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INTRODUCTION





DURING THE BUSH/CLINTON election in 1992, I was the British ambassador in Washington. Our relationship could hardly have been closer with the outstanding Bush foreign policy team – Baker, Scowcroft, Colin Powell, Eagleburger, Gates and others – but I soon discovered that the domestic policy advisors were fractious and divided and nor was the President as interested in domestic as he was in foreign policy, at which he excelled. It was difficult for the government in London to believe that the victor of the First Gulf War might be voted out of office, but James Baker was one of those who feared that this could happen. This caused us to take a close look at the field of Democratic Party contenders, known at the time as the seven dwarves. The most credible of them seemed to us to be the still little-known ‘New Democrat’ Governor of Arkansas.


Jonathan Powell, first secretary in the embassy, was asked to follow the fledgling candidate around on the Clinton bus in New Hampshire, graduating thereafter to the Clinton campaign plane, bringing him into daily contact with many of Clinton’s closest domestic policy advisors. I kept in touch with those members of the Democratic foreign policy establishment – Warren Christopher, Strobe Talbott, Tony Lake and Richard Holbrooke – who seemed most likely to feature in a Clinton administration, if there was one.


The fact that we had sought them out beforehand was appreciated by them when they descended on Washington. My friend Katharine Graham gave a dinner for the Clintons before the inauguration, at which Bill Clinton thanked me for this and I met a beaming Hillary, who invited us to dinner at the White House not long after they moved in. It was not difficult to establish a good personal relationship with Bill Clinton, as that was and is his forte – but that went for Hillary too. Far from finding her to be the left-wing virago portrayed by the right-wing talk shows, she was personally very friendly and she and her staff were unfailingly helpful. Told that the redoubtable South African anti-apartheid campaigner Helen Suzman was staying at the embassy, Hillary turned out to know all about her, insisting on making a well-justified fuss of her at the White House. She enjoyed a lunch with Princess Diana, devoted in part to discussing how to protect their respective children from the press. Hillary was fiercely protective of Chelsea, letting the White House press corps know that they would write what they liked about her, but her daughter was off limits.


There was never any doubt at this time of the affection between the Clintons, notwithstanding the prior bimbo eruptions. Bill had only to squeeze her hand or give her a hug to produce a huge Hillary smile. They enjoyed whispering to each other, heads close together in conspiratorial fashion, a habit that has endured to this day. She also could get exasperated, as she did one evening when we were summoned together to Barbra Streisand’s dressing room. Hillary was in foot-tapping ‘let’s get out of here’ mode, while Bill fawned over the star.


As for the supposed ‘project’ of sixteen Clinton years, Hillary in this period, assertive and demanding within the White House, doubted if she could ever get elected anywhere ‘because I am so hard-hitting’.1 She had thought at one point of standing to succeed her husband as Governor of Arkansas, but the polls had shown that she was unelectable. She had yet to start re-inventing herself enough to open up the possibility of elective office at all. Dedicated to pursuing progressive causes, she had a tendency to believe that her opponents were not just misguided, but also wicked.


Her husband helped to turn her into an anglophile, taking her to visit his old haunts at Oxford. Visiting Europe for the fiftieth anniversary of the D-Day landings, Hillary was thrilled that they were invited to spend the night on the royal yacht, Britannia, becoming an admirer of the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh, who were very welcoming to her. These days she is addicted, when she gets the chance, to Downton Abbey.


Though highly intelligent and extremely determined, she also was alarmingly naïve about the prospects for her great cause, healthcare reform. Having produced a fiendishly complicated draft bill over a thousand pages long, it was an absolutely traumatic shock for her to discover that there was no way she could get this passed into law and that, in the US public’s opinion, the fact that she was married to the President did not entitle her to be a key domestic policy advisor.


Throughout this period, my efforts were devoted to trying to get the US to show the leadership needed to resolve the Bosnia crisis, which Europe clearly was incapable of doing. At the outset, I got no help at all from Hillary. To encourage her husband to stay out of foreign quagmires she had given him a copy of Balkan Ghosts by Robert Kaplan and I found Bill Clinton trying to quote to me Bismarck’s statement that the whole of the Balkans was not worth the bones of a single Pomeranian grenadier. Hillary felt that people in the Balkans had been fighting each other for the past 900 years. If the US were to get involved, it would be like Vietnam.


When Katharine Graham arranged for the Clintons to meet Henry Kissinger on Martha’s Vineyard, he found, to his surprise, that all they wanted to talk about was healthcare, not world affairs. When Madeleine Albright introduced them to Václav Havel, President of the Czech Republic, who wanted the US to intervene in Bosnia, it was Hillary who cut the evening short by reminding her husband that they had more pressing domestic issues to deal with.


