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In Memoriam

			This book is dedicated to the memory of Linda Tripp Rausch. Her sudden, swift, and too-soon passing left a hole in the hearts of many. It was her enormous courage and love of country that led her to tell the truth about two of the most corrupt politicians in our nation’s history. Knowing she would be vilified from coast to coast by the protectors and enablers of these two extremely flawed people, she held forth and did America a great service. A book dedication and simple thank-you hardly seem adequate. 

			Rest in peace, heroic soul. 

			 

			





Prologue
 by Linda Tripp

			This writing journey began as a personal journal more than ten years ago, eighteen years after I first met Bill and Hillary Clinton and fourteen years after the hurricane that was “The Clinton-Lewinsky Scandal.” As the years passed, it also became more difficult to ignore the aging process. As hurtful as the media portrayal of me was, I always thought one day I would have the courage to correct the record. That day was a nebulous “someday” and something I didn’t have to think about “now.” 

			But “now” had suddenly arrived, and I began to think I was running out of time to tell the story from the perspective of someone who had been there. Most of what has been told, and specifically what has been written, has been by those whose real agenda was to continue as Clinton loyalists, always providing yet more cover for them. These self-proclaimed journalists were not in the Clinton White House and have universally gotten it wrong. 

			Some say I am the most notorious woman of all time. I knew that my family, principally my grandchildren, deserved to learn the truth as I had lived it before it was too late. A journal seemed to be the best solution. So, several years ago, I began to write. That journey would be a long one, with twists and turns, starts and stops, but in the end, it resulted in this book.

			My comfort zone had always involved burying things I wanted to forget. I was extraordinarily good at compartmentalizing unpleasant memories and putting them in boxes. Out of sight, out of mind. But that is selfish, because this story is not about me. It is not even about Monica Lewinsky. Not really. It is about two of the most corrupt political operatives to ever grace the international stage. It is a story that needs to be told. 

			Slowly, my reticence began to change. There were instances over time that began to prompt me to take my head out of the sand. There were the countless retrospectives of that time. All seemed superficial; all seemed lacking. It all felt wrong. The continuing shenanigans of the Clintons are reminiscent of that which had come so many years before, notably during Hillary’s run for the White House. Twice. Except for a few op-eds, I hadn’t warned anyone. Added to that, I found myself feeling guilty that I had never spoken up. But it was not just the civil servant side of me that felt guilty. The personal side was worse.

			Several instances happened in quick succession that prompted me to begin writing. There was the time my nephew, then in high school, told me that his Aunt Deed—as he called me—had been a topic of discussion in his social studies class. His confusion about this and his questions bothered me. His father, my brother-in-law, would often joke: “When are you going to write that book so I can finally know what really went on?” And the worst was when my eldest granddaughter came home from school one day many years ago saying, “Omi, I didn’t know you were famous. Were you a bad person?” I was at a loss for how to respond to this sweet six-year-old. She is now fourteen and deserves answers. And, not to sound too full of myself, so do the American people. History deserves perspective. 

			From the beginning, I had always had the full, unquestioned, and unwavering support of my amazing family and my closest friends. Yet during this ordeal, we never fully discussed what had happened, why it had happened, or why I had taken the extraordinary steps that I did. They simply stood by my side, knowing I would have done something so dramatic only for what I considered to be valid reasons. A part of me felt I owed this to them.

			No one knew better than me the way I had been depicted in the media. And, as they say, the press drafts history; the books cement it for posterity. Often, truth is the accidental casualty.

			And there were so many books—all written from an outsider’s point of view, unfailingly from a political perspective, all by bystanders to history who chose to malign me as an avarice-driven political hack with a political agenda. My silence over those many years had allowed all of them—Jeffrey Toobin in A Vast Conspiracy, Michael Isikoff in Uncovering Clinton, and Sydney Blumenthal in The Clinton Wars, to name just a few—to define me. And in doing so, they framed the dialogue from their point of view while I stood silent.

			These very same people had loudly and repeatedly accused me on national TV of being motivated by the desire to write a book. In that relatively new twenty-four-hour news cycle, it was a veritable cacophony, all asserting knowledgeably and in lockstep that I did what I had done motivated by greed. If you knew anything about me at that time, you would have thought from the repeated claims derisively alleging “it was all about a book deal” that I chose to turn the world upside down to sell books. Many of these same Clinton loyalists and protectors, within a year, wrote bestsellers. Apparently, the irony and hypocrisy were lost on them.

