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I didn’t know it at the time, but after dropping me off at Wellesley College in 

Massachusetts, my mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to 

Chicago.

Now, with my own daughter’s graduation from high school this week and her departure 

for college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must 

have felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before 

I climb into the backseat myself.

_ [CUT THIS IF OKAY WITH YOU] Roots - a strong family, clear values, and a sense of 

their own obligations and responsibilities to the world -- are what ground our children and enable 

Ihem to rise to challenges and cope with adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take

Advantage of their independence, pursue their dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow

Over the years, we have done our best to give our daughter the roots and wings that every 

child needs to enter adulthood.

FIRST LADY HILLARY RODT(A^CLINTON 
COLUMN FOR RELEASE JUNE 4,1997 

CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

Bill and I have watched Chelsea make her way through her final year of high school with 

equal doses of pride, joy and sadness. We tried to offer moral support as she agonized over 

college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital in 

Washington. And like parents across the country, we find ourselves fighting back tears as we 

contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest to embark on a new 

stage of life.
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Yet as proud as we are of the young woman Chelsea has become, it doesn’t erase the 

worries that we — and all parents — feel when a child goes off into the world.

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.

We also have been struck by how grateful everyone is that their children have made it this 

far — and that they have successfully navigated a world far more complicated than the one we 

confronted at their age. And while we understand that none of the graduates would have reached 

this point without the love, attention, and devotion of their parents, we also know that many 

others helped guide and inspire them along the way.

I want to thank every adult who has ever touched my daughter’s life — every teacher from 

pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball fields; 

every dance instructor who helped her learn plies and pirouettes; every youth leader from church 

who asked the hard questions about faith and conscience; every friend of mine and Bill’s who 

took the time to talk or give advice, whether it was teaching her to take photographs or working 

with her on a homework assignment; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in Arkansas 

and the White House who lent concern and support over the years.

This week, as we’ve gone to school assemblies, barbecues, and other commencement 

festivities with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been filled with memories of our own high 

school years and anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future. We’ve been 

moved by the affection and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their own excitement and 

optimism about the roles they will play in the world. We’ve pored over the Class of^97 

yearbook, pn-zAing over the crypiMM-fffeFftncps lnnghing-?rl 11 ih 1 mi IH h jihI absorbing thWsincerity 

anfLfx^Unsi^ht^iftl̂ stiidents-We’ve laughed and reminisced with other mothers and fathers 

and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations.
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Congratulations and Godspeed.

###

3

Most of all, I wish her grandmother, Virginia, could have been here to see Chelsea 

graduate. I know she would have showered us with more than a few of her big hearty laughs. And 

I wish that my father, Hugh, could have watched her walk across the stage to get her diploma. He 

would have been so pleased to see that his advice to study hard paid off.

To Chelsea, her classmates, and all the young men and women around our country and 

the world who are graduating, we borrow from the words of singer R. Kelly: “We believe you 

can fly. We believe you can touch the sky. We think about it every night and day. Spread your 

wings and fly away.”

Every year, from kindergarten through the eighth grade. Bill and I were at Chelsea’s side 

for her first day of school. Overwhelmed by the passage of another stage of life, I cried each time, 

until Chelsea finally asked me not to come with her any more.

This week. Bill and I will be in the audience surrounded with family and friends. And I 

know the tears will flow again.
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Yet as proud as we are of the young woman Chelsea has become, it doesn’t erase the 
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[NOTE: possible cut?] Roots - a strong family, clear values, and a sense of their own 

obligations and responsibilities to the world - are what ground our children and enable them to 

rise to challenges and cope with adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take advantage of 

their independence, pursue their dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow up.

I didn’t know it at the time, but after dropping me off at Wellesley College in 

Massachusetts, my mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to 

Chicago.

Over the years, we have done our best to give our daughter the roots and wings that every 

child needs to ijbeepage^& adulthood.
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CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

Bill and I have watched Chelsea make her way through her final year of high school with 

equal doses of pridejoy and sadness. WeCErtried to offer moral support as she agonized over 

college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital in 

Washington. And like parents across the country, we find ourselves fighting back tears as we 

contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest to embark on a new 

stage of life.

