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T Rooiam CLINTON is known to hundreds of

—

& miltions of people around the world. Yet few beyond her
ciuse friends and family have ever heard her account of her
extraordinary jourtney. She writes with candor, humor and
passion about her upbringing in suburban middle-class America
in the 1950s and her transformation from Goldwater Girl
to student activist to controversial First Lady Living History
is her revealing memoir of life through the White House years.
It is also her chronicle of living hlstory with Bill Clinton,
a thirty-year adventure in love and politics that survives
personal betrayal, relentless partisan mvestrgahons, and

constant pubhc scmtmy

Hmary Rodham Clinton came of age during a time of
tumultuous social and'politicai change in America. Like many
women of het generation, she prew up with choices and
opportunities unknown to her mother or grandmother. She
charted her own course through unexplored terrain - -
responding to thef changing times and her own internal

_ compass - and became an emblem for some and a lightning rod
~ for others. Wife, molhes, l-awm:,ﬁdvomta, and international
icon, she has fived through America’s gyéat_ political wars, from
Watergats to Whitewater, ' '

Hillary Rodham Ciinten is the only Fiest Lady to play
a major fole in shaping domestie Iegislation: she tmveléd
tirelessly around the comxtr'y 10 thampion health care, expand
eco.nomic and educationn! apbmtunﬂy ang promote the peeds
Mof children and families, and she criss-crossed the g,!abe'
on behalf of women's ng,hts human rights and democracy.
She redefined the position of First Lady, and hmped save the
presidency from an unconstitutional, m&iﬂbaﬂyrﬁmtivmed
impeachment, Intimate, powerful and in&uifing.' Lun.,’ History
captures the essence of one of the meost remarkaliie women of
our time and the challenging prbcues‘s by which she cAame to
define herself and find her own voice - as a woman and as

a formidable figure in American politics.
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"To my parents,
my husband,
my daughter —
and all the good souls around the world
whose inspiration, prayers, support and love
blessed my heart and sustained me in
the years of living history.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

IN 1959, I WROTE MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY FOR AN AS-
signment in sixth grade. In twenty-nine pages, most half-filled with
earnest scrawl, I described my parents, brothers, pets, house, hobbies,
school, sports and plans for the future. Forty-two years later, I
began writing another memoir, this one about the eight years I spent
in the White House living history with Bill Clinton. I quickly realized
that T couldn’t explain my life as First Lady without going back to the
beginning—how I became the woman I was that first day I walked into
the White House on January 20, 1993, to take on a new role and experi-
ences that would test and transform me in unexpected ways.

By the time I crossed the threshold of the White House, I had been
shaped by my family upbringing, education, religious faith and all that
I had learned before—as the daughter of a staunch conservative father
and a more liberal mother, a student activist, an advocate for children, a
lawyer, Bill’s wife and Chelsea’s mom.

For each chapter, there were more ideas I wanted to discuss than
space allowed; more people to include than could be named; more
places visited than could be described. If I mentioned everybody who
has impressed, inspired, taught, influenced and helped me along the
way, this book would be several volumes long. Although I've had to be
selective, I hope that I've conveyed the push and pull of events and rela-
tionships that affected me and continue to shape and enrich my world
today.

Since leaving the White House I have embarked on a new phase of
my life as a U.S. Senator from New York, a humbling and daunting re-
sponsibility. A complete account of my move to New York, campaign
for the Senate and the honor of working for the people who elected me

IX



X AUTHOR’S NOTE

will have to be told another time, but I hope this memoir illustrates how
my success as a candidate for the Senate arose out of my White House
experiences.

During my years as First Lady, I became a better student of how
government can serve people, how Congress really works, how people
perceive politics and policy through the filter of the media and how
American values can be translated into economic and social progress.
learned the importance of America’s engagement with the rest of the
world, and I developed relationships with foreign leaders and an under-
standing of foreign cultures that come in handy today. I also learned
how to keep focused while living in the eye of many storms.

I was raised to love my God and my country, to help others, to pro-
tect and defend the democratic ideals that have inspired and guided free
people for more than 200 years. These ideals were nurtured in me as far
back as I can remember. Back in 1959, I wanted to become a teacher or
a nuclear physicist. Teachers were necessary to “train young citizens”
and without them you wouldn’t have “much of a country.” America
needed scientists because the “Russians have about five scientists to our
one.” Even then, I was fully a product of my country and its times, ab-
sorbing my family’s lessons and America’s needs as I considered my own
future. My childhood in the 1950s and the politics of the 1960s awak-
ened my sense of obligation to my country and my commitment to ser-
vice. College, law school and then marriage took me into the political
epicenter of the United States.

A political life, I've often said, is a continuing education in human
nature, including one’s own. My involvement on the ground floor of
two presidential campaigns and my duties as First Lady took me to
every state in our union and to seventy-eight nations. In each place, I
met someone or saw something that caused me to open my mind and
my heart and deepen my understanding of the universal concerns that
most of humanity shares.