Two years later, the situation in Bosnia had deteriorated to a point at which I was asked to tell the chairman of the US joint chiefs of staff, General Shalikashvili, that we might have to ask for US military help in extricating the British and other contingents there. Meanwhile, General Mladić and his Serb forces had massacred the male inhabitants of Srebrenica, despite the presence of the Dutch UN peacekeeping contingent there. The British contingent in the equally vulnerable enclave of Goražde was very clearly next in line.


In these pretty dire circumstances, I asked to see the President on his own. His chief of staff, Mack McLarty, arranged this for me. I told President Clinton that if we allowed the Serbs to do in Goražde and other enclaves or in parts of Sarajevo what they had done in Srebrenica, I did not believe that the reputation of any western leader would survive, including his own. I was trying to combine my efforts with those of Richard Holbrooke and Tony Lake to get him to take decisive action.


I found to my relief that, by this stage, Bill Clinton agreed. General Rupert Smith, commanding the UN forces in Bosnia, had come to the same conclusion. A military ultimatum was delivered to General Mladić about the consequences of an attack on Goražde and the other enclaves. An attack by Serb forces on Tuzla triggered the bombing campaign that led to the Dayton Peace Accords. My White House friends had told me that I had a subterranean ally in our efforts to get the President over this line. This was Hillary, horrified by what had happened in Srebrenica and insisting that the US must respond.


Hillary today has a better chance than anyone else to be the next President of the United States. Hers has been an extraordinary political odyssey. The most damaging strike against her, her real and perceived desire to want to interfere in policy without being elected, was conjured away when she did get herself elected as the junior senator for New York. This was the decisive turning point in the story of the two Hillarys. For she found, in running for election, that she had to listen to her electors. When she started running for senator in that election, her media advisor Mandy Grunwald warned that people were used to seeing her only in ‘stern’ situations. In private she was chatty, humorous and friendly. She needed to show herself to be more human and informal. Hard as she tried to take that advice to heart, in her race against Obama, she still was held to be less likeable than her pretty aloof opponent. Her time as Secretary of State has helped her to develop a more mature and less distrustful relationship with her nemesis – the press.


Hillary, contrary to belief, does have a sense of humour, which she expresses with a surprisingly loud guffaw. When the wife of the new head of MI6, Sir John Sawers, posted a picture of him in a bathing suit online, he was greeted at the UN by Hillary with the words ‘Nice legs!’


There is, currently, no up-to-date study of Hillary. This book seeks to examine, as objectively as possible, her record to date, what it reveals about her strengths and weaknesses, and what kind of President she would be likely to be if she did succeed in her ambition of becoming the first female President of the United States. In an increasingly challenging international environment, what sort of policies will she be likely to pursue towards America’s friends, allies and opponents?



















PROLOGUE


DEATH OF A TERRORIST





WHEN, TO HER surprise, Hillary Clinton was installed as Secretary of State by Barack Obama, the most frustrating problem with which she had to deal was that of Pakistan.


In 1995 Hillary had made a visit to Pakistan as First Lady, bonding with Benazir Bhutto, who was assassinated in 2007. By the time she returned as Secretary of State in October 2009, Benazir’s husband, Asif Ali Zardari, was President. En route to Pakistan, Hillary was asked by a journalist if she was convinced that the Pakistani military and intelligence services had cut off all ties with terrorists. No, she said, she was not.


Hillary is a passionate believer in public diplomacy, always wanting to give extended television interviews and hold ‘town hall’ meetings wherever she could. The surveys were showing that fewer than 10 per cent of Pakistanis had a favourable view of the United States. She faced a hostile interrogation by Pakistani TV reporters about conditions attached by Congress to the latest massive US aid allocation to Pakistan, in particular that they should contribute to the fight against the Taliban. Hillary’s response was: ‘Let me be very clear. You do not have to take this money. You do not have to take any aid from us.’ She found Pakistanis emphasising the human and financial costs to them of a conflict they seemed to regard as having been imposed on them by the US, despite Taliban bomb explosions in Peshawar and other cities and the reign of terror they were seeking to establish in the Swat valley.


She agreed that drone attacks raised major ethical questions, in particular about civilian casualties and the need for meticulous control in authorising them. But they had also turned out to be the most effective method of dealing with senior Al Qaeda and Taliban commanders, with bin Laden himself worried about the casualties they were inflicting. She had a shouting match with her friend the CIA director Leon Panetta about whether the US ambassador in Pakistan should be informed in advance about planned drone strikes (Panetta was adamant that he should not) but, on Hillary’s part, this was very much the exception, not the rule. Asked by a Pakistani student if she did not regard drone strikes as also a form of terrorism, ‘No, I do not’, she replied.