			With all of this in mind, I began the laborious effort of writing a journal. One day, in the distant future, this would provide my family answers to all the questions, asked and unasked. They would finally have a level of understanding I had never provided before. 

			So, I wrote. And, as I revisited this painful time, I found myself bombarded with memories. Events long buried began to surface, and as I faced them all for the first time in so many years, I slowly began to realize that what I had lived, and what I had to say, was important.

			My best friend, who lived this entire ordeal with me, had for decades encouraged me to write a book. It had never been an option. I told her of my decision to write the journal and, despite her urging, I assured her it would remain just that. 

			Slowly as my journal progressed, as I said, the memories flooded back. And once I found myself back in l993, I couldn’t stop. My journal began to look more and more like a book I would like to read. I did nothing about it, but it was at this point that my journal began to be far more detailed. 

			A book. Could I do this after all? I had the vague and unarticulated sense that this was meant to be. As always, my trepidation surfaced, knowing that the very facts, as melodramatic as they were, could be construed as unadulterated Clinton bashing. That so many years after the fact, everything would still be seen through a political lens. That what I wrote could be considered questionable or perceived as vindictive or vengeful, inadvertently giving credence to those who said all those years ago that my agenda was political. If so, the obvious question to put to my critics would be: “Why did she wait so long?” 

			I plodded on, knowing that the incendiary facts would be challenged simply because of who I am, but also knowing there were those who would believe what I had to say. 

			The actual writing served as a catharsis of sorts, but in the back of my mind I felt myself in the middle of a real-life push-pull. As the journal morphed into something much more, the old fears began to overtake me. Other than my best friend for more than thirty-five years, I told no one. If no one knew, it did not exist.

			There was a selfish concern too. My dear husband and I had made a wonderful life for ourselves over the many previous years. We’d been together for twenty years. We cherished our simple lives, treasured our privacy and anonymity, made possible by the slow-paced area in which we chose to live. We were surrounded by our grandkids and our horse farm and the normalcy that a consistent low-profile life afforded us. We were richly blessed and knew it. I didn’t want to do anything that might jeopardize our idyllic lives.

			As I wrote my journal, now a bona fide manuscript, I was overcome by all the old fears. Fear of the bullying that would surely ensue, and fear for the physical safety of myself and my family. In looking for ways to justify the cowardly decision to abandon the whole thing, I rationalized that as politically radioactive as I had been, it was unlikely that any publishing house would touch me anyway. As is true in most of academia, publishing houses tend to be a part of the liberal establishment. I was the enemy. 

			As much as I believed mine was an important accounting of events back then, remaining silent seemed the wiser solution. After a great deal of pondering, I made my decision: I shelved the idea. The journal would be there for my family one day. A book would not. 

			Until now, ten years later. As with many small things in life, a serendipitous occurrence triggered a series of events that resulted in what you are reading today. 

			I had come to know an author whose work I admired greatly. His fast-paced works of fiction enthralled me. I was introduced to him through a dear friend. She convinced him to send me one book in particular. It is titled Political Justice, and I was captivated by it. I could not put it down. In fact, my interest was so piqued after reading Political Justice, I was prompted to read all the author’s excellent legal mystery/courtroom dramas, leaving me much like his thousands of admirers, enthusiastically and eagerly awaiting the next book. The author is the very talented Dennis Carstens, who has written eleven great works of fiction, and he encouraged me to write this book. He thought it was an important historical work that needed to be told, and he showed me how to do it. 

			Self-publishing had never occurred to me. But when it did, all at once everything seemed possible. A liberating sense of freedom followed. I would no longer be beholden to those who would silence me. My voice would finally be heard. I would not need the services of publishers whose disinterest I felt was guaranteed. And my lingering fears, while never completely gone, at least took a backseat to the euphoria of being able to share my unique journey with others. 

			Dennis Carstens would prove to be invaluable, and he worked with me hand in hand to weave what had begun as a journal—all my written memories—into a cohesive story line. Without the input of the immensely talented Dennis, none of this would ever have seen the light of day. I am enormously grateful to him.

			I invite you, from the safety of your own lives, to come along on my journey.

			 

			





Impressions
 by Dennis Carstens

			Please allow for a brief introduction of myself. I am a retired lawyer and the author of a series of ten legal mystery/courtroom dramas available on Amazon. A friend of Linda Tripp’s is a fan of my writing and emailed me with a request. She asked me if I remembered who Linda Tripp was, and would I mind sending Linda a specific copy of one of my books, Political Justice? Of course, I remembered Linda and gladly sent her a copy. Linda mentions more about this in her introductory chapter in this book. A couple of weeks later I received an email from Linda, and she could not have been more complimentary about the book she had read. In short, this is how we connected and how we came to collaborate on her story. 