I always knew that America matters to the rest of the world; my
travels taught me how the rest of the world matters to America. Listen-
ing to what people in other countries are saying and trying to under-
stand how they perceive their place in the world is essential to a future
of peace and security at home and abroad. With this in mind, I have in-
cluded voices we don'’t hear often enough—voices of people in every
corner of the globe who want the same things we do: freedom from
hunger, disease and fear, freedom to have a say in their own destinies,
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no matter their DNA or station in life. I have devoted considerable
space in these pages to my foreign travels because I believe that the
people and places are important, and what I learned from them is part
of who I am today.

The two Clinton terms covered not only a transforming period in
my life but also in America’s. My husband assumed the Presidency de-
termined to reverse the nation’s economic decline, budget deficits and
the growing inequities that undermined opportunities for future gen-
erations of Americans.

I'supported his agenda and worked hard to translate his vision into
actions thatimproved people’ lives, strengthened our sense of commu-
nity and furthered our democratic values at home and around the
world. Throughout Bill’s tenure, we encountered political opposition,
legal challenges and personal tragedies, and we made our fair share
of mistakes. But when he left office in January 2001, America was a
stronger, better and more just nation, ready to tackle the challenges of
anew century.

Of course, the world we now inhabit is very different from the one
described in this book. As I write this in 2003, it seems impossible that
my time in the White House ended only two years ago. It feels more
like another lifetime because of what happened on September 11, 2001.
The lost lives. The human grief. The smoldering crater. The twisted
metal. The shattered survivors. The victims’ families. The unspeakable
tragedy of it all. That September morning changed me and what I had
to do as a Senator, a New Yorker and an American. And it changed
America in ways we are still discovering. We are all on new ground, and
somehow we must make it common ground.

My eight years in the White House tested my faith and political be-
liefs, my marriage and our nation’s Constitution. I became a lightning
rod for political and ideological battles waged over America’s future
and a magnet for feelings, good and bad, about women’s choices and
roles. This book is the story of how I experienced those eight years as
First Lady and as the wife of the President. Some may ask how I could
write an accurate account of events, people and places that are so recent
and of which I am still a part. I have done my best to convey my obser-
vations, thoughts and feelings as I experienced them. This is not meant
to be a comprehensive history, but a personal memoir that offers an in-
side look at an extraordinary time in my life and in the life of America.
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AN AMERICAN STORY

WASN’T BORN A FIRST LADY OR A SENATOR. I WASN’T

born a Democrat. I wasn’t born a lawyer or an advocate for women’s
rights and human rights. I wasn’t born a wife or mother. I was born an
American in the middle of the twentieth century, a fortunate time and
place. I was free to make choices unavailable to past generations of
women in my own country and inconceivable to many women in the
world today. I came of age on the crest of tumultuous social change and
took part in the political battles fought over the meaning of America
and its role in the world.

My mother and my grandmothers could never have lived my life;
my father and my grandfathers could never have imagined it. But they
bestowed on me the promise of America, which made my life and my
choices possible.

My story began in the years following World War I, when men like
my father who had served their country returned home to settle down,
make a living and raise a family. It was the beginning of the Baby Boom,
an optimistic time. The United States had saved the world from fas-
cism, and now our nation was working to unite former adversaries in
the aftermath of war, reaching out to allies and to former enemies, se-
curing the peace and helping to rebuild a devastated Europe and Japan.

Although the Cold War was beginning with the Soviet Union and
Eastern Europe, my parents and their generation felt secure and hope-
ful. American supremacy was the result not just of military might, but of
our values and of the abundant opportunities available to people like my
parents who worked hard and took responsibility. Middle-class Americ
was flush with emerging prosperity and all that comes with it—nes
houses, fine schools, neighborhood parks and safe communities.

I
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Yet our nation also had unfinished business in the post-war era, par-
ticularly regarding race. And it was the World War II generation and
their children who woke up to the challenges of social injustice and in-
equality and to the ideal of extending America’s promise to all of its
citizens.

My parents were typical of a generation who believed in the endless
possibilities of America and whose values were rooted in the experience
of living through the Great Depression. They believed in hard work,
not entitlement; self-reliance not self-indulgence.

That is the world and the family I was born into on October 26,
1947. We were middle-class, Midwestern and very much a product of
our place and time. My mother, Dorothy Howell Rodham, was a
homemaker whose days revolved around me and my two younger
brothers, and my father, Hugh E. Rodham, owned a small business.
The challenges of their lives made me appreciate the opportunities of
my own life even more.

