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April 15, 1997

To:

Dear Marsha and Lissa,

THE CONDfe NAST PUBLICATIONS INC. 350 MADI5QN AVENUE NEW YORK, NY 10017 (212)880-8800

I will be In the office until 5.15pm today, otherwise I will be In the office tomorrow 

after 8.15am.

Marsha Berry
Lissa Muscatine

ANNA WINTOUR
Editor in Chief

Here are the suggested cuts and possible places for some more personal 

anecdotes.

Looking forward to hearing from you.
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I have always wanted to visit Africa. As a child, I imagined exploring the

Blue Nile, Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and other exotic places I discovered through

books and movies. In college I studied writers like Nobel Prize winner Chinua

Achebe and researched how the United States and the Soviet Union used the

re]ur/A

about Ahprogress rafely told In our oeuntry. These stories-are part of a

1

continent as a giant chess board to maneuver for advantage during the Cold War. 

After I read Isak Dinesen, I longed to sleep in a tent where I could hear the lions

roar at night.

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by

FIRST LADY HILLARY RODHAM CLINTON 
AFRICA ESSAY 

VOGUE MAGAZINE

new sights, sounds, smells, and tastes. Like so many others before me, I came home 

transfixed^sverf transformed, by the experience. I alsoome-baefc-more
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convinced-Hw^ eVe
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that what happens in Africa should matter to Americans.

My-eteice-came because the Pr-e&ident-and^ec^taEy-oh^tate asked.

X

demenstiatv America?s-intercst in the eonttnent and te-highlight positive s
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T^Ofldwid^rge of peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every region is 

A l X-

*

continent’s democratic and economic renewal: Senegal, South Africa, Zimbabwe,

Tanzania, TI gap da, and Eritrea

A

2

I
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PepaituiLj It about tlitfTeiltiaiib Of women m building domocnry, npunmg markel^*2—

making its own contribution^with-ks uwirtesono for the rest of

bu+ African attention, as I saw in six countriesjea^the

A

As with earlier trips I made on behalf of the United States to South Asia, ) 

South America^ and Europe, I tried in Africa to stress our nation’s commitment^J 

democracy, human rights, and free markets^n particular, Esuujitdsupport and 

speak out about efforts to advance the roles and rights of women and girls. A 

democracy without women’s full participation is a contradiction in terms. To live 

up to its promise, a democracy must ensure that gills have the same opportunities as 

boys in education and health care and as full participants in the economic, political

andjeaUafl&toman IW. A. Iht 3luclary Midc“AdvancmgJhe statiri nf 

is*fee-rightttring to do -- UM the smart tiling to Jo."

It happens that on several trips I have been lucky enough to travel with my 

daughter Chelsea. These expcrien<xs^iv<^ne the greatest joy in my life. When

and social lives of their countries.

■Pnerfrrmy trip, DcumUl-y Albi ight and I delivered spnerh^ *Mhe State-
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Chelsea conies along, I get the added pleasure of watching the excitement on her 

that the President of the United States has a child - a girl whom he values, respects 

And if those travels have changed minds in countries where daughters are not as

prized as sons — well, all the better.

Th<rAvay-womeii-ar^-treated by a society is like the ry irrthc coal mine
.V

^44&ed-to -gend down the shaft ahead uftt

they knew there, was enough, air for them to follow safely. From what I oh

Africa’s girls and..wnmenJ thaf-nanary k ulivp and well

met

impressive national leaders and a lot of remarkable women (and even a few men 

dressed as women!). These photos, full of hope and promise, offer such a different

picture than most of what we see on TV or in the newspaper in Amefk^bc
about

bad

3

and has done his utmost to invest with every chance to fulfill her own God-given 

potential. I am beyond grateful for the times we have circled the globe together.

pnincr1

And it can sin

As you wiirsee from the memorable photographs by Annie Liebowitz, T 

©005

©002

icm. If the bird kept chirping;

04/15/97 16:48 ©212 880 7892
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Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in from Africa is 

^Too often overlooked arc ■aU4kes€^^ieS'abot&democratic and

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives,

overcoming obstacles I 
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can't even imagine confronting. That's the Africa I saw. I hope, through these 
pictures, you will see it too . 

• • • 

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured 
his leg the day before Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead of last minute packing, I

spent two clays with him at at the hospital and preparing the White House for his

rerurn. When I first �aw how much pain he was in and learned how serio·us the 
operation was, I told him that Chch;ea and I should either cancel the trip or 
abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day delay that would still permit us to

complete the whole schedule. He thought the trip was an important demonstration 
of our country's concern about Africa. Besides, he didn't want to play up his injury 
and worried that my being a "nervous Nellie" would do just that. Once Bill was

�006 

�UV;> 

safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety a_bout hl�d : . +
-f"D, cl 'iOvL ���ft, h., t'Y\ af1' ()..h '-J po I r'\ 

I anticipation about Africac\u-n:,��, '? -hi'f. M��f- W ,u,+ +o lf.{fAV'--t· \ o__je
. 

tf� _Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a.m. on March 
18th. My first impression was of a densely dark sky and air that fe)t like a wall of 
heat and humidity.-'} �d / UlA... b� "'-'!- -th e.... fi":° p e r

clothe.s 7 l+vw JtJ lu-v.._�V;f' r fu 
4 -the- V'-J u fh er .
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A ft.er a quick nap in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off Senegal's 

coast, one of the depattttre points for millions of Africans sold into slavery from the 

16th to 19th centuries and.shipped across the Atlantic to North and South America, 

itttdwding the UniSiil '.w�ust as Africa's history is rife with ironie:i and
contradictions, so is Goree Island. As we approached by boat, we saw the peaceful 

shore filled with brightly dressed people singing and dancing to welcome me. It was 

jan'ing to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part of an industry that 

profited from the sale of human beings. 

Nothing speaks more to the depravity �fhumankind than the slave 

compound, where African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in 

cages before they were sold and shipped away. At the aptly nan1ed Door of No 

.., 

Return, Chelsea and I saw the passageway where slaves were forced onto ships, 
. -tSornc. rerso�---

separated from their loved ones1 their land, and their culture with cruel finality. re4pof\$ c 

� 
�. 'lo�r 

Yet I quickly learned� tn¥ trax that the history of tragedy in Africa ofted eMcsfiot, 

conceals a deeper story of human resilience. Goree Island not only offers a stark 

reminder of a shameful past. but a message about America's vital ties to Africa, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, taR.i tlle ..iii�JHH.r.QRoe or-9'--

-tteathrg all.men, defflett wm·chitdtw, wit.ft Use fPspec! and dignity thsr deser2.'1� 
. Afr;'--...E> 

was a message that echoed throughout my time in 'Sel;i,�J and from "1De cm mtge� 

5 
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After a whirlwind day in Senegal -- where I met many Senegales�from th�

country's impressive seven-foot President Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls

attending a school named in honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to villagers acting out

a skit about democracy, to a group of women who are working to improve

education. worn.en's rights, health care and the economy -- we were back on the

➔I had been to South Africa once before to attend President Nelson Mandela's

inauguration in 1994. :But th�t brief visit had only whetted my appetit� kncuSl

morn about wbat rnan,y w;e gaJling tbi �o�tlt .t\fiii.ean Omins1s" ofdcmasraqr 9

Just outside of Johannesburg is the famous township of Soweto, scene of so

much of apartheid's tragic history. As we approached the Entandweni Primary

School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving and smiling. Escorted

by the principal, Primrose Sishi, clad in a traditional dress of the Zulu tribe, I

visited a class of six-year-olds who were learning English. Their teacher, Sibongile

Vilikazi, was using a taped p�ogram funded partly through assistance from the

United States Agency for International Development and private foundations. The

lesson for the day taught the words "outside'' and "inside," and the children were

6 

-

�008 

�007 
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asked to use each word in sentences. I couldn't help but smile when one boy said: 

"The police are outside," because too often in the past, the _police Binside,, s·oweto 

ended up fueling violenc� and racial tension.la tfi0,c days, clailclu:o, Jike fbe cresP -

all classes to l)e taught i0 A.fiikaagii, 1l:Je Janguase ofibe whife rnlicg cJni: )foA;"o,,

tbaokfi1lly, the pe}iee _are ''eHtsidd' doing \IQ.at tbey a,e suppoi@d ,9 �e ltecping S2.-

.i... e 1-t a ". · d ·• a t a · a. --me peaoe at1 t e !ffl eHt! me IIISI t:f 7'.e C !$$100iu Stu jlug . 

ren"\�\\"\ 
Unfortunately, crime and violence.ar<,big problems in South Africa; 

fortunately, all citizens -- black, white and coloured -- are joined in combatting 

them. African women flrst helped focus world attention on one crime, domestic

violence, at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nafrobi, Kenya in 

1985. Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world. 

But as I heard over and over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not 

prosecuted -- or even considered crimes at all -- in many parts of the continent. 

That's why it was .so heartening to see women from South Afiica to Zimbabwe to 
. loeo. I . n 

Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changin�aws and attitudes� 
G) 

fJ;Jeic i:eiipi.tivo co•mtrie, Jo Iabaone.buxg, Jmct with soeia:l workers.-< 

psycbolo�&iii, police of£ice,&, poJiticians e:od.gcess coats actjyists who are working / 

_tg eod rbe sco:wisee of dameliii. vie�enoc, elmcl abase mxd e±tttfo. 'f'hat'e: afte eftftc 

7 
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h!!ttcs. out two eottftt.F�e".3ce cogperating OP tbrougb tAe 13iAatiow:il C9rnm¼�

chaired by Vice Prcoiee&t& TbebQ )4.beki aAa ,6,.l GoreQ •

t'-'o(:.,, The n�xt morning I flew to Capetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the

�� �African women find strength in song, and everywhere I went, women sang

as they worked, as they walked, as they greeted us to their homes and villages. And
. 

on a dusty patch of land in Capetown I watched women, their faces painted

brightly, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint -- singing all

the while. 

Homeless squatters living in deplorable conditions. they had formed their

own housing and credit �sociation, modeled after one they had heard about in

India. -i:ae,. wuied to :beuec rbemschres and thew £gmjJi�Pooling their savings,

they bought shovels, paint, and cement. They asked for infonnation from the

government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They put in a sewer lino.

� �e." o.� . e... ' 'ft1e,-e.edied aod worked a,GI \oday)lave'completed 18 houses,--v.1aiCicontinu�to

build more. They are also helping lay the foundation for a new South Africa.

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: "Strength,

money, and knowledge -- we cannot do anytrung without them." Good advice for

any wom�_cekmg a a�liil,H ·afher 011m va)ne and empowecrsqt 9 -

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspited by its

8 

lalo10 
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democratic transformation. That democracy could talce root after so many decades 
of violence and racial hatred js a testament to the courage and humanity of millions
of South Africans of all rnces who are committed to peace and reconciliation. Some

lalou 
1�v.1u 

. 
,,..----- ',Jh,,.-r J; 

are famous, like President Mandela, who took Chelsea and me on a tour of the tiny f � prison cell he occupied for years on Robben Islan<W3ut most are not, like the 111¥.. fee.. 
1 

?
women at a memorial tree-planting I attended with Archbishop Desmo�d Tutu inC�!r�
honor of those who died or disappeared during apartheid -- women whose names
will never make the nightly news, yet whose tear-stained faces told. the story of the
pain and agony they had endured. They weren't there to forget their pain; they were 
there to help themselves and th�ir country move beyond the past to a brighter

future. 
That is the purpose of the nation's Truth·and Reconciliation Commission. 

Archbishop Tutu invited me to meet its members. In the most ordina1y of 
. 

-:fuc,s.e...- . . conference rooms
i'\

men and women are undertaking the most extraordinary of
effo� "flke:,· �working to heal their nation after generations of injustice and
brutality. ;s.s we lu:o.; ism ow soon e1tp9aen�mocracy is a complicated and 
difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its �t, South Africa
has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and Archbishop Tutu know
that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality for all citizens withou�
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_.. · 9T forgiveness. Under the leadership of the Archbishop, the Commission is 

urging those who committed hate crimes during apartheid to step forward and 

confess. In return, they are granted amnesty ft;em Jlf9&tcw�hrough this great

experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only shaping their own 

destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world -- from BelfasteJo Bosni3tto 

Burundi -- to put aside ancient enmities in search of higher moral ground. 

r by its dynamic wo 

d Inaugural Address, which urged all 

citizens to unite as Am cans and feel "malice to 

ruth and Reconciliation Commission after 

Would our country 

averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy of prejudice tha: 

From the southenl tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to Zimbabwe, 

another story of democratic renewal._ A �It's a beautiful country -- green and

peaceful. My first stop was a formal call on Pre�ident Robert Mugabe and his wife, 

10 
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I was also thanked for arriving with the season,s first heaV'J rainfall, and I

was happy to take credit since President 'ty{ugabe explained that the COWltry was

suffering from drought.. 

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean

women in politics, the professions and business explained to me that, althoug� the 

country did not have laws guaranteeing legal righ� to women, it, s not just laws that

need changing. but attitudes as well. They recounted stories of women who had

been beaten by their spouses for having "bad manners'' or wearing pants, a practice

deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up the problem: "As long as

you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can't have two

husbands, then you're not dealing with reality."<::: 

l',-e keafe al=OW}Q t.Ri world ia iae reootbnl:Jle ei6i:.iUiOP9: I attend hfo :r;nattw· wacrP

V... ai:e fi:em, QT n.raat bdi station ifi lm, women eve1ywherc seem to eha.:e tbc saroe 9-

.,fyndamental 2oals Gd aapiratteB!, tlftd tfte sMllc chattenges co IJ1eh fatt
9 

!l'ft!l�ffM:tti'Clrrri�eeieW.. like Mary Wollstonecraft's comment which, wrinen more

than 200 years ago, still rin�uc Md ttniverstM l&Q,''I do not wish women.to

have power over men, but over themselves." 

11
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But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women's authority over
themselves and ti.cir croQt.i,,9 cannot be legislated; it has to start from within.

That's why Zimbabwe deserves great credit for its advances in family planning,
which have encouraged women to asswn'? responsibility for themselves. -J:fte U.�

0 

has iWWOried Zimbabwe's family plaooia8 ow/iJ. At the Kuwadzana Municipal
�-,c:-Clinic I watched a play abo�t "baby-�umping," th�raMice by teenagers of

_)��dfflm,,t-t••��WJ-1;.QJ;���. The actresses were school girls under the

direction of Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to

postpone sexual activity, or, if they do n�t, to use contraception-4i9 �,gjd premaocP-

rphaning or killing babies by "dwnping" them.
At my next stop I saw responsibility in action as I met with members of the

'N\-\,�� Zam.buko Trust, a mic;;oct,tdit p:m,;eai tftlt3ssists women with small loans to start or
expand businesses. After my fe�emarks, I asked if the audience had any

questions'f.M � £�l�1 was at a small business meeting back home when one
after another asked if I knew where she could get second-hand items like sewing
machines and steel punches. (If anyone reading this has any equipment to donate, I

hope they will contact me!)

From Harare we flew to Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the spray
as we walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the power and

12
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magnitude of the falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge.

Then it was on to our RIW destirot:C?Dar Es Salaam, Tanzania, a country

formed from the union of two former colonies whose names entranced me as a

child: Tanganyika and Zanzibar. At my first stop, I met President Benjamin Mkapa,

who is working to open his nation's economy to take advantage of its natural

resources and strategic location on the Tndian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of

Mrs. Mkapa and the women Ministers jn attendance, I encouraged the President to

change laws that limit women from owning and inheriting propertyl_ � restric�ions
b...-,.. . �- -

-fhJ-are not only unfair, �hobble the economic potential of half the country's

population. 

5. The lively conversation

eading her colleagues in song.

lf there is one thing that most people a::i::iociate with Africa, it is wildlife. 1n

Tanzania, 25 percent of the land is set aside for park5 and reserves, making the
country a model for environmental stewardship. Chelsea and I were fortunate to see

13 
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first-hand some of Tanzania's treasures: the.Ngorongoro Crater, �e Serengeti plain, 
' . 

and the Olduvai Gorge, �here Mary and Louis Leakey made their historic
discoveries about modern human ancestry. Traveling by !::,and Rover across rutted

. 
. 

and rocky trails we were awed by the �ast zebra herds, running ostriches, bull
elephants, sleeping mother hippos whose babies rested on their heads half out of the
water, lions eyeing wildebeests and other potential prey. No matter where we

looked� our eyes could not take it all in.

· Near there, we also visited art extended family be.longing to the Masai tribe,
. . 

� 

whose simple, pastoral way of life is at odds with Africa, s push for develop�ent
-and g:.a,.Q: Anyone who sees Masai men and women standing tall and proud in

· their red robes, earrings and elaborate beaded necklaces may well feel that there is
something bittersweet about the nee111Aaroh of progribaml lhe , ... .,. ,fo
.... R �d&te. 

Along with its environmental_efforts, Ta.tl7.ailia is also a cruoial actor in
bringing peace and stability to war-tom central Africa. In Arusha, l visited the 

International War Crimes Tribunal investigating.genocide in Rwanda. The .
Tribunal, recently �eorgahlzed flei mdke its WUtk: iiiON effective J'Wlder the
leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Ar�our, is charged with prosecuting war

crim� and punish;ing those responsible.

14 
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The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but
especially for women and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed
in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, rape and sexual assault were committed on a

. 
"� o,; 

. 

mass scal"'FBIW z::HPd tacti.cs of war. Through the Tribunal, the inte1national

community can and must demand that those who committed genocide and crimes
against humanity be brought to justice.

. ,_ ltrlxtt:J essR. tnw throushout Ni , .wars spawn many lasting repercussions,
and one is the inevitable proliferation of refugees

1 
most of them women and

children. In Africa, as elsewhere. women and children comprise the majority of
those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases in the aftermath
of�

(_�Kampala, Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft
voices and drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young
woman described how, after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep
it attached while she sought futilely to 'find medical care. When an infection
inevitably occurred, she had to remove the ann herself. As she showed me her
stump, another women woe ii tliw OGOHiiillil 9-expla�at there is a severe shortage
of prosthetic limbGier uictin like 1'r. The woman also gave me a photo album .
that documented the price of Rwanda's violence. On each page were graphic

15 
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images of bones, skulls, dazed survivors and otphaned children<.
f,14{ More than the album's photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the

� 

women I met there -- and their determination as they talked about how they would
overcon1e the inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated lives and
country.

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of�e worst epidemic
of AIDS in Africa, it is the only country to have lowered the rate of infection
through an educational -...-mJ;;:tmpaign that includ�fu°boards, � saw
�,omi&eA113c s:Jisp)oy,3 along the road on my way from the airport. This cam�aign �s
led by Uganda's charismatic President, Yoweri Museveni, who believes in
confronting head on problems that traditionally have been ignored and neglected.
He and his wife, Janet, entertained me at Nakasero State House, where I met some
of the government and business leaders o,he tl1 e &RIJ'iRg i' sha�;,1he fastest
growing economy in Africa.

One of the President's priorities is education and his policies have led to a,
huge 1ncrease in the �umbers of boys and girls attending primary school. I saw the
result� when Mr.s. Museveni and I visited the Seguku Primary School, where I
annoW1ced a USAID grant to Uganda to train teachers and prepare teaching
materials. We met two Peace Corps vohmteers who are helping to make classroom

16 

�018 

('9016 



04/15 1 97 16:55 -a-212 880 7892 

04/14l�i MO,l'I_ 17: 10 FAX 

ANNA WINTOl"R 

materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana leaves. I saw how

nec�3sary these efforts were when I w�ed into a classroom with 7 4 third-graders

and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me.she had more girls than boys in her

class for the first time.