			I remembered Linda’s becoming almost a household name during the scandal that led to the impeachment of a president of the United States for only the second time in the nation’s history. At the time, being a lawyer, I understood that perjury, subornation of perjury, and obstruction of justice are serious felonies. These charges are “high crimes and misdemeanors” required by the Constitution for impeachment. Also, abuse of power, if bad enough, can be an impeachable offense if the House so decides. The Senate Democrats ignored this rather obvious truth on behalf of one of theirs.

			First, an uncomfortable confession. I voted for Bill Clinton twice. First in ’92, because I thought it was time for a postwar president and a new generation, my generation, to take over. “Thank you for your service; now go out to pasture, you World War II pols.” I voted for him again in ’96 because the country was at peace and prospering. Had I known then what so many others have come to know about the sleaze in which the Clintons and their support group wallow, I would have gladly given my parents’ generation at least another four years. 

			Bill Clinton was impeached for committing these crimes and was guilty as charged, but the Senate Democrats voted not to remove him from office. Clinton’s defense lawyers, as was their job, were able to convince the Senate Democrats and most of the nation that the case against President Clinton was only about an extramarital affair. “If it is okay with Hillary, why should you care?”

			Most of us have seen and heard, over the past twenty years, who Bill and Hillary are and what they are truly about. If you still do not know or refuse to believe it, they are about two things only: power and money, and they are capable of just about anything to obtain both. And that is from the picture of them they have allowed us to see in public. Behind the scenes, they are so very much worse. For starters, to call the Clintons users of people is analogous to saying the ocean has water in it. Users of people are minimally who they are.

			Let’s be blunt about these two. The Clintons’ motto should be: “Why tell the truth when a perfectly good lie will work just fine?” For years I have watched in wonder how so many people refuse to believe this about them, even when they are so obviously, blatantly lying. They look into the cameras and treat us all with absolute contempt. What they are actually saying is, “You idiots are so far beneath us that lying so boldly to you is what you deserve, and we know that enough of you will still believe us.” 

			Then there are those people, many of whom are lawyers—and, as such, officers of the court—who have themselves lied on the Clintons’ behalf even under oath, which is perjury. They have lied to cover up crimes and reprehensible behavior, scandals, multiple instances of sexual abuse of women, and on and on. Then these people are tossed aside like a used napkin when they are no longer of use to the Clintons, especially to Hillary. I see some of these people on TV talk shows who still believe that the Clintons are their friends. Cult members who are starry-eyed and talking as if their puppy dog loyalty to the Clintons is reciprocated. I just shake my head in wonder at the naïveté of such people. What do these two have that makes so many people want to throw themselves at their feet, wrap their arms around the Clintons’ ankles, and whimper like puppies? I simply do not get it.

			Take an objective look at Hillary’s behavior during and after the election campaign of 2016. When asked during a debate with Donald Trump if they would both accept the results of the election, Hillary literally laughed at the very idea that she would not accept the results. “Of course I will,” she boldly declared. Then when the results were in and Donald Trump had won, Hillary accepted the results with an amazing display of grace, dignity, and class in an effort to help heal the nation and allow us all to move on. Isn’t that what she did? Maybe not. 

			Hillary has spent the entire time since the election allowing the façade to come down and letting everyone get a good look at the real Hillary Rodham Clinton, the behind-closed-doors Hillary. The angry, bitter, mean, vindictive, malicious, nasty, entitled, small, tiny, petty person that she is. No, I did not get carried away with that description. There are any number of worse things to truthfully say about her.

			During my time working with Linda Tripp as she told her story, I received an almost horrifying insider’s view of whom Bill and Hillary Clinton truly are. The impressions I came away with are of two deeply flawed people who somehow have been able to demand and receive total fealty from so many who should have known better. Here’s a question that needs to be answered: how did these two find each other? On an entire planet filled with billions of men and women, how is it that these two managed to run into each other and team up like this? The dark stars must have aligned for this. It is almost too weird for fiction, let alone reality. 

			In contributing to the writing of this book, I worked with Linda exclusively using a journal she was writing for her family. She had literally hundreds of pages of the behavior of the Clintons that could have and should have gone in here. Most of it would have been disgusting to a rational adult but would have been akin to bombing the rubble. Instead, we decided to go with the highlights to keep the book from being repetitive, long, and possibly a little boring. We decided to stay with the main items that were criminal sexual abuse and that unmasked these two hypocrites. 