I’'m still amazed at how my mother emerged from her lonely early
life as such an affectionate and levelheaded woman. She was born in
Chicago in 1919. Her father, Edwin John Howell, Jr., was a Chicago
firefighter, and his wife, Della Murray, was one of nine children from a
family of French Canadian, Scottish and Native American ancestry. My
maternal grandparents were certainly not ready for parenthood. Della
essentially abandoned my mother when she was only three or four,
leaving her alone all day for days on end with meal tickets to use at a
restaurant near their five-story walk-up apartment on Chicago’s South
Side. Edwin paid sporadic attention to her, better at bringing the occa-
sional gift, like a large doll won at a carnival, than at providing any kind
of home life. My mother’ sister, Isabelle, was born in 1924. The girls
were often shuttled from one relative to another and from school to
school, never staying anywhere long enough to make friends. In 1927,
my mother’s young parents finally got a divorce—rare in those days and
a terrible shame. Neither was willing to care for their children, so they
sent their daughters from Chicago by train to live with their paternal
grandparents in Alhambra, a town near the San Gabriel Mountains east
of Los Angeles. On the four-day journey, eight-year-old Dorothy was
in charge of her three-year-old sister.

My mother stayed in California for ten years, never seeing her
mother and rarely seeing her father. Her grandfather, Edwin, Sr., a for
mer British sailor, left the girls to his wife, Emma, a severe woman who
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wore black Victorian dresses and resented and ignored my mother ex-
cept when enforcing her rigid house rules. Emma discouraged visitors
and rarely allowed my mother to attend parties or other functions. One
Halloween, when she caught my mother trick-or-treating with school
friends, Emma decided to confine her to her room for an entire year,
except for the hours she was in school. She forbade my mother to eat at
the kitchen table or linger in the front yard. This cruel punishment
went on for months until Emma’s sister, Belle Andreson, came for a
visit and put a stop to it. g

My mother found some relief from the oppressive conditions of
Emma’s house in the outdoors. She ran through the orange groves that
stretched for miles in the San Gabriel Valley, losing herself in the scent
- of fruit ripening in the sun. At night, she escaped into her books. She
was an excellent student whose teachers encouraged her reading and
writing.

By the time she turned fourteen, she could no longer bear life in her
grandmother’s house. She found work as a mother’s helper, caring for
two young children in return for room, board and three dollars a week.
She had little time for the extracurricular athletics and drama that she
loved and no money for clothes. She washed the same blouse every day
to wear with her only skirt and, in colder weather, her only sweater. But
for the first time, she lived in a household where the father and mother
gave their children the love, attention and guidance she had never re-
ceived. My mother often told me that without that sojourn with a
strong family, she would not have known how to care for her own home
and children.

When she graduated from high school, my mother made plans to
go to college in California. But Della contacted her—for the first time
in ten years—and asked her to come live with her in Chicago. Della had
recently remarried and promised my mother that she and her new hus-
band would pay for her education there. When my mother arrived in
Chicago, however, she found that Della wanted her only as a house-
keeper and that she would get no financial help for college. Heartsick,
she moved into a small apartment and found an office job paying thir-
teen dollars for a five-and-a-half-day week. Once I asked my mother
why she went back to Chicago. “I'd hoped so hard that my mother
would love me that I had to take the chance and find out,” she told me
“When she didn’t, I had nowhere else to go.”

My mother’s father died in 1947, so I never even met him. But I
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knew my grandmother, Della, as a weak and self-indulgent woman
wrapped up in television soap operas and disengaged from reality.
When I was about ten and Della was baby-sitting my brothers and me,
I was hit in the eye by a chain-link gate while at the school playground.
I ran home three blocks, crying and holding my head as blood streamed
down my face. When Della saw me, she fainted. I had to ask our next-
door neighbor for help in treating my wound. When Della revived, she
complained that I had scared her and that she could have gotten hurt
when she fell over: I had to wait for my mom to return, and she took me
to the hospital to get stitches.

On the rare occasions when Della would let you into her narrow
world, she could be enchanting. She loved to sing and play cards. When
we visited her in Chicago she often took us to the local Kiddieland
or movie theater. She died in 1960, an unhappy woman and a mystery,
still. But she did bring my mother to Chicago, and that’s where Dorothy
met Hugh Rodham.

My father was born in Scranton, Pennsylvania, the middle son of
Hugh Rodham, Sr., and Hannah Jones. He got his looks from a line of
black-haired Welsh coal miners on his mother’s side. Like Hannah, he
was hardheaded and often gruff, but when he laughed the sound came
from deep inside and seemed to engage every part of his body. I inher-
ited his laugh, the same big rolling guffaw that can turn heads in a
restaurant and send cats running from the room.

The Scranton of my father’s youth was a rough industrial city of brick
factories, textile mills, coal mines, rail yards and wooden duplex houses.
" 'The Rodhams and Joneses were hard workers and strict Methodists.