Having acted for three days as a punch bag (why had the US supported General Musharraf? Why did the US always support India?), Hillary responded with:




Let me ask you something. Al Qaeda has had safe haven in Pakistan since 2002. I find it hard to believe that nobody in your government knows where they are and couldn’t get them if they really wanted to … So far as we know, they’re in Pakistan.





This caused consternation in the Pakistan government and press. On the next day, she repeated: ‘Somebody, somewhere in Pakistan, must know where these people are.’2




* * *





In March 2011, Hillary was having lunch with Leon Panetta in her private dining room on the eighth floor of the State Department. Panetta had told her that he wanted to see her on her own. He told her that the CIA had been tracking the best lead they had had in years about the whereabouts of Osama bin Laden. She was asked to join a small group at the White House working in secret on this. The CIA believed that a ‘high value’ target, possibly bin Laden, was living in a walled compound in Abbottabad, not far from the Pakistani military academy. Some of the intelligence analysts were highly confident that this was bin Laden; others much less so.


They debated the options. That of sharing the intelligence with the Pakistanis was quickly dismissed: they could not be trusted. Bombing the compound, situated in a built-up area, carried with it a high risk of civilian casualties and even then it would be impossible to determine whether bin Laden had in fact been killed. A missile strike might limit the damage, but would not confirm the target. The most radical option was to insert a special forces team into a heavily populated city deep inside Pakistan. There was no doubt, as Hillary could see, that this posed by far the greatest risk, especially if the special forces ended up in a conflict with the Pakistani military, hundreds of miles from the bases from which they had flown into Pakistan.


Hillary had been the junior senator for New York on 11 September 2001. On the following morning, with US airspace closed, she flew on a special flight from Washington, then by helicopter to lower Manhattan. Smoke was still rising from the smouldering wreckage of the World Trade Center. When they landed, despite wearing a surgical mask, her lungs were filled with acrid smoke. Firemen, exhausted and covered with soot, were staggering from the wreckage. Hundreds of rescue workers had lost their lives. Over the next few days, she visited survivors, many of them with fearful burns, in the hospitals and rehabilitation centres and kept in touch with some of them, her constituents, for months afterwards. There was never any doubt what Hillary would do if she got the chance of helping to rid the world of bin Laden.


Leon Panetta recommended the special forces operation. The Defense Secretary, Bob Gates, was sceptical, recalling Carter’s failed hostage rescue attempt in Iran and the ‘Black Hawk down’ episode in Somalia. He preferred an air strike as much less risky. The Vice-President, Joe Biden, was very doubtful. But the domestic antennae of the normally hyper-cautious Barack Obama were telling him what would happen to a President thought to have had the chance to kill bin Laden, if he failed to take it.


Admiral McRaven, commanding the Navy SEAL teams, was confident they could get the job done.


On 28 April 2011, Obama asked for their final recommendations. Hillary pointed out the potential damage to the relationship with Pakistan and the obvious risks, but came down firmly in favour of the operation. Gates had reminded them that they depended on Pakistan for the logistic support of the US forces in Afghanistan. When, in an earlier meeting, someone talked about Pakistani honour, Hillary had exploded, ‘What about our honour?’


McRaven recommended launching the operation on the earliest moonless night, which was 30 April. Someone, apparently forgetting the time difference, objected that this was the evening of the White House correspondents’ dinner, at which, once a year, the President is expected to make fun of himself (and his opponents) in front of the Washington and national press. What if he had to leave early? How would it look if the President were telling jokes while such a mission was underway? Hillary could not believe that the timing of a military mission of this importance was being discussed on such a basis. ‘F*** the White House correspondents’ dinner,’ she declared, to the delight of Gates and the military. In the event, fog intervened on the thirtieth.


On the afternoon of 1 May, Hillary and the national security team gathered in the situation room in the White House. At 11 p.m. local time, two Black Hawk helicopters carrying Navy SEALs and three Chinook transport helicopters carrying reinforcements crossed the border into Pakistan, flying below the radar screen, but clearly visible to the team in the White House. To their alarm, the first helicopter’s tail clipped the compound’s wall and the second had to land outside it, instead of on the roof as planned. Hillary held her breath. The photograph of her on that day holding her hand anxiously over her mouth as they all stared at the screen ‘does capture how I felt’. Obama and Gates were calm and the SEALs stormed into the compound. ‘After what seemed like an eternity, but was actually fifteen minutes,’ McRaven reported that the team had found bin Laden and that he was ‘enemy killed in action’.3


Before he went on television to tell the American people what had been achieved, Obama telephoned his four surviving predecessors. When he got to Bill Clinton, he said: ‘I assume Hillary’s told you…’ Clinton had no idea what he was talking about. Hillary had been told not to tell anyone. So she didn’t tell anyone, including her husband.






















