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To my husband, Bob



CHAPTER 1

BARACK OBAMA JR.

ON AUGUST 4, 1961, A baby boy was born at kapi ‘olani Medical Center in Honolulu, Hawaii. He weighed eight pounds, two ounces. His parents, Ann and Barack, named him after his father, Barack Hussein Obama, but they called their child “Barry.”

Barack Obama Sr. was a foreign exchange student from Kenya, a country in east-central Africa. He was twenty-five years old, studying on a scholarship at the University of Hawaii. He was the very first African student at the school.

Barack was tall and charming, with a voice “like black velvet,” as his mother-in-law Madelyn Dunham described it, “with a British accent.” He had come from a poor family, herding goats as a boy. His father, of the Luo tribe, had been a domestic servant for the British colonials. Now Kenya was on the brink of gaining independence from Britain.

Barack was determined to accomplish great things, both for himself and for his country. It was a great honor for a youth from his humble background to study at American schools and earn an advanced degree in economics. But he also had a heavy responsibility to his people, and he intended to return to Kenya and help lead the country into a brighter future.

Ann Dunham was an eighteen-year-old freshman at the University of Hawaii in 1960 when she met Barack in a Russian class. A quiet but independent-minded girl, she had dark curly hair and dark eyebrows like her father’s. She read serious books about reforming society, and she eagerly spent hours in long, earnest discussions with her friends.

Ann lived with her parents, Stanley and Madelyn Dunham, in a rambling house near the university campus. Stanley was a furniture salesman, while Madelyn worked for a bank. Both Stanley and Madelyn had grown up in Kansas, but after they married, they lived in several states before settling in Hawaii.

When Ann first brought Barack home for dinner, her parents, especially Madelyn, were uneasy. They had never met anyone from Africa before. But Barack quickly won them over with his charm, and they were impressed with his brilliant mind and his confidence.

However, the Dunhams were unpleasantly surprised in February 1961, when Ann and Barack eloped to the island of Maui and came back married. Stanley and Madelyn were disappointed that Ann, so bright and inquisitive of mind, was dropping out of college after only one semester. Madelyn also feared that the cultural differences between their American daughter and this African young man were too great.

Barack’s father, Hussein Onyango Obama, who lived in Kenya, was also surprised and very upset at the news. He threatened to get Barack’s travel visa canceled, so he’d have to return to Kenya. He pointed out that Barack already had family responsibilities: a wife and two children in Kenya. Also, he warned his son, an American wife wasn’t likely to be understanding about the Kenyan custom of a man having more than one family. Furthermore, Onyango wrote Stanley Dunham a long, angry letter. As Barry’s mother told him years later, Barack’s father “didn’t want the Obama blood sullied by a white woman.”

Barack refused to obey his father, and the Dunhams accepted their daughter’s choice. For two years Barack and Ann lived with their baby in a small white house near the university campus. Then in 1963, Barack graduated from the University of Hawaii and won a scholarship to study economics at Harvard University in Massachusetts. The scholarship didn’t allow enough money to bring Ann and their son with him, but Barack felt he couldn’t pass up the chance to study at such a prestigious university. In the end, he left Hawaii for Massachusetts by himself.

Barack Sr. intended to eventually take his wife and son back to Kenya, after he had earned his PhD in economics. But Ann decided that this marriage would not work. Barack might love her and Barry, but his wife and son were not as important as his fierce ambition or his commitment to Kenya. Besides, it did matter to Ann, as Barack’s father had predicted, that Barack had a wife and children in Kenya. In January 1964, she filed for divorce.

During his first years, Barry didn’t wonder why his father was missing. Family pictures show him happily riding his tricycle or perched on a fence with his mother’s arm around him. In another picture from those days, Barry frolics in the surf with his grandfather Stanley (whom Barry called “Gramps”). A boisterous, outgoing man, Stanley was delighted to have Barry to play with and show off to friends and neighbors. Madelyn Dunham was more practical and sensible, but she too doted on their grandson. She told him to call her “Tutu,” Hawaiian for “grandmother,” and the name got shortened to “Toot.”

Barry’s mother and grandparents talked to him about his father, but they never criticized Barack Sr. to Barry. Ann especially must have felt pain and anger over the failed marriage, but she didn’t say anything to Barry about that. The worst thing she said about Barack Obama was that he was a terrible driver.

Ann told Barry that he had a wonderful father—fiercely intelligent, with a deep baritone voice and a way of commanding people’s attention. She showed him pictures of Barack Sr., a dark-skinned man with glasses. She told him his father loved him very much.