My father’s father, Hugh Sr., was the sixth of eleven children. He
started work at the Scranton Lace Company when he was still a boy and
ended up as supervisor five decades later. He was a gentle, soft-spoken
man, quite the opposite of his formidable wife, Hannah Jones Rodham,
who insisted on using all three of her names. Hannah collected rent
from the houses she owned and ruled her family and anyone else within
her reach. My father worshipped her and often told me and my broth-
ers the story of how she had saved his feet.

Around 1920, he and a friend had hitched a ride on the back of a
horse-drawn ice wagon. As the horses were struggling up a hill, 2 mo-
torized truck plowed into the back of the wagon, crushing my dad’
legs. He was carried to the nearest hospital, where the doctors deemed
his lower legs and feet irreparably damaged and prepared him for sur-



AN AMERICAN STORY ' 5

gery to amputate both. When Hannah, who had rushed to the hospital,
was told what the doctors intended, she barricaded hetself in the oper-
ating room with her son, saying no one could touch his legs unless they
planned to save them. She demanded that her brother-in-law, Dr.
Thomas Rodham, be called in immediately from another hospital
where he worked. Dr. Rodham examined my dad and announced that
“nobody is going to cut that boy’s legs offl” My father had passed out
from pain; he awoke to find his mother standing guard, assuring him
that his legs were saved and that he’d be whipped hard when he finally
got home. That was a family story we heard over and over again, a les-
son in confronting authority and never giving up.

Hannah strikes me as a determined woman whose energies and in-
telligence had little outlet, which led to her meddling in everyone else’s
business. Her eldest son, my uncle Willard, worked as an engineer for
the city of Scranton, but he never left home or married and died shortly
after my grandfather in 1965. Her youngest, Russell, was her golden
boy. He excelled in academics and athletics, became a doctor, served in
the Army, married, had a daughter and came back to Scranton to prac-
tice medicine. In early 1948, he fell into a debilitating depression. My
grandparents asked my father to come home to help Russell. Shortly
after my dad arrived, Russell tried to kill himself. My father found him
hanging in the attic and cut him down. He brought Russell back to Chi-
cago to live with us.

I was eight or nine months old when Russell came to stay. He slept
on the couch in the living room of our one-bedroom apartment while
seeking psychiatric treatinent at the Veterans Administration Hospital.
He was a handsome man, with fairer hair and complexion than my
dad’s. One day, when I was about two, I drank from a Coke bottle filled
with turpentine left by a workman. Russell immediately induced vom-
iting and rushed me to the emergency room. He gave up medicine
shortly thereafter, and jokingly called me his last patient. He stayed in
the Chicago area, where he was a frequent visitor to our home. He died
in 1962 in a fire caused by a burning cigarette. I felt so sorry for my fa-
ther, who had tried for years to keep Russell alive. Modern anti-
depressants might have helped him, and I wish they’d been available
back then. Dad wanted to tell his father about Russell’s death in person,
and waited until my grandfather came for a visit. When he finally
learned about Russell’s death, my grandfather sat at our kitchen tabl
and sobbed. He died brokenhearted three years later.
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Despite his financial success later in life, my dad was perceived
growing up—by himself and by his parents—as neither as dutiful and
reliable as his older brother, Willard, nor as smart and successful as his
younger brother, Russell. He was always in trouble for joyriding in a
neighbor’s brand-new car or roller-skating up the aisle of the Court
Street Methodist Church during an evening prayer service. When he
graduated from Central High School in 1931, he thought he would go
to work in the lace mill beside his father. Instead, his best friend, who
had been recruited by Penn State for the football team, told the coach
he would not come unless his favorite teammate came too. Dad was a
solid athlete, and the coach agreed, so Dad went to State College and
played for the Nittany Lions. He also boxed and joined the Delta Up-
silon fraternity, where, I'm told, he became an expert at making bathtub
gin. He graduated in 1935 and at the height of the Depression returned
to Scranton with a degree in physical education.

Without alerting his parents, he hopped a freight train to Chicago
to look for work and found a job selling drapery fabrics around the
Midwest. When he came back to tell his parents and pack his bags,
Hannah was furious and forbade him to go. But my grandfather
pointed out that jobs were hard to come by, and the family could use the
money for Russell’s college and medical education. So my father moved
to Chicago. All week, he traveled around the upper Midwest from Des
Moines to Duluth, then drove to Scranton most weekends to turn over
his paycheck to his mother. Though he always suggested that his rea-
sons for leaving Scranton were economic, I believe my father knew that
he had to make a break from Hannah if he was ever to live his own life.

Dorothy Howell was applying for a job as a clerk typist at a textile
company when she caught the eye of a traveling salesman, Hugh Rod-
ham. She was attracted to his energy and self-assurance and gruff sense
of humor.