			I fully understand that this is only my layman’s opinion, but I find Bill Clinton to be an exceptionally weak man. Charming to women and men alike and an excellent politician (is that a compliment?), but incapable of controlling himself and his basest instincts. A man who became the most powerful person on the planet, yet a man who would cower like a little boy who nervously had to pee while being ripped to shreds by his control-freak wife. And this would occur on an almost-daily basis. He was powerless in front of a woman who would, with a vile, foul mouth, dress him down in front of others with language that could shock a sailor six months at sea.

			There is also Bill’s political ideology or, more accurately, his lack of any. He has been praised as a president able to compromise for the betterment of the country. To work with Republicans to solve problems. Compromise? How could he not compromise? Without any true political beliefs, there was no reason for him not to compromise. I believe the only reasons Bill is a Democrat were to help win elections in Arkansas and because Hillary is a true-believer Democrat. I do not think running as a Republican would have made one bit of difference to him if being a Republican was what he needed to be to win and obtain power.

			Willing to compromise? I found a man so beaten down that he had trouble standing up to almost anyone face-to-face. Bill Clinton would be pitiful if he were not also a sexual predator. But for his political achievements, and if the Clintons were held to the same standards as the great unwashed deplorables they clearly despise, Bill Clinton would be a registered sex offender. 

			As for Hillary, where to begin? Before I get started, let me be clear about something. I am a lawyer by training and education, and have become a decent writer. I am not a psychiatrist or psychologist, nor have I ever played one on TV. I have never met Hillary Clinton or in any way interviewed and/or counseled her for a mental illness. I am a layman, and any diagnosis of mine is strictly my layman’s opinion. Except the evidence is almost beyond a reasonable doubt.

			Given all of the behind-the-scenes accounts of her behavior (available more than ever since November 2016), the “us versus them” paranoia, the unreciprocated demand of absolute loyalty, and the public Dr. Jekyll and private Mr. Hyde faces, Hillary Clinton is, I believe, an undiagnosed paranoid schizophrenic. The woman is likely mentally ill. I do not mean that flippantly. I mean it sincerely. I believe she needs serious psychiatric care. 

			Doubt it? As just one little example—there are an almost endless supply of them—when she habitually claimed there was a “vast right-wing conspiracy” out to get her and Bill, most rational adults chocked this silliness up to be political posturing. It was not. Hillary Clinton believed it in the beginning, and she believes it is still out there preventing her from becoming president. Has she ever taken any real responsibility for the election loss? Or for anything else? 

			This is, again, an amateur’s opinion, but again, the symptoms are clear and obvious. Hillary is also, likely, a pure sociopath. There does not seem to be a single authentic particle in this woman. None. She has no human empathy or concern for anyone but herself and what she wants. You do not have to be a licensed shrink to see it. Hillary wears her unconcern, in most cases absolute disdain, for others almost with pride. This also explains how she can so seamlessly shift from threatening women her husband has sexually abused to proclaiming herself to be the worldwide champion of women. And worst of all, she believes it.

			There is also her reckless attitude toward the nation’s security. I am a veteran of the U.S. Air Force. During my time in the Air Force, for almost three years of it, I was assigned to the Operations Center of the National Security Agency. The 24/7, 365-days-a-year, “We never sleep” frontline monitor of America’s enemies. I held the highest security clearance the nation had. Everything that went on in that room had the highest top secret classification there was. I tell you this so you know I have very real experience dealing with classified material. 

			There absolutely was a cover-up of Hillary’s too-numerous-to-count crimes involving her handling of classified material. No question about it. 

			Hillary tried to claim that she did not know that material she had disseminated was classified. That is such a blatant lie that it is insulting. Everything a secretary of state does in the capacity of secretary of state is classified, and she knows that. It is basic security. She also tried to make us believe that she did not know it was forbidden for her to use a private server for government business. Nonsense. Another blatant and insulting lie. Another moment when she looked into the camera and lied. If she had a molecule of honesty in her, she would have proclaimed: “I have so much contempt for all of you, I believe I can tell you anything and you will believe it.” Sadly, many people did believe her lies and still do. The real Hillary simply does not care. If she had to make a choice between protecting the nation’s secrets and facilitating her personal convenience, she would always choose her convenience.

			During the campaign of 2016, occasionally she would stoop to allow one of the deplorables to ask her a question. Rarely, but it did happen. I remember one in particular. A young woman had the temerity to ask Hillary if she thought she might be indicted. Hillary literally laughed at the suggestion before confidently proclaiming, “No.” I found it interesting she did not declare her innocence. She simply knew she would not be indicted. How did she know? How else could she know? She had been told this by the Obama people—likely Barack Obama himself.