Although Barry wouldn’t realize it for many years, his mother was just as remarkable as his father. Her full name was Stanley Ann Dunham, because her father had wished for a son. Growing up, she didn’t like having a boy’s name, but feeling different from other children may have made her more independent as well.

Once, when the Dunhams were living in Texas, Ann brought a black friend home to play. That would have been fine with Ann’s parents, but the neighborhood children taunted the girls with racial slurs, driving the black girl away. Even more disturbing, the adult townspeople blamed the incident on the Dunhams. Instead of scolding their own children, they advised the Dunhams not to let Ann associate with black playmates.

When Ann was in the eighth grade, the family moved to Seattle, Washington. Stanley was offered a better job in a furniture store there, and they were all glad to leave Texas. Madelyn found a job in a bank. In 1956, the Dunhams bought a house on Mercer Island, near Seattle, so that Ann could attend the new high school there.

Ann was an idealistic and curious girl, with a mind of her own. Some of her high school friends were surprised that she didn’t feel any need to fit in with other young people. She didn’t seem to have the usual interest in dating or eventually getting married and having children.

What did interest Ann were current events and the controversial ideas set forth by her English and philosophy teachers. These teachers angered many in the community by questioning religion, the U.S. political system, and other parts of the American way of life. Some of the thought-provoking books they assigned were Vance Packard’s The Hidden Persuaders, about the power of advertising; George Orwell’s 1984, a novel about a grim future in which the countries of the world are always at war and the government controls citizens’ minds with lies and violence; and William Whyte’s The Organization Man, which described big American corporations as controlling every aspect of their employees’ lives.

Ann and her friends had long discussions on such topics after school in coffee shops. She spent much of her free time reading. She was fascinated with other cultures, and she was idealistic about how people’s lives could be improved.

Toward the end of her high school career, Ann applied to the University of Chicago and received early acceptance. The University of Chicago, with its reputation for intellectual excitement, in the middle of a big city, appealed to Ann’s sense of adventure. However, Stanley Dunham didn’t want his daughter living on her own, far away from home, at such a young age.

After Ann’s graduation from high school, in 1960, Stanley heard that a new opportunity was opening up in the furniture business in Honolulu. Always ready for a new adventure and hopeful for a better life somewhere else, he decided to move the family to Hawaii.

Ann resented her father for running her life, and she was reluctant to leave Seattle. But Hawaii wasn’t such a bad place to be: a land of warm, sandy beaches and transparent blue water, of steep rain forest–covered hills with waterfalls and ginger flowers. Also, in Hawaii, Ann encountered people with an interesting mix of backgrounds: Japanese, Filipino, Polynesian. Ann enrolled in the University of Hawaii to study anthropology. She soon fell in with a group of students who shared her interest in politics and world affairs. One of them—the one with the most forceful, confident opinions—was Barack Obama.

After divorcing Barack in 1964, Ann went back to school at the University of Hawaii. She had no money, but she got by with food stamps and with her parents’ help. While Ann was in class, Barry’s grandparents took care of him.

Ann soon met another foreign exchange student she liked very much, an Indonesian man named Lolo Soetoro. Indonesia, like Kenya, was a recently independent country. Lolo’s father and brother had both died in the struggle against the Dutch colonialists, and the Dutch army had burned their house. Lolo was proud of his country and wanted to contribute to building a better Indonesia. He planned to teach at the university when he returned to Jakarta, the capital city.

Having a much more easygoing personality than Barack Sr., Lolo got along well with the Dunhams. He enjoyed tussling with young Barry and playing chess with Stanley. Lolo wanted to remain in Hawaii until he finished his studies, but Indonesia in the mid-1960s was a country in turmoil.

President Sukarno had ruled Indonesia since the declaration of independence in 1945, but there was increasing unrest against his government. In 1965 the army led a violent anti-communist purge in which hundreds of thousands died. In 1966, Lolo was ordered back to Indonesia to serve in the army. He and Ann decided to marry before he left, with the plan that she and Barry would join him several months later.

Stanley was excited for Ann and Barry, moving to a place more exotic than Hawaii, with tigers and monsoons. Madelyn was worried that the country might not be safe for them, because of the political upheaval. Ann and Barry needed to get shots and passports, since they’d never left the United States before. In 1967 they boarded a plane to fly first to Japan and then to Jakarta, Indonesia, about a third of the way around the globe from Hawaii.