Now, with my own daughter' s-lfigLAfenH- graduation/flusweek and her departure for 

college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must have 

felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before I 

climb into the backseat myself.
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We also have been struck by how grateful everyone is that their children have made it this 

far — and that they have successfully navigated a world far more complicated than the one we 

confronted at their age. And while we understand that none of the graduates would have reached 

this point without the love, attention, and devotion of their parents, we also know that many 

others helped guide and inspire them along the way.

I want to thank every adult who has ever touched my daughter’s life — every teacher from 

pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball fields; 

every dance instructor who helped her learn plies and pirouettes; every youth leader from church 

who asked the hard questions about faith and conscience; every friend of mine and Bill’s who 

took the time to talk or give advice, whether it was teaching her to take photographs or working 

with her on a homework assignment; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in Arkansas 

and the White House who lent concern and support over the years.

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.

This week, as we’ve gone to school assemblies, barbecues, and other commencement 

festivities with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been ofrerl^ie 1 m*edmemories of our own 

high school years and anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future. We’ve 

been moved by the affection and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their own 

excitement and optimism about the roles they will play in the world. We’ve pored over the Class 

of‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing at the humor, and absorbing the 

sincerity and fresh insights of the students. We’ve laughed and reminisced with other mothers 

and fathers and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations.
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Thisand I will be in the audience surrounded with family and friends. I know 

the tears will flow again.

To Chelsea, her classmates, and all the young men and women around our country and 

the world who are graduating, we borrow from the words of singer R. Kelly: “We believe you 

can fly. We believe you can touch the sky. We think about it every night and day. Spread your 

wings and fly away.”

Every year, from kindergarten through the eighth grade, Bill and I were at Chelsea’s side 

for her first day of school. Overwhelmed by the passage of another stage of life, I cried each time, 

until Chelsea finally asked me not to come with her any more.

Most of all, I wish her grandmother, Virginia, could have been here to see Chelsea

graduate. I know she would have showered us with more than a few of her big hearty laughs. And 

I wish that my father, Hugh, could have watched her walk across the stage to get her diploma. He 

would have been so pleased to see that his advice to study hard paid off.



Toni Braxton: You're Making Me High http://www5.palmnet.net/~roach/edmundo/tly.htm

R. Kelly

I Believe I Can Fly|

If I can see it, then I can do it If I just believe it, there's nothing to it

If I can see it, then I can be it If I just believe it, there's nothing to it

Yeah, cause I believe in me

If I can see it, then I can do it If I just believe it, there's nothing to it

Heah, If I just spread my wings (I can fly) I can fly

Hmmm. Fly Fly Fly

I
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I used to think that I could not go wrong And life was nothing but that an awful song But now I 
know the meaning of true love I'm leaning on the everlasting arms

I believe I can fly I believe I can touch the sky I think about it every night and day Spread my 
wings and fly away I believe I can soar I see me running through that open door I believe I can fly 
I believe I can fly I believe I can fly

I believe I can fly I believe I can touch the sky I think about it every night and day Spread my 
wings and fly away I believe I can soar I see me running through that open door I believe I can fly 
I believe I can fly I believe I can fly

See I was on the verge of breaking down Sometimes silence could seem so loud, There are miracles 
in life I must achieve But first I know it starts inside of me

I believe I can fly I believe I can touch the sky I think about it every night and day Spread my 
wings and fly away I believe I can soar I see me running through that open door I believe I can fly 
(I can fly) I believe I can fly (I can fly) I believe can fly (I can fly)

Heah, If I just spread my wings (I can fly) I can fly (I can fly) I can fly (I can fly) I can fly (I can 
fly)
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Yet as proud as we are of the young woman Chelsea has become, it doesn’t erase the 

worries that we - and all parents - feel when a child goes off into the world.

Over the years, we have done our best to give our daughter the roots and wings that every 

.oots - a strong family, clear values, and a sense of their 

own obligations and responsibilities to the world - are what ground our children and enable 

them to rise to challenges and cope with adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take 

advantage of their independence, pursue their dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow

Bill and I have watched Chelsea make her way through her final year of high school with 

equal doses of pride joy and sadness. We’ve tried to offer moral support as she agonized over 

college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital in 

Washington. And like parents across the country, we find ourselves fighting back tears as we 

contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest to embark on a new 

stage of life.