			Of course, there was far worse to come. There would be more cover-ups of Hillary’s crimes by the Obama administration and deep-state corruption machine. They blatantly covered for her and wrote her exoneration before the investigation was done. Then, once again, she looked at the American people with such obvious contempt and virtually admitted that the law does not apply to the politically connected. 

			We all remember James Comey in July 2016 on TV going through a partial list of Hillary’s crimes regarding her handling of classified material. Almost everyone believed that Comey was going to at least recommend putting the case to a grand jury. Instead, the sanctimonious Comey let her off the hook by claiming she did not have intent. My chin hit the floor. It seems Comey has never bothered to attend a security briefing, and he certainly does not know the law. Or he was scamming us as part of the cover-up conspiracy, which is likely what was going on.

			The act of transmitting classified material by means of an unsecured mode of communication is, in and of itself, sufficient to show intent to do so. Allow me to repeat that to be clear. Simply sending classified material by use of an unsecure device is sufficient, by itself, to show the requisite intent to transmit classified material by an unsecure means. Especially when you do it the hundreds of times that we knew of for sure she did. How many tens of thousands more times did she do it and then obstruct justice by scrubbing her server to cover it up? Do it once and it may be an accident. Do it again and you should be gone. Period. 

			Then there is the security of her basement server itself. Any one of millions of bored teenagers could have hacked their way into Hillary’s server. Given Obama’s terrible lack of foreign policy success, is it a stretch to think that Russia, China, Iran, and many others tapped Hillary’s server and knew our position on any number of issues? And further, that they then used that information to make Obama look like a kid playacting at being a grown-up when he negotiated with them? Think about the Iran nuclear deal. Yes, I understand that Hillary was no longer secretary of state then. But if they were hacking her server, the Iranians would have known Obama’s attitude toward foreign policy since day one. The Iranians went into those negotiations knowing that if they pushed long enough, they would get everything they wanted, including a huge payday.

			What Hillary did was the equivalent of my taking several boxes of classified material out of the National Security Agency’s offices and putting them in the trunk of my car. Except the trunk of my car is more secure than her basement server. The trunk of my car has a lock on it. If I had done 10 percent of what Hillary did, my feet would not have touched the ground on my way to prison. Why? Because that type of “I don’t care about anyone else” attitude of hers puts the entire nation, every one of us, in serious jeopardy. And Comey and his merry little band of “we know best” do-gooders covered it up for her. 

			I’ve already admitted voting for Bill twice back in the nineties before we knew anything about these two. During the 2016 election, I am proud to say, I made a vow to myself that I would chew my right hand off at the wrist before I would let it mark a ballot on Hillary’s behalf. This, of course, at least in Hillary’s world, made me part of the ever-present, omnipotent “vast right-wing conspiracy” out to get her. Where do I go to get my membership card?

			Finally, a commentary on our judicial system. The selective enforcement of the law, despite the notion that no one is above the law, has always been with us. The wealthy and the politically connected have always been with us to some degree. Selective enforcement is also hardly a failing of the American judiciary. In fact, America’s may be the least corrupt system of all time. Having said that, it has never been so blatantly abused as it has become since the advent of the Clintons. No one, let alone two people, has ever gotten away with the long list of crimes and corruption of these two. And it is because of the incestuous and inbred nature that has become the permanent government in Washington. 

			The left has made it clear that certain groups and individuals are, indeed, above the law. Academia, the billionaires in Silicon Valley, and the Hollywood celebrity propaganda culture, in conjunction with 90 percent of the media, have made those on the political left exempt from it. Why? Because they are the occupants of the moral high ground upon which they have elevated themselves. This is why the inside-the-Beltway culture is aligned with the Democrats who have always believed they know what is best for us. Just ask them. 

			This is also why those on the left hate President Trump, the unwashed Walmart masses, the frozen rubes, the trailer trash and hillbillies living in flyover country—that place that used to be known as America. These people are not worthy of them and are a threat to their privileged positions. And this attitude started mostly with the Clintons. There has never been a time in the history of this country when the idea to “throw the bums out” has been more important. Good luck to all of us.

			 

			





Chapter 1
 Intro to Linda

			It’s all about perspective. We all come to make decisions and life choices based on our own personal framework of reference. To understand who I am and why I did what I did, a little of my background will be helpful.