CHAPTER 2

INDONESIA

BOTH HAWAII AND INDONESIA ARE tropical archipelagoes, or chains of islands, but there the resemblance ends. Indonesia, including the principal islands of Java, Borneo, Sumatra, and Bali, is a hundred times greater in land area than Hawaii. At the time Barry and his family lived in Indonesia, its population was well over 100 million, while Hawaii’s population was around 700,000. Even the weather is different. In Honolulu, although the temperature is usually very warm, the constant trade winds make it feel comfortable. Jakarta, lying right near the equator, is extremely hot and steamy.

Six-year-old Barry Obama and his mother were thrilled with the adventure of living in an entirely strange place. As Lolo drove them home from the airport the first day, he pointed out a towering statue of Hanuman the monkey god. At Lolo’s house Barry found baby crocodiles in the backyard, as well as an ape, specially bought as a pet for Barry. Birds of paradise, trailing extravagant plumage, perched in the trees. There were also chickens in the backyard—and one of them, Barry was astounded to learn, would be slaughtered for their dinner.

The Indonesian language was incomprehensible to Barry at first, and he didn’t know anyone except his mother and stepfather. However, Lolo’s relatives were warm and welcoming to his American wife and stepson. In the neighborhood, Barry set out to make friends. Perching on the garden wall, he flapped his arms and cawed like a crow to make the other children laugh.

Soon Barry was kicking a soccer ball around with the other children. There was no end of exciting things to do: playing in rice paddies, riding on water buffalo, flying kites in fierce contests. He learned to eat unfamiliar things like tofu and tempeh, spiced with hot peppers. He learned to expect the teachers at his new school to lash him with a bamboo switch if he misbehaved. Lolo, a caring stepfather, taught Barry how to defend himself if another boy picked a fight.

One of the strangest things about Indonesia, for both Ann and Barry, was the poverty. Although Lolo’s house had no electricity, it was a comfortable white stucco house with a red tiled roof. But many of their neighbors lived in bamboo huts. The neighboring farmers might lose their whole year’s crop if there was a drought, and they were helpless against severe floods.

And then there were hordes of beggars: homeless, jobless, orphaned, blind, deformed, or with hideous diseases like leprosy. Ann was so tenderhearted that her eyes filled with tears and her chin trembled at the sight of these truly destitute people. She wanted to help everyone who came to the door and asked for money.

But Lolo had a different attitude. He told Barry that life was hard, and that was just the way it was. He gave hints about what he had endured the year that General Suharto’s government yanked him away from his studies in Hawaii and sent him into the swamps of New Guinea to fight the communist rebels. He showed Barry the scars on his legs where he’d dug leeches out with a hot knife.

It was impractical, Lolo explained, to try to help everyone who needed help. It was hard enough just to take care of yourself and your family. Lolo was lucky to be educated and have a job, working for the army as a geologist. He intended to get a better job and move up in the world.

Lolo was Muslim, although not very devout. He sometimes went to the mosque to pray, and once in a long while he took Barry with him. Islam, as many Indonesians practiced it, included elements of Hinduism, such as the monkey god Hanuman, as well as bits of the religion of the original Indonesian tribes. Everyone in Lolo’s neighborhood was Muslim, but Ann and Lolo sent Barry to a Catholic school, Franciscus Assisi Primary School. All the children there, including Barry, were expected to take part in the daily Catholic prayers, although it was merely a rote exercise to Barry.

At school, as in his neighborhood, Barry didn’t see anyone who looked like him. This was different from Hawaii, where the population was a mix of various ethnic groups: the Polynesians who first settled the islands, the white Europeans who arrived in the eighteenth century, the Asians who began immigrating there in the nineteenth century, and many other groups who’d arrived since. Here all the children were short, slight Indonesians—except for tall, husky Barry. His skin was darker than theirs, and his hair was curly rather than straight.

Barry had to work to learn the new language, and he was sometimes teased for being a foreigner and different-looking. Once a friend tricked him into eating a piece of shrimp paste, telling him it was chocolate. At least Barry knew the Indonesian word for this situation. “Curang, curang!” he shouted at the other boy, spitting out the shrimp paste. “Cheater, cheater!”

But Barry, a cheerful and outgoing boy, wasn’t discouraged by the teasing. He was naturally kind, protecting smaller children and helping up anyone who fell down. His first-grade teacher, Israella Darmawan, noticed how bright he was, and how the other children tended to follow his lead.