I ah:o ifl.\Vi«Q:V:' hme1icaus me hivOived. tn hetptng the Ugandan cmnpatgl<.._

�oiABt NWJ.f!when I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Center, construct� in

part with funds donated by the German, Japanese and American governments, I

listened with tears in my eyes as a young woman with AIDS told me how her aunt's

husband, infected with HIV, had forced himself on her. She had found help and

understanding, she said, at the Ce�ter. Other clients ieftho '5s:�erformed a song

used in the country•s education campaign . The refrain: "AIDS cannot win."

U.S. investments in projects to improve education and fight AlDS aren't just

foreign aid for the sake of foreign aid. Wa-leaHt fi:&Al tk111-1 i!J. An American

doctor at the AIDS Center explained that the policy of same-day testing <Me se.&tiMf?

\� 
�eered there..all now being transplanted back to the U.S.; and there is·

no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in Uganda can help advance the

search for a vaccine and cure.

I also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda's women in a village

bank and at a gathering ofw01nen who attended a speech I gave at the Ni1e
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Conference Center . .FINCA ( Foundation for International Community Assistance)

is an international microcredit association whose banks I have visited in Managua,

Nicaragua, and Washington, DC. But never before had the stories of what women

did with their loans been conveyed to me in song and dance.

And there was more singing befor�y speech. I was touched to hear,

in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States National Anthem, and

the traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins with the words:

''Mothers, dau_ghters .... "-M ti.et e-. t;(r was surrounded by articulate, powerful
i "el� �..9 

women'iilQ.Uganda's Vice President, Dr. Specioza Wandira Kazibwe.

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women

need only travel to Eritrea, the sixth and final country I visited. It is Africa's newest

nation, a democracy born out of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia,

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, "It Takes a

__ n� 
. 

Village." ��cending onto the tarm�c, I was greeted by women ululating and

throwing popcorn at me. a sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as w_e

drove out of the airport, a large banner proclaimed: "Welcome, sister."

The Eritrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self-sufficiency,

and time spent witq. Britrean women explain!> why. I met women freedom fighters

who helped wage the war for ind�pcndence. Many took up arms as teenagers and
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-h>�h.\-
oentifflJOd ta fir/l +-or the better part of three decades. Now they have laid down

their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over their guns at the request of the

new goverrunent, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don't carry them) and

are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow freedom fighters for

civilian jobs. 

In an animated discussion hosted at our Ambassador's residence, leax:ned

how proud the women are of their country's new Constitution, whose motto is

"emancipation through equal participation.0 'Rte meet•ng � moderated by Askalu

\l,l@fletBgjeistl:r with g1a-W0tieRel 6ot:meil 0£'.Wesi;� aLomiA tft otmt mie1sc1cdh e

Ill 021 

� UJ.� 

One woman spoke fo� others present when she aelstewleciscd taai Q

eeesti�iertzrl otxei legal rislui tor women are still undercut.by culture ard cPete1!le. Jl-

�-\: ;,fomen like her, -she ,�ad not helped to fight for national independence to see

victory bring a return of female dependence. That is why women who were actiye

in the liberation struggle are speakin� out in favor of girls participating, �entoiek '2 -

�in compclsory national service and against the practice of female genital

mutilation, which is prevalent among Eritreans.

1i� Scc1ecwy AJbrigtn hat: nnme elem, me umt!tt smtes tondennrs fetm1.rP 
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be to stre3s the health 

r example �- which not only harm women an

built in part with USA

-�•=.u new job skills to make a Jiving on their own since many are st

The President of Eritrea, Isaias Afwerki and his wife, a former freedom

fighter named Saba, do not live in the Presidential Palace ut that is where they

Mrs. Isaias gave me a native dress of soft white, hand-loomed cotton decorated with

embroidery and silver with a matching shawl which I wore to the reception and

entertainment ttrey �tosterisat in a courtyard in front of the palace, built by the

Italians during their occupatio�"!'ifFri111.s;?watching folk dances from various parts

20 
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'Na.S 
·. of�e cowitry. I a5ked the Pre�ident, who beean 4-a guerilla fighter while a

university student in his early twenties, if, during the long war, he had ever found

time to dance. "Of course," he replied. "We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves 

going." 

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the 

President and me to join them. He appeared as swprised as I was, and at first he 

demurred. But the dancers were persistent and both ofus made our way slowly to 

the stage, where we were joined by Mrs. Isaias and a few other guests similarly 

recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simple circle movement that even I could
rno.n-..3<:... 

ik4if. As the music filled the air and I danced around the circle, I looked at the smiling
surro:;�".., 

men and women wouR. me and felt very lucky - and very grateful - to be part of

their celebration of independence and democracy. If I'd had some popco1n, I would 

Nh� w�s. ChelSt!L-.' 
have thrown it at everyone in sight. 

• • 

'°J)i J �he. b�cc. -too � ·

�eec! --b b:t;") he,... l::>d.Gk
•

• i ,-. s1t> "'\ . 

SLx years ago, there were only five democracies in Africa. Now there are 23

countries where free and fair elections have taken place. Africa is also moving from

stifling state-controlled economies to open markets that give full �pe to

21 



04/15197 16:58 '5'212 880 7892 ANNA WINTOUR 

04/14/97 MON 17:57 FAX 

human endeavor. Last year, 30 African countries recorded positive economic

growth. Some countries, like Uganda, have rates of growth that rival those of the

"Asian Tigers', --. and are now being called "African lions,"

Africa also is renewing itself in ways that can't be me�urcd by statistics.

There is a new generation ofrefonn-minded African leaders. There is a new

relationship between �e .:ounv.i�frica and the United States, one t!tat is sgw 0-

bascd as much on free trade and shared ideals as � development assistance.

Afld there is a new eemmitroenr an the p�tt ofroany eftl-t:e oetu:bics ofAfiica to 7'Z_

fio.li:go tel■Mnt, ei oH, maltil:aeial tr tlse:l Jeeie�iee ·Nations t:bat fur 100 hnii iia,·e �

.. KitOWll ant:9 'Qtotenw w,d division me beghmins to £mi pcaec, s�u�nsth and unity in'2

'ttteh dtvcfrs1fy. 
Q ---

To be sure, Africa faces formidable challenges. Many of the African

democ�cies are new and fragile. Too much of the continent continues to be riven

by AIDS and other diseases, poverty, injustice, corruption, and perilous conflicts.

Refugee crises trap women and children, in particular, in lives that go from bad tp

worse.

Yet for all the cruelty and suffering, there is now more cause for hope than 

despair. The credit goes to the African people wh� lia".e endured so much and come 

. ' .. 

,4 

:so far. Bw• t&e Uaitea s��-B 88:ft be hclpfttl. \Viib. g,ede&t W8Bff'ibmt8M in aid, less ,e ___ _ 
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POSSIBLE INSERTS FOR VOGUE 

1. INSERT FOR PAGE FOUR -- AT THE VERY BOTTOM

Fortunately, having become accustomed to sweltering summers in Washington, DC, I 

had packed enough lightweight suits, slacks and blouses to be comfortable even in tropical 

weather. (Little did I know that during the trip I'd have the chance to try out some traditional 

African garb too!) 

2. INSERT FOR PAGE 14 -- AFTER THE PARAGRAPH ABOUT SEEING THE

WILDLIFE 

For Chelsea, seeing exotic wildlife was a special pleasure. She loved animals when she 

was little, and watching her in the game parks brought back memories of our many visits to the 
zoo and the circus. Now, of course, she's a young woman heading off to college. And while I 
dread the day she leaves, I will always treasure those priceless moments when her face conveyed 

her joy and excitement over a new experience. 
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I have always wanted to visit Africa. As a child, I imagined exploring the 

Blue Nile, Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and other exotic places I discovered through 

books and movies. In college I studied writers like Nobel Prize winner Chinua 

Achebe and researched how the United States and the Soviet Union used the 

continent as a giant chess board to maneuver for advantage during the Cold War. 

After I read Isak Dinesen, I longed to sleep in a tent where I could hear the lions 

roar at night. 

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by 

new sights, sounds, smells, and tastes. Like so many others before me, I came home 

transfixed, even transformed, by the experience. I also came back more convinced 

that what happens in Africa should matter to Americans. 

My chance came because the President and Secretary of State asked me to 

demonstrate America's interest in the continent and to highlight positive stories 

about Africa's progress rarely told in our country. These stories are part of a 



worldwide surge of peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every region is 

making its own contributions with its own lessons for the rest of the world. 

Africa's chapter deserves special attention, as I saw in six countries leading the 

continent's democratic and economic renewal: Senegal, South Africa, Zimbabwe, 

Tanzania, Uganda, and Eritrea. 

As with earlier trips I made on behalf of the United States to South Asia, 

South America, and Europe, I tried in Africa to stress our nation's commitment to 

democracy, human rights, and free markets. In particular, I sought to support and 

speak out about efforts to advance the roles and rights of women and girl�. A 

democracy without women's full participation is a contradiction in terms. To live 

up to its promise, a democracy must ensure that girls have the same opportunities as 

boys in education and health care andE8 full participan�in the economic, political 

and social lives of their countries. 

Prior to my trip, Secretary Albright and I delivered speeches at the State 

Department about the centrality of women in building democracy, opening markets 

and realizing human rights. As the Secretary said: "Advancing the status of women 

is the right thing to do -- and the smart thing to do." 

It happens that on several trips I have been lucky enough to travel with my 

daughter Chelsea. These experiences give me the greatest joy in my life. When 
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Chelsea comes along, I get the added pleasure of watching the excitement on her 

face as we visit a new place. And I am reminded that people in other countries see 

that the President of the United States has a child -- a girl whom he values, respects 

and has done his utmost to invest with every chance to fulfill her own God-given 

potential. I am beyond grateful for the times we have circled the globe together. 

And if those travels have changed minds in countries where daughters are not as 

prized as sons -- well, all the better. 

The way women are treated by a society is like the canary in the coal mine 

that miners used to send down the shaft ahead of them. If the bird kept chirping, 

they knew there was enough air for them to follow safely. From what I saw of 

Africa's girls and women, that canary is alive and well. And it can sing. 

As you will see from the memorable photographs by Annie Liebowitz, I met 

impressive national leaders and a lot of remarkable women ( and even a few men 

dressed as women!). These photos, full of hope and promise, offer such a different 

picture than most of what we see on TV or in the newspaper in America about 

Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in from Africa is 

bad news. Too often overlooked are all those stories about democratic and 

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives, 

working to repair communities -- and doing all this while overcoming obstacles I 
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can't even imagine confronting. That's the Africa I saw. I hope, through these 

pictures, you will see it too. 

* * * * * 

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured 

his leg the day before Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead of last minute packing, I 

spent two days with him at at the hospital and preparing the White House for his 

return. When I first saw how much pain he was in and learned how serious the 

operation was, I told him that Chelsea and I should either cancel the trip or 

abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day delay that would still permit us to 

complete the whole schedule. He thought the trip was an important demonstration 

of our country's concern about Africa. Besides, he didn't want to play up his injury 

and worried that my being a "nervous Nellie" would do just that. Once Bill was 

safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety about him and 

anticipation about Africa. 

,., Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a.m. on March 

0 8· My first impression was of a densely dark sky and air that felt like a wall of

heat and humidity. 
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After a quick nap in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off Senegal's 

coast, one of the departure points for millions of Africans sold into slavery from the 

16th to 19th centuries and shipped across the Atlantic to North and South America, 

including the United States. Just as Africa's history is rife with ironies and 

contradictions, so is Goree Island. As we approached by boat, we saw the peaceful 

shore filled with brightly dressed people singing and dancing to welcome me. It was 

jarring to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part of an industry that 

profited from the sale of human beings. 

Nothing speaks more to the depravity of humankind than the slave 

compound, where African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in 

cages before they were sold and shipped away. At the aptly named Door of No 

Return, Chelsea and I saw the passageway where slaves were forced onto ships, 

separated from their loved ones, their land, and their culture with cruel finality. 

Yet I quickly learned in my travels that the history of tragedy in Africa often 

conceals a deeper story of human resilience. Goree Island not only offers a stark 

reminder of a shameful past, but a message about America's vital ties to Africa, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, and the importance of 

treating all men, women and children with the respect and dignity they deserve. It 

was a message that echoed throughout my time in Senegal and from one country to 
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the next.

After a whirlwind day in Senegal - where I met many Senegalese from the 

country’s impressive seven-foot President Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls 

attending a school named in honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to villagers acting out 

a skit about democracy, to a group of women who are working to improve 

education, women’s rights, health care and the economy - we were back on the 

plane for another red-eye, this time to Johannesburg, South Africa, eight-and-a-half 

hours across the continent.

I had been to South Africa once before to attend President Nelson Mandela’s 

inauguration in 1994. But that brief visit had only whetted my appetite to know 

more about what many are calling the South African “miracle” of democracy.

Just outside of Johannesburg is the famous township of Soweto, scene of so 

much of apartheid’s tragic history. As we approached the Entandweni Primary

School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving and smiling. Escorted 

by the principal, Primrose Sishi, clad in a traditional dress of the Zulu tribe, I 

visited a class of six-year-olds who were learning English. Their teacher, Sibongile

Vilikazi, was using a taped program funded partly through assistance from the

United States Agency for International Development and private foundations. The 

lesson for the day taught the words “outside” and “inside,” and the children were 
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asked to use each word in sentences. I couldn’t help but smile when one boy said: 

“The police are outside,” because too often in the past, the police “inside” Soweto 

ended up fueling violence and racial tension. In those days, children, like the ones I 

saw, boycotted school and took to the streets because the apartheid regime wanted 

all classes to be taught in Afrikaans, the language of the white ruling class. Now, 

thankfully, the police are “outside” doing what they are supposed to do - keeping 

the peace - and the students are “inside” the classroom studying.

Unfortunately, crime and violence are big problems in South Africa;

fortunately, all citizens - black, white and coloured - are joined in combatting 

them. African women first helped focus world attention on one crime, domestic 

violence, at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nairobi, Kenya in 

1985. Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world.

But as I heard over and over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not 

prosecuted — or even considered crimes at all - in many parts of the continent.

That’s why it was so heartening to see women from South Africa to Zimbabwe to

Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changing laws and attitudes in 

their respective countries. In Johannesburg, I met with social workers, 

psychologists, police officers, politicians and grass-roots activists who are working 

to end the scourges of domestic violence, child abuse and crime. That’s one of the 
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issues our two countries are cooperating on through the Binational Commission 

chaired by Vice Presidents Thabo Mbeki and Al Gore.

The next morning I flew to Capetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the 

world. African women find strength in song, and everywhere I went, women sang 

as they worked, as they walked, as they greeted us to their homes and villages. And 

on a dusty patch of land in Capetown I watched women, their faces painted 

brightly, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint - singing all 

the while.

Homeless squatters living in deplorable conditions, they had formed their 

own housing and credit association, modeled after one they had heard about in

India. They wanted to better themselves and their families. Pooling their savings, 

they bought shovels, paint, and cement. They asked for information from the 

government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They put in a sewer line.

They worked and worked and today have completed 18 houses, while continuing to 

build more. They are also helping lay the foundation for a new South Africa.

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: “Strength, 

money, and knowledge — we cannot do anything without them.” Good advice for 

any woman seeking a sense of her own value and empowerment.

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspired by its 
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democratic transformation. That democracy could take root after so many decades 

of violence and racial hatred is a testament to the courage and humanity of millions 

of South Africans of all races who are committed to peace and reconciliation. Some 

are famous, like President Mandela, who took Chelsea and me on a tour of the tiny 

prison cell he occupied for years on Robben Island. But most are not, like the 

women at a memorial tree-planting I attended with Archbishop Desmond Tutu in 

honor of those who died or disappeared during apartheid — women whose names 

will never make the nightly news, yet whose tear-stained faces told the story of the 

pain and agony they had endured. They weren’t there to forget their pain; they were 

there to help themselves and their country move beyond the past to a brighter 

future.

That is the purpose of the nation’s Truth and Reconciliation Commission.

Archbishop Tutu invited me to meet its members. In the most ordinary of 

conference rooms, men and women are undertaking the most extraordinary of 

efforts. They are working to heal their nation after generations of injustice and 

brutality. As we know from our own experience, democracy is a complicated and 

difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its own past, South Africa 

has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and Archbishop Tutu know 

that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality for all citizens without a 
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spirit of forgiveness. Under the leadership of the Archbishop, the Commission is 

urging those who committed hate crimes during apartheid to step forward and 

confess. In return, they are granted amnesty from prosecution. Through this great 

experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only shaping their own 

destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world - from Belfast, to Bosnia, to

Burundi — to put aside ancient enmities in search of higher moral ground.

I spoke about South Africa’s lessons for us all in a speech at the University 

of Capetown, presided over by its dynamic woman Vice Chancellor, Dr. Mamphela

Ramphele. I wondered aloud what might have happened in our own country if

President Lincoln had lived out his second term and been able to implement the 

vision of a healed nation set out in his Second Inaugural Address, which urged all 

citizens to unite as Americans and feel “malice toward none.” Would our country 

have had its own Truth and Reconciliation Commission after the Civil War? Could 

we have averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy of prejudice that haunts us 

still?

From the southern tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to Zimbabwe, 

another story of democratic renewal in Africa. It’s a beautiful country - green and 

peaceful. My first stop was a formal call on President Robert Mugabe and his wife,

Grace, at their official residence. The two stuffed lions guarding the entrance were 
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the first signs of wildlife I had seen.

I was also thanked for arriving with the season’s first heavy rainfall, and I 

was happy to take credit since President Mugabe explained that the country was 

suffering from drought.

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean 

women in politics, the professions and business explained to me that, although the 

country did not have laws guaranteeing legal rights to women, it’s not just laws that 

need changing, but attitudes as well. They recounted stories of women who had 

been beaten by their spouses for having “bad manners” or wearing pants, a practice 

deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up the problem: “As long as 

you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can’t have two 

husbands, then you’re not dealing with reality.”

The refreshing candor of women talking about their problems is something

I’ve heard around the world in the roundtable discussions I attend. No matter where 

we are from, or what our station in life, women everywhere seem to share the same 

fundamental goals and aspirations, and the same challenges to their full 

participation in society. I like Mary Wollstonecraft’s comment which, written more 

than 200 years ago, still rings as true and universal today. “I do not wish women to 

have power over men, but over themselves.”
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But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women’s authority over 

themselves and their emotions cannot be legislated; it has to start from within.

That’s why Zimbabwe deserves great credit for its advances in family planning, 

which have encouraged women to assume responsibility for themselves. The U.S.

has supported Zimbabwe’s family planning efforts. At the Kuwadzana Municipal

Clinic I watched a play about “baby-dumping,” the practice by teenagers of 

abandoning babies born out of wedlock. The actresses were school girls under the 

direction of Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to 

postpone sexual activity or, if they do not, to use contraception to avoid pregnancy 

and the tragedy of orphaning or killing babies by “dumping” them.

At my next stop I saw responsibility in action as I met with members of the

Zambuko Trust, a microcredit project that assists women with small loans to start or 

expand businesses. After my formal remarks, I asked if the audience had any 

questions for me. I thought I was at a small business meeting back home when one 

after another asked if I knew where she could get second-hand items like sewing 

machines and steel punches. (If anyone reading this has any equipment to donate, I 

hope they will contact me!)

From Harare we flew to Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the spray 

as we walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the power and 
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magnitude of the falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge.

Then it was on to our next destination, Dar Es Salaam, Tanzania, a country 

child: Tanganyika and Zanzibar. At my first stop, I met President Benjamin Mkapa, 

who is working to open his nation’s economy to take advantage of its natural 

resources and strategic location on the Indian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of

Mrs. Mkapa and the women Ministers in attendance, I encouraged the President to 

change laws that limit women from owning and inheriting property. The restrictions 

are not only unfair, they hobble the economic potential of half the country’s 

population.