After a lengthy courtship, my parents were married in early 1942,
shortly after the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. They moved into a
small apartment in the Lincoln Park section of Chicago near Lake
Michigan. My dad enlisted in a special Navy program named for the
- heavyweight boxing champion Gene Tunney and was assigned to the
Great Lakes Naval Station, an hour north of Chicago. He became a
chief petty officer responsible for training thousands of young sailors
before they were shipped out to sea, mostly to the Pacific Theater. He
told me how sad he felt when he accompanied his trainees to the West
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Coast, where they joined their ships, knowing some would not survive.
After he died, I received letters from men who had served under him.
Often they enclosed a photo of a particular class of sailors, my proud fa-
ther front and center. My favorite photograph shows him in his uni-
form smiling broadly, as handsome, to my eyes, as any 1940s movie star.

My father kept close ties with his family in Scranton and drove each
of his children from Chicago to Scranton to be christened in the Court
Street Methodist Church, where he had worshipped as a child.
Grandma Rodham died when I was five and she was going blind when I
knew her, but I remember she would try to dress me and braid my hair
every morning. I was much closer to my grandfather, who had already
retired with a gold watch after fifty years of employment when I was
born. He was a kind and proper man, who proudly carried his gold
watch on a chain and wore a suit with suspenders every day. When he
came to visit us in Illinois, he would take off his suit coat and roll up his
shirtsleeves to help my mother around the house.

My father was always strict with his kids, but he was much harder
on the boys than on me. Grandpa Rodham often intervened on their
behalf, endearing him even more to us. As children, my brothers and I
spent a lot of time at his duplex on Diamond Avenue in Scranton, and
each summer we spent most of August at the cottage he had built in
1921 about twenty miles northwest of Scranton in the Pocono Moun-
tains overlooking Lake Winola.

The rustic cabin had no heat except for the cast-iron cook stove in
the kitchen, and no indoor bath or shower. To stay clean, we swam in
the lake or stood below the back porch while someone poured a tub of

“water onto our heads. The bi g front porch was our favorite place to play
and where our grandfather shared hands of cards with my brothers and
me. He taught us pinochle, the greatest card game in the world, in his
opinion. He read us stories and told us the legend of the lake, which he
claimed was named after an Indian princess, Winola, who drowned
herself when her father would not let her marry a handsome warrior
from a neighboring tribe.

The cabin is still in our family and so are many of our summer tra-
ditions. Bill and I took Chelsea to Lake Winola for the first ime when
she was not yet two. My brothers spend part of every summer there.

" Thankfully they have made some improvements. A couple of years ago

they even put in a shower.

In the early fifties, few people lived off the two-lane highway that



8 HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON

ran in front of the cottage, and there were bears and bobcats in the
woods up the mountain behind us. As children we explored the sur-
rounding countryside, hiking and driving the back roads and fishing
and boating on the Susquehanna River. My father taught me to shoot a
gun behind the cottage, and we practiced aiming at cans or rocks. But
the center of our activities was the lake, across the road and down the
path past Foster’s store. I made summer friends who took me water-
skiing or to the movies that were projected onto sheets in an open field
on the lake shore. Along the way, I met people I never would have en-
countered in Park Ridge, such as a family my grandfather called
“mountain people,” who lived without electricity or a car. A boy from
that family, about my age, once showed up at the cottage on horseback
to ask me if I wanted to go for a ride.

A When I was as young as ten or eleven, I played pinochle with the
men—mny grandfather, my father, Uncle Willard and assorted others,
including such memorable characters as “Old Pete” and Hank, who
were notorious sore losers. Pete lived at the end of a dirt road and
showed up to play every day, invariably cursing and stomping off if he
started losing. Hank came only when my father was there. He would
totter up to the front porch with his cane and climb the steep stairs
yelling, “Is that black-haired bastard home? I want to play cards.” He’d
known my dad since he was born and had taught him to fish. He didn’t
like losing any better than Pete did and occasionally upended the table
after a particularly irksome defeat.

After the war, my dad started a small drapery fabric business, Rod-
rik Fabrics, in the Merchandise Mart in Chicago’s Loop. His first of-
fice overlooked the Chicago River, and I ¢an remember going there
when I was only three or four. To keep me away from the windows,
which he left open for the fresh air, he told me a big bad wolf lived down
below and would eat me up if I fell out. Later, he started his own print
plant in a building on the North Side. He employed day laborers, as
well as enlisting my mother, my brothers and me when we were old
enough to help with the printing. We carefully poured the paint onto
the edge of the silk screen and pulled the squeegee across to print the
pattern on the fabric underneath. Then we lifted up the screen and
moved down the table, over and over again, creating beautiful patterns,
some of which my father designed. My favorite was “Staircase to the
Stars.” ‘

In 1950, when I was three years old and my brother Hugh was still
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an infant, my father had done well enough to move the family to subur-
ban Park Ridge. There were fanciér and more fashionable suburbs
north of Chicago, along Lake Michigan, but my parents felt comfort-
able in Park Ridge among all the other veterans who chose it for its ex-
cellent public schools, parks, tree-lined streets, wide sidewalks and
comfortable family homes. The town was white and middle-class, a
place where women stayed home to raise children while men com-
muted to work in the Loop, eighteen miles away. Many of the fathers
took the train, but my dad had to make sales calls on potential cus-
tomers, so he drove the family car to work every day.

