you would like to be treated.”

Family lore had it that, in the eighteenth century, John Wesley himself, the founder of the faith, had converted Hillary’s father’s great-great-grandparents in southern Wales. Wesley charged his followers with a straightforward guideline: “Do all the good you can, by all the means you can, in all the ways you can, in all the places you can, at all the times you can, to all the people you can, as long as ever you can.”

Hillary took this rule to heart and repeated it to herself, especially when she faced hard decisions. “Those are words I’ve tried to live by,”7 she later said. Yet figuring out what was the good thing to do and the best way to do it would challenge her throughout her life.

For middle-class children like Hillary, the 1950s were a calm, orderly time. The Rodhams sat down to dinner every night at six o’clock. Hillary especially looked forward to her mother’s mac and cheese or meat loaf with dill pickles. After dinner, her mother helped her with English and history homework. Her father, whom she called Pop-Pop, oversaw math. The next morning, he’d wake her up bellowing a favorite song, “Ain’t We Got Fun?”

“My immediate world seemed safe and stable,”8 Hillary recalled.

In fact, however, her home life was filled with strife. Both of Hillary’s parents had suffered tough childhoods. Each tried to prepare and protect her in different ways.

“Sometimes He’d Get Carried Away”

The son of a poor immigrant and a local girl, her father, Hugh, attended college in Pennsylvania; however, he graduated in 1935, during the Great Depression, when jobs and money were scarce. Hugh worked in coal mines and for a company that manufactured lace. Anxious to do better, he rode freight cars, jumping on and off like a hobo, until he reached Chicago. There, he found a job selling curtains, and eventually started his own two-man company. Working fourteen hours a day, he designed, printed, measured, sewed, delivered, and hung curtains for hotels and banks.

During World War II, Hugh served in the navy, where he trained recruits headed for combat. Like a drill sergeant, he barked commands, accepted no excuses for failure, and refused to listen to anyone who disagreed with him.

Unfortunately for his wife and children, Hugh carried this strict military discipline, his fear of being poor, and his outsized pride in himself home with him every night. When Hillary got into a fix, he refused to help. Instead, he’d demand, “How are you going to dig yourself out of this one?”9

He didn’t even praise her when she showed him a report card full of As. “That must be an easy school you go to,”10 he’d tell her. She’d worked so hard! Some kids might have given up—but not Hillary.

Sometimes Hugh plopped the kids into his fancy Cadillac and drove them through Chicago’s slums, not far from where Hillary and her parents had lived. He wanted them “to see what became of people who . . . lacked the self-discipline and motivation to keep their lives on track,”11 he said. If these bums worked as hard as he did, Hugh suggested, they could be successful, like him. After all, he hadn’t gotten a dime from anyone.

Unlike Hugh, Hillary’s mother felt sorry for poor people. “Things happen to people that they have no control over,”12 she pointed out. Dorothy had Hillary join her church youth group on Saturdays when the girls babysat for the children of the migrant farm workers who moved into a trailer camp west of Chicago every fall. The youngsters’ parents and older siblings, some of whom were Hillary’s classmates, spent the day picking the fruits and vegetables that corporations turned into bottled juice or canned soup.

One weekend, Hillary told her mother about a seven-year-old girl named Maria, who didn’t have a dress to wear to her First Communion. The Rodhams bought her a dress.

“When we presented it to Maria’s mother,” Hillary said, “she started crying and dropped to her knees to kiss my mother’s hands.”13

Dorothy understood that these families worked hard for low pay and could use a helping hand.

“Where did you ever come up with such a stupid idea?” Hugh would fling back at Dorothy. “Miss Smarty-Pants!”14 In retaliation, Dorothy called her husband “Mr. Difficult.”15

Hillary’s parents argued so often and so loudly that she covered her ears. And her father didn’t stop at sarcastic, humiliating insults.

“Occasionally he got carried away when disciplining us, yelling louder or using more physical punishment . . . than I thought was fair,”16 Hillary admitted.

Hugh turned off the heat in the house overnight and accused the children of going soft if they complained of the cold. He rarely allowed Hillary to buy new clothes, and she often felt out of fashion compared to her friends. When she asked for an allowance, he refused, saying, “I feed you, don’t I?”17

From the time she was thirteen, she held jobs after school and over the summer babysitting, shoveling snow, picking weeds, and working as a salesgirl. When she turned sixteen and wanted to get a driver’s license, he refused again, telling her she didn’t need to drive a car because she had a bicycle. She got a license anyway, in secret, with the help of a friend.