			I grew up in the 1950s in a solidly middle-class household. My biological father, a former sergeant in what was then the U.S. Army Air Corps, hadn’t left the military far behind. He was a strict, controlling, militant figure. He believed in a regimented household and, more important, in corporal punishment, and he never hesitated to use it. In today’s society, he would be considered abusive because he believed right and wrong were black and white, with no shades of gray. At least for everyone but himself. Be that as it may, the point is, I did not grow up a child of politics.

			He was a post–World War II veteran. After the war, as part of the initial occupation forces, he found himself, at eighteen, stationed in Eschborn, Germany. The army life, with its strict rules and discipline, seemed to suit him. My mother is a German who was living in Höchst, part of the greater Frankfurt am Main region, and that is where they met in 1945 and married in November 1948. She was eighteen; he was twenty-one. They were kids. 

			I was born Linda Rose Carotenuto in November 1949. By then, my father had separated from the Army. We landed in Montclair, New Jersey. There, with the help of the Army, he attended Montclair State Teachers College, where we lived on campus. Upon his graduation, we moved to Morristown, New Jersey, for his first teaching job. Ultimately, we moved to a neighboring town and the house I grew up in. 

			I had a pretty typical middle-class upbringing growing up in New Jersey during the fifties. When compared to the lives of my friends during these years, perhaps the most significant difference was that my mom, my sister, and I frequently traveled to Europe during the summertime to visit our beloved German grandparents. Despite the enormous distance, they became very important in our lives. International air travel during those days was not the routine sort of travel it is today. It was a huge deal for all of us. Our family was a bit different in this regard when compared to the average household in our neighborhood. Life in the fifties wasn’t Ozzie and Harriet, but the value systems were eerily similar. Mom stayed home. Dad went to work. By this time, I had a younger sister as well, and we did the all-American activities that kids did during the fifties.

			We all had chores. There was a sense of responsibility and accountability. Giving back was emphasized, and we quickly learned that for those to whom much has been given, much should be given back. It was for that reason that I spent several years as a volunteer candy striper at the local hospital. It felt good to contribute, and I enjoyed the work. In fact, it made me briefly consider the possibility of a future in nursing. 

			It was also an innocent time. We climbed trees and caught tadpoles. We ice-skated on the local pond in the dead of winter and raced our sleds down the steep hill following every snowstorm. We swam at the local swim club in the summer. Of course, there was the local Girl Scout Troop 13, of which I was a member for many years. Each year, we went camping and marched as proud patriotic children of the fifties in the Memorial Day parade.

			In retrospect, I realize it was all about a solid value system. Life revolved around family, church, and school. We knew nothing else. Our Lady of Mercy Church was the local Catholic church, and there I had my First Communion and Confirmation. I was married there, and my two children were baptized there. We went to Catholic studies (CCD) weekly, confession on Saturday, and mass every Sunday without fail, sick or not.

			For the most part, mine was a typical upbringing for the times, and it would be pretty unrecognizable today. My friends and I all shared a quiet patriotism. A love of country was something that had been instilled early on. Most important, between home and church, there was an overriding, no-nonsense grasp of right and wrong.

			My biological father’s name is Albert Carotenuto. He was a strict authoritarian. In my eyes, this handsome but impenetrable man was a raging bully. I feared him my entire life. 

			He taught science at Morristown High School and coached the varsity football team. Coaching football was something he dearly loved. At some point, he became the head of the science department. The other teachers affectionately called him “Sarge” due, I’m assuming, to his military background but also to his favored dictatorial demeanor. It seemed to fit. 

			It is because of my experience with him that I detest bullies and passionately believe they should be held accountable for their actions. It is probably also a good part of the reason that I could not tolerate the behavior of Bill Clinton, the supreme bully, all those years later. Clinton had the strength and might of the United States government behind him as he betrayed his country. So, he has “Big Al” to thank for my contempt for him, for my sense that what he did should be exposed. As bad as he was, Hillary was a lot worse. And that became a part of it as well. 

			 

			A mediocre student at best, above all in math, I was much more interested in reading, writing, and history and had zero interest or ability, as it would turn out, in math or science. I seemed to have more right-brain traits for subjective, creativity-type thinking. Worse, I knew no one else with this lopsided condition. It made me feel utterly stupid. Everyone else in my college preparatory classes breezed through algebra, geometry, trigonometry, and calculus. I limped through and completed the bare minimum of math requirements. In fact, math is still a challenge, as my elementary school grandchildren can attest. 

			My father heartily concurred that if I was not stupid, my IQ score was at the very least a misprint—a case of transposed numbers. He too could not understand how math in general and the sciences in particular, subjects that came so easily to him, positively stymied me.