My father paid cash for our two-story brick house on the corner lot
of Elm and Wisner Streets. We had two sundecks, a screened-in porch
and a fenced-in backyard where the neighborhood kids would come to
play or to sneak cherries from our tree. The post-war population explo-
sion was booming, and there were swarms of children everywhere. My
mother once counted forty-seven kids living on our square block.

Next door were the four Williams children, and across the street
were the six O’Callaghans. Mr. Williams flooded his backyard in the
winter to create an ice rink where we skated and played hockey for
hours after school and on weekends. Mr. O’Callaghan put up a basket-
ball hoop on his garage that drew kids from all over to play pickup
games and the old standbys, HORSE and the shorter version, PIG.
The games I most enjoyed were the ones we made up, like the elaborate
team contest called “chase and run,” a complex form of hide-and-seek,
and the near daily softball and kickball marathons played on our corner
with sewer covers as bases.

My mother was a classic homemaker. When I think of her in those
days, I see a woman in perpetual motion, making the beds, washing the
dishes and putting dinner on the table precisely at six o’clock. I came
home from Field School for lunch every day—tomato or chicken noo-
dle soup and grilled cheese or peanut butter or bologna sandwiches.
While we ate, Mom and I listened to radio programs like Mz Perkins or
Favorite Story:

“Tell me a story,” it began.

“What kind of story?”

“Any kind.”

My mother also found lots of what people now call “quality time”
for my brothers and me. She didn’t learn to drive until the early 1960s,
so we walked everywhere. In the winter, she bundled us up on a sled and
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pulled us to the store. Then we held and balanced the groceries for
the trip home. In the middle of hanging the wash on a clothesline in the
backyard, she might help me practice my pitching or lie down on the
grass with me to describe the cloud shapes overhead.

One summer, she helped me create a fantasy world in a large card-
board box. We used mirrors for lakes and twigs for trees, and I made up
fairy-tale stories for my dolls to act out. Another summer, she encour-
aged my younger brother Tony to pursue his dream of digging a hole all
the way to China. She started reading to him about China and every
day he spent time digging his hole next to our house. Occasionally, he
found a chopstick or fortune cookie my mother had hidden there.

My brother Hugh was even more adventurous. As a toddler he
pushed open the door to our sundeck and happily tunneled through
three feet of snow until my mother rescued him. More than once he
and his friends went off to play in the construction sites that had sprung
up all around our neighborhood and had to be escorted home by the
police. The other boys got in the patrol car, but Hugh insisted on walk-
ing home beside it, telling the police and my parents that he was heed-
ing the warning never to get in a stranger’s car.

My mother wanted us to learn about the world by reading books.
She was more successful with me than with my brothers, who preferred
the school of hard knocks. She took me to the library every week, and I
loved working my way through the books in the children’s section. We
got a television set when I was five, but she didn’t let us watch it much.
We played card games—War, Concentration, Slapjack—and board
games like Monopoly and Clue. I am as much of a believer as she is that
board games and card playing teach children math skills and strategy.
During the school year, I could count on my mother’s help with my
homework, except for math, which she left to my father. She typed my
papers and salvaged my disastrous attempt to make a skirt in my junior
high home economics class.

My mother loved her home and her family, but she felt limited by
the narrow choices of her life. It is easy to forget now, when women’s
choices can seem overwhelming, how few there were for my mother’s
generation. She started taking college courses when we were older. She
never graduated, but she amassed mountains of credits in subjects rang-
ing from logic to child development.

My mother was offended by the mistreatment of any human being.
especially children. She understood from personal experience that
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many children—through no fault of their own—were disadvantaged
and discriminated against from birth. She hated self-righteousness and
pretensions of moral superiority and impressed on my brothers and me
that we were no better or worse than anyone else. As a child in Califor-
nia, she had watched the Japanese Americans in her school endure bla-
tant discrimination and daily taunts from the Anglo students. After she
returned to Chicago, she often wondered what had happened to one
particular boy she liked. The kids called him “Tosh,” short for Toshi-
hishi. She saw him again when she returned to Alhambra to serve as
Grand Marshal at their sixtieth high school reunion. As she had sus-
pected, Tosh and his family had been interned during World War II,
and their farm had been taken from them. But she was heartened to
learn that, after years of struggling, Tosh had become a successful veg-
etable farmer himself.