Still, Hillary said, “He told us repeatedly that he would always love us.”18 She even thought she inherited her father’s boisterous laugh.

“Do You Want to Be the Lead Actor in Your Life?”

Hillary’s friend Betsy wondered why Dorothy didn’t take the children and leave. Dorothy told Hillary that she did not believe in divorce unless the situation was dire. “You do not leave the marriage,”19 she insisted.

Although Hillary didn’t know it until she grew up, Dorothy’s childhood had certainly been dire. Dorothy’s mother (Hillary’s grandmother) was only fifteen years old when her daughter was born. She neglected her, forcing Dorothy to scrounge for food from the time she was only three or four years old.

When Dorothy turned eight, her parents abandoned her and her three-year-old sister altogether. The girls rode a train, by themselves, for four days and nights from Chicago to Los Angeles, to stay with their grandmother. This woman, however, alternated between ignoring and punishing them. They were even forbidden from trick-or-treating on Halloween. When Dorothy went out one late-October night anyway, she was confined to her room for a year.

Dorothy vowed to treat her own children lovingly. Five years after she met and married Hugh, Hillary was born, and Dorothy kept her vow. A homemaker, like almost all of the other mothers in Park Ridge, she prepared peanut butter and jelly sandwiches on white bread—no crusts—when Hillary bicycled home from school at lunchtime. She once stayed up all night to sew an outfit for Hillary to wear in a school fashion show. Mother and daughter played cards and board games and lay beside each other on the grass, pointing out the shapes of passing clouds.

Dorothy couldn’t buffer Hillary from Hugh’s nasty insults and demands. But she shared what she had learned, hoping that her daughter would make better choices.

“Do you want to be the lead actor in your life,” Dorothy would ask, “or a minor player who simply reacts to what others think you should say or do?”20 Hillary absorbed but also struggled with her mother’s lessons.

The “Red Menace” vs. the “University of Life”

When Hillary was thirteen and entered Maine East High School in 1961, she began to hear two other people, besides her parents, disagree with each other. One was her ninth-grade history teacher, Paul Carlson, who was tough-minded, like her father. The other was the new minister at First United Methodist Church, Reverend Don Jones, who was softhearted, like her mother. Both sounded convincing. But she knew one had to be wrong. Their views were as opposite as right and left.

“The Communist threat is a global one . . . In war there can be no substitute for victory.”21

Mr. Carlson played a recording of this rousing speech in which Army General Douglas MacArthur warned Congress about the dangers of Communism. Surrounded by the model warplanes and battle maps that decorated the classroom, Hillary agreed with Mr. Carlson, MacArthur, and her father: Communism—the “Red Menace”—threatened democracy.


 




COMMUNISM AND THE COLD WAR

           For four decades after World War II, America was involved in a Cold War with the Soviet Union, China, and other eastern countries that had turned to Communism. Under this strict political and economic system, the government, rather than individuals, owns property and businesses. The government distributes what people need, such as housing and food. Also, religious practice is banned, and people are assigned to jobs and to locations. The Cold War between the East and the West consisted largely of propaganda, fear-mongering, and spying.




 



His star pupil disappointed him one day, however. Repeating a common warning, Carlson announced, “Better dead than red!” When Hillary’s friend Ricky Ricketts whispered, “Well, I’d rather be alive,” she got the giggles and was thrown out of class. Hillary worked her way back into her teacher’s good graces by writing a seventy-five-page essay that argued for America’s military might.

“Hillary was a hawk,” her teacher proudly claimed—that is, someone who believes in going to war to keep the country strong.

“Heard one person starve, I heard many people laughin’ . . . It’s a hard rain’s a-gonna fall.”22

Reverend Jones, on the other hand, played a recording of a song by folksinger Bob Dylan. In Jones’s twice-weekly “University of Life,” Hillary’s youth group analyzed the injustice of some people starving while others laughed. They visited with inner-city Hispanic and black kids, who shared stories about relatives who had been shot. Talking with people, she learned, was different from staring at them from inside her father’s Cadillac.