That discussion continued with Ministers and other women at the National

Museum during a roundtable meeting convened by my friend, Gertrude Mongolia, a 

former Tanzanian parliamentarian and the Secretary-General of the United Nations

Fourth World Conference on Women in Beijing in 1995. The lively conversation 

ended with Gertrude draping me in a beautiful black and gold wrap called a Conga 

and leading her colleagues in song.

If there is one thing that most people associate with Africa, it is wildlife. In

Tanzania, 25 percent of the land is set aside for parks and reserves, making the 

country a model for environmental stewardship. Chelsea and I were fortunate to see 
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first-hand some of Tanzania’s treasures: the Ngorongoro Crater, the Serengeti plain, 

and the Olduvai Gorge, where Mary and Louis Leakey made their historic 

discoveries about modern human ancestry. Traveling by Land Rover across rutted 

and rocky trails we were awed by the vast zebra herds, running ostriches, bull 

elephants, sleeping mother hippos whose babies rested on their heads half out of the 

water, lions eyeing wildebeests and other potential prey. No matter where we 

looked, our eyes could not take it all in.

Near there, we also visited an extended family belonging to the Masai tribe, 

whose simple, pastoral way of life is at odds with Africa’s push for development 

and growth. Anyone who sees Masai men and women standing tall and proud in 

their red robes, earrings and elaborate beaded necklaces may well feel that there is 

something bittersweet about the necessary march of progress and the passage of 

time.

Along with its environmental efforts, Tanzania is also a crucial actor in 

bringing peace and stability to war-tom central Africa. In Arusha, I visited the

International War Crimes Tribunal investigating genocide in Rwanda. The

Tribunal, recently reorganized to make its work more effective and under the 

leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Arbour, is charged with prosecuting war 

crimes and punishing those responsible.
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The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but 

especially for women and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed 

in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, rape and sexual assault were committed on a 

mass scale. They were tactics of war. Through the Tribunal, the international 

community can and must demand that those who committed genocide and crimes 

against humanity be brought to justice.

As has been true throughout history, wars spawn many lasting repercussions, 

and one is the inevitable proliferation of refugees, most of them women and 

children. In Africa, as elsewhere, women and children comprise the majority of 

those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases in the aftermath 

of war.

In Kampala, Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft 

voices and drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young 

woman described how, after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep 

it attached while she sought futilely to find medical care. When an infection 

inevitably occurred, she had to remove the arm herself. As she showed me her 

stump, another women used the occasion to explain that there is a severe shortage 

of prosthetic limbs for victims like her. The woman also gave me a photo album 

that documented the price of Rwanda’s violence. On each page were graphic 
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images of bones, skulls, dazed survivors and orphaned children.

More than the album’s photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the

women I met there - and their determination as they talked about how they would 

overcome the inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated lives and 

country.

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of the worst epidemic 

of AIDS in Africa, it is the only country to have lowered the rate of infection 

through an educational awareness campaign that includes billboards, which I saw 

prominently displayed along the road on my way from the airport. This campaign is 

led by Uganda’s charismatic President, Yoweri Museveni, who believes in 

confronting head on problems that traditionally have been ignored and neglected.

He and his wife, Janet, entertained me at Nakasero State House, where I met some 

of the government and business leaders who are helping to shape the fastest 

growing economy in Africa.

One of the President’s priorities is education and his policies have led to a 

huge increase in the numbers of boys and girls attending primary school. I saw the 

results when Mrs. Museveni and I visited the Seguku Primary School, where I 

announced a USAID grant to Uganda to train teachers and prepare teaching 

materials. We met two Peace Corps volunteers who are helping to make classroom 
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materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana leaves. I saw how 

necessary these efforts were when I walked into a classroom with 74 third-graders 

and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me she had more girls than boys in her 

class for the first time.

I also saw how Americans are involved in helping the Ugandan campaign 

against AIDS. When I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Center, constructed in 

part with funds donated by the German, Japanese and American governments, I 

listened with tears in my eyes as a young woman with AIDS told me how her aunt’s 

husband, infected with HIV, had forced himself on her. She had found help and 

understanding, she said, at the Center. Other clients of the Center performed a song 

used in the country’s education campaign. The refrain: “AIDS cannot win.”

U.S. investments in projects to improve education and fight AIDS aren’t just 

foreign aid for the sake of foreign aid. We learn from them too. An American 

doctor at the AIDS Center explained that the policy of same-day testing and sharing 

of results pioneered there are now being transplanted back to the U.S.; and there is 

no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in Uganda can help advance the 

search for a vaccine and cure.

I also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda’s women in a village 

bank and at a gathering of women who attended a speech I gave at the Nile
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Conference Center. FINCA ( Foundation for International Community Assistance) 

is an international microcredit association whose banks I have visited in Managua,

Nicaragua, and Washington, DC. But never before had the stories of what women 

did with their loans been conveyed to me in song and dance.

And there was more singing before I gave my speech. I was touched to hear, 

in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States National Anthem, and 

the traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins with the words: 

“Mothers, daughters....” At that event I was surrounded by articulate, powerful 

women like Uganda’s Vice President, Dr. Specioza Wandira Kazibwe.

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women 

need only travel to Eritrea, the sixth and final country I visited. It is Africa’s newest 

nation, a democracy born out of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia.

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, “It Takes a

Village.” Then, descending onto the tarmac, I was greeted by women ululating and 

throwing popcorn at me, a sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as we 

drove out of the airport, a large banner proclaimed: “Welcome, sister.”

The Eritrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self-sufficiency, 

and time spent with Eritrean women explains why. I met women freedom fighters 

who helped wage the war for independence. Many took up arms as teenagers and 
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continued to fight for the better part of three decades. Now they have laid down 

their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over their guns at the request of the 

new government, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don’t carry them) and 

are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow freedom fighters for 

civilian jobs.

In an animated discussion hosted at our Ambassador’s residence, I learned 

how proud the women are of their country’s new Constitution, whose motto is 

“emancipation through equal participation.” The meeting was moderated by Askalu

Menkerios, the President of the National Union of Eritrean Women, which is 

working jointly with our National Council of Negro Women to start microcredit 

projects.

One woman spoke for others present when she acknowledged that 

constitutional and legal rights for women are still undercut by culture and customs.

Women like her, she said, had not helped to fight for national independence to see 

victory bring a return of female dependence. That is why women who were active 

in the liberation struggle are speaking out in favor of girls participating, alongside 

boys, in compulsory national service and against the practice of female genital 

mutilation, which is prevalent among Eritreans.

As Secretary Albright has made clear, the United States condemns female 
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genital mutilation as a violation of human rights. Yet we also know that any 

campaign to change such a deeply ingrained cultural custom must be led by African 

women themselves. Our best hope of helping them may be to stress the health 

problems associated with female genital mutilation - higher rates of maternal and 

infant mortality, for example — which not only harm women and children but 

weaken society as a whole.

I thought of the struggle African women are waging when I looked at the 

faces of the little girls gathered at the dedication of the Embadorho Health Station, 

built in part with USAID funds, and when I met women at the BANA

Woodworking Training Center who have been demobilized from the military and 

now must learn new job skills to make a living on their own since many are single 

mothers.

A

The President of Eritrea, Isaias Afwerki and his wife, a former freedom 

fighter named Saba, do not live in the Presidential Palace but that is where they 

entertained me. They prefer to live in a small house in town with their children.

Mrs. Isaias gave me a native dress of soft white, hand-loomed cotton decorated with 

embroidery and silver with a matching shawl which I wore to the reception and 

entertainment they hosted. I sat in a courtyard in front of the palace, built by the

Italians during their occupation of Eritrea, watching folk dances from various parts 
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of the country. I asked the President, who began as a guerilla fighter while a 

university student in his early twenties, if, during the long war, he had ever found 

time to dance. “Of course,” he replied. “We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves 

going.”

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the

President and me to join them. He appeared as surprised as I was, and at first he 

demurred. But the dancers were persistent and both of us made our way slowly to 

the stage, where we were joined by Mrs. Isaias and a few other guests similarly 

recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simple circle movement that even I could 

do. As the music filled the air and I danced around the circle, I looked at the smiling 

men and women around me and felt very lucky — and very grateful — to be part of 

their celebration of independence and democracy. If I’d had some popcorn, I would 

have thrown it at everyone in sight.

* * * * *

Six years ago, there were only five democracies in Africa. Now there are 23 

countries where free and fair elections have taken place. Africa is also moving from 

stifling state-controlled economies to open markets that give full life and scope to
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human endeavor. Last year, 30 African countries recorded positive economic

growth. Some countries, like Uganda, have rates of growth that rival those of the 

“Asian Tigers” — and are now being called “African lions.”

Africa also is renewing itself in ways that can’t be measured by statistics.

There is a new generation of reform-minded African leaders. There is a new 

relationship between the countries of Africa and the United States, one that is now 

based as much on free trade and shared ideals as it is on development assistance.

And there is a new commitment on the part of many of the countries of Africa to 

forge tolerant, civil, multiracial tribal societies. Nations that for too long have 

known only violence and division are beginning to find peace, strength and unity in 

their diversity.

To be sure, Africa faces formidable challenges. Many of the African 

democracies are new and fragile. Too much of the continent continues to be riven 

by AIDS and other diseases, poverty, injustice, corruption, and perilous conflicts.

Refugee crises trap women and children, in particular, in lives that go from bad to 

worse.

Yet for all the cruelty and suffering, there is now more cause for hope than 

despair. The credit goes to the African people who have endured so much and come 

so far. But the United States can be helpful. With modest contributions in aid, less 
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than one-tenth of one percent of our budget, we have supported the teachers, family 

planning centers, AIDS prevention efforts, environmental protection and economic 

advances that give Africans the tools to help themselves and to become stronger 

partners for peace, freedom, and democracy in the 21st century. We should do more 

of it. Their hope is ours too.
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I have always wanted to visit Africa. As a child, I imagined exploring the

Blue Nile, Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and other exotic places I discovered

through books and movies. In college I studied writers like Ffi^/^Wer

Chinua Achebe and researched how the United States and the Soviet Union used 

the continent as a giant chess board to maneuver for advantage during the Cold

War. After I read Isak Dinesen, I longed to sleep in a tent where I could hear the 

lions roar at night.

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by 

the sights, sounds, smells, tastes, feelings, [animals and people] I encountered. I 

hope this brief recounting of what I saw and did gives some idea about why I — like 

so many others — came home transfixed, even transformed, by the experience, and 

why what happens in Africa shoiuld matter to Americans.

My chance to go came because the President and Secretary of State asked 

me to demonstrate America’s interest in the continent and to highlight positive 
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stories about Africa’s progress that rarely are told in our country. These stories are 

part of a worldwide surge of peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every 

region is making its own contributions with its own lessons for the rest of the 

world. But Africa’s chapter deserves special attention, as I saw that over the two 

weeks I spent visiting some of the touchstones of democratic and economic 

renewal: Senegal, South Africa, Zimbabwe, Tanzania, Uganda, and Eritrea.

In many ways, this trip built on trips I have been privileged to make on 

behalf of the United States to countries in South Asia, South America, and Europe.

In each place I have sought to underscore progress and stress America’s 

commitment to democracy, human rights, and free markets. In particular, I have 

sought to support and speak out about efforts to advance the role of women and 

girls. The way a society treats its women and girls is a clear indication of its quality 

as a democracy and its prospects for the future, for a democracy without women’s 

full participation is a contradiction in terms. To live up to its promise, a democracy 

must commit to giving girls the same opportunities as boys to education, health 

care, and the chance to participate fully in the economic, political and social life of 

their countries.

Prior to my trip, Secretary Albright and I spoke about the centrality of 

women in the building of democracy, open markets and the realization of human 
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rights. As the Secretary so eloquently put it: “Advancing the status of women in 

the right thing to do — and the smart thing to do.”

It also happens that on several trips I have been lucky enough to travel with 

my daughter Chelsea. These experiences give me the greatest joy in my life. When

Chelsea comes along, I get the added pleasure of seeing the excitement on her face 

as we visit a new place. And I am reminded that people in other countries see that 

the President of the United States has a child who happens to be a girl — a girl 

whom he values, respects and has done his utmost to ensure has every chance to 

fulfill her own God-given potential. I am beyond grateful for the times we have 

circled the globe together. And if those travels have changed minds in countries 

where daughters are not as prized as sons - well, all the better.

When it comes to democracy, the way women are treated is like the canary 

in the coal mine that miners used to send down the shaft ahead of them. If the bird 

kept chirping, they knew there was enough air for them to follow safely. From 

what I saw of Africa’s girls and women, that canary is alive and well. And it can 

sing.

As you will see from the memorable photographs by Annie Liebowitz, I met 

impressive national leaders and a lot of remarkable women (and even a few men 

dressed as women!). These photos, full of hope and promise, offer such a different 

3



picture than most of what we see on TV or in the newspaper in America about

Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in from Africa is 

bad news. Too often overlooked are all those stories about democratic and 

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives, 

working to repair communities — and doing all this while overcoming obstacles I 

can’t even imagine confronting. That’s the Africa I saw. I hope, through these 

pictures, you will see it too.

* * ** *

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured 

his leg the day before Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead of last minute packing, I 

spent two days with him at at the hospital and preparing the White House for his 

return. When I first saw how much pain he was in and learned how serious the 

operation was, I told him that Chelsea and I should either cancel the trip or 

abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day postponement that would still 

permit us to complete the whole schedule. He thought the trip was an important 

demonstration of our country’s concern about Africa. Besides, he didn’t want to 

play up his injury and worried that my being a “nervous Nellie” would do just that.
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After I saw Bill safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety 

about him and anticipation about Africa. Exhausted from worry and sleepless 

nights, I tried to rest up on the way over.

Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a.m. on March 

18th. My first impression was of a densely dark sky and air that felt like a wall of 

heat and humidity.

After a quick nap in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off of

Senegal’s coast, one of the departure points for millions of Africans who were sold 

into slavery from the 16th to 19th centuries and shipped across the Atlantic to North 

and South America, including the United States. Just as Africa’s history is rife with 

ironies and contradictions, so is Goree Island. As we approached by boat, we saw 

the peaceful shore filled with brightly dressed people singing and dancing to 

welcome me. It was jarring to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part of 

to an industry that profited from the sale of human beings.

Nothing speaks more to the depravity of humankind than the slave 

compound, where African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in 

cages before they were sold and shipped away. Looking through what is aptly 

called the Door of No Return, Chelsea and I saw the passageway where slaves 

boarded ships, separated from their loved ones, their land, and their culture with 

5



cruel finality.

Yet I quickly learned in my travels that the history of tragedy in Africa often 

conceals a deeper story of human resilience. Goree Island not only offers a stark 

reminder of a shameful past, but a message about America’s vital ties to Africa, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, and the importance of 

treating all men, women and children with the respect and dignity they deserve. It 

was a message that echoed throughout my time in Senegal and from one country to 

the next.

In fact, I saw it acted out in a skit about democracy and women’s roles 

performed by villagers in Saam Njaay, Village. And I met a lively American 

woman, Molly Melching, who lived in the village for several years and now directs 

a program that promotes literacy, health care and other services.

After a whirlwind day in Senegal — where I met many Senegalese from the 

country’s impressive seven-foot President Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls 

attending a school named in honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to village chiefs, to 

a group of women who are working to improve education, women’s rights, health 

care and the local economy — we were back on the plane for another red-eye, this 

time to Johannesburg, South Africa, eight-and-a-half hours across the continent.

I had been to South Africa once, for a day, to attend President Mandela’s 
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inauguration in 1994. But that brief visit had only whetted my appetite to know 

more about what many are calling the South African “miracle” of democracy.

A short distance southwest of Johannesburg is the famous black township of

Soweto, scene of so much of apartheid’s tragic history. As we approached the

Entandweni Primary School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving 

and smiling. Escorted by the principal, Primrose Sishi, who wore a colorful dress 

partly through assistance from the United States Agency for International

Development and private foundations. The lesson for the day taught the words 

“outside” and “inside,” and the children were asked to use each word in sentences.

I couldn’t help but smile when one boy said: “The police are outside.” Too often in 

the past, the police were dispatched to Soweto and ended up fueling violence and 

racial tension. In those days, children like the ones I saw boycotted school and took 

to the streets because the apartheid regime would only let them learn in a language 

other than their own. Now, thankfully, the police are doing what they are supposed 

to do — keep order rather than provoke disorder -- and the students are back in the 

classroom learning.

Unfortunately, crime and violence are big problems in South Africa;
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fortunately, all citizens - black, white and coloured - are joined in combatting 

them. African women first helped focus world attention on the issue of domestic 

violence at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nairobi, Kenya in 

1985. Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world.

But as I heard over and over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not 

prosecuted — or even considered crimes at all — in many parts of the continent.

That’s why it was so heartening to see women from South Africa to Zimbabwe to

Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changing laws and attitudes in 

their respective countries. In Johannesburg, I met with social workers, 

psychologists, police officers, politicians and grass-roots activists who are working 

to end the scourges of domestic violence, child abuse and crime. That’s one of the 

issues our two countries are cooperating on through the Binational Commission 

chaired by Vice Presidents Thabo Mbeki and Al Gore.

The next morning 1 flew to Capetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the 

world. The Mayor, Theresa Solomon, greeted me as I got off the plane and 

presented me with a pin and scarf bearing the emblem of the city’s bid for the 2004

Olympic Games. If Capetown is selected, it will be the first time an African city 

hosts the Games.

I discovered early on in my trip that African women find strength in song.
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Everywhere I went, women sang as they worked, sang as they walked, sang as they 

greeted us to their homes and villages.

In a dusty patch of land in Capetown I watched women, their faces painted 

in bright colors, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint — and 

singing all the while. Homeless squatters who live in deplorable conditions, they 

had formed their own housing and credit association, modeled after one they had 

heard about in India. They wanted to do better for themselves and their families.

Pooling their savings, they had bought shovels, paint, and cement. They asked for 

information from the government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They 

put in a sewer line. They worked and worked and worked. Today they have 

completed 18 houses. They are building more. And in so doing they are also laying 

the foundation for a new South Africa.

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: “Strength, 

money, and knowledge — we cannot do anything without them.” Good advice for 

any woman seeking a sense of her own value and empowerment.

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspired by the 

the courage and humanity of millions of South Africans of all races who are 
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committed to peace and reconciliation. Some are famous, like President Mandela, 

who took me and Chelsea on a tour of the tiny prison cell he occupied for years on

Robben Island. But some are not so famous, like the women at a memorial tree­

planting I attended with Archbishop Desmond Tutu in honor of those who died or 

disappeared during apartheid — women whose names will never make the nightly 

news, yet whose tear-stained faces told the story of the pain and agony they had 

endured. They weren’t there to forget the past; they were there to help themselves 

and their country move beyond tragedy to a brighter future.

I also had the opportunity to join Archbishop Tutu at a meeting of the

nation’s Truth and Reconciliation Commission in downtown Capetown. In the 

most ordinary of conference rooms, men and women are undertaking the most 

extraordinary of efforts. They are working to heal their nation after generations of 

injustice and brutality. As we know from our own experience, democracy is a 

complicated and difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its own 

past, South Africa has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and

Archbishop Tutu know that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality 

for all citizens without a spirit of forgiveness. That is what the Truth and

Reconciliation Commission is all about. Under the leadership of the Archbishop, 

the Commission is urging those who committed hate crimes during apartheid to 
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step forward and confess. In return, they are granted amnesty from prosecution.

Through this great experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only 

shaping their own destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world — from

Belfast, to Bosnia, to Burundi -- to put aside ancient enmities in search of higher 

ground.