I grew up between the push and tug of my parents’ values, and my
own political beliefs reflect both. The gender gap started in families
like mine. My mother was basically a Democrat, although she kept it
quiet in Republican Park Ridge. My dad was a rock-ribbed, up-by-
your-bootstraps, conservative Republican and proud of it. He was also
tight-fisted with money. He did not believe in credit and he ran his
business on a strict pay-as-you-go policy. His ideology was based on
self-reliance and personal initiative, but, unlike many people who call
themselves conservatives today, he understood the importance of fis-
cal responsibility and supported taxpayer investments in highways,
schools, parks and other important public goods.

My father could not stand personal waste. Like so many who grew
up in the Depression, his fear of poverty colored his life. My mother
rarely bought new clothes, and she and I negotiated with him for weeks
for special purchases, like a new dress for the prom. If one of my broth-
ers or I forgot to screw the cap back on the toothpaste tube, my father
threw it out the bathroom window. We would have to go outside, even
in the snow, to search for it in the evergreen bushes in front of the
house. That was his way of reminding us not to waste anything. To this
day, I put uneaten olives back in the jar, wrap up the tiniest pieces of
cheese and feel guilty when I throw anything away.

He was a tough taskmaster, but we knew he cared about us. When I
worried about being too slow to solve math problems in Miss Metzger’s
fourth-grade weekly math contests, he woke me up early to drill me or
my multiplication tables and teach me long division. In the winter he
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would turn off the heat at night to save money, then get up before dawn
to turn it back on. I often woke up to the sound of my father bellowing
his favorite Mitch Miller songs.

My brothers and I were required to do household chores without
any expectation of an allowance. “I feed you, don’t I?” Dad would say. I
got my first summer job when I was thirteen, working for the Park
Ridge Park District three mornings a week supervising a small park a
few miles from my house. Since my dad left for work early in our only
car, I pulled a wagon filled with balls, bats, jump ropes and other sup-
plies back and forth. From that year on, I always had a summer job and
often worked during the year.

My dad was highly opinionated, to put it mildly. We all accommo-
- dated his pronouncements, mostly about Communists, shady business-
men or crooked politicians, the three lowest forms of life in his eyes. In
our family’s spirited, sometimes heated, discussions around the kitchen
table, usually about politics or sports, I learned that more than one
opinion could live under the same roof. By the time I was twelve, I had
my own positions on many issues. I also 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.

Both my parents conditioned us to be tough in order to survive
whatever life might throw at us. They expected us to stand up for our-.
selves, me as much as my brothers. Shortly after we moved to Park
Ridge, my mother noticed that I was reluctant to go outside to play.
Sometimes I came in crying, complaining that the girl across the
street was always pushing me around. Suzy O’Callaghan had older
brothers, and she was used to playing rough. I was only four years old,
but my mother was afraid that if I gave in to my fears, it would set a pat-

_tern for the rest of my life. One day, I came running into the house. She
" stopped me.

“Go back out there,” she ordered, “and if Suzy h1ts you, you have
my permission to hit her back. You have to stand up for yourself.
There’s no room in this house for cowards.” She later told me she
watched from behind the dining room curtain as I squared my shoul-
ders and marched across the street.

I returned a few minutes later, glowing with victory. “I can play
with the boys now,” I said. “And Suzy will be my friend!”

She was and she still is.
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As a Brownie and then a Girl Scout, I participated in Fourth of July
parades, food drives, cookie sales and every other activity that would
earn a merit badge or adult approval. I began organizing neighborhood
kids in games, sporting events and backyard carnivals both for fun and
to raise nickels and dimes for charities. There is an old photograph
from our local newspaper, the Park Ridge Advocate, that shows me and a
bunch of my friends handing over a paper bag of money for the United
Way. We raised it from the mock Olympics our neighborhood staged
when I was twelve.

Surrounded by a father and brothers who were sports fanatics, I be-
came a serious fan and occasional competitor. I supported our school’s
teams and went to as many games as possible. I rooted for the Cubs, as
did my family and most folks on our side of town. My favorite was Mr.
Cub himself, Ernie Banks. In our neighborhood, it was nearly sacrile-
gious to cheer for the rival White Sox of the American League, so 1
adopted the Yankees as my AL team, in part because I loved Mickey
Mantle. My explanations of Chicago sports rivalries fell on deaf ears
during my Senate campaign years later, when skeptical New Yorkers
were incredulous that a Chicago native could claim youthful allegiance
to a team from the Bronx.

I played in a girls’ summer softball league through high school, and
the last team I played for was sponsored by a local candy distributor. We
wore white knee socks, black shorts and pink shirts in honor of our
namesake confection, Good & Plenty. The Park Ridge kids traveled in
packs to and from Hinckley Park, swimming in summer in the cold
pool waters and skating in winter on the big outdoor rink. We walked
or rode our bikes everywhere—sometimes trailing the slow-moving
town trucks that sprayed a fog of DDT at dusk in the summer months.
Nobody thought about pesticides as toxic then. We just thought it was
fun to pedal through the haze, breathing in the sweet and acrid smells
of cut grass and hot asphalt as we squeezed a few more minutes of play
out of the dwindling light.