“It just kind of opened up my mind,”23 she said.

Jones spoke about the need for “faith in action”24—the idea that helping the poor and making America more fair was the Christian thing to do. Discussing what actions to take, the young people debated how to “do all the good” they could.

Concerned about social problems, Hillary’s mother would approve of the minister’s lessons. She also approved when Jones took the group to hear the civil rights leader Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. speak in 1962. Calling his talk “Remaining Awake through a Revolution,” King urged his listeners to integrate America.

“Our world is a neighborhood,”25 he said. Everyone should share responsibility for it. That idea struck Hillary and stuck with her. After his talk, she stood in line to shake King’s hand, capping what she later called “a moving, eye-opening, and formative experience.”26

Hillary wasn’t convinced, though, that the ministers and her mother were right. After all, her father and Mr. Carlson argued that the world wasn’t a neighborhood. With Communism abroad and shootings at home, it was a dangerous place. Her father even considered King to be a troublemaker. The two sides—the minister versus the teacher—tussled with each other and over Hillary.

Jones later said, “We were fighting for her soul and her mind.”27

He—and Hillary’s mother—seemed to lose the fight around the time President John F. Kennedy was assassinated. On November 22, 1963, school was dismissed early, and Hillary came home to find her mother watching the sad news on television. Her mother confessed that, like Kennedy, she was a Democrat, one of the very few in Park Ridge. She’d never told Hugh. Hillary felt bad for the Kennedy family—but not bad enough to become a Democrat.

Hillary joined an anti-Communist club that Carlson organized. When he accused Jones of trying to brainwash the kids into being Communists, the youth minister had to leave his job. Nevertheless, Hillary stayed in touch with him and his message of faith and service.

Some kids might have found these opposing opinions confusing. Instead, Hillary said that she “learned that a person was not necessarily bad just because you did not agree with him, and that if you believed in something, you had better be prepared to defend it.”28

Senior Year!

Because Maine East was overcrowded, Hillary was assigned to a new school, Maine South, for her senior year in 1964. For the first time, she attended a racially integrated school. The previous year, she had been elected vice president of her class, wrote for the school newspaper, and served as an alternate for her school’s team when it appeared on a television quiz show.

Senior year, she ran for school president, even though a boy said it would be “really stupid if I thought a girl could be elected president.”29 She had received a similar response when she wrote to the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA), to volunteer for astronaut training. Even though NASA was secretly testing women for space travel, the rejection letter stated that girls were not accepted into the program. She was outraged by the males at both NASA and Maine South.

Of course she could be elected, she believed! But she wasn’t. Nevertheless, when the boy who won the election asked Hillary to help write the new school’s constitution, she decided to be a good sport and do it. Sometimes, she realized, you have to swallow your pride and compromise.

That fall was a presidential election year. Senator Barry Goldwater, the conservative Republican nominee, was running against President Lyndon Baines Johnson, a Democrat. Hillary signed on to work as a “Goldwater Girl.” At rallies, she wore a yellow flared skirt and neck bandanna, white blouse and wrist-length gloves, and a straw cowboy hat banded with the slogan “AuH20,” the chemical symbols for “gold” and “water.”

Hillary also convinced the school to hold a mock presidential debate. She planned to take the part of Goldwater, and her friend Ellen, the only Democrat she knew besides her mother, would play Johnson—but their teacher made them switch! She’d have to explain the Democrats’ positions, which supported civil rights, health care, and programs for the poor. Hillary “went ballistic.”30

“I resented every hour spent in the library reading the Democrats’ platform,”31 she said. At least, she discovered that Johnson was trying to stop the spread of Communism in Asia, particularly in a country called Vietnam. When it came time for the debate, she and Ellen did it with “teeth gritted.”32 A photograph in the yearbook showed them posing good-naturedly with raised fists.

Hillary wasn’t all about politics, though. Betsy suggested to a friend that he take Hillary to the senior prom. The boy, Jim, thought she was too serious to be any fun. So, to test her, he took her to the top of a long, winding driveway and handed her his skateboard. Although she’d never ridden one before, she hopped on, zigzagged to the bottom of the hill without wiping out, and earned the date. She could still play with the boys.