			But give me a pen and I could write. And write. And write. Or devour a book. Through books, I could leave my home and be transported anywhere without leaving my room. It was a daily adventure in books. My book-reading journeys through the years rivaled my actual European travels, and all were quite real to me. Still, reading was not math or science. So, as far as Al was concerned, it did not count.

			Whose childhood is perfect? Mine was not, but it had plenty of good times, largely because of my mother. She is an incredible woman, a role model, and the reason I survived childhood. Her kindness is legendary, and she is still with us and beloved by all our friends. She made a loving home for us, and she has always been there for us every step of the sometimes-rocky way. She is also of the generation that firmly believed that children should be seen and not heard, but her way of enforcing that concept was gentle, never harsh. She went along with the “yes sir/ma’am” and “no sir/ma’am” requirements of our childhood, but she did not punish us if we lapsed. She was the velvet to Al’s iron fist, and it would be many years before I could appreciate her inner strength in the face of my father’s brute presence. My mother is a remarkable human being, and my sister and I are blessed to still have her. 

			Through it all, there was a sense of duty, honor, and country. It was never preached, but was always present and infused in both myself and my sister by a sort of osmosis. It was a big deal when, as a little girl, I learned that my mother became a proud naturalized citizen. Having grown up in war-torn Nazi Germany, she had an appreciation for the freedom and liberty of our country; she never took those things for granted. We didn’t either. 

			 

			By the time I married a first lieutenant in the U.S. Army, I was well schooled in complete reverence for the flag and what it stood for. I would come to learn that the members of the armed services were the unsung heroes of my generation and always would be. 

			During high school, my SAT results came in. As expected, I was off the chart in the verbal portion and borderline moronic on the math. That pretty much ended any hope I might have had for college. By this time, Big Al had fled with another woman, so there was no money for college anyway, and I was not scholarship material. What to do?

			The Katharine Gibbs School in Montclair, New Jersey, was the answer. With an impeccable reputation, this school was basically a white-gloved combination of a vocational tech and finishing school for young women. I was determined that I would learn to be the best executive secretary out there. I could commute with friends who had also made this choice, and that is what I did.

			Back then, attire was critical, and it had to be professional business garb each day. The school had recently done away with the white-gloves-and-hat requirement for daily attire, but the required garb wasn’t much better. I didn’t have these business clothes. It was difficult, and I was often called into the director’s office for a “come to Jesus” moment about my improper dress. My grades were good though, so I was given chance after chance to nail the attire thing. I never fully succeeded. 

			I graduated from high school in June 1968. By this time, my world was rapidly changing, as were the lives of my mother and sister. For it was during this time that we first met the man who would later become our real father. A man whose inherent kindness and decency touched the hearts of virtually everyone he met. Until Dr. B, I had no real comprehension of what an actual father was. With him, I learned. We all did. His was a pure and unconditional love; he had an encouraging point of view and an ever-present kindness. He was a U.S. history professor. We adored him but lost him too soon, in 1996. His death was something from which we have never fully recovered. We had him for a short twenty-seven years—years filled with love. He will always remain, to our entire family, not only our father but the most influential person in our lives. The sudden loss of him was enormously difficult, and it has not gotten easier in the ensuing years.

			 

			By the time I graduated from high school, I had met Bruce Tripp at the Minuteman restaurant in Florham Park, New Jersey, the family-style restaurant where several of my high school senior friends and I waited tables part-time. Bruce and a few of his friends were seniors at Fairleigh Dickinson University and were the short-order cooks. They were funny, irreverent, and older.

			Bruce was funny and fun yet had a serious side too. He was a biology major with a minor in chemistry, was very athletic, and seemed very smart. But he was a party boy too, who decided in 1968 to enlist in the Army and go to Officer Candidate School. This was at the height of the Vietnam War and the time of the draft. Bruce decided that he would prefer to be an officer if he was going to be a solider.

			We stayed in close touch, and my friends and I visited Bruce and his new buddies often at various locations: Fort Dix, New Jersey, for basic training; Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, for advanced infantry training; and Fort Benning, Georgia, for graduation from Officer Candidate School.

			By 1970, Bruce, now Lieutenant Bruce Tripp, had orders for Vietnam. It seemed like all the sons, brothers, and nephews of everyone we knew were headed to Vietnam. There were so many destined never to return. The news each night chronicled the number of dead. It was a horrific time, and it was a war that virtually no one could comprehend. Why were our sons dying in that faraway land?