I spoke about South Africa’s lessons in a speech at the University of

Capetown, presided over by its dynamic woman Vice Chancellor, Dr. Mamphela

Ramphele. I wondered aloud what might have happened in our own country if

President Lincoln had lived out his second term and been able to implement the 

vision of a healed nation set out in his Second Inaugural Address, which urged all 

citizens to unite as Americans and feel “malice toward none.” Would our country 

have had its own Truth and Reconciliation Commission after the Civil War? Could 

we have averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy of prejudice that haunts 

us still?

From the southern tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to

Zimbabwe, another story of democratic renewal in Africa. It’s a beautiful country - 

- lush, green and peaceful. My first stop was a formal call on President Robert

Mugabe and his wife, Grace, at their official residence. The two stuffed lions 

guarding the entrance were the first signs of wildlife I had seen.

11



I was also thanked for arriving with the season’s first heavy rainfall, and I 

was happy to take credit since President Mugabe explained that the country was 

suffering from drought.

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean 

women in politics, the professions and business explained to me that, although the 

country did not have laws guaranteeing legal rights to women, it’s not just laws that 

need changing, but attitudes as well. They recounted stories of women who had 

been beaten up by their spouses for having “bad manners” or wearing pants, a 

practice deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up the problem: 

“As long as you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can’t 

have two husbands, then you’re not dealing with reality.”

The refreshing candor of women talking about their problems is something

I’ve heard around the world in the roundtable discussions I attend. No matter where 

we are from, or what our station in life, women everywhere seem to share the same 

fundamental goals and aspirations, and the same challenges to their full 

participation in society. I like Mary Wollstonecraft’s comment which, written more 

than 200 years ago, still rings as true and universal today. “I do not wish women to 

have power over men, but over themselves.”

But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women’s authority over 
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themselves and their emotions cannot be legislated; it has to start from within.

That’s why Zimbabwe deserves great credit for its advances in family planning, 

which have encouraged women to assume responsibility for themselves. The U.S.

has supported Zimbabwe’s family planning efforts. At the Kuwadzana Municipal

Clinic I watched a play about “baby-dumping,” the practice by teenagers of 

abandoning babies bom out of wedlock. The actresses were school girls under the 

direction of Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to 

postpone sexual activity or, if they do not, to use contraception to avoid pregnancy 

and the tragedy of orphaning or killing babies by “dumping” them.

At my next stop I saw responsibility in action as I met with members of the

Zambuko Trust, a microcredit project that assists women with small loans to start 

or expand businesses. After my formal remarks, I asked if the audience had any 

questions for me. I thought I was at a small business meeting back home when one 

after another asked if I knew where she could get second-hand items like sewing 

machines and steel punches. [If anyone reading this has any equipment to donate, I 

hope they will contact me!]

From Harare we flew to Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the 

spray as we walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the 

power and magnitude of the falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge.
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I was also thanked by my airport greeters for bringing rain to our next 

destination, Dar Es Salaam, Tanzania, a country formed from the merger of two 

former colonies whose names entranced me as a child: Tanganyika and Zanzibar.

My first stop was an official call on President Benjamin Mkapa, who is working to 

open his nation’s economy to take advantage of its natural resources and strategic 

location on the Indian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of Mrs. Mkapa and the 

women Ministers in attendance, I encouraged the President to change laws that 

limit women from owning and inheriting property. The restrictions are not only 

unfair, they hobble the economic potential of half the country’s population.

I continued that discussion with Ministers and other women at the National

Museum during a roundtable meeting convened by my friend, Gertrude Mongolia, 

a former Tanzanian parliamentarian and the Secretary-General of the United

Nations Fourth World Conference on Women in Beijing in 1995. The lively 

If there is one thing that most people associate with Africa, it is wildlife. In

Tanzania, 25 percent of the land is set aside for parks and reserves, making the 

country a model for environmental stewardship. Chelsea and I were fortunate to see 

first-hand some of Tanzania’s treasures: the Ngorongoro Crater, the Serengeti 
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plain, and the Olduvai Gorge, where Mary and Louis Leakey made their history 

changing discoveries about modem human ancestry. Traveling by Land Rover 

across rutted and rocky trails we couldn’t help but be awed by the vast zebra herds, 

running ostriches, bull elephants, sleeping mother hippos with their babies resting 

on their heads half out of the water, lions eyeing wildebeests or other potential 

prey. No matter where we looked, our eyes could not take it all in.

Near there, we also happened upon an extended family belonging to the

Masai tribe, whose simple, pastoral way of life is at odds with Africa’s push for 

development and growth. Anyone who sees the Masai, standing so tall and proud 

[any more description?], will inevitably feel that there is something bittersweet 

about progress and the passage of time.

Along with its environmental efforts, Tanzania is also a crucial actor in 

bringing peace and stability to war-torn central Africa. In Arusha, I visited the

International War Crimes Tribunal investigating genocide in Rwanda. The

Tribunal, recently reorganized to make its work more effective and under the 

leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Arbour, is charged with prosecuting war 

crimes and punishing those responsible.

The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but 

especially for women and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed 
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in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, rape and sexual assault were committed on a 

mass scale. They were tactics of war. Through the Tribunal, the international 

community can and must demand that those who committed genocide and crimes 

against humanity be brought to justice.

As has been true throughout history, wars spawn many lasting repercussions, 

and one is the inevitable proliferation of refugees, most of them women and 

children. In Africa, as elsewhere, women and children comprise the majority of 

those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases in the aftermath 

of war.

In Kampala, Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft 

voices and drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young 

woman described how, after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep 

it attached while she sought futilely to find medical care. When an infection 

inevitably occurred, she had to remove the arm herself. As she showed me her 

stump, another women used the occasion to explain that there is a severe shortage 

of prosthetic limbs for victims like her. The woman also gave me a photo album 

that documented the price of Rwanda’s violence. On each page were graphic 

images of bones, skulls, dazed survivors and orphaned children.

More than the album’s photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the 
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women I met there — and the determination on their faces as they talked about how 

they would overcome the inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated 

lives and country.

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of the worst epidemic 

of AIDS in Africa, it is the only country to have lowered the rate of infection 

through an educational awareness campaign that includes billboards, which I saw 

prominently displayed along the road on my way from the airport. This campaign is 

led by Uganda’s charismatic President, Yoweri Museveni, who believes in 

some of the government and business leaders who are helping to shape the fastest 

growing economy in Africa. One of the President’s priorities is education and his 

policies have led to a huge increase in the numbers of boys and girls attending 

primary school. I saw the results when Mrs. Museveni and I visited the Seguku

Primary School, where I announced a USAID grant to Uganda to train teachers and 

prepare teaching materials. We met two Peace Corps volunteers who are helping to 

make classroom materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana leaves.

I saw how necessary these efforts were when I walked into a classroom with 74 

third-graders and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me she had more girls 
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confronting head on problems that traditionally have been ignored and neglected.

He and his wife, Janet, entertained me at State House [ck], where I met 



than boys in her class for the first time.

I also saw how Americans are involved in helping the Ugandan campaign 

against AIDS. When I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Center, constructed in

OH

aunt’s husband, infected with HIV, had forced himself on her. She had found help 

and understanding, she said, at the Centre. Other clients of the Centre performed a 

song that is used in the country’s education campaign. The refrain: “AIDS cannot 

win.”

U.S. investments in projects to improve education and fight AIDS aren’t just 

foreign aid for the sake of foreign aid. We learn from them too. An American 

doctor at the AIDS Centre explained that the policy of same-day testing and 

sharing of results pioneered there are now being transplanted back to the U.S.; and 

there is no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in Uganda can help 

advance the search for a vaccine and cure.

I also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda’s women in a FINCA 

village bank and at a gathering of women who attended a speech I gave at the Nile

Conference Center.lINCA is an international microcredit association whose banks I 

have visited in Managua, Nicaragua, and Washington, DC, but never before have I 
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part with funds donated by the Japanese and American^ ^qy^rnments [ck],

I listened with tears in my eyes as a young woman with AIDS told me how her 



been told the stories of what women did with their loans in song and dance.

And there was more singing before I gave my speech. I was touched to hear 

the audience sing, in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States

Kazibwe and [ck].

need only travel to Eritrea, the sixth and final country I visited. It is Africa’s newest 

nation, a democracy born out of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia.

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, “It Takes a

Village.” Then, as I descended onto the tarmac, I was greeted by women ululating 

and throwing popcorn at me, a sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as 

we drove out of the airport, a large banner proclaimed: “Welcome, sister.”

The Eritrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self­

sufficiency, and time spent with Eritrean women explains why. I met women 

freedom fighters who helped wage the war for independence. Many took up arms 

as teenagers and continued to fight for the better part of three decades. Now they 

have laid down their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over their guns at the 
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articulate, powerful women like Uganda’s Vice President, Dr. Specioza Wandira

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women 

National Anthem, and the traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins 
does AcV huA iwa "

with the words: “Mothers daughters. . . .” At that ^ventT was surrounded by 



request of the new government, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don’t 

carry them) and are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow 

freedom fighters for civilian jobs.

In an animated discussion with women hosted at our Ambassador’s 

residence, I learned how proud the women are of their country’s new Constitution, 

whose motto is “emancipation through equal participation.” The meeting was 

moderated by Askalu Menkerios, the President of the National Union of Eritrean

start microcredit projects for women, [ck]

One women spoke for others present when she acknowledged that 

constitutional and legal rights for women are still undercut by culture and customs 

that have to be addressed. Women like her, she said, had not helped to fight for 

national independence only to see victory bring a return of female dependence.

That is why women who were active in the liberation struggle are speaking out in 

favor of girls participating, alongside boys, in compulsory national service and 

against the practice of female genital mutilation which is prevalent among

Eritreans.

As Secretary Albright has made clear, the United States condemns female 

genital mutilation as a violation of human rights. Yet we also know that any 
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Women, which is working jointly with our National Council of Negro Women to 

is



campaign to change such a deeply engrained cultural custom in Africa must be led 

by African women themselves. Our best hope of helping them is to stress the health 

problems associated with female genital mutilation — higher rates of maternal and 

infant mortality, for example — which not only harm women and children but 

weaken society as a whole.

I thought of the struggle African women are waging when I looked at the 

faces of the little girls gathered in front of me at the dedication of the Embadorho

Health Station, built in part with USAID funds, and when I met women at the

BANA Woodworking Training Center who have been demobilized from the 

military and now must learn new job skills to make a living on their own since 

many are single mothers.

The President of Eritrea, Isaias Afworki and his wife, a former freedom 

fighter named Saba, do not live in the Presidential Palace but that is where they 

entertained me. They prefer to live simply in a small house in town with their 

children. Mrs. Isaias gave me a native dress of soft white, hand-loomed cotton 

decorated with embroidery and silver with a matching shawl which I put on and 

wore to the reception and entertainment they hosted. I sat in a courtyard in front of 

the palace, built by the Italians when they occupied the country, watching the 

dancers perform folk dances from various parts of the country. I asked the
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President, who began as a guerilla fighter while a university student in his early 

twenties, if, during the long war, he had ever found time to dance. “Of course,” he 

replied. “We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves going.”

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the

President and me to join them. I think he was as surprised as I was, and at first he 

the stage, where we were joined by Mrs. and a few other guests similarly

recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simply circle movement that even I could 

do. As the music filled the air and I danced around the circle, I looked at the 

[smiling men and women] around me and felt very lucky — and very grateful — to 

be part of their celebration of independence and democracy. If I’d had some 

popcorn, I would have thrown it at everyone within sight.

* * * * *

Six years ago, there were only five democracies in Africa. Now there are 23 

countries where free and fair elections have taken place. Africa is also moving 

from stifling state-controlled economies to open markets that give full life and 

scope to human endeavor. Last year, 30 African countries recorded positive 
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demurred. But the dancers were persistent and both of us made our way slowly to

iLqjaj.
5. S^bo and a few other guests similarly



economic growth. Some countries, like Uganda, have rates of growth that rival 

those of the “Asian Tigers” — and countries now being called “African lions.”

Africa also is renewing itself in ways that can’t be measured by statistics.

There is a new generation of reform-minded African leaders. There is a new 

relationship between the countries of Africa and the United States, one that is now 

based as much on free trade and shared ideals as it is on development assistance.

And there is a new commitment on the part of many of the countries of Africa to 

forge tolerant, civil, multiracial tribal societies. Nations that for too long have 

known only violence and division are beginning to find peace, strength and unity in 

their diversity.

To be sure, Africa faces formidable challenges. Many of the African 

democracies are new and fragile. Too much of the continent continues to be riven 

by AIDS and other diseases, poverty, injustice, corruption, and perilous conflicts.

Refugee crises trap women and children, in particular, in lives that go from bad to 

worse.

Yet for all the cruelty and suffering, there is now more cause for hope than 

despair. The credit goes to the Africans people who have endured so much and 

come so far. But the United States can be helpful. With modest contributions in aid, 

less than one-tenth of one percent of our budget, we have supported the teachers, 
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family planning centers, AIDS prevention efforts, environmental protection and 

economic advances that give Africans the tools to help themselves and to become a 

stronger partners for peace, freedom, and democracy in the 21st century. We 

should do more of it. Their hope is ours too.

###

Extra stuff #2:

I was also lucky enough to travel with one: My daughter Chelsea. Like any 

parent, traveling with my daughter is one the greatest joys of my life. When

Chelsea travels with me, people see that the President of the United States has a 

child who happens to be a girl, and that he values her, respects her, and has done 

his utmost to see to it that she has every chance in the world. I am beyond grateful 

for the times I have been able to travel with my daughter. But if those travels have 

changed minds in countries where daughters are not as prized as sons — well, all 

the better.

When I first saw these pictures, two thoughts came to the front of my mind — 

and they are related. First, that Africans are responsible for Africa’s success — but 

that the United States has helped. We have played a critical role in the creating the 
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context for Africa’s progress. A modest contribution in United States aid to Africa - 

- less than 1/10 of 1 percent of our budget — yields extraordinary returns. I wish I 

could show every American what this aid does — how it trains teachers, supports

AIDS prevention, keeps family planning centers open, helps people start small 

businesses, helps communities to protect the environment [Peace Corps part of this 

budget?].
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I have always wanted to visit Africa. As 1 imagined exploring the Blue'NffeT'"*)- 'T^Af

friends recounted thcir Pwvei^agf t ly

Tibuied money lu funds to save endangered animals and £

wofked-to end apuitheid.

id at the end of the paragraph—maybe I was-‘-%cposod teAor

1
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there to exemplify [NOS;- demonstrate^ America# interest in the continent and to highlight ’̂ 

s^spar positive stories about"AfiTcdjthai rarely art told in our country. These stories are part of a

different word here 5incc_itl.s repeats

Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and all the other exotic places 1 discovered through books and 

movies. In college I studied writers lik^Mb jl [ck] Chinua Achebe^and researched

how hath, the United States and the Soviet Union used the continent as a giant chess board a^tey- 

maneuvered for advantage during the Cold War. After I read Isak Dinesin, I longed to sleep in a 

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by the sights, 

sounds, smells, foods, feelings, animals and people I experienced [NOTE: might want to use a­

tent where 1 could hear the lions roar at night aartfef

s> —
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l^icountwud”] 1 hope this brief recounting of what I saw and did gives yea some'idea about 

why 1 - like so many others - came home transfixed, even transformed, by the exPer’ence5^^^£^^^ 
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worldwide surge of peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every region is making its own

economic renewal: Senegal, South Africa, Zimbabwe, Tanzania, Uganda, and Eritrea.

Europe,ri

America’s commitment to democracy and Iju: 

n, I have tiled to focus attention urf the role oi

its - are

respected can women embi

of the democratic

7

When it comes to democracy, the way women are treated is like the canary in the coal 

mine that miners used to send down the shaft ahead of them. If the bird kept chirping, they knew 

2

start a business, to feel safe from vipfence on the streets ajjd in their own homes can they 

experience the consciousness of full citizenship, and fne action it inspires

=e-±trave

A

that [the?] authonty^over themselves as cytizens that is the bedrock 

ferience. Only when tjiey have the rights to J>d1istened to, to plan a family, to

contributions with its own lessons for the rest of the world But Africa’s chapter deserves special 

attention, cause of the promise — and pciil — it represents.

Mongnh.VMtd China [what abuut Thailand mill Australia?]: Tn each place I have sought to

i underscore progress and stress
I I A . ' . I ni I A. I

Ever

domh

/ vii.h*
I saw that over^two weeks as I vtsited-some of the touchstones of Africa’s democratic and

icrica’s commitment to democracy and human rights. ,

^omen girls y~

each sogieff. Why? because the way a society treats its women and girls isyte my mind^ihe  

-NV CA '%> dull IpUJYfAJ&l IjV'tu
clear aw indication of its success as^a democracy  ̂for a democracy without women’s full

participation is a contradiction in terms^)

CTrohve up to its promise, a democracy must commit to giving girls the same opportunities

as boys education, health care, the chance to participate fully in the economic, political and 

social life of their countries. [Only wherfwomen’s rights --ztKe fullness of human

In many ways, this trip built on the other foreign trips I have been privileged to make on uww. 

behalf of the United States to South Asia, South America, Central and South
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there was enough air for them to follow safely. From what I saw of Africa’s girls and women, that 

canaiy is alive and well. And it can sing

As you will see from th^photographs by Annie Liebowitz, I met impressive national 

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives, working to 

repair communities - and doing all this while overcoming obstacles 1 can’t even imagine 

confronting. That’s the Africa T saw. I hope, through these pictures, you will see it too

* * * ♦ * ♦

Hast minute [ilfegibk-xxxxx] —: the hospital

-JUm or preparing the White House for his return. When I first saw how much pain he was in and 

about him and anticipation about Africa I was exhausted from worry and sleepless nights and

3

Besides, he didn’t want to play up his injury and worried that my being a “nervous Nellie” would 

do’fjust that^ After T saw Bill safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety 

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured his leg the day 

Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead ot last minute [legible xxxxx] .— the hospital with 

leaders and a lot of remarkable women (and even a few men dressed as womenl). These photos, 

full of hope and promise, we such a different picture than most of what we see on TV or in the 

newspaper in America about Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in 
Teo ^4^

from Africa is bad newsk^Left on the editing room floorjare all those stories about democratic and 

learned how serious the operation was, I told him that Chelsea and I should either cancel the trip 

or abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day postponement that would still fxy^because 

he thought the trip was an important demonstration of our country’s concern about Africa



<U. Oil l?kJb

4

the passageway where slaves boarded ships, separated from their loved ones, their land, and their 

culture with cruel finality

Nothing speaks more to the depravity of humankind than the slave compound, where

African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in cages before they were sold and 

shipped away. Looking through what is aptly called the Door of No Return, Chelsea and I saw

Yet I quickly learned in ScuegahUid tlii'oughuHtmy travels that the history of tragedy in

Africa often conceals a deeper story of human resilience.and triumph: Goree Island not only 

offers a stark reminder of a shameful past, but a message about America’s vital ties to Africa, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, and the importance of treating all men, 

women and children with the respect and dignity they deserve. It was a message that echoed 

throughout my time in Senegal and from one country to the next.
/

in fact, 1 saw it acted out in a skit about democracy and women’s roles performed by

Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a m. on March 18th. My first 

impression was of ^ky that was^ensely darkjand air that felt like a wall of heat and humidity.

After a few hours of sleep in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off of Senegal’s 

coast, one of the departure points for millions of Africans who were sold into slavery from the 

16’*' to 19th centuries and shipped across the Atlantic to North and South America, including the 

United States Just as Africa’s history is rife with ironies and contradictions, so is Goree Island. 