We sometimes ice-skated on the Des Plaines River while our fa-
thers warmed themselves over a fire and talked about how the spread of
communism was threatening our way of life, and how the Russians had
the bomb and, because of Sputnik, we were losing the space race. But
the Cold War was an abstraction to me, and my immediate world
seemed safe and stable. I didn’t know a child whose parents were di-
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vorced, and until I went to high school, I didn’t know anybody who died
of anything except old age. I recognize that this benign cocoon was an
illusion, but it is one I would wish for every child.

I grew up in a cautious, conformist era in American history. But in
the midst of our Father Knows Best upbringing, I was taught to resist
peer pressure. My mother never wanted to hear about what my friends
were wearing or what they thought about me or anything else. “You're .
unique,” she would say. “You can think for yourself. I don’t care if
everybody’s doing it. We’re not everybody. You’re not everybody.”

This was fine with me, because I usually felt the same way. Of
course, I did make some effort to fit in. I had enough adolescent vanity
that I sometimes refused to wear the thick glasses I had needed since I
was nine to correct my terrible eyesight. My friend starting in sixth
grade, Betsy Johnson, led me around town like a Seeing Eye dog.
Sometimes I encountered classmates and failed to acknowledge
them—not because I was stuck-up, but because I didn’t recognize any-
one. I was in my thirties before I learned to wear soft contact lenses
strong enough to correct my vision.

Betsy and I were allowed to go to the Pickwick Theater by our-
selves on Saturday afternoons. One day, we watched Lover Come Back
with Doris Day and Rock Hudson twice. Afterwards, we went to a
restaurant for a Coke and fries. We thought we had invented dipping
the french fries into ketchup when the waitress at Robin Hood’s told us
she never saw anybody do that before. I didn’t know what a fast-food
meal was until my family started going to McDonald’s around 1g60.
The first McDonald’s opened in the nearby town of Des Plaines in
1955, but my family didn’t discover the chain until one opened closer to
us in Niles. Even then, we went only for special occasions. I still re-
member seeing the number of burgers sold change on the Golden
Arches sign from thousands to millions.

I'loved school, and I was lucky enough to have some great teachers
at Eugene Field School, Ralph Waldo Emerson Junior High and Maine
Township High Schools East and South. Years later, when I chaired the
Arkansas Education Standards Committee, I realized how fortunate I
had been to attend fully equipped schools with highly trained teachers
and a full range of academic and extracurricular offerings. It’s funny
whatI remember now: Miss Taylor reading to my first-grade class fron
Winnie-the-Poob every morning. Miss Cappuccio, my second-grad

- teacher, challenging us to write from one to one thousand, a task that
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little hands holding fat pencils took forever to finish. The exercise
helped teach me what it meant to start and finish a big project. Miss
Cappuccio later invited our class to her wedding, where she became
Mrs. O’Laughlin. That was such a kind gesture, and for seven-year-old
girls, seeing their teacher as a beautiful bride was a highlight of the year.

I'was considered a tomboy all through elementary school. My fifth-
grade class had the school’s most incorrigible boys, and when Mrs.
Krause left the room, she would ask me or one of the other girls to “be
in charge.” As soon as the door closed behind her, the boys would start
acting up and causing trouble, mostly because they wanted to aggravate
the girls. I got a reputation for being able to stand up to them, which
may be why I was elected co-captain of the safety patrol for the next
year. This was a big deal in our school. My new status provided me my
first lesson in the strange ways some people respond to electoral poli-
tics. One of the girls in my class, Barbara, invited me home for lunch.
When we got there, her mother was vacuuming and casually told her
daughter and me to go fix ourselves peanut butter sandwiches, which
we did. I did not think anything of it until we got ready to go back to
school and were saying good-bye to her mother.

She asked her daughter why we were leaving so early, and Barbara
told her, “Because Hillary’s a patrol captain and has to be there before
the other kids.”

“Oh, if ’'d known that,” she said, “I’d have fixed you a nice lunch.”

My sixth-grade teacher, Elisabeth King, drilled us in grammar, but
she also encouraged us to think and write creatively, and challenged us
to try new forms of expression. If we were sluggish in responding to her
questions, she said, “You’re slower than molasses running uphill in win-
ter.” She often paraphrased the verse from Matthew: “Don’t put your
lamp under a bushel basket, but use it to light up the world.” She
pushed me, Betsy Johnson, Gayle Elliot, Carol Farley and Joan Throop
to write and produce a play about five girls taking an imaginary trip to
Europe. It was an assignment from Mrs. King that led me to write my
first autobiography. I rediscovered it in a box of old papers after I left
the White House, and reading it pulled me back to those tentative years
on the brink of adolescence. I was still very much a child at that age, and
mostly concerned with family, school and sports. But grade school was

ending, and it was time to enter a more complicated world than the one
I'had known.
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