FIRST LADY HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON 
COLUMN FOR RELEASE JUNE 4,1997 

CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

I didn’t know it at the time, but after dropping me off at Wellesley College in 

Massachusetts, my mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to 

Chicago.

Now, with my own daughter’s high school graduatiomthis week and her departure for 

college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must have 

felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before I 

climb into the backseat myself.

child need~s\ts they entefelulthoodQu
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I want to thank every adult who has ever touched my daughter’s life - every teacher from 

pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball fields;

This week, as we’ve gone to school assemblies, barbecues, and other commencement 

festivities with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been overwhelmed by memories of our own 

high school years and anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future. We’ve 

been moved by the affection and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their own 

excitement and optimism about the roles they will play in the world. We’ve pored over the Class 

of ‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing at the humor, and absorbing the 

sincerity and fresh insights of the students. We’ve laughed and reminisced with other mothers 

and fathers and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations.

We also have been struck by how grateful everyone is that their children have made it this 

far - and that they have successfully navigated a world far more complicated than the one we 

confronted at their age. And while we understand that none of the graduates would have reached 

this point without the love, attention, and devotion of their parents, we also know that many 

others helped guide and inspire them along the way.

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.

Most of all, I wish her grandmother, Virginia, could have been here to see Chelsea 

graduate. I know she would have showered us with more than a few of her big hearty laughs. And

asked the hard questions about faith and conscience; every friend of mine and Bill’s who took the
f CuorldAg pjiTh k-eA_

time to talk to her or give her advice, whether it was teaching her to take photographsorftelping-------

a homework assignment; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in Arkansas and

the White House who lent concern and support over the years.



Congratulations and Godspeed.
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Every year, from kindergarten through the eighth grade. Bill and I were at Chelsea’s side 

for her first day of school. Overwhelmed by the passage of another stage of life, I cried each time, 

until Chelsea finally asked me not to come with her any more.

I wish that my father, Hugh, could have watched her walk across the stage to get her diploma. He 

would have been so pleased to see that his advice to study hard paid off.

To Chelsea, her classmates, and all the young men and women around our country and 

the world who are graduating, we borrow from the words of singer R. Kelly: “We believe you 

can fly. We believe you can touch the sky. We think about it every night and day. Spread your 

wings and fly away.”

This time. Bill and I will be in the audience surrounded with family and friends. And 

there won’t be a dry eye in the-houso. khoco tke. cw'dl .
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I didn’t know it at the time, but after dropping me off at Wellesley College in 

Massachusetts, my mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to 

Chicago.

Bill and I have tried to do everything we could to prepare Chelsea for this week and the 

coming years. Yet as proud as we are of the young woman Chelsea has become, it doesn’t erase

FIRST LADY HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON 
COLUMN FOR RELEASE JUNE 4, 1997 

CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

Now, with my own daughter’s high school graduation this week and her departure for 

college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must have 

felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before I 

climb into the backseat myself.

Bill and I have watched Chelsea make her way through her final year of high school with 

equal doses of pride,joy and sadness. We’ve tried to offer moral support as she agonized over 

college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital in 

Washington. And, like parents of high school seniors all across the country, we have 

ouF^arelSf tears as we contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest 

to embark on a new stage of life.
'a—e v

I have always siibseribeifuj^tiiei*

^7 Roots — a strong family, clear values, and a sense of their own obligations and responsibilities to 

the world — are what ground our children and enable them to rise to challenges and cope with 

adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take advantage of their independence, pursue their 

dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow up.
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that we - and all parents - feel when a child goes off into the

4-her pirouetted c^ery frier

the pangs of‘anxiety-and wo: 

world.

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.

As we exchanged stories with other parents, we were struck by how grateful everyone 
was that their children had made it this far^^thatthey iiad^uccesIfUlly navigated a world far 

more complicated than the one we confronted at their age. While we rccagmzed that none of 

the graduates would have reached this point without the love, and devotion of their parents, 
'■'’ItSHfear that many others helped guide and inspire them along the way.