As we approached by boat, we saw the peaceful shore filled with brightly dressed people singing 

and dancing to welcome me. It was jarring to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part 

of to an industry that profited from the sale of human beings.
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villagers in Saam NAjaay, Village And 1 met a levefy American woman, Molly Melching [ck], who Lj?

lived in the village for several years and now directs a program that promotes gl literacy, health

care and other services Molly and I were pulled to our feet to dance with the [xxxx}:

After a whirlwind day in Senegal - where I met many Senegalese from the country’s

impressive seven-foot Presidenr Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls attending a school named in

honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to American Peace Corps volunteers, to village chiefs, to a

group of women who are working to improve education, women’s rights, health care and the

local economy — we were back on the plane for another red-eye, this time to Johannesburg, South

Africa, eight-and-a-half hours across the continent.

I had been to South Africa once, for a day, to attend President Mandela’s inauguration in

1994. But that brief visit had only whetted my appetite to know more about what many are calling

the South African “miracle” of democracy.

A short distance south [ck] of Johannesburg is the famous black township of Soweto,

V.

“inside” and the children were asked to use each word in sentences. I couldn’t help but smile

was too often the case in the past, to promote disorder) so that children “inside” schools can be

5

program funded partly by assistance from the United StatefAgency for International

Development and private foundations. The lesson for the daywaXthe words “outside” and

2

when one boy said: “The police are outside,” which is where they belonged to keep order (not, as

scene of so much of apartheid’s tragic history. As we approached the Entandweni Primary

School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving and smiling.'jTvisited a class of six- V 

pyeaF-olds who werelearning English^Escorted by the principal. Primrose Sishi [ck], who wore a 

colorful dress traditional to the Zulu tribe,Me teacherSiboncile\Vilikazi, was using a taped
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Tile bfgjpsr prcbleffwiow in South Africa is crime afld violence wliich'fteec^areTOwed

<OT««rnbStTng W.

4t-wtts African women who first helped focus world attention on the issue of domestic 

violence at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nairobi, Kenya inJSW^ck], °

(b)(3)
cooperating on through the Binational Commission-cJjaired by Vice Presidents lhabo Mbeki and

Al Gore.

I discovered early on in my trip that African women find strength in song. Everywhere I 

went, women sang as they worked, sang as they walked, sang as they greeted us to their homes 

and villages.

Tn a dusty patch of land in Capetown 1 watched women, their faces painted in bright 

6

4

r<J. t>il

vf-'
/t V" Jso La

scarf bearing the emblem of the city’s bid for the 2004 Olympic Games. If Capetown is selected, it 

will be the first time an African city hosts the Games [?]. A) H C^/

The next momma T flew m Canetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the world. The 
(b)(3)

Mayor, i eresa bolomon [ck]< greeted me as 1 got off the plane and presented me with a pin and

(rvy\A.. s.

Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world. But as I heard over and 

over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not prosecuted -- or even considered crimes at 

all — in many parts of the continent. That’s why it was so heartening to see women from South

Africa to Zimbabwe to Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changing laws and 

attitudes in their respective countries. In Johannesburg, I met with social workers, psychologists, 

police officers, politicians and grass-roots activists who are working to end the scourges of E6 0 IJ 

domestic violence, child abuse and crime. That’s one of the issues our two cour*""0
05 - “

IstGk /?
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' colors, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint -- and singing all the while.

told the story of the pain and agony they had endured. They weren’t there to forget the past; they

were there to help themselves and their country move beyond tragedy to a brighter future.

I also had the opportunity to join Archbishop Tutu at a meeting of the nation’s Truth and

7

years on Robben Island. But some are not so famous, like the women at a memorial tree-planting 

T attended with Archbishop Desmond Tutu in honor of those who died or disappeared during

apartheid - women whose names will never make the nightly news, yet whose tear-stained faces

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspired by the magnitude of the 

democratic transformation taking place there. That democracy could take root after so many 

decades of violence and racial hatred is a testament to the courage and humanity of millions of 

South Africans of ail races who are committed to peace and reconciliation Some are famous, like 

President Mandela, who took me and Chelsea on a tour of the tiny prison cell he occupied for

Homeless squatters who live in deplorable conditions, they had formed their own housing and 

credit association, modeled after one they had heard about in India. They wanted to do better for 

themselves and their families Pooling their savings, they had bought shovels, paint, and cement. 

They asked for information from the government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They 

put in a sewer line. They worked and worked and worked. Today they have completed 18 

houses. They are building more. And in so doing they are also laying the foundation for a new 

South Africa.

— «~UL. -*^0

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: “Strength, money, and 

knowledge — we cannot do anything without them.” Good advice for any woman seeking a sense 

of het own value and empowerment
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From the southern tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to Zimbabwe, another

8

namr lhii!_§h^ag3g5Eian] Vice Chancellor, Dr. Mamphela Ramphele [ck. ]. I wondered aloud 

what might have happened in our own country if President Lincoln had lived out his second term

past. South Africa has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and Archbishop Tutu 

know that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality for all citizens without a spirit of 

forgiveness. That is what the Truth and Reconciliation Commission is all about. Under the

Reconciliation Commission in downtown Capetown. In the most ordinary of conference rooms, 

men and women are undertaking the most extraordinary of efforts. They are working to heal their 

nation after generations of injustice and brutality. As we know from our own experience, 

democracy is a complicated and difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its own

leadership of the Archbishop, the Commission is urging those who committed hate crimes during 

apartheid to step forwar d and confess. In return, they are granted amnesty from prosecution. By 

[Through?] this great experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only shaping their 

own destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world — from Belfast, to Bosnia, to Burundi — 

to put aside ancient enmities in search of higher ground.

I spoke about the lessons South Africa has for all of us in a speech at the University of

Capetown, presided over by its dynamic woman fNeTEThoFsure

and been able to implement the vision of a healed nation set out in his Second Inaugural Address, 

which urged all citizens to unite as Americans and feel “malice toward none ”4NQ3£- cowldnH 

qj^j^ad^rscr^rimprtmsed] Would our country have had its own Truth and Reconciliation 

Commission after the Civil War? Could we have averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy 

of prejudice that haunts us still?

-know from her, to i

n
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I was also thanked profusely foi

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean women in

politics, the professions and business explained to me that, although the country did not yet have 

around the world in the roundtable discussions I attend. And I’m always reminded that no matter

where we are from, or what our station in life, women everywhere share the same fundamental 

goals and aspirations, and the same challenges to their full participation in society. 1 like Mary

... ....
wrote it nearly 200 years ago [ck]. “I don^t wish women to have power over

themselves ” [ck exact quote]

But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women’s authority over themselves and

9

manners ’ or wearing pants, a practice deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up 

the problem: “As long as you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can’t

their emotions cannot be legislated; it has to start from within. That’s why Zimbabwe deserves 

great credit for its advances in family planning, which have encouraged women to assume

I*'’’HI *■ 
xJ

story of democratic renewal in Africa. It’s a beautiful country — lush, green and peaceful. My first
t * CwccUL C SWO

stop was a formal call on President and Mrs. Mugabe at their official residence. The two stuffed

have two husbands, then you’re not dealing with reality.”
* V

The refreshing candor of women talking about their problems is something I’ve heard

lions guarding the entrance were the first signs of wildlife I had seen.

[rain?], for which I was happy to take

L 
U

Wollstonecraft s comment which seems as true — and universal — today as it was when she first

• men, but over

laws guaranteeing legal rights to women, it’s not just laws that need changing, but attitudes as

well. They recounted stories of women who had been beaten up by their spouses for having “bad 
■C

Iw f

J J

I was also thanked profuseb^S^SiginVlhefirSt [ram’Hor whicMwas happy totdeel “"V

the credit offered sincej^resident Mugabe explained that the country was suffering from drought.

&

; a beautiful country - lu; 
c su-kj
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responsibility for themselves. The U.S. has supported Zimbabwe's family planning efforts. At the 
fvl( C\�.:. -(.\.M.U.C.{ z� /v{ v(I,. Cl po.. I pc, IV c. l u'LL ( 

Kuwadzana [ck} Health Clinic I watched a play about "baby-dumping," the practice by teenagers 

of abandoning babies born out of wedlock. The actresses were school girls under the direction of 

several Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to postpone sexual activity 

or, if they do not, to use contraception to avoid pregnancy and the tragedy of orphaning or killing 

L112 

babies by "dumping" them. � yu\ l (l� · 
z:sa-• 2u-rn t)v l0

At my next stop 1 saw responsibility in action as I met with women involved in Zambuko, 1i U1ST 

a microcredit project that assists women with small loans to start or expand businesses. After my 

formal remarks, I asked the women if they had any questions for me. I thought 1 was at a small 

business meeting back home when one after another asked if I knew where she could get second-

hand cq
�

· pment like sewing machines and steel punches. Ji � """"-� � Lu �
l l �, J � � w·,,( �vt- "----!'- l 

F om Harare we flew fo Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the spray as we 

walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the power and magnitude of the 

falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge. 

l was also thanked by my airport greeters for bringing rain to our next destination, Dar Es

Salaam,. Tanzania, a country fo
//

om the merger of two fonner colonies whose names 

entranced me as a child: Tanganyib and Zanzibar. My first stop was an official call on President 
'Een)a.rYl, /"\ . . . . , 

Mk&pa [ck], who is working to open his nation's economy to take advantage of its natural 

resources and strategic location on the Indian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of Mrs. Mkapa 

and the women Ministers in attendance, 1 encouraged the President to change those laws that limit 

women from owning and inheriting property. The restrictions� not only unfair, they �bble 

the economic potential of half the country's population. 
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I continued that discussion with Ministers and other women at the National Museum at a 
roundtable meeting convened by my friend, Gertrude MoQgc� a fonner Tanzanian 
parliamentarian and t�e Secretary-General of the Unitod Nations Fourth World Conference on✓ J 
Women in Beijing in J 995. The lively conversation ended with Gertrude draping me in yards of 

� material [ colors? fabric?] and leading her colleagues in song. 
�w If there is one thing that most people associate with Africa, it is wildlife. In Tanzania, 25 

percent of the land is set aside for parks and reserves, making the country a model for 
environmental stewardship. Chelsea and l were fortunate to see first-hand some of Tanzania's 
treasures: the Ngorongoro Crater, the Serengeti plain, and the Olduvai Gorge, where Mary and 
Riehdiil ENOTE. he's the son, du ybu mean Ji!m or her Husban&>, Louist Leakey made their 
history changing discoveries about modem human ancestry. Traveling by Land Rover across 

�( t/ ..,,(j.J. v' 6.A4 '2,(,1. /' "- � I rutted and rocky trails we� at the{,eec], running ostriches, bull elephants, sleeping mother 
� '": hippos with their babies resting on their heads half out of the w·ater, lions eyeing wild be83t's or a�< 

potential prey. No matter where we looked> our eyes could not take it all in. �he scale was like T/ 
nothing I had ever see� 

Along with its environmental efforts, Tanzania is also a crucial actor in bringing peace and 
stability to war-tom central Africa. 1n Arusba, I visited the International War Crimes Tribunal 
investigating genocide in Rwanda. The Tribunal, recently reorganized to make its work more 
effective and under the leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Arbour, is charged with 
prosecuting war crimes and punishing those responsible. 

The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but especially for women 
and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, 

11 
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rape and sexual assault were committed on a mass scale. They were tactics of war. Through the

Tribunal, the international community can and must demand that those who committed genocide

and crimes against humanity be brought to justice.

As has been true throughout history, wars spawn many lasting repercussions, and one is

worn.

in the aftermath of war.

In Kampala, Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft voices and

drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young woman described how,

after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep it attached while she sought futilely to

find medical care. When an infection inevitably occurred, she had to remove the arm herself. As

documented the price of Rwanda’s violence. On each page were graphic images of bones, skulls,

dazed survivors and orphaned children.

More than the album's photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the women I met there

awareness campaign that includes billboards, which I saw prominently displayed along the road on

my way from the airpon This campaign is led by Uganda’s charismatic President, Yoweri

12

she showed me her stump, another women used the occasion to explain that there is a severe 

shortage of prosthetic limbs for victims like her. The woman also gave me a photo album that

— and the determination on their faces as they talked about how they would overcome the 

inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated lives and country.

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of the[wbrst]epidemic of AIDS in

Africa, it is the only countiy to have lowered the rate of infection through an educational

the inevitable proliferation of refugees, most of them women and children. In Africa, as elsewhere, 

omprise die majority of those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases
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hav
and neglected. He and his wife, Janet/entertained me at Nakagero State Houste^jck]

economy in Africa. One of the President’s priorities is education and his policies have led to a

Uganda to train teachers and prepare teaching materials. We met two Peace Corps volunteers

who are helping to make classroom materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana

leaves. I saw how necessary these efforts were when I walked into a classroom with 74 third- x

graders and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me she had more girls than boys in her class

for the first time.

woman with AIDS told me how her aunt’s husband, infected with HTV, had forced himself on her.

She had found help and understanding, she said, at the Centre. Other clients of the Centre

performed a song that is used in the country’s education campaign. The refrain: “AIDS cannot

win.”

13

V
Museveni, who believes in confronting head on the problems that traditionally have been ignored

huge increase in the numbers of boys and girls attending primary school. I saw the results when 

Mrs Museveni and I visited the Seguku Primary School/where I announced a USAID grant to

where T met

some of the government and business leaders who are helping to shape the fastest growing

explained that the policy of same-day testing and sharing of results pioneered there are now 

transplanted back to the U.S.; and there is no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in

U.S investments in projects to improve education and fight AIDS aren’t just foreign aid 

for the sake of foreign aid. We learn from them too. An American doctor at the AIDS Centre

I also saw how Americans are involved in helping the Ugandan campaign against AIDS. 
W or C&vke

When I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Centre, constructed in pan with funds donated by 

the German, Japanese and American governments [ck], I listened with tears in my eyes as a young

Ito

CK
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Uganda can help advance the search for a vaccine and cure.

ck].

ive visited in Managua, Nicaragua,

sing, in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States National Anthem, and the 

ioza Wandir-Kazibwe (ckj.SP

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women need only travel 

to Eritrea, the sixth and final country 1 visited. It is Africa’s newest nation, a democracy bom out 

of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia.

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, “It Takes a Village ” Then, 

proclaimed: “Welcome, sister ”

The Eritrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self-sufficiency, and time 

spent with Eritrean women explains why. 1 met women freedom fighters who helped wage the 

14

as I descended onto the tarmac, I was greeted by women ululating and throwing popcorn at me, a 

sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as we drove out of the airport, a large banner 

A

war for independence Many took up arms as teenagers and continued to fight for the better part 

of three decades Now they have laid down their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over

1 also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda’s women in a FINCA village b; 

and at a gathering of women who attended a speech I gave at the Nile Conference Cente/[

stories of what women did with their loans in song and dance.

And there was more singing before I gave my speech. 1 was touched to hear the audience

i

orxr-w mt t. . i 11 «C_ f HJO 0^03

FINCA is an international microcredit associationnlhave visited jigbaMea in Managua, Nicaragua,

and Washington, DC, but never before have I been told the

1

traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins with the words: “Mothers^daughters.. . .”

At that event I was surrounded by articulate, powerful women like Uganda’s Vice President, Dr.
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their guns at the request of the new government, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don’t 

cany them) and are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow freedom fighters for 

civilian jobs.
/

In an animated discussion with women hosted at our Ambassador’s residence, I learned

how proud the women are of their country’s new Constitution, whose motto is “emancipation t, whose motto is emancipation

One women spoke for others present when she acknowledged that constitutional and legal 

rights for women are still undercut by culture and customs that have to be addressed. Women like 

her, she said, had not helped to fight for national independence only to see victory bring a return 

practice of female genital mutilation which is prevalent among Eritreans. [This-ts-aarreky topic-fix

. ChaticngifigFOMshould^has^oj beWiTy'Afncanwomeirthemselyes.

Those of us on the outside who wish to be helpful should stress the health-related arguments that 

[NOTE: is your point that the health-related arguments are the most pragmatic way to affect 

cultural change in this case? If so, maybe we should say so more directly. I’m worried that it 

sounds as though you’re dismissing what FGM represents in terms of women’s rights].

I thought of the struggle when I looked at the faces of the little girls gathered in front of

15

of female dependence That is why women who were active in the liberation struggle are speaking 

out in favor of girls participating, alongside boys, in compulsory national service and against the 

through equal participation.” The meeting was moderated by

the National Union of Eritrean Women, which is working jointly with our National Council of

Negro Women to start microcredit projects for women.

compellingly point out the connections between FGM and maternal and infant mortality and 

morbidity. But the struggle will be waged — and eventually won — by the women like those I met 

\/ V If-ll IZ I IUsJ'UI I A 4
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military and now must learn new job skills to make a living on their own since many are single

mothers.

soft white, hand-loomed cotton decorated with embroidery and silver with a matching shawl 

which I put on and wore to the reception and entertainment they hosted. I sat in a courtyard in 

front of the palace, buih by the Italians when they occupied the country, watching the dancers 

perform folk dances from various parts of the country. I asked the President, who began as a

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the President and me 

to join them. I think he was as surprised as 1 was, and at first he demurred. But the dancers were 

persistent and both of us made our way slowly to the stage, where we were joined by Mrs. Sabo

it at everyone within reach.

16

guerilla fighter while a university student in his early twenties, ifi during the long war, he had ever 

found time to dance. “Of course,” he replied. “We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves going.”

and a few other guests similarly recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simply circle movement 

that even I could do. As the music filled the air and I danced around the circle, I looked at the

l/ltjir-u p » i i

■gonbwjorno IfelVK
me at the dedication of the Ebaderho Health Clinic [ck], built in part with USAID funds, and

VJoodv-’al to TTcuru n. Cctfv'
when I met women at the BANA wood-working center who have been demobilized from the 

[smiling men and women] around me and felt very lucky — and very grateful — to be part of 

their celebration of independence and democracy. If I’d had some popcom, I would have thrown 

I cis Mioo ch
The President of Eritrea, Isats Afwerki and his wife, a former freedom fighter named Saba

I
Haifa, do not live in the Presidential Palace but that is where they entertained me. They prefer to 

live simply in a small house in town with their children. Mrs' [ck] gave me a native dress of 



Here is a framework for the Vogue piece. Obviously a lot is missing.

Please let me know if I can help the process along at this point. Thanks.

4) I think you need to discuss the FGM issue somewhere and explain why it is so 
difficult for an outsider to go into those countries and raise it.

2) You’ll see lots of brackets where you might want to tell stories or where you may 
remember things that others weren’t privy too.

3) There is not a lot that is personal in here. I don’t think that’s necessarily bad, but 
you may want to add some anecdotes along the lines that Anna’s memo suggests.

--if half the world is underfed, underschooled ... can’t have true democracy 
—too often women’s rights are on the outskirts of opportunity
— women’s rights are human rights -- and human rights are women’s rights 
—Imagine what would happen if women stopped working — stopped working in the 

home, in the fields, in the factories, etc....
—Importance of the tools of opportunity
—As Sec of State said, “advancing the status of women is the right thing to do — and 

the smart thing to do.”

1) The opening section doesn’t have enough about women. I think the solution is to 
say something like Africa is changing for women — and women are changing Africa. And 
then we can insert your tried-and-true women’s themes:

TO: HRC
FROM: Lissa
RE: Vogue
DATE: April 11,1997



At last, a draft of Mrs. Clinton’s piece. She worked very hard on it over the weekend and 
it is quintessentially her. We welcome your suggestions for improving it, especially what to cut. 
(It’s too long — about 5,400 words). Apologies for getting it to you so late. Please let me know 
what else we can do. Thanks.