Meanwhile, Ann took a job as an English teacher at the U.S. embassy in Jakarta. She was already tutoring Barry in English, waking him up early to study before school every morning. While Ann wanted Barry to adapt to Indonesia, she didn’t want him to lose ground in his native language.

In 1970, Ann gave birth to a daughter, Maya Kassandra Soetoro. She taught Maya from an early age, as she had Barry, that everyone was the same under the skin. All people had the right to be respected. Maya’s doll collection looked “like the United Nations,” as she said later. There was a black doll, an Inuit doll, a Dutch doll.

Barry’s mother coached him to be proud of his own special identity. She taught him about Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and the civil rights movement and about Supreme Court Justice Thurgood Marshall and the historic changes in U.S. laws about race. She played Mahalia Jackson’s gospel music for him.

She also taught him that his African father was a man of high ideals. Barack Sr. had grown up poor, but he would never go along with a corrupt system just because it was the practical thing to do. Barry was like his father, she told him, and she was sure he would follow his father’s example.

From his mother Barry got the impression that being part black was something to be proud of. However, when he was around nine years old, he came across a magazine article that disturbed him deeply.

It was about an American black man who had tried to lighten his skin with a “miracle” cream. Pictures in the article showed how the chemicals had left his skin patchy and disfigured. It was horrible that the treatment had turned out badly, but it seemed even worse to Barry that the man had wanted so desperately to be white. Barry didn’t talk to anyone about this, but it started him thinking.

Lolo was now working for Mobil Oil as a government relations consultant, a well-paying job. In 1970 he was able to buy a house in a better neighborhood, where the streets were paved and the houses were securely walled off from beggars and thieves. Barry had now studied at the Catholic school for three years, but after the family moved he began attending a government-run school.

This school, State Elementary School Menteng 1, offered religious instruction once a week. Barry was registered as Muslim, because his stepfather was considered Muslim, so he attended the Muslim class. He sometimes made faces during the study of the Koran, which meant no more to him than the prayers at his Catholic school had. When his teacher complained to his mother, Ann explained to Barry that he should be respectful of others’ beliefs and behave himself during religion class. Ann wasn’t at all religious, but she thought it was good for children to be exposed to different faiths.

Outside religion classes, the government school encouraged the children to celebrate the holidays of other religions as well as Islam. They put up decorations for both Christmas and Eid al-Adha, an Islamic holiday. Unlike the custom at traditional Muslim schools, the boys and girls were not separated, and the girls did not wear head scarves. Many of the women teachers wore Western-style clothes such as sleeveless dresses.

Barry’s new school was supposed to be one of the best in Jakarta, but Ann was dissatisfied with the education he was getting. She was afraid her early morning English lessons with Barry wouldn’t make up for second-rate schooling. Barry seemed to be spending too much of the school day sitting in the back of the classroom drawing superheroes, like Batman and Spider-Man. Ann worried more and more about the limited opportunities he would have if he stayed in Indonesia.

Then there was the time Barry came home with a long, deep gash in his arm. Playing on a mud slide with a friend, he’d ripped his arm open on a barbed-wire fence. Barry wasn’t worried about the injury, and neither was his stepfather, but Ann borrowed a car and rushed Barry to the hospital. Even the two doctors at the hospital weren’t very concerned. They finished their game of dominoes before sewing Barry’s wound up with twenty stitches. The incident caused Ann to realize that her son might not receive proper medical care in this country.

She was concerned about Barry’s values, too. In Jakarta, corruption and going along with the unfair system were facts of life. When she and Barry first arrived at the Jakarta airport, Lolo bribed the customs guards so that they didn’t have to wait in the long lines. When the tax officials came to inspect Lolo’s house, he hid the refrigerator so that it wouldn’t be counted on his tax bill.

Everyone in Indonesia did their best to get around inconvenient rules, but Ann didn’t want Barry’s character formed by such attitudes. She wanted him to value honesty, fairness, and independent judgment, as her parents had taught her. A hard life wasn’t an excuse for low standards. Look at Barack Obama Sr., who came from a poor, uneducated family but still dedicated his life to working for the benefit of the Kenyan people.

Some of Ann’s teachings must have rubbed off on Barry. His third-grade teacher, Fermina Sinaga, later remembered an essay he wrote about what he wanted to be when he grew up. “He wanted to be president,” she said. “He didn’t say what country he wanted to be president of. But he wanted to make everybody happy.”