CHAPTER 1


THE CLASS OF ’69





HILLARY RODHAM WAS born in Chicago on 26 October 1947, a ‘fortunate place and time’, as she described it in her autobiography, Living History.4 With her two brothers, the family moved to the leafy middle-class suburb of Park Ridge. Her father, Hugh Rodham, whom she adored, graduated from Penn State University. He had served as a chief petty officer in the US Navy during the war, training seamen who were despatched to the Pacific theatre. An opinionated conservative Republican and a self-made small businessman, he ran his own drapery business in Chicago. He was a gruff, stern and demanding parent, descended from a line of Welsh coalminers. The children were taught self-reliance and Hillary that she needed to outperform.


Her mother, Dorothy, came from a broken and extremely impoverished home. Abandoned by her mother, she was sent by her as an eight-year-old on a four-day journey across America, in sole charge of her sister (aged three), to stay with harsh and distant grandparents, overcoming a difficult and unhappy childhood to become a classic homemaker, a way of life that was to seem un-ambitious to Hillary and her comrades at Wellesley. When asked by Hillary how she had avoided becoming embittered by her early life, she recalled the many small kindnesses shown to her by people who understood how desperately poor she was. Before meeting Hillary’s father, she worked as a mother’s help, then as a secretary. Hillary’s parents were married shortly after Pearl Harbor. Holidays were spent in a cabin belonging to her father’s family on Lake Winola in Pennsylvania.


The family were devout Methodists, as Hillary affirms she is to this day. She took and takes her religion seriously, toting a small bible around with her in the early years of her career and becoming a regular attendee at prayer breakfasts as First Lady and in the Senate.


Hillary remained close to her parents for the rest of their lives. When her father grew frail, she moved them both to be close to her in Little Rock. Her mother, who lived into her nineties, witnessed Hillary’s swearing in as Secretary of State and was moved by her to Washington, first near to the Clintons and then to live with them.


Hillary, who had plenty of friends in Park Ridge, had a happy childhood. The one bane of her life as an adolescent was her extreme short-sightedness. Unwilling to wear thick glasses all the time, she had to be led around by her friend, Betsy Johnson. Her father had to drill her in maths but, otherwise, she excelled at school and started getting herself elected to various positions, beginning with captain of the safety patrol.


When in 1960 John Kennedy won the presidential election, her father was outraged. He was convinced that the narrow victory was due to electoral fraud by the Democratic Mayor of Chicago, Richard Daley. Hillary and Betsy Johnson decided to check for themselves whether registered voters really lived at the addresses they had given on Chicago’s notorious South Side, horrifying her father, and finding in fact that some of them didn’t.


Hillary was unconcerned about how she looked, but it was in this period that there began what she described as her ‘life-long hair struggles’. She became a fan of the Beatles and the Rolling Stones. In high school she was appointed to the ‘cultural affairs committee’. She was, already at this stage, displaying most of her defining characteristics, namely her willpower, ambition and extraordinarily fierce determination.


Reminiscing about her it was clear to her classmates that she saw life as a competition, and one in which she intended to do better than the boys.


Hillary remained an active Young Republican and a self-proclaimed Goldwater girl, eagerly studying Barry Goldwater’s book The Conscience of a Conservative. Her Methodist pastor, Don Jones, was determined to expose his students to life on the other side of the tracks in Chicago, introducing them to children from the South Side. He took them to hear a lecture by Martin Luther King, whose assertion that ‘we now stand on the border of the Promised Land of integration’ made a considerable impact on Hillary, the more so as Don Jones took her up on the stage to shake hands with Dr King.


In her junior year at high school, she made a speech to the student body – all 5,000 of them – with impressive self-confidence. But when she ran to be student president, she lost in the first round to her male opponents.


In November 1963, she was appalled at the assassination of John Kennedy, which led her mother to admit that she had voted for him. In the 1964 election, she threw herself unsuccessfully into campaigning as a Goldwater girl.


Graduating in 1965, as an outstanding student, she was encouraged to apply to the prestigious East Coast women’s colleges of Smith and Wellesley, though to her they seemed rich, fancy and intimidating. Attending their presentations in Chicago, she was alarmed to find that the other girls seemed far more worldly than her. She chose Wellesley because of the picture of the college’s lake in the brochure.