TO: Anna Wintour
FROM: Lissa Muscatine (202-456-2935)
RE: Mrs. Clinton’s piece
DATE: April 14
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April 14, 1997

Marsha BerryTo:

Anna WintourFrom:

Number of pages including cover: 4

THE CONDE HAST PUBLICATIONS INC. 350 MADISON AVENUE NEW YORK, NY 10017 (212)080-8800

ANNA WINTOUR
Editor in Chief
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April 3, 1997

Dear Marsha,

TIIC CONDS NAST PUBLICATIONS INC. 350 MADISON AVENUE NEW YORK, NY 10017 (212)880-8800

ANNA WINTOUR
Editor in Chief

What did Mrs. Clinton find to be the most fun? What was the most fascinating thing 

that Mrs. Clinton discovered?

Marsha Berry
Office of the First Lady
1600 Pennsylvania Avenue 
Washington, D.C. 20500

How did Mrs. Clinton decide on Africa? Had Mrs. Clinton had a !ong-standing 
interest in the continent, and when did this begin? And how was the final itinerary 

determined?

What was the biggest surprise of the trip? What were the elements which, despite 
all the research and briefings, Mrs. Clinton was not prepared for or that turned out to 
be more beautiful and/or dramatic than she had expected?

What was the emotional highlight? Seeing Goree Island, the port where slaves 
were shipped from, or touring Nelson Mandela's jail cell with the South African 
president? Or was there a more quiet and personal moment that sticks in Mrs. 

Clinton's mind?

We would love this piece to be something of a diary, both a record of and a 
response to the highlights of Mrs. Clinton's trip, her impressions of events as they 
occurred, and her reactions now that she is back. Among the questions the First 

Lady might want to consider addressing are:

These are some of my thoughts about Mrs. Clinton's trip. Obviously she has her 
own point of view, but I think these are some of the things that Vogue readers 

would be interested in.
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We were amused to read that the First Lady watched "Out of Africa" on the flight 
out. Did the reality of the continent match the beauty and romanticism of the 
movie? What was Mrs. Clinton1s response to the Serengeti plain? Even with the 
presence of the press and Secret Service details. was it possible to escape 
civilization and have a real encounter with nature at its most wild? 

How much actual contact was the First Lady able to establish with local villagers, 
mothers, a.nd students? Were there moments when Mrs. Clinton could break away 
from ·her heavily scripted schedule and interact with people one on one? 

When she was not taking part in official dinners, what did Mrs. Clinton eat? Did she 
make any culinary discoveries? And how did Mrs. Clinton decide what to wear each 

day? 

In terms of logistics--how long did it take to plan the trip? When did Mrs. Clinton 
begin her own research for the trip, and what did this entail? How many people 
altogether accompanied Mrs. Clinton, including White House officials, Sacret 
Service, and press? 

At the University of Cape Town, Mrs. Clinton said that she felt it might be easier for 
women to be elected to high positions under a parliamentary system because, Mrs. 
Clinton said, "They do not have to go out and sell themselves to the enlire country 
and face all the required questions that we In public life have to deal with. It's very 
difficult for women to answer many of the perceptions and stereotypes the public 
holds about them.· Can Mrs. Clinton elaborate on this, and does Mrs. Clinton think 
that this will change in the near future--either in Africa or in the United States? 

The complications and contradictions of Africa are enormous, and even the 
successes come at a cost, such as the Foundation for International Community 
Assistance, which is required to charge interest rates as high as 80 percent. Does 
Mrs. Clinton think this is why so many Americans feel distant from Africa and so 
often regard its problems as insurmountable? 

As such a champion of women's rights, did Mrs. Clinton find it difficult to encounter 
firsthand tribal customs and rituals that seem to Westerners barbaric and anti­
wornen? Did Mrs. Clinton feel it is possible for these tribes to learn to understand 
and embrace our ideas about human rights while continuing to respect ancient 

traditions? 

� 003 
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V.

Does Mrs. Clinton feel that her trip has helped to highlight the successes of the 
continent and will strengthen the U.S. commitment to the continent? What advice 
will Mrs. Clinton give the President before he makes his own visit to Africa?

This may be the last trip the First Lady and Chelsea take together before Chelsea 
leaves for college. Was Mrs. Clinton aware of this during the trip ? Was there a 
sense of nostalgia and sadness? Did the press attention to and reiteration of this 

fact make it more difficult for Mrs. Clinton?



Questions from Anna Wintour: 

2) What turned out to be the most fun? What was the most fascinating thing you discovered?

5) Were you able to break away from formal settings and interact with people one on one?

6) What did you eat?

7) How did you decide what to wear?

12) Advice for the President before he makes his trip to Africa?

4) What was your response to the Serengeti plain? Even with the presence of the press and the 
Secret Service, was it possible to escape civilization and encounter nature at its most wild?

3) What was the emotional highlight? Was it a dramatic moment, like Goree Island or President 
Mandela’s cell? Or was there a quieter, more personal moment?

10) Do the contradictions in Africa (great successes coupled with great human and natural 
disasters) make it harder for Americans to engage with the countries of Africa?

11) Did you find it difficult to encounter and discuss tribal and societal customs and rituals that 
seem anti-woman to Westerners? How do we respect ancient traditions even as we promote 
human rights?

1) What was the biggest surprise of the trip? What, despite the research and briefings, were you 
not prepared for? What turned out to be more beautiful or dramatic than expected?

13) Was there a sense of nostalgia and sadness because this was probably your last trip with 
Chelsea before she goes off to college? Did the press attention to this make it more difficult?

9) Do you wish to elaborate on your comment at University of Cape Town about why it’s easier 
for women to attain political power in a country with a parliamentary system? Any predictions 
re. women in politics in the U.S. and Africa?

8) How long did it take to plan the trip? How many people accompanied you? How did you plan 
for it (reading, research, etc.)?
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The Associated Press

April 6, 1997, Sunday, BC cycle

ADVANCED-DATE: April 3, 1997, Thursday, BC cycle

SECTION: International News

LENGTH: 1087 words

BYLINE: By SONYA ROSS, Associated Press Writer

DATELINE: GOREE ISLAND, Senegal

TM

LEXIS- NEXIS' LEXIS-NEXISLEXIS’-NEXIS’
member erf the Keed F-Uevier pie group ^^^A member erf the Reed Elsevier pk group^^ A member erf the Reed Elsevier pk group

I was stepping through the Door of No Return, a crude square opening in the 
wall of a stone "slave house" here, the westernmost point between Africa and 

America.

I was in Africa to chronicle the goodwill tour of first lady Hillary Rodham 
Clinton. Six countries in two weeks, designed to gin up interest in a continent 
most Americans dismiss as a font of famine, disease and chaos.

BODY:
"It was total separation." The curator's words echoed in my head, repeating 

a fact I'd known all my life but never fully understood until this moment.

Joseph Ndiaye, curator of this slave house since 1962, has told the story so 
many times that his voice punctuates his words like a drumbeat.

"They left this continent in the largest movement of people the world has 
ever experienced ... Men, women and children ... They waited three months for 

transport ... They were fed once a day.

"... The value of children depended on how many teeth they had. Women were 
judged by the firmness of their breasts. Men, by their muscles."

But I also was on a mission of self-discovery, to identify my Nameless 
African and bring him home. Although my family doesn't know a name, gender, 
tribe or description of this person, I felt surely on a continent this vast and 

ancient, clues would simply turn up.

The materials in the AP file were compiled by The Associated Press. These 
materials may not be republished without the express written consent of The 

Associated Press.

My thoughts were of the Nameless African who was pushed through a doorway 
just like this one, who lived the rest of his life - her life? - as a slave on a 
plantation in Georgia, who created a child whose child created a child who 

ultimately created me.
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I was filled with rage.

To suddenly uncover these Africans stung like a stab wound.

LEXIS-NEXIS’ LEXIS-NEXIS LEXIS-NEXIS’
member of the Reed Elsevier pie group member of the Reed Elsevier pic group ^^~A member of the Reed Elsevier pic group

That comment confused the women. They looked at Vicki, looked at me, looked 
at themselves, obviously wondering what African could possibly resemble us?

Shaaban explained that Vicki and I were African Americans, the children of 
Africans who were stolen from here and taken to a far, far place. We don't know 
our tribes, we don't know our ancestors, he said. As this was translated, two 
women drew closer and stared openly at me. It was OK, because I was staring

"Yeah, let's TALK about your ancestors!" I said to myself. "Did they work 
here? Did they lay the babies head to toe in a cold room, on a cold floor? Did 
they wash the blood from the walls? Did they select maidens for the merchants to 

rape?"

Until this point, I was at peace with slavery. Long ago, I'd disposed of my 
unfocused hatred for the unknown white people who owned my family and reduced 
the Africans who traded slaves to a vague haze in my mind.

The disabled were placed here, in this room. Skinny ones were fattened there, 
in that room. This dark, cone-shaped cubbyhole held the "recalcitrants." 
Solitary confinement for the resistors.

Ndiaye said his family has been on Goree for nearly 400 years. I could 
imagine his great-great-great-grandfather's dark hands pushing my helpless, 
Nameless African down a gang plank onto a putrid slave ship.

We jumped into a jeep driven by Shaaban Lagwen, a Tanzanian brother who has 
guided tourists here at the Ngorongoro Crater for about 10 years. He told us we 
would be among the first to visit this particular village.

By the second day in Tanzania, I was hankering to get away from organized 
activity. Vicki Mabrey, a reporter for CBS, was feeling the same way. So when 
the chance came to visit a Maasai village about 30 minutes away from our safari 

lodge, we seized it.

He drove us along a bumpy road that led to a half-dozen tiny huts made of mud 
and cattle dung and covered with roofs of banana leaf. Groups of lean Maasai, 
draped in flowing red or plaid fabric and wearing huge beaded strands in their 
ears or wrapped around their heads, warily watched us from inside an empty cow 

corral.

The Maasai are a gentle, pastoral people who coexist with the lions and 
cheetahs in the conservation area around the Ngorongoro Crater, raising goats 

and cattle.

Through a translator, Vicki asked women who stood outside of a hut if they 
would take a picture with her. Vicki wanted the photograph for her mother, who 
had asked to see Africans in an attempt to identify physical features in common 
with her family.
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back.

"Ahhhh!" the women said collectively.

"It was

"Our coming back proved that was a lie," Bolden said.

LANGUAGE: ENGLISH

LOAD-DATE: April 6, 1997

LEXIS-NEXIS
A member of the Reed Elsevier pk group

LEXIS-NEXIS' LEXIS-NEXIS
member of the Reed Elsevier pie gro.jp ^^^A member of the Reed Elsevier pic group

Despite the anger I felt on Goree, I politely asked Ndiaye whether any of his 
ancestors were sent into slavery through the slave house where he now works.

This genteel old man not only had one Nameless African, he had two - one who 
was pushed aboard a slave ship and another who did the pushing.

We laughed like little girls. Before long the Maasai women were our friends. 
Their children drew close to pose for pictures, their body language saying, "We 

accept you. Welcome home."

The translator pointed to our hair, our eyes, our much paler faces, my short 
corkscrew hair and Vicki's straight, shoulder-length tresses. The women pointed 
to their noses and eyes, as if to say, "See that nose? It is like my nose!"

William Bolden, a Navy chaplain who spoke with a relaxed Southern drawl, 
sucked in his breath as we exchanged our Goree experiences in our hotel later. 
Bolden traveled to Senegal with tickets won from a Los Angeles radio station.

Sure, Goree was painful, Bolden said, but he felt better once he read the 
words beside the Door of No Return: "From this door for a voyage without return 
they went, their eyes fixed on the infinity of suffering."

By this time Karen Breslau, a reporter for Newsweek, had wandered over and 
stood beside me. Suddenly, one of the women reached down and pulled our hands 
side by side. The women craned their necks to take in the contrast between 
Karen's creamy skin and my caramel complexion. Then she held her midnight dark 
hand beside my hand. Another contrast. "Ahhh!" the women said.

How could these women be Africans, one woman finally asked, and have skin 
that is such a strange color? "We're diluted," I joked. They laughed, but the 

questioner wanted to know, really?
So I explained that we had been mixed with so many different peoples through 

the ages that we came out this way. In the translator's version, Vicki and I are 
what happens when you mix everyone together, and did they notice that the 
African in us remained obvious?

"Names were taken away, and people were given numbers," he had said, 

total separation."

"No, I don't know," Ndiaye said. "But I know, as an African, some have passed 
through here. That is why, when I speak here, I put myself in the shoes of my 

ancestors."



Here is a framework for the Vogue piece. Obviously a lot is missing.

Please let me know if I can help the process along at this point. Thanks.

4) I think you need to discuss the FGM issue somewhere and explain why it is so 
difficult for an outsider to go into those countries and raise it.

3) There is not a lot that is personal in here. I don’t think that’s necessarily bad, but 
you may want to add some anecdotes along the lines that Anna’s memo suggests.

2) You’ll see lots of brackets where you might want to tell stories or where you may 
remember things that others weren’t privy too.

—if half the world is underfed, underschooled ... can’t have true democracy 
—too often women’s rights are on the outskirts of opportunity
— women’s rights are human rights - and human rights are women’s rights 
—Imagine what would happen if women stopped working — stopped working in the 

home, in the fields, in the factories, etc....
—Importance of the tools of opportunity

—■ —As Sec of State said, “advancing the status of women is the right thing to do — and
the smart thing to do.”

1) The opening section doesn’t have enough about women. I think the solution is to 
say something like Africa is changing for women — and women are changing Africa, And 
then we can insert your tried-and-true women’s themes:
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Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and all the other exotic places 1 discovered through books and

maneuvered for advantage during the Cold War. After I read Isak Dinesin, I longed to sleep in a

mtributed'rnoney'tcrftmds to-save-endangered-^rumals-andJ—

worked-tcrend-apartheid-
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H'eneounter-edk.] 1 hope this brief recounting of what I saw and did gives yon some idea about

suppesr positive stories about
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movies. In college I studied writers like Nobel Prize winner [ck] Chinua Achebe and researched 

how hath, the United States and the Soviet Union used the continent as a giant chess board afehey-

different-word-here-sinoedtLs-repeatei

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by the sights,

there-te-exemplify-fNOHi demonstrate^ America^ interest in the continent and to highlight ■and’

( prOqv<ss I (Vm.
icdrthat rarely ^t told in our country. These stories are part of a

why I - like so many others - came home transfixed, even transformed, by the experience^^^-^

tent where 1 could hear the lions roar at nigh^anddtstened eageriy as-friends rcoounted them-Peece

1 have always wanted to visit Africa. As a Wfrte
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economic renewal: Senegal, South Africa, Zimbabwe, Tanzania, Uganda, and Eritrea

!
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When it comes to democracy, the way women are treated is like the canary in the coal 

mine that miners used to send down the shaft ahead of them. If the bird kept chirping, they knew 
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start a business, to feel safe from violence on the streets and in their own homes can they

experience the consciousness of full citizenship, and the action it inspires.

icrica’s commitment to democracy and human rights. ■
 n

X

worldwide surge of peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every region is making its own 

contributions with its own lessons for the rest of the world. But Africa’s chapter deserves special 

attention Jxfth-becausroftheiJromise^anctperih^it-representsr'

In many ways, this trip built on the other foreign trips I have been privileged to make on

behalf of the United States to South Asia, South America, Central and Southern Europe, 

ecause the way a society treats its women and girls is,/to-my-mind^ the_
'Ku d 'up

clears* indication of its success-Vs^a democracy^ for a democracy without women’s full 

participation is a contradiction in terms.

C_To live up to its promise, a democracy must commit to giving girls the same opportunities 

r_ i—.-t0

social life of their countries. Only wherfwomen’s rights -rthe fullness of human rights -

Mongolia,-and-ChimrfwharabonrThailand and~Australia?]r In each place I have sought to

i underscore progress and stress Ami

as boys education, health care, the chance to participate fully in the economic, political and

tionJxfth-because-ofthe^romise^anctperih^it-representsr'

( T saw that over^two weeks sre I visited-some of the touchstones of Africa’s democratic and

------------ -------------------- 1 j' s' 

respected can women embrace that [the?] authority over themselves as citizens that is the bedrock

of the democratic experience. Only when they have the rights to be listened to, to plan a family, to

^andhui

Ar \

each-soerefy~AVhy? pecaua

success-as1a <
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there was enough air for them to follow safely. From what I saw of Africa’s girls and women, that 

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives, working to 

repair communities - and doing all this while overcoming obstacles I can’t even imagine 

confronting. That’s the Africa I saw. I hope, through these pictures, you will see it too

* *ik * *♦

;ad of lasfminute ryi^gible-xxxxx]-. . - the hospital
rt>>

Besides, he didn’t want to play up his injury and worried that my being a “nervous Nellie” would 
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do'just that^- After I saw Bill safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety 

about him and anticipation about Africa I was exhausted from worry and sleepless nights and

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured his leg the day 

before Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead of last minute [iljegible-xxxxx}- . < the hospital with 

-him or preparing the White House for his return. When I first saw how much pain he was in and 

canary is alive and well. And it can sing.

As you will see from the^photographs by Annie Liebowitz, I met impressive national 

leaders and a lot of remarkable women (and even a few men dressed as women!). These photos, 

full of hope and promise, y^e such a different picture than most of what we see on TV or in the 

newspaper in America about Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in 

from Africa is bad news^Left on the editing room floorjare all those stories about democratic and 

learned how serious the operation was, I told him that Chelsea and I should either cancel the trip 

or abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day postponement that would still fx^xj-because 

he thought the trip was an important demonstration of our country’s concern about Africa.
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coast, one of the departure points for millions of Africans who were sold into slavery from the 

lb* to 19th centuries and shipped across the Atlantic to North and South America, including the

United States Just as Africa’s history is rife with ironies and contradictions, so is Goree Island.

As we approached by boat, we saw the peaceful shore filled with brightly dressed people singing 

and dancing to welcome me. It was janing to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part 

of to an industry that profited from the sale of human beings.

Nothing speaks more to the depravity of humankind than the slave compound, where

African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in cages before they were sold and 

shipped away. Looking through what is aptly called the Door of No Return, Chelsea and I saw 

the passageway where slaves boarded ships, separated from their loved ones, their land, and their 

culture with cruel finality.

Yet I quickly learned in Senegal and-throughout my travels that the history of tragedy in

Africa often conceals a deeper story of human resilience, and-triumpk Goree Island not only 

offers a stark reminder of a shameful past, but a message about America’s vital ties to Afr ica, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, and the importance of treating all men.

women and children with the respect and dignity they deserve. It was a message that echoed 

throughout my time in Senegal and from one country to the next.

In fact, 1 saw it acted out in a skit about democracy and women’s roles performed by
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impression was of a/sky thafrwasffimsely darkjand air that felt like a wall of heat and humidity.

After a few hours of sleep in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off of Senegal’s 

UL

Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a.m. on March 18th. My first 
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villagers in Saam N’jaay, Village. And I met a lovely American woman, Molly Melching [ck], who LU2

lived in the village for several years and now directs a program that promotes g] literacy, health

care and other services Molly and l were pulled to our-feet to dance with the-fxxxx}/

After a whirlwind day in Senegal — where I met many Senegalese from the country’s

impressive seven-foot President Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls attending a school named in

honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to American Peace Corps volunteers, to village chiefs, to a

group of women who are working to improve education, women’s rights, health care and the

local economy -- we were back on the plane for another red-eye, this time to Johannesburg, South

Africa, eight-and-a-half hours across the continent.

• I had been to South Africa once, for a day, to attend President Mandela’s inauguration in

1994. But that brief visit had only whetted my appetite to know more about what many are calling

the South African “miracle” of democracy.