In the summer of 1970, Barry flew back to Hawaii to spend his vacation with his grandparents. They, too, were concerned about Barry’s education, and they took him to interview at Punahou School, a prestigious private school in Honolulu. In the summer of 1971, Ann sent Barry back to Hawaii to begin attending Punahou in the fall. For the time being, he would live with his grandparents.

As for Ann, she promised to join Barry within a year, maybe by Christmas. Ann was disappointed in Lolo. When she fell in love with him in Hawaii, he’d had high ideals about a life of service to the Indonesian people. She had thought they would work together to improve his country. But he had given up his ideals, while she felt more and more deeply for the poor people of Indonesia. Ann and Lolo had drifted apart, and this marriage, too, would soon end.



CHAPTER 3

BACK TO HAWAII

BARRY’S GRANDPARENTS MADELYN AND STANLEY had begun their marriage with an elopement, just as his mother and father had done. Madelyn’s parents were conventional, respectable citizens of Augusta, Kansas, and Stanley Dunham was an adventurous young man from El Dorado with a salesman’s charm and a bad reputation. Madelyn’s parents had disapproved of him even more than the Dunhams later disapproved of the African graduate student Barack Obama. So Stanley and Madelyn had gotten married secretly, a few weeks before Madelyn graduated from high school in 1940.

Ann, the Dunhams’ only child, had been born in Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, in 1942, during World War II. Stanley Dunham was in the army at the time, and he was shipped off to France to fight under General Patton. Madelyn worked at the Boeing aircraft plant in Wichita.

After the end of World War II in 1945, the Dunhams moved around the country: California, Texas, Kansas, and the state of Washington. Madelyn and Stanley weren’t especially aware of the racial discrimination that was common everywhere in the United States at that time. However, they believed in being polite and considerate to everyone, and they were appalled at the harsh racial segregation they found in Texas.

When Madelyn spoke politely to the black janitor at the bank where she worked, a fellow employee scolded her sharply for doing so. At the store where Stanley sold furniture, the other salesmen explained to him that African-Americans and Mexicans were not allowed in the store during regular hours. They could buy furniture, but they had to look at it after hours, when there were no white customers in the store.

When the Dunhams finally settled in Hawaii in 1960, they appreciated the multicultural way of life in the islands. In Hawaii, whites had always been in the minority, and many in the population were of mixed race. The Dunhams shopped at a neighborhood market run by a Japanese American; they were invited over for poi and roast pig by native Hawaiian fellow employees of Stanley’s; Stanley played checkers in the park with old Filipino men.

In 1971, when Barry returned from Indonesia to attend school in Honolulu, Stanley and Madelyn Dunham were eager to do everything they could for their grandson. Stanley’s employer, a Punahou School alumnus, had helped by recommending Barry for admission. The school accepted Barry and gave him a partial scholarship, but his family had to pay the rest of his tuition.

Ann, in the process of separating from Lolo, had no money to spare. Barry’s grandparents didn’t have much more. They moved from their large house near the University of Hawaii campus to a two-bedroom apartment. Stanley Dunham now worked as a life insurance salesman, a job he disliked and didn’t do well at. Fortunately, Madelyn had been promoted to vice president at the Bank of Hawaii, so she could manage to pay the balance of Barry’s tuition fees.

Stanley and Madelyn Dunham were proud that Barry was attending Punahou, a high-ranking college-preparatory school founded in 1841. Besides its academic excellence, Punahou boasted a beautiful, secluded campus, with several acres of broad lawns and shady paths. Green hills overlooked the classroom buildings, theaters, tennis courts, and swimming pools.

After four years in Indonesia, Barry felt like an outsider at first. His classmates all knew one another, having attended Punahou since kindergarten. Barry seemed to be wearing the wrong clothes, and his classmates played football—the soccer he’d played in Indonesia wouldn’t become a popular sport in the United States for years. The other students came mainly from well-to-do families. While Barry and his grandparents lived in a nondescript concrete high-rise apartment building, most of his classmates lived in spacious houses with backyard swimming pools.

At the age of six, the last time Barry had lived in Honolulu, he’d felt perfectly comfortable as part of Hawaii’s ethnic melting pot. His grandfather Stanley used to tease tourists on the beach by telling them with a straight face that Barry was the great-grandson of the Hawaiian king Kamehameha. He thought it was a great joke when they solemnly took a picture of the boy playing in the sand to paste in their photo albums back home.