'h

I wish I could thank every adult who has ever touched my daughter’s life — every teacher 

from pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball 
fields- every dance instructor who helped her pSi^hcrpr^ctt^c^ry^oidonninc^—

Bill’s who took the time to talk to her or give her advice, whether it was teaching her do ride-a— / 

' hike or taking her on rounds in ^hospital; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in /

Arkansas and the White House who lent concern and support over the years.

about the rol^fhey will play in the worldy^Y^yeush^^^and reminisced with other parents and 

^hafecTin a collectiveanxietyabout the coming separations^VoWe even pored over the Class of 

‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing at the humor, and absorbing the""-. 

sincerity and fresh insights of the students.

S^aityand camaraderie of her friends and peers and by^ their own excitement and optimism 

about the rol&hey will play in the world/We’ve ahg^f^cfand rer

ghafecTin a collectiveanxiety^about the coming separations^V^v

c^lud. Aa k*-4 “J

This week, as we’ve gone to dmuers, barbecues, and other commencement festivities 

with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been overwhelmed by Iiostalgia-for our own pasts/and 

anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future. We’ve been moved by the

r^rid-that they had
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Most of all, I wish her grandmother, Virginia, could have been here to see Chelsea 

graduate. I know she would have showered us with more than a few of her big hearty laughs. 

And I wish that my father, Hugh, could have watched her walk across the stage to get her 

diploma. He would have been so pleased to see that his advice to study hard paid off.
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Every year, from kindergarten through the eighth grade, Bill and I were at Chelsea’s side 
for her first day of school. Overwhelmed by_prid^^d tlieSa^nes's oflettmggb, I cried each

time. And-Fkr low that xm this final day of school, the same tears will be plentiful: 
TVvAi f/VA-c. <-<’

Godspeed to all of the members of Lhu Class of 1997. ua-^loL z c-*Sk_- a.
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I didn’t know it at the time, but after dropping me off at Wellesley College in 

Massachusetts, my mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to 

Chicago.

Bill and I have watched Chelsea make her way through her final year of high school with 

equal doses of pridejoy and sadness. We’ve tried to offer moral support as she agonized over 

college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital in 

Washington. And like parents across the country, we find ourselves fighting back tears as we 

contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest to embark on a new 

stage of life.

Over the years, we have done our best to give our daughter the roots and wings that every 
child needs a^t^e^ft^r adulthood. Roots - a strong family, clear values, and a sense of their 

own obligations and responsibilities to the world — are what ground our children and enable 

them to rise to challenges and cope with adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take 

advantage of their independence, pursue their dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow 

Now, with my own daughter’s high school graduation this week and her departure for 

college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must have 

felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before I 

climb into the backseat myself.

FIRST LADY HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON
COLUMN FOR RELEASE JUNE 4, 1997 

CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

Yet as proud as we are of the young woman Chelsea has become, it doesn’t erase the 

worries that we — and all parents — feel when a child goes off into the world.
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Most of all, I wish her grandmother, Virginia, could have been here to see Chelsea 

graduate. I know she would have showered us with more than a few of her big hearty laughs. And

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.

We also have been struck by how grateful everyone is that their children have made it this 

far - and that they have successfully navigated a world far more complicated than the one we 

confronted at their age. And while we understand that none of the graduates would have reached 

this point without the love, attention, and devotion of their parents, we also know that many 

others helped guide and inspire them along the way.

I want to thank every adult who has ever touched my daughter’s life -- every teacher from 

pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball fields;

This week, as we’ve gone to school assemblies, barbecues, and other commencement 

festivities with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been overwhelmed by memories of our own 

high school years and anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future. We’ve 

been moved by the affection and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their own 

excitement and optimism about the roles they will play in the world. We’ve pored over the Class 

of‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing at the humor, and absorbing the 

sincerity and fresh insights of the students. We’ve laughed and reminisced with other mothers 

and fathers and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations.

asked the hard questions about faith and conscience; every friend of mine and Bill’s who took the 

time to talk to her or give her advice, whether it was teaching her to take photographs or hclpmg 

with a homework assignment; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in Arkansas and 

the White House who lent concern and support over the years.



Congratulations and Godspeed.
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I wish that my father, Hugh, could have watched her walk across the stage to get her diploma. He 

would have been so pleased to see that his advice to study hard paid off.