A short distance south [ck] of Johannesburg is the famous black township of Soweto,

^year-olds who were learning English?jEscorted by the principal, Primrose Sishi [ck], who wore a

colorful dress traditional to the Zulu trib<

“inside” and the children were asked to use each word in sentences. I couldn’t help but smile

was too often the case in the past, to promote disorder) so that children “inside” schools can be
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scene of so much of apartheid’s tragic history. As we approached the Entandweni Primary

School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving and smiling.^visited a class of six- X

ie teacher, Sibongile Vilikazi, was using a taped

program funded partly by assistance from the United States Agency for International 

Development and private foundations. The lesson for the day was the words “outside” and

)

when one boy said. “The police are outside,” which is where they belonged to keep order (not, as
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-Ifr-was African women who first helped focus world attention on the issue of domestic 

violence at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nairobi, Kenya in 1984 [ck].

Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world But as I heard over and 

over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not prosecuted - or even considered crimes at 

all - in many parts of the continent. That’s why it was so heartening to see women from South

Africa to Zimbabwe to Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changing laws and 

attitudes in their respective countries. In Johannesburg, I met with social workers, psychologists, 

police officers, politicians and grass-roots activists who are working to end the scourges of 

domestic violence, child abuse and crime. That’s one of the issues our two countries are 

cooperating on through the Binational Commission chaired by Vice Presidents Thabo Mbeki and

Al Gore.

The next morning I flew to Capetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the world The

Mayor, Teresa Solomon [ck], greeted me as 1 got off the plane and presented me with a pin and 

scarf bearing the emblem of the city’s bid for the 2004 Olympic Games. If Capetown is selected, it 

will be the first time an African city hosts the Games [?].

I discovered early on in my trip that African women find strength in song. Everywhere I 

went, women sang as they worked, sang as they walked, sang as they greeted us to their homes 

and villages.

Tn a dusty patch of land in Capetown I watched women, their faces painted in bright
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educated.

Th?brggesCproblem now in South Africa is crime and violence which [♦ocw^-are jxxnrd 

rin combating
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colors, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint -- and singing all the while

Homeless squatters who live in deplorable conditions, they had formed their own housing and 

credit association, modeled after one they had heard about in India. They wanted to do better for 

themselves and their families Pooling their savings, they had bought shovels, paint, and cement.

They asked for information from the government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They 

put in a sewer line. They worked and worked and worked. Today they have completed 18 

houses. They are building more. And in so doing they are also laying the foundation for a new

South Africa.

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: “Strength, money, and 

knowledge - we cannot do anything without them.” Good advice for any woman seeking a sense 

of her own value and empowerment

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspired by the magnitude of the 

democratic transformation taking place there. That democracy could take root after so many 
1

decades of violence and racial hatred is a testament to the courage and humanity of millions of

South Africans of all races who are committed to peace and reconciliation. Some are famous, like

President Mandela, who took me and Chelsea on a tour of the tiny prison cell he occupied for 

years on Robben Island. But some are not so famous, like the women at a memorial tree-planting

I attended with Archbishop Desmond Tutu in honor of those who died or disappeared during 

apartheid - women whose names will never make the nightly news, yet whose tear-stained faces 

told the storyr of the pain and agony they had endured. They weren’t there to forget the past, they 

were there to help themselves and their country move beyond tragedy to a brighter future.

I also had the opportunity to join Archbishop Tutu at a meeting of the nation’s Truth and

7
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Reconciliation Commission in downtown Capetown. In the most ordinary of conference rooms, 

men and women are undertaking the most extraordinary of efforts. They are working to heal their 

nation after generations of injustice and brutality. As we know from our own experience.

democracy is a complicated and difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its own 

past. South Africa has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and Archbishop Tutu 

know that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality for all citizens without a spirit of 

forgiveness. That is what the Truth and Reconciliation Commission is all about. Under the 

leadership of the Archbishop, the Commission is urging those who committed hate crimes during 

apartheid to step forward and confess. In return, they are granted amnesty from prosecution. By 

[Through?] this great experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only shaping their 

own destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world - from Belfast, to Bosnia, to Burundi -- 

to put aside ancient enmities in search of higher ground.

I spoke about the lessons South Africa has for all of us in a speech at the University of

Capetown, presided over by its dynamic woman {NOTE: not sure peopleAvill knowfrom her 

nani£_rhat-8hc:sra'W0niah] Vice Chancellor, Dr. Mamphela Ramphele [ck ]. I wondered aloud 

what might have happened in our own country if President Lincoln had lived out his second term 

quitej^adAtrSO’drimprovised] Would our country have had its own Truth and Reconciliation

Commission after the Civil War? Could we have averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy 

of prejudice that haunts us still?

From the southern tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to Zimbabwe, another

8
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and been able to unplement the vision of a healed nation set out in his Second Inaugural Address, 

which urged all citizens to unite as Americans and feel “malice toward none.-[NfiSt-couWn^t 
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story of democratic renewal in Africa. It’s a beautiful country — lush, green and peaceful. My first

stop was a formal call on President and Mrs. Mugabe at their official residence. The two stuffed

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean women in

politics, the professions and business explained to me that, although the country did not yet have

laws guaranteeing legal rights to women, it’s not just laws that need changing, but attitudes as

well. They recounted stories of women who had been beaten up by their spouses for having “bad

manners” or wearing pants, a practice deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up

the problem: “As long as you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can’t

have two husbands, then you’re not dealing with reality.”

The refreshing candor of women talking about their problems is something I’ve heard

around the world in the roundtable discussions I attend. And I’m always reminded that no matter

where we are from, or what our station in life, women everywhere share the same fundamental

goals and aspirations, and the same challenges to their full participation in society. 1 like Mary

Wollstonecraft’s comment which seems as true — and universal — today as it was when she first

wrote it nearly 200 years ago [ck]. “I don’t wish women to have power over men, but over

themselves.” [ck exact quote]

But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women’s authority over themselves and

their emotions cannot be legislated; it has to start from within. That’s why Zimbabwe deserves

great credit for its advances in family planning, which have encouraged women to assume
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lions guarding the entrance were the first signs of wildlife I had seen.

I was also thanked profusely foQrmging the first [rain?], for which I was happy to take 

the credit offered since

S I r~l LA-' A-vt.jTA-f.

sly fof bringing the first [rain?], fi

iincejifresident Mugabe explained that the country was suffering from drought
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responsibility for themselves. The U.S. has supported Zimbabwe’s family planning efforts. At the

Kuwadzana [ck] Health Clinic I watched a play about “baby-dumping,” the practice by teenagers

of abandoning babies bom out of wedlock. The actresses were school girls under the direction of

several Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to postpone sexual activity

or, if they do not, to use contraception to avoid pregnancy and the tragedy of orphaning or killing

babies by “dumping” them.

At my next stop 1 saw responsibility in action as I met with women involved in Zambuko,

a microcredit project that assists women with small loans to start or expand businesses After my

formal remarks, I asked the women if they had any questions for me. 1 thought 1 was at a small

walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the power and magnitude of the

falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge.

1 was also thanked by my airport greeters for bringing rain to our next destination, Dar Es

Salaam, Tanzania, a country formed from the merger of two former colonies whose names

resources and strategic location on the Indian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of Mrs. Mkapa

and the women Ministers in attendance, I encouraged the President to change those laws that limit

(are not only unfair, they howomen from owning and inheriting property. The restrictions hobble

the economic potential of half the country’s population.
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PHOTOCOPY
WJC HANDWRITING

entranced me as a child: Tanganyika and Zanzibar. My first stop was an official call on President 

Mkapa [ck ], who is working to open his nation’s economy to take advantage of its natural

PHOTOCOPY
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| business meeting back home when one after another asked if I knew where she could get second­

hand equipment like sewing machines and steel punches. (

< From Harare we flew to Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the spray as we
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I continued that discussion with Ministers and other women at the National Museum at a 

roundtable meeting convened by my friend. Gertrude Mongella, a former Tanzanian 

parliamentarian and the Secretary-General of the United Nations Fourth World Conference on

Women in Beijing in 1995. The lively conversation ended with Gertrude draping me in yards of 

material [colors? fabric?] and leading her colleagues in song.

Tf there is one thing that most people associate with Africa, it is wildlife. In Tanzania, 25 

percent of the land is set aside for parks and reserves, making the country a model for 

environmental stewardship. Chelsea and I were fortunate to see first-hand some of Tanzania’s 

treasures: the Ngorongoro Crater, the Serengeti plain, and the Olduvai Gorge, where Mary and

Richard'[NOTE:”he'rthe’son^u^ou mean hinrorher husband, Louis'^ Leakey made their

^hi
potential prey. No matter where we looked, our eyes could not take it all in. ic scale was Like

nothing I had ever seen.

Along with its environmental efforts, Tanzania is also a crucial actor in bringing peace and 

stability to war-torn central Africa. In Arusha, I visited the International War Crimes Tribunal 

investigating genocide in Rwanda. The Tribunal, recently reorganized to make its work more 

effective and under the leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Arbour, is charged with 

prosecuting war crimes and punishing those responsible.

The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but especially for women 

and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, 
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history changing discoveries about modem human ancestry. Traveling by Land Rover across 
<xYl-2<,U/k /

rutted and rocky trails we [xxxx] at the [xxk], running ostriches, bull elephants, sleeping mother

hippos with their babies resting on their heads half out of the water, lions eyeing wild-beasts or g'Tua?
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rape and sexual assault were committed on a mass scale. They were tactics of war. Through the

Tribunal, the international cortimunity can and must demand that those who committed genocide 

and crimes against humanity be brought to justice.

As has been true throughout history, wars spawn many lasting repercussions, and one is 

the inevitable proliferation of refugees, most of them women and children. In Africa, as elsewhere,

omprise the majority of those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases worn

in the aftermath of war.

In Kampala. Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft voices and 

drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young woman described how.

after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep it attached while she sought futilely to 

find medical care. When an infection inevitably occurred, she had to remove the arm herself As 

she showed me her stump, another women used the occasion to explain that there is a severe 

shortage of prosthetic limbs for victims like her. The woman also gave me a photo album that 

documented the price of Rwanda’s violence. On each page were graphic images of bones, skulls, 

dazed survivors and orphaned children

More than the album's photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the women I met there 

— and the determination on their faces as they talked about how they would overcome the
« • — -

inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated lives and country.

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of the worst epidemic of AIDS in

Africa, it is the only country to have lowered the rate of infection through an educational 

awareness campaign that includes billboards, which I saw prominently displayed along the road on 

my way from the airport. This campaign is led by Uganda’s charismatic President, Yoweri

12
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Museveni, who believes in confronting head on the problems that traditionally have been ignored 

and neglected. He and his wife, Janet, entertained me at Nakagero State House [ck], where I met 

some of the government and business leaders who are helping to shape the fastest growing 

economy in Africa. One of the President’s priorities is education and his policies have led to a 

huge increase in the numbers of boys and girls attending primary school. I saw the results when

Mrs Museveni and I visited the Seguku Primary School, where I announced a USAID grant to

Uganda to train teachers and prepare teaching materials. We met two Peace Corps volunteers 

who are helping to make classroom materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana 

leaves. I saw how necessary these efforts were when I walked into a classroom with 74 third- 

graders and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me she had more girls than boys in her class 

for the first time.

T also saw how Americans are involved in helping the Ugandan campaign against AIDS.

When I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Centre, constructed in part with funds donated by 

the German, Japanese and American governments [ck], I listened with tears in my eyes as a young 

woman with AIDS told me how her aunt’s husband, infected with HIV, had forced himself on her.

She had found help and understanding, she said, at the Centre. Other chents of the Centre 

win ”

U.S. investments in projects to improve education and fight AIDS aren’t just foreign aid 

for the sake of foreign aid. We learn from them too. An American doctor at the AIDS Centre 

explained that the policy of same-day testing and sharing of results pioneered there are now 

transplanted back to the U.S.; and there is no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in

13
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performed a song that is used in the country’s education campaign. The refrain: “AIDS cannot
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Uganda can help advance the search for a vaccine and cure.

1 also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda’s women in a FINCA village bank

and at a gathering of women who attended a speech I gave at the Nile Conference Center [ckj.

nAi have visited-FINCA is an international microcredit association/yffiave visited-itfebanke in Managua, Nicaragua,
!

La Paz, Bolivia [ck; Chile too?], and Washington, DC, but never before have I been told the 

stories of what women did with their loans in song and dance

And there was more singing before I gave my speech. 1 was touched to hear the audience

sing, in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States National Anthem, and the

traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins with the words: “Mothers daughters . ..”

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women need only travel 

to Eritrea, the sixth and final country 1 visited. It is Africa’s newest nation, a democracy bom out 

of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia.

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, “It Takes a Village ” Then, 

as I descended onto the tarmac, I was greeted by women ululating and throwing popcorn at me, a 

The Entrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self-sufficiency, and time 

spent with Eritrean women explains why. 1 met women freedom fighters who helped wage the 

war for independence. Many took up arms as teenagers and continued to fight for the better pan 

of three decades Now they have laid down their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over
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sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as we drove out of the airport, a large banner 

proclaimed: “Welcome, sister ”

1

i
) -

At that event I was surrounded by articulate, powerful women like Uganda’s Vice President, Dr

Specioza Wandir Kazibwe [ck]. (t/^^
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their guns at the request of the new government, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don’t 

cany them) and are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow freedom fighters for 

civilian jobs.
/

In an animated discussion with women hosted at our Ambassador’s residence, I learned

how proud the women are of their country’s new Constitution, whose motto is “emancipation

Askalu, the President ofthrough equal participation.” The meeting was moderated by  

the National Union of Eritrean Women, which is working jointly with our National Council of

Negro Women to start microcredit projects for women.

One women spoke for others present when she acknowledged that constitutional and legal 

rights for women are still undercut by culture and customs that have to be addressed. Women like 

her, she said, had not helped to fight for national independence only to see victory bring a return 

of female dependence. That is why women who were active in the liberation struggle are speaking 

out in favor of girls participating, alongside boys, in compulsory national service and against the 

practice of female genital mutilation which is prevalent among Eritreans. [This-is airieky topic-fdr

:nciow

Those of us on the outside who wish to be helpful should stress the health-related arguments that 

compellingly point out the connections between FGM and maternal and infant mortality and 

morbidity. But the struggle will be waged -- and eventually won -- by the women like those I met.

[NOTE: is your point that the health-related arguments are the most pragmatic way to affect 

cultural change in this case? If so, maybe we should say so more directly. I’m worried that it 

sounds as though you’re dismissing what FGM represents in terms of women’s rights]

I thought of the struggle when I looked at the faces of the little girls gathered in front of
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me at the dedication of the Ebaderho Health Clinic [ck], built in part with USAID funds, and 

when I met women at the BANA wood-working center who have been demobilized from the 

military and now must learn new job skills to make a living on their own since many are single 

mothers.

live simply in a small house in town with their children. Mrs. Saba [ck] gave me a native dress of 

soft white, hand-loomed cotton decorated with embroidery and silver with a matching shawl 

which I put on and wore to the reception and entertainment they hosted. I sat in a courtyard in 

front of the palace, built by the Italians when they occupied the country, watching the dancers 

perform folk dances from various parts of the country. I asked the President, who began as a 

guerilla fighter while a university student in his early twenties, if, during the long war, he had ever 

found time to dance. “Of course,” he replied. “We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves going.”

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the President and me 

to join them. I think he was as surprised as 1 was, and at first he demurred. But the dancers were 

persistent and both of us made our way slowly to the stage, where we were joined by Mrs. Sabo 

[smiling men and women] around me and felt very lucky — and very grateful — to be part of 

it at everyone within reach.
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and a few other guests similarly recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simply circle movement 

that even I could do. As the music filled the air and 1 danced around the circle, I looked at the 
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their celebration of independence and democracy. If I’d had some popcorn, I would have thrown 

The President of Eritrea, Isais Afwerki and his wife, a former freedom fighter named Saba 
1 I

Hailu, do not live in the Presidential Palace but that is where they entertained me. They prefer to 
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^TkyAlATEfttAL FOR ENDING

Six years ago, there were only five democracies in Africa. Now there are 23 countries 

where there have been free and fair elections. Africa is also moving from stifling state-controlled 

economies to open markets that give full life and scope to human endeavor. Last year, 30 African 

countries recorded positive economic growth. Some countries, like Uganda, have rates of growth 

countries of Africa and the United States, one that is now based as much on free trade and shared 

ideals as it is on development assistance. And there is a new commitment on the part of many of

the countries of Africa to forge tolerant, civil, multiracial tribal societies. Nations that for too long

beginning to find^trengtfyin their didiversityhave known only violence and division are

To be sure, Africa faces formidable challenges. Many of the African democracies are new 

i

particular, in lives that go from bad to worse.

— NU. bll 
i-
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and fragile. Too much of the continent continues to be riven by diseases, including AIDS| tJUu 

poverty, injustice, corruption, and perilous conflicts. Refugee crises trap women and children, in 
' !

Yet for all the cruelty and suffering, there is now more cause for hope than despair.

ex

that rival those of the “Asian Tigers” - and countries now being called “African lions.”

-Hnpoftanty Africans renewing itself in ways that can’t be measured by statistics. There is a 

new generation of reform-minded African leaders. There is a new relationship between the 

TVk tW&Js tfKOJU ■bo tlLX IktQMUlkU
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wiped. We have played a critical role in the creating the context for Africa’!
\ x \ x ■ \ ■ z\
contribution in United States aid to Africa - less than 1/10 of 1 percent of our budget -- yields
■\ ' \ Z . \ Z. A' /
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related. First, that Africans are responsible for Africa’s success -- but that the United States has

\ . ■. \ X ■ V \ /

first saw these pictures, two thoughts came to the Vont of my mind - and they are

sxx

lAA

ZJ-clrtXA^ / <

 1 was-also lucky enough to travel with oner-^My daughter Chelsea^ Like any-parent,

traveling^with-my-daughter is one the greatest joys of my life. When Chelsea travels with me, X

people see that the President of the United States has a child who happens to be a girl, and-that he

v X,. k.
values her, respects heiy and has done his utmost to see to-iuhat-ahe has every chance m«tiie

world. I am beyond grateful for the times 1 have been able to travel with my daughter. But if those

travels have changed minds in countries where daughters are not as prized as sons — well, all the

extraordinary returns. 1 wish 1 could show every American what this aid does - how it trains 

teachers, supports AIDS prevention, keeps family planning centers open, helps people start small

businesses, helps communities to protect the environment [Peace Corps part of this budget?]. 
\
Xj



Questions from Anna Wintour:

2) What turned out to be the most fun? What was the most fascinating thing you discovered?

5) Were you able to break away from formal settings and interact with people one on one?

6) What did you eat?

7) How did you decide what to wear?

12) Advice for the President before he makes his trip to Africa?

1) What was the biggest surprise of the trip? What, despite the research and briefings, were you 
not prepared for? What turned out to be more beautiful or dramatic than expected?

3) What was the emotional highlight? Was it a dramatic moment, like Goree Island or President 
Mandela’s cell? Or was there a quieter, more personal moment?

10) Do the contradictions in Africa (great successes coupled with great human and natural 
disasters) make it harder for Americans to engage with the countries of Africa?

11) Did you find it difficult to encounter and discuss tribal and societal customs and rituals that 
seem anti-woman to Westerners? How do we respect ancient traditions even as we promote 
human rights?

4) What was your response to the Serengeti plain? Even with the presence of the press and the 
Secret Service, was it possible to escape civilization and encounter nature at its most wild?

9) Do you wish to elaborate on your comment at University of Cape Town about why it’s easier 
for women to attain political power in a country with a parliamentary system? Any predictions 
re. women in politics in the U.S. and Africa?

13) Was there a sense of nostalgia and sadness because this was probably your last trip with 
Chelsea before she goes off to college? Did the press attention to this make it more difficult?

8) How long did it take to plan the trip? How many people accompanied you? How did you plan 
for it (reading, research, etc.)?
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I have always wanted to visit Africa. As a child, I imagined exploring the 

Blue Nile, Victoria Falls, the Serengeti and other exotic places I discovered through 

books and movies. In college I studied writers like Nobel Prize winner Chinua 

Achebe and researched how the United States and the Soviet Union used the 

continent as a giant chess board to maneuver for advantage during the Cold War. 