But now ten-year-old Barry was more aware of racial differences and discrimination. He began to notice that there weren’t many African-Americans in Hawaii. In Barry’s fifth-grade class, there was only one other black child, a girl. A few of the students at Punahou were of Asian heritage, but most of them were white.

During Barry’s first semester, his mother did join him in Honolulu as she’d promised. But much more momentous, Barry learned that he was going to meet a man he’d been hearing about for years: his own father. Barack Sr. was coming to Hawaii for a month at Christmastime 1971 to visit his American son. The Dunhams arranged for him to stay in an apartment in their building.

Barry had last seen Barack Obama Sr. when he was two years old, too young to remember. He knew he was supposed to be delighted about seeing his father, but instead he felt confused and resentful. He learned that his father had married again for the third time and had six other children—five boys and a girl—in Kenya.

Over the years Ann had worked hard to build up the bond between Barry and his father. Ann had written many letters to Barack about Barry, and she’d always praised her ex-husband to Barry. Stanley, too, had talked about Barry’s father as a supremely confident, commanding man.

Now Ann assured Barry that he and his father would be “great friends,” and she tried to prepare him for the visit with information about Kenya. The country had gained independence from British rule in 1963, under the leadership of Jomo Kenyatta, who was still the president in 1971. Kenya was a mixture of many different ethnic groups. While Jomo Kenyatta was from the Kikuyu tribe, Barack Sr. was from the Luo tribe. The Luo had come to Kenya several hundred years earlier from the Nile River region.

Barry didn’t pay close attention, but he got the impression that his father’s tribe had originally come from ancient Egypt. That sounded exciting, and at first he was eager to learn more about the Luo. But then Barry read in a library book that the Luo were cattle-herders who lived in mud huts. This was nothing like the pyramids and chariots he’d hoped for. Ashamed, he didn’t want to know any more.

When Barack Sr. finally arrived in Honolulu, Barry still felt confused. His father was tall and very thin. He walked with a cane, because he was recovering from a car accident. As the visit went on, Barry still felt uncomfortable around his father and found it hard to talk to him. They were strangers.

Barry did notice how his mother and grandparents responded to Barack. Something magnetic about him seemed to liven up the air when he was in the room. At first, the four adults enjoyed one another’s company, and everyone got along. But after a few weeks, tensions built up.

One evening Barry started to watch a children’s Christmas special on TV, How the Grinch Stole Christmas! Barack Sr. ordered him to turn the TV off and study instead. Barry’s father assumed he had the authority to give such commands, but his mother and grandmother protested. The adults began to argue bitterly, no longer trying to be polite, while Barry listened from the other room.

Barack accused Barry’s grandparents of spoiling him. Stanley was indignant that Barack would try to take charge in his house. Madelyn thought her ex-son-in-law had some nerve to come there and give orders, when he’d left Ann and their little son to fend for themselves eight years ago. (She didn’t add that she worked full-time at the bank, and she was tired of waiting on Barack.) Ann, who wanted everyone to love and understand one another, reproached Barack for being too tough with Barry, and her parents for never changing.

After this scene, Barry just wanted his father to leave so that he and his mother and grandparents could return to their peaceful life. But then Barry’s teacher invited Barack Sr. to come to Punahou and talk to the fifth graders about Kenya. At first Barry dreaded the visit. Besides the fact that he felt uncomfortable around his father, he was afraid Barack Sr. wouldn’t measure up to the heroic reputation Barry had created for him. Barry had made the mistake of bragging to his classmates that his father was an African prince, and now the truth about the mud huts would come out.

However, on the day that Barack Sr. spoke to the students at Punahou, Barry was proud. His classmates were impressed with his tall father, looking dignified in his blue blazer. Barack spoke to them in his deep, velvety voice of Kenyan legends and of how Kenya gained its independence from British rule. They listened, mesmerized. By the end of the presentation, Barry was smiling.

At Christmas, Barry gave his father a tie, and his father gave him a basketball. And then before he left, Barack Sr. gave his son one last present: a recording of African music. Even better, Barack played the record for Barry and showed him how to dance like a Luo.

•  •  •

When Ann returned to Hawaii to live, she brought Barry’s half-sister Maya with her.

She had left Lolo Soetoro, although she would remain on friendly terms with him, as she had with Barry’s father. She applied for student grants so that she could go back to school at the University of Hawaii and support her children. Ann planned to become an anthropologist, a social scientist who studies different cultures. She already knew she wanted to work in Indonesia, which contained a fascinating array of cultures. Some three hundred separate languages were spoken throughout the country.
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