Every year, from kindergarten through the eighth grade, Bill and I were at Chelsea’s side 

for her first day of school. Overwhelmed by the passage of another stage of life, I cried each time, 

until Chelsea finally asked me not to come with her any more.

To Chelsea, her classmates, and all the young men and women around our country and 

the world who are graduating, we borrow from the words of singer R. Kelly: “We believe you 

can fly. We believe you can touch the sky. We think about it every night and day. Spread your 

wings and fly away.”

This time. Bill and I will be in the audience surrounded with family and friends. And 

there won’t be a dry eye in the house.
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I never knew it at the time, but after dropping me off abSollege in Massachusetts, my 

mother climbed into the backseat of the car and cried all the way home to Chicago.

to embark on a new stage of life.

1

college looming on the horizon, I understand the bittersweet emotions that my mother must havi 

felt on that fall day in 1965. And I can only hope I show as much restraint as she did before I 

climb into the backseat myself.
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FIRST LADY HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON 
COLUMN FOR RELEASE JUNE 4,1997 

CREATORS SYNDICATE/TALKING IT OVER

Now, with my own daughter’s high school graduation this week and her departure for

9 k)

Bill and I have watched our daughter make her way through her final year of high school 

with equal doses of pride, joy and sadness. We’ve tried to offer moral support as she agonized 

over college essays, worked on the senior class yearbook, and rehearsed for her last ballet recital 

in Washington. And, like parents of high school seniors all across the country, we have also 

■fbtr 
:ghtfetcic tears as we contemplate what our days will be like when our daughter leaves the nest

Bill and I have tried to do everything we could to prepare Chelsea for this week and the

has become, it doesn’t erase the pangs of anxiety and worry that we - and all parents -

I have always subscribed to the idea that parents must give their children roots and wings. 

Roots - a strong family, clear values, and a sense of their own obligations and responsibilities to 

the world - are what ground our children in the real, world and enable them to rise to challenges 

and cope with adversity. Wings give them the confidence to take advantage of their 

independence, pursue their dreams and live up to their abilities once they grow up.
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the pangs of anxiety and worry that we — and all parents — feel when a child goes off into the 

world.

As we exchanged stories with other parents, we were struck by how grateful everyone 

was that their children had made it this far. And while none of the graduates would have reached 

this point without the love, time, and devotion of their parents, many others helped guide and 

inspire them along the way.

I wish I could thank every adult who has touched my daughter’s life — every teacher from 

pre-school through 12th grade; every coach who challenged her on the soccer and softball fields; 

every dance instructor who helped her perfect her pirouette; every friend of mine and Bill’s who 

took the time to talk to her or give her advice, whether it was teaching her to ride a bike or taking 

her on rounds in a hospital; every staff member in the Governor’s Mansion in Arkansas and the 

White House who lent concern and support over the years.

This week, as we’ve gone to dinners, barbecues, and other commencement festivities 

with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been overwhelmed by nostalgia for our own pasts and 

anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s future.

We’ve been moved by the loyalty and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their 

own excitement and optimism about the role they will play in the world. We’ve chuckled and 

reminisced with other parents and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations. 

We’ve even pored over the Class of ‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing 

at the humor, and absorbing the sincerity and insights of the students.

Often, it’s not the big moments or celebrations that matter most in the lives of our 

children, but the little daily acts of kindness, discipline, and encouragement that help them 

mature and grow.



feel when a child goes off into the world.

[any more specifics?]

[any memories of your own graduation or POTUS’?]

[Ending]

h

4

This week, as we’ve gone to banquets, barbecues, awards ceremanfes and other 

commencement festivities with Chelsea and her classmates, we’ve been overwhelmed by 

nostalgia for our own pasts and anticipation and hope for our daughter and her generation’s 

future.

We’ve been moved by the loyalty and camaraderie of her friends and peers and by their 

own excitement and optimism about the role they will play in the world. We’ve chuckled and 

reminisced with other parents and shared in a collective anxiety about the coming separations. 

We’ve even pored over the Class of ‘97 yearbook, puzzling over the cryptic references, laughing 

at the humor, and absorbing the sincerity and insights of the students.
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