Once she got there, initially she felt very isolated. She struggled in maths and geology and her French teacher told her that her talents lay elsewhere. Boys were not allowed in the girls’ rooms except from 2 p.m. to 5.30 p.m. on Sundays and there was a curfew at weekends. Her reaction to the fact that many of her classmates were better dressed and seemed better looking than her was to refuse to compete on those terms, wearing baggy outfits and thick glasses. Wellesley students, however, were taught that they were the ‘cream of the cream’ and that women could do anything.


Suffering at first, as she told a Chicago friend, from ‘no longer being a star’, she threw herself into every campus cause.


Elected president of the Young Republicans in her first year, her doubts were growing about the party’s policies on civil rights and the Vietnam War. She had started reading the New York Times, much to her father’s alarm. She stood down from her post with the Young Republicans, with her friend Betsy Griffith taking over from her.


By the time she was a junior, she had gone from being a Goldwater girl to an active supporter of the Democratic anti-war candidate, Eugene McCarthy. Martin Luther King’s assassination in April 1968 filled her with personal ‘grief and rage’, telling a friend, ‘I just can’t stand this any more.’ She joined a protest march in Boston, ‘agonizing about the kind of future America faced’.5 She had reached the conclusion that Wellesley was as ‘unrealistic’ as Park Ridge. The handful of black students at Wellesley were campaigning for more minority students and faculty members. Hillary by now was student president. Bobby Kennedy’s assassination in June 1968 increased her despair about events in America.


Hillary had applied for the Wellesley summer internship programme in Washington. Despite her protests, she was allocated to a Republican group reporting to Gerald Ford and Melvin Laird. She quoted to Melvin Laird, who was to become Nixon’s Secretary for Defense, Eisenhower’s concerns about US involvement in land wars in Asia. She went to the Republican convention in Miami, working for Governor Nelson Rockefeller’s team in their failed attempt to wrest the nomination from Richard Nixon, confirming in her eyes the rightward drift of the Republican Party. With Betsy Johnson, she witnessed the Chicago police violently breaking up the student demonstrations against the Vietnam War outside the Democratic Party convention in Chicago.


She returned to Wellesley for her final year and was accepted to study at law school by both Harvard and Yale. Presented to a Harvard law professor as due to choose between Harvard and its close competitor, he claimed that Harvard had no close competitors and had too many women already.


It remained for her to graduate from Wellesley. Her classmate and friend Eleanor Acheson, granddaughter of Harry Truman’s Secretary of State, decided that her class needed its own speaker at the graduation. ‘The world was not progressing as we hoped it would. We had to sound the alarm!’ The president of Wellesley reluctantly agreed. She had kept asking Hillary, as their representative, ‘What do you girls want?’ As Hillary confessed, ‘To be fair to her, most of us had no idea.’6


On graduation day, 31 May 1969, she was due to speak along with the African American senator, Edward Brooke. She was having a bad hair day, made worse by her mortar board.


Hillary began by defending the ‘indispensable task of criticising and constructive protest’. She talked about the gap between their expectations and what they had experienced over the past four years, causing them to question the reality of their pre-college lives and start asking questions about Wellesley’s policies, civil rights, women’s roles and Vietnam. She defended protest as an attempt to forge an identity and a way to come to terms with their humanness. ‘We feel that our prevailing acquisitive and competitive corporate life … is not the way of life for us.’ They were looking for something more ‘ecstatic’. She talked of the struggle to establish mutual respect between people and their fears about the future. ‘Fear is always with us, but we just don’t have time for it.’ She ended with a quote that ‘the challenge now is to practise politics as the art of making what appears to be impossible, possible.’


This self-absorbed, pretentious, narcissistic hodgepodge was sufficiently in touch with the student zeitgeist to win her a standing ovation and some attention in the national press. She featured in Life magazine and gave interviews on TV in Chicago.7 Her mother told her that opinion about her speech was divided between ‘She spoke for a generation’ and ‘Who does she think she is?’


The president of Wellesley was not impressed. After her speech, Hillary went for a last swim in the lake, leaving her clothes and glasses in a pile on the shore. When she emerged, they had been removed by security on the instructions of the president.


The desperately earnest graduate wrote to a Chicago friend: ‘I wonder who is me? I wonder if I’ll ever find her. If I did, I think we’d get on famously.’8


In the summer she worked in Alaska, washing dishes in the McKinley National Park and sliming (degutting) salmon in Valdez. During a visit to Alaska when she was First Lady, she declared that sliming fish was a good preparation for life in Washington.
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