Convincing her father that she needed a new dress for the prom and convincing her unruly hair to behave remained problems, however. Looking dejectedly at the plain-Jane frock Hugh let her buy, she wrote to Reverend Jones, “everyone else next to me will think they are overdressed.”33 Perhaps, since her father didn’t want her to date or go out dancing, he was hoping she would cancel, but with a blue bow holding back her hair, Hillary and Jim had a good time anyway.


 




HAIR HORROR

           Hillary wrestled with her thick blond hair from the time she started high school. Usually, she just scrunched it into a ponytail. But, wanting a stylish pageboy or a flip for freshman year, she went to a hairdresser, who carelessly hacked a hunk of hair from the right side of her head and then, to make it even, whacked off a shank on the left. Hillary shrieked. To disguise the disaster, Hillary bought a fake ponytail and pinned it to the top of her head. The ruse worked until her friend Ricky tugged on it at school, and he ended up holding it in his hand. Mortified but polite, Ricky apologized.

                 “Thus began my lifelong hair struggles,”34 Hillary has said.




 



Dueling messages at home and at school continued as she was deciding where to go to college. Near the top of her class, a National Merit Scholarship Finalist, and active in the newspaper, pep club, the spring musical, a variety show, and winner of the science award, Hillary had her choice of excellent schools. She couldn’t apply to “the Ivies,” like Yale or Princeton, because they accepted only men. But the “Seven Sisters” were their equivalents for intelligent, ambitious young women. One of her teachers advised Hillary to attend Smith College; another urged Wellesley.

“Learn to earn,” her father said. That is, go to school to get a job.

Her mother, as usual, disagreed. “Learn to learn,” she advised her daughter. That is, be curious and explore what interests you, even if it doesn’t pay.

Photographs of Wellesley’s Lake Waban reminded Hillary of summers at Lake Winola. So, in the fall of 1965, at age seventeen, she headed off to Wellesley, without ever having seen the place. She had some confidence, though. Hillary’s high school classmates had voted her Most Likely to Succeed.





CHAPTER 2

East Coast School: Wellesley College

1965–1969



“Wholesome Creatures”

In September 1965, Hillary Rodham and her parents drove a thousand miles east from Park Ridge, Illinois, to Wellesley, Massachusetts, a suburb of Boston. After detouring by mistake to scruffy-looking Harvard Square, they were pleased to enter Wellesley College’s secluded five-hundred-acre campus, where they wound past spired brick buildings, an arboretum, and a stately library.

The Vil Junior, an upperclassman responsible for orienting freshmen, greeted them at Hillary’s dormitory, Davis Hall, and directed them to her assigned room, a cozy single. Through the window of the room across the hallway, Hillary could gaze at Lake Waban, one of the reasons she had chosen to come to Wellesley.

Hearing music, Hillary wandered down the hall to ask another freshman what radio station she was listening to. Jinnet Fowles was unloading an entire station wagon’s worth of belongings. She looked at Hillary’s bare room and wondered, “How could anybody get to college with only two suitcases?!”35 It wasn’t long, though, before the two girls were trading clothes. She especially admired Hillary’s navy-blue wool pea coat with matching felt helmet.

Hillary received her freshman green beanie, which she was expected to wear for college-wide Stepsinging at the chapel, and the college’s rule book. Friday and Saturday night curfews: a choice of eleven p.m. one night or one a.m. the other. No gentleman callers allowed in rooms except between two p.m. and five thirty p.m. on Sundays. Skirts required for dinner.

She pored over the course catalog, calculating the complicated distribution requirements needed to graduate. Two classes in literature, two in the arts, four in science, and more—a heavy load of ten subjects every year. The documents also reminded students of the college motto: Non Ministrari sed Ministrare. “Not to be ministered unto, but to minister.” This notion of service to others felt right to Hillary, a confirmed Methodist and already an activist.

The Rodhams could feel secure knowing that Hillary would pass the next four years in this safe haven. As Time magazine wrote that fall about the Class of ’69, “They are simply wholesome creatures, unencumbered by the world’s woes, who make normal, well-adjusted housewives.”36 Even so, Dorothy cried for much of the return trip to Park Ridge. And just weeks later, Hillary called her parents to say she wanted to come home.

“I didn’t think I was smart enough to be there,”37 she said. Her French professor told her, “Mademoiselle, your talents lie elsewhere.”38 Where were her talents? she wondered. How could a National Merit Finalist not be smart enough, even for this competitive college?