			Bruce was stationed in Cam Ranh Bay in a Signal Corps unit, so he was not engaged in daily jungle warfare. During his year in the country, he was given a weeklong R&R. He invited me to join him in Hawaii to share it with him. We stayed at the Hilton Hawaiian Village on Waikiki Beach. 

			One evening, we had dinner at the top of the Ilikai Hotel, in the Polaris revolving restaurant overlooking Diamond Head, a volcanic cone. It was there that he proposed to me, and of course I accepted. We set the date for October 16, 1971, after his tour in Vietnam was finished. It was when we married that I became Linda Tripp. How little did I know how infamous that name would someday become.

			I had made meticulous plans for our wedding, but at twenty-one, I had not spent much time preparing for the actual marriage. Bruce was making a career of the Army, not the most popular thing to do at that time. After a monthlong honeymoon in Europe, we came back to a posting at Fort Monmouth in New Jersey. Bruce earned his master’s degree during this time, and I learned quickly that officers’ wives were expected to behave in a certain way—reminiscent of the Katharine Gibbs School. One of those expected things was that dreaded attire thing again, and then of course there was the monthly tea or coffee. With silver. On the bright side, there were cakes. Lots of cakes. 

			Young wives deferred to the wisdom of the much older wives, the deference due not only to their age but also to the rank held by their husbands. I found it all a bit bizarre, but I happily played the role. If it made them happy, why not? Yes, ma’am.

			Until I got a job. Horror of horrors. The wives of enlisted men worked. Officers’ wives did good works for free and observed the traditions. You simply do not miss officers’ wives’ events. Ever. I had passed the civil service test and entered the system as a GS-4 employee. You could not start much lower, but it was a foot into the federal system. With an army officer husband and the frequent moves to other Army installations, it was my best bet. I would end up working for the federal government on and off, but mostly on, for the next thirty years, with breaks, of course, to have my children, until I was forced to retire following the Clinton scandal. 

			 

			Bruce’s career took us to many different postings over the next twenty years. Every chance I had, I would find a job in the civilian world in support of the military. Of course, there were occasions when I could not work. One of these reasons was born on April 26, 1975, when Ryan Michael Tripp made his initial appearance. Another would be when his sister, Allison Marie Tripp, came to us on April 25, 1979. Yes, she was born one day before her brother’s birthday. Apparently, she could not hold out another day. But then again, neither could I. Our children would quickly become the light of our lives, as they both are today. 

			An Army life can play hell on a marriage. The demands are great. In late 1981, Bruce was transferred for a twelve-month tour in South Korea. Dependents were not allowed to go along. At the time, we were living in Columbia, Maryland, where the children and I stayed while Bruce went off to Korea.

			We had terrific neighbors and friends. I never felt alone. The ladies of the neighborhood asked me to join their Wednesday-morning bowling league, and since kids were invited, I did. It was great fun. I could not bowl to save my life, but it was a nice time with great people. It was also at this time that several of the neighborhood women talked me into learning bridge. I wasn’t a very good bridge player, but I enjoyed these women immensely. Many years later, they would be the women with whom I discussed Monica Lewinsky as her tale of Sodom and Gomorrah became too much for me to handle on my own. 

			During all this time, I continued to work in civil service government jobs. For example, after Korea, Bruce was sent to Allied Forces Central Europe, headquartered in Brunssum in the Netherlands. This is NATO. There, I went to work for a two-star general, the senior military representative for the United States at NATO. I was surrounded by wonderful professionals from all of the NATO countries. 

			Upon returning to the States, we were transferred to Fort Bragg, North Carolina, the largest military installation in the world. I continued to work for the government without a break in service, first at Special Operations Command at Fort Bragg proper, and later behind the fence for the unit that supported Delta Force. I wish I could say more about that particular assignment; suffice it to say, it was unusual but very interesting.

			Life at Bragg was probably our favorite posting, except I came to realize that our normal was not normal enough. Life in general was just too short to remain in a loveless marriage. Ultimately, we would separate briefly but try one more time for the sake of the children. Big mistake. When it’s over, it’s over. Let me be clear about something: Bruce was and still is a terrific father and grandfather, and for this at least, I still love him.

			It was 1990 when we got divorced, after we moved back to the Maryland/D.C. area. I needed a job right away and took one in the Pentagon. To avoid a break in service, I took the very first job I could find. But I knew for the first time in my adult life that this time, the sky was the limit. I was no longer going to be constrained by yet another Army move. What I did with my career from that point forward would be all up to me. Little did I know the strange, twisted journey I was about to embark upon.
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