Almost half of Hillary’s classmates had graduated from private schools where the work was more demanding than at Maine South. About a fifth of her class was composed of legacies—children and grandchildren of Wellesley grads, who knew what to expect. Hillary found Wellesley “all very rich and fancy and very intimidating.”39

For once, Hugh didn’t ask his daughter how she planned to dig herself out. He told her she could leave. Dorothy, however, said she didn’t want quitters any more than she wanted cowards in the family. Hillary decided to stay and make the best of things.

“I Wonder Who Is Me?”

Knowing that college offers a time to experiment, Hillary tried on “different personalities and lifestyles,”40 or at least outfits. Her friend Kris Olson called them her “costumes.”41 Inside, Hillary pondered, “I wonder who is me?”42

Self-conscious about her bottle-bottom glasses, she tried contact lenses. But they were heavy and hard and kept slipping out of place. Figuring there was no alternative, she turned her glasses into a fashion statement and ordered a variety of colorful frames.

One month, determined to be a scholar, Hillary spent every possible minute studying. Comfy in fluffy slippers and striped pajamas, she hunkered down in her room with books, emerging only for meals and classes. She gave up that identity when her “diet [of reading and writing] gave me indigestion.”43

Another month, she adopted a hippie look. She wore bell-bottom jeans and a purple floppy hat over long, straight hair, which she parted down the middle like the folksinger Judy Collins. She later allowed an artist who lived in the dorm, Laura Grosch, to paint a flower on her chin.

Generally, though, she didn’t pay much attention to what she wore. She told a friend that she had bought a pair of clunky, square-toed boots because “I felt sorry for them.”44

Clothing wasn’t nearly so important to Hillary as action. Not long after classes started, she took Karen Williamson, who was one of only six black students in their class, to church in the town of Wellesley. This was a daring act in a community where there were few black residents other than maids. Perhaps Hillary remembered that Dr. King had told the crowd in Chicago that the most segregated time of the week is eleven a.m. on Sunday, when black people and white people head to different churches.

After the service, she excitedly called her parents. They scolded her for using a religious ceremony to make a political point about racial integration.

“I was so disappointed in their reaction,” she wrote Reverend Jones. “My attitudes toward so many things have changed in just three weeks.”45

Not so much, though, that she was ready to switch political parties. Elected president of the college’s Young Republicans Club her freshman year, Hillary rallied members to support Republican candidates. Anyone “who doesn’t want to go out and shake hands can type letters or do general office work,”46 she urged. Among the candidates they helped was the attorney general of Massachusetts, Edward Brooke, a black man who was running for US Senate.

“Negroes with Negroes”

Karen and the other black members of their class noticed that all but one of them was assigned either a black roommate or a single room. Wellesley’s housing was segregated! This was not just insulting; people were beginning to argue that it should be against the law.

To protest, the ten black students on campus confronted the administration, which responded that it was college policy to room “Jews with Jews, Negroes with Negroes, Chinese with Chinese.”47 Furious, the students wrote articles in the literary magazine and newspaper.

Hillary’s boyfriend, a junior at Harvard College named Geoffrey, had a roommate who was black. Clearly, Wellesley’s dorm policy was old-fashioned. Although she enjoyed dancing with Geoff to the latest Beatles album, she preferred to talk about issues in the New York Times, a liberal newspaper she’d started reading. As they talked, she learned more about the civil rights movement. So many brave people, including students, were demanding their rights.

In 1963, when Hillary was in tenth grade, thousands of black kids marched in Birmingham, Alabama, to end segregation. She watched Dr. King on television as he told a quarter-million marchers in Washington, DC, “I have a dream.” The following year, President Johnson strong-armed Congress to pass the Civil Rights Act of 1964, which outlawed racial discrimination. In the spring of Hillary’s senior year of high school, state troopers beat marchers in Selma, Alabama. The month before she left for college, Johnson signed the Voting Rights Act of 1965.

All of these events had hit the news. But in college, Hillary was becoming more aware and concerned. She and several white students formed an organization, Wellesley Against Racism (WAR).

Segregation was one of several national issues that caught her attention.

Women’s Lib

In 1963, two years before Hillary arrived
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1968: A “Watershed Year”
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