After I read Isak Dinesen, I longed to sleep in a tent where I could hear the lions 

roar at night. 

Finally, in March, I went to Africa. For two weeks, I was overwhelmed by 

the sights, sounds, smells, tastes, feelings, {mimals and people(rencountered. I

hope this brief recounting of what I saw and did gives some idea about why I -- like 
b l f..,. -(

so many otherst- came home transfixed, even transformed, by the experience, and 

why what happens in Africa shoiuld matter to Americans. 

My chance to go came because the President and Secretary of State asked me 

to demonstrate America's interest in the continent and to highlight positive stories 



making its own/ontributions with its own lessons for the rest of the world. Btrt

Africa’s chapter deserves special attentiop; as I saw that over the two weeks I spent

visiting some of the touchstones of democratic and economic renewal: Senegal,

b South Africa, Zimbabwe, TanzanW Uganda, and Eritrea.

fn-ffiany-w tged to -make on

behalf of the United States to countries in South Asia, South America, and Europe.

In each place I have^ought-fo underscore pregfess-a^i
merica’s

girls. The way a society treats its women and girls is a clear indication of its quality 

as a democracy and its prospects for the future, for a democracy without women’s 

full participation is a contradiction in terms. To live up to its promise, a democracy 

must commit to giving girls the same opportunities as boys to education, health 

care, and the chance to participate fully in the economic, political and social life of 

their countries.

2

about Africa’s progress that rarely are told in our country These stories are part of 

a worldwide surge/f peace, prosperity and democracy-building. Every region is 

Prior to my trip, Secretary Albright and I about the centrality of

women in the building of democracy, open markets and the realization of human 

|Stress^.merica’s

commitment to democracy, human rights, and free markets. In particular, I have 

sought to support and speak out about efforts to advance the role/ofwo^nen^and 

f demo<

a/Uganda, and Eritrea.

^ays, ^his trip built on privileged tr



right thing to do — and the smart thing to do.”

It also happens that on several trips I have been lucky enough to travel with 

my daughter Chelsea. These experiences give me the greatest joy in my life. When

Chelsea comes along, I get the added pleasure of seeing the excitement on her face 

as we visit a new place. And I am reminded that people in other countries see that 

the President of the United States has a child who happens to be a girl -- a girl 

whom he values, respects and has done his utmost to ensure has every chance to 

fulfill her own God-given potential. I am beyond grateful for the times we have 

circled the globe together. And if those travels have changed minds in countries

, When-it-comco to democracy -^he way women are treated^

the coal mine that miners used to send down the shaft ahead of them. If the bird 

kept chirping, they knew there was enough air for them to follow safely. From what

I saw of Africa’s girls and women, that canary is alive and well. And it can sing.

As you will see from the memorable photographs by Annie Liebowitz, I met 

impressive national leaders and a lot of remarkable women (and even a few men 

dressed as women!). These photos, full of hope and promise, offer such a different 

picture than most of what we see on TV or in the newspaper in America about

3

where daughters are not as prized as sons -- well, all the better.

, When-it-comeo to democracy ■'(he way women are treated/is like the canary in 

rights. As the Secretary so eloquently put it: “Advancing the status of women w^the ’

Oc.
1^7



Africa. So much of the time, it seems, the only news that filters in from Africa is 

bad news. Too often overlooked are all those stories about democratic and 

economic progress, about people living up to their best selves, building good lives, 

working to repair communities - and doing all this while overcoming obstacles I 

can’t even imagine confronting. That’s the Africa I saw. I hope, through these 

pictures, you will see it too.

* * * * *

After weeks of planning, our departure was postponed because Bill injured 

his leg the day before Chelsea and I were to leave. Instead of last minute packing, I 

spent two days with him at at the hospital and preparing the White House for his 

return. When I first saw how much pain he was in and learned how serious the 

abbreviate it. He would only agree to a one-day postponement that would still

permit us to complete the whole schedule. He thought the trip was an important 

demonstration of our country’s concern about Africa. Besides, he didn’t want to 

play up his injury and worried that my being a “nervous Nellie” would do just that.

After 1 saw Bill safely resting at home, I left for the airport filled with anxiety about

4

operation was, I told him that Chelsea and I should either cancel the trip or

zb A ' -



lExhattsted-irem worry and sleepless nights, I

Our plane touched down in Dakar, Senegal shortly after 3 a.m. on March 

18th. My first impression was of a densely dark sky and air that felt like a wall of 

heat and humidity.

into slavery from the 16th to 19th centuries and shipped across the Atlantic to North 

and South America, including the United States. Just as Africa’s history is rife with 

ironies and contradictions, so is Goree Island. As we approached by boat, we saw 

the peaceful shore filled with brightly dressed people singing and dancing to 

welcome me. It was jarring to remember that this seemingly idyllic spot was part of

an industry that profited from the sale of human beings.

Nothing speaks more to the depravity of humankind than the slave 

compound, where African men and women were segregated by sex and kept in 

cages before they were sold and shipped away. Looking through what is aptly 

called the Door of No Return, Chelsea and I saw the -pas s age way-where slaves 

boarded ships, separated from their loved ones, their land, and their culture with 

cruel finality.

5

After a quick nap in our hotel, our first stop was Goree Island off

Senegal’s coast, one of the departure points for millions of Africans who were sold 

him and anticipation about Africa.^

the way over^tried-to-resi-up- ■OTT



Yet I quickly learned in my travels that the history of tragedy in Africa often 

conceals a deeper story of human resilience. Goree Island not only offers a stark 

reminder of a shameful past, but a message about America’s vital ties to Africa, the 

contributions of African Americans to our own culture, and the importance of 

treating all men, women and children with the respect and dignity they deserve. It 

was a message that echoed throughout my time in Senegal and from one country to

the next.

en’s roles

illage. And I a lively American

ly Melching, whpdived in the villajwoman, now directsears ap<

care and the teeaf economy - we were back on the plane for another red-eye, this

I had been to South Africa once/Tora-d

6

In fact, I saw it acted^out in a skit aboujxiemocracy and wi 

performed by villagers in Saam Njaay<

I had been to South Africa once/ for a dn^, to attend President Mandela’s 

inauguration in 1994. But that brief visit had only whetted my appetite to know 

time to Johannesburg, South Africa, eight-and-a-half hours across the continent.

country’s impressive seven-foot President Abdou Diouf and his family, to girls 

attending a school named in honor of Martin Luther King, Jr., to vil^ge chiefs, to a 

group of women who are working to improve education, women’s rights, health 

or several years

a prdgram that promotes literacy, health cafe and other servi^e^

After a whirlwind day in Senegal - where I met many Senegalese from the



more about what many are calling the South African “miracle” of democracy.

A short distance southwest of Johannesburg is the famous black township of

Soweto, scene of so much of apartheid’s tragic history. As we approached the

Entandweni Primary School, children in uniforms lined the dusty streets, waving 

and smiling. Escorted by the principal, Primrose Sishi, who wore a colorful dress 

traditional to the Zulu tribe, I visited a class of six-year-olds who were learning

English. The^teacher, Sibongile Vilikazi [ck], was using a taped program funded 

partly through assistance from the United States Agency for International

Development and private foundations. The lesson for the day taught the words

I couldn’t help but smile when one boy said: “The police

Unfortunately, crime and violence are big problems in South Africa;

fortunately, all citizens - black, white and coloured - are joined in combatting 

7

racial tension. In those days, children^like the ones^ saw^boycotted school and 

took to the streets because the apartheid regime would only let them learn in a 

“outside” and “inside,” and the children were asked to use each word in sentences.

are outside^” Joo often in 

the past, the police were dispatched to Soweto amended up fueling violence and 

language other than their own. Now, thankfully, the police are doing what they are 

supposed to do - keep^order rather than provok^ydisorder - and the students are 

back in the classroom learning.



them. African women first helped focus world attention on the issue of domestic 

violence at the United Nations World Conference on Women in Nairobi, Kenya in 

1985. Domestic violence remains all too common in every country of the world.

But as I heard over and over in Africa, domestic violence crimes are often not 

prosecuted - or even considered crimes at all - in many parts of the continent.

That’s why it was so heartening to see women from South Africa to Zimbabwe to

Tanzania and elsewhere devoting their energies to changing laws and attitudes in 

their respective countries. In Johannesburg, I met with social workers, 

psychologists, police officers, politicians and grass-roots activists who are working 

to end the scourges of domestic violence, child abuse and crime. That’s one of the 

issues our two countries are cooperating on through the Binational Commission 

chaired by Vice Presidents Thabo Mbeki and Al Gore.

The next morning I flew to Capetown, one of the most beautiful cities in the

world. The-Mavor. Theresa Solnmoii. gre^4ed-me ir. T got nff the pl

pis&eniedune-wrthtrpin and scarf bearing the-emblem^f-fhe city-’5 bid fui lhe-2004

Qlympre-Crames". If Capetown is^sefected^iT-wih be-the first time an African city-

hosts-the-Gamesj
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C1 discovered early on in my tr-tp that African women find strength in song,

Everywhere I went, women sang as they worked, sang as they walked, sang as they 

ane and



greeted us to their homes and villages. AJ 

fJ;i a dusty patch of land in Capetown I watched women, their faces painted in 

bright colors, pushing wheelbarrows, pouring concrete, and mixing paint -- aae.

singing all the while�Homeless squatters who live in deplorable conditions, they 

had formed their own housing and credit association, modeled after one they had 

heard about in India. They wanted to cm. better fur themselves and their families. 

Pooling their savings, they.hat bought shovels, paint, and cement. They asked for 

information from the government about how to lay a foundation for a house. They 

put in a sewer line. They worked and worked �day they have 

completed 18 houses� are building more. And in so domg/lliey are als��

the foundation for a new South Africa. 

Later, I learned the translation of the lyrics of one of their songs: "Strength, 

money, and knowledge -- we cannot do anything without them." Good advice for 

any woman seeking a sense of her own value and empowerment. 

One cannot spend time in South Africa without being inspired by � � 

magnitude of the democratic transformation taking place then�. That democracy 
• 

could take root after so many decades of violence and racial hatred is a testament to 

the courage and humanity of millions of South Africans of all races who are 

committed to peace and reconciliation. Some are famous, like President Mandela, 

9 



who took me and Chelsea on a tour of the tiny prison cell he occupied for years on 
�,t-

Robben Island. But 36ffle are not so famo:us, like the women at a memorial tree-

planting I attended with Archbishop Desmond Tutu in honor of those who died or 

disappeared during apartheid -- women whose names will never make. the nightly 

news, yet whose tear-stained faces told the story of the pain and agony they had 
�p� 

endured. They weren't there to forget th@ past; they were there to help themselves 

��fJ; and their country move beyond to a brighter future. 

11..A-
. . Archbishop T�Z!:;-iii� � � 

i, tk Pt.Mfuc < o � �

/\ nation's Truth and Reconciliation Commissio in downto,,i.'Il CapetoWQ....In the most

ordinary of conference rooms, men and women are undertaking the most 

extraordinary of efforts. They are working to heal their nation after generations of 

injustice and brutality. As we know from our own experience, democracy is a 

complicated and difficult business under the best of circumstances. Given its own 

past, South Africa has a challenging road ahead. But President Mandela and 

Archbishop Tutu know that their country cannot achieve democracy and equality 

for all citizens without a spirit of forgiveness. That is what the Tt ath and 

R.econciiiatiao Commission is all about. Under the leadership of the Archbishop, 

the Commission is urging those who committed hate crimes during apartheid to step 

forward and confess. In return, they are granted amnesty from prosecution. Through 

10 



we have averted a century of racial injustice and a legacy of prejudice that haunts us 

still?

From the southern tip of the continent, we journeyed northwest to Zimbabwe, 

another story of democratic renewal in Africa. It’s a beautiful country - lush, green 

and peaceful. My first stop was a formal call on President Robert Mugabe and his 

wife, Grace, at their official residence. The two stuffed lions guarding the entrance 

were the first signs of wildlife I had seen.

I was also thanked for arriving with the season’s first heavy rainfall, and I 

11

Ramphele. I wondered aloud what might have happened in our own country if

President Lincoln had lived out his second term and been able to implement the 

vision of a healed nation set out in his Second Inaugural Address, which urged all 

citizens to unite as Americans and feel “malice toward none.” Would our country 

have had its own Truth and Reconciliation Commission after the Civil War? Could 

was happy to take credit since President Mugabe explained that the country was 

this great experiment in healing, the people of South Africa are not only shaping 

their own destinies, they are challenging the rest of the world - from Belfast, to 

Bosnia, to Burundi - to put aside ancient enmities in search of highe^round.

I spoke about South Africa’s lessonsjin a speech at the University of

Capetown, presided over by its dynamic woman Vice Chancellor, Dr. Mamphela



suffering from drought. 

In an elegant art gallery in the capital of Harare, a group of Zimbabwean 

women in politics, the professions and business explained to me that, although the 

country did not have laws guaranteeing legal rights to women, it's notjust laws that 

need changing, but attitudes as well. They recounted stories of women who had 

been beaten� by their spouses for having "bad manners" or wearing pants, a 

practice deemed only acceptable for men. One woman summed up the problem: 

"As long as you have a law that says men can have two wives, but women can't 

have two husbands, then you're not dealing with reality." 

The refreshing candor of women talking about their problems is something 

I've heard around the world in the roundtable discussions I attend. No matter where 

we are from, or what our station in life, women everywhere seem to share the same 

fundamental goals and aspirations, and the same challenges to their full 

participation in society. I like Mary Wollstonecraft's comment which, written more 

than 200 years ago, still rings as true and universal today. "I do not wish women to 

have power over men, but over themselves." 

But as I was reminded time and again on this trip, women's authority over 

themselves and their emotions cannot be legislated; it has to start from within. 

That's why Zimbabwe deserves great credit for its advances in family planning, 

12 



which have encouraged women to assume responsibility for themselves. The U.S.

At my next stop I saw responsibility in action as I met with members of the

Zambuko Trust, a microcredit project that assists women with small loans to start or 

for bringing rain to our next

destination, Dar Es Salaam, Tanzania, a country formed from the merger of two

13

abandoning babies bom out of wedlock. The actresses were school girls under the 

direction of Peace Corps volunteers. The skit is aimed at persuading girls to 

after another asked if I knew where she could get second-hand items like sewing 

machines and steel punches. [If anyone reading this has any equipment to donate, I 

hope they will contact me!]

From Harare we flew to Victoria Falls, where we were drenched by the spray 

as we walked the length of the viewing area in the park, marveling at the power and 

magnitude of the falls and the frequent rainbows that festoon the gorge.

postpone sexual activity or, if they do not, to use contraception to avoid pregnancy 

and the tragedy of orphaning or killing babies by “dumping” them.

has supported Zimbabwe’s family planning efforts. At the Kuwadzana Municipal

Clinic I watched a play about “baby-dumping,” the practice by teenagers of 

I- niy rorpuil greeters

expand businesses. After my formal remarks, I asked if the audience had any 

questions for me. I thought I was at a small business meeting back home when one 



former colonies whose names entranced me as a child: Tanganyika and Zanzibar. 

i'.U-
yfy first stop,J.. �fficial call 00 President Benjamin Mkapa, wlio is working to

open his nation's economy to take advantage of its natural resources and strategic 

location on the Indian Ocean. With the vigorous assent of Mrs. Mkapa and the 

women Ministers in attendance, I encouraged the President to change laws that I imit 

women from owning and inheriting property. The restrictions are not only unfair, 

they hobble the economic potential of half the country's population. 

I continued that discussion with Ministers and other women at the National 

Museum during a roundtable meeting convened by my friend, Gertrude Mongella, a 

former Tanzanian parliamentarian and the Secretary-General of the United Nations 

Fourth World Conference on Women in Beijing in 1995. The lively conversation 

ended with Gertrude draping me in a beautiful black and gold wrap called a conga 

[ck] and leading her colleagues in song. 

If there is one thing that most people associate with Africa, it is wildlife. In 

Tanzania, 25 percent of the land is set aside for parks and reserves, making the 

country a model for environmental stewardship. Chelsea and I were fortunate to see 

first-hand some of Tanzania's treasures: the Ngorongoro Crater, the Serengeti plain, 

and the Olduvai Gorge, where Mary and Louis Leakey made their h:i��1�rging 

discoveries about modern human ancestry. Traveling by Land Rover across rutted 

14 
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and rocky trails we couldn't hatp but be awed by the vast zebra herds, runrung 

ostriches, bull elephants, sleeping mother hippos with their babies resting on their 

heads half out of the water, lions eyeing wildebeests� other potential prey. No 

matter where we looked, our eyes could not take it all in . 
.,/11\ "� 

Near there, we also hepp0a0d Ypon an extended family belonging to the 

Masai tribe, whose simple, pastoral way of life is at odds with Africa's push for 
��� 

development and growth. Anyone who sees tim Mas�k sJanclJ!i\, � tall and proud

\M.� N,0.. ���J ) � �� ��u.. � [any moi:e descriptien?], will i-Bevitably feel that thete is something bittersweet 

�N�->-t/\-'<-u:;-1} �vJ��

aoout progr�s and the passage of time. 

Along with its environmental efforts, Tanzania is also a crucial actor in 

bringing peace and stability to war-tom central Africa. In Arusha, I visited the 

International War Crimes Tribunal investigating genocide in Rwanda. The 

Tribunal, recently reorganized to make its work more effective and under the 

leadership of Canadian Justice Louise Arbour, is charged with prosecuting war 

crimes and punishing those responsible. 

The success of the Tribunal is vitally important for all of Africa, but 

especially for women and children, whose lives and dignity are too often sacrificed 

in war and civil strife. In Rwanda, rape and sexual assault were committed on a 

mass scale. They were tactics of war. Through the Tribunal, the international 
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community can and must demand that those who committed genocide and crimes 

against humanity be brought to justice. 

As has been true throughout history, wars spawn many lasting repercussions, 

and one is the inevitable proliferation of refugees, most of them women and 

children. In Africa, as elsewhere, women and children comprise the majority of 

those left homeless, starving and dying from preventable diseases in the aftermath 

of war. 

In Kampala, Uganda, I met with a delegation of Rwandan women whose soft 

voices and drawn faces told the story of the genocide in their country. One young 

woman described how, after her arm was severed with a machete, she tried to keep 

it attached while she sought futilely to find medical care. When an infection 

inevitably occurred, she had to remove the arm herself. As she showed me her 

stump, another women used the occasion to explain that there is a severe shortage 

of prosthetic limbs for victims like her. The woman also gave me a photo album 

that documented the price of Rwanda's violence. On each page were graphic 

images of bones, skulls, dazed survivors and orphaned children. 

More than the album's photos, I will long carry mental pictures of the 

women I met there -- and the determination on their faces as they talked about how 

they would overcome the inhumanity of their past to help rebuild their devastated 
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lives and country. 

Uganda was memorable for other reasons. In the face of the worst epidemic 

of AIDS in Africa, it is the only country to have lowered the rate of infection 

through an educational awareness campaign that includes billboards, which I saw 

prominently displayed along the road on my way from the airport. This campaign is 

led by Uganda's charismatic President, Yoweri Museveni, who believes in 

confronting head on problems that traditionally have been ignored and neglected. 

He and his wife, Janet, entertained me at Nakagero State House [ck], where I met 

some of the government and business leaders who are helping to shape the fastest 

growing economy in Africa One of the President's priorities is education and his 

policies have led to a huge increase in the numbers of boys and girls attending 

primary school. I saw the results when Mrs. Museveni and I visited the Seguku 

Primary School, where I announced a USAID grant to Uganda to train teachers and 

prepare teaching materials. We met two Peace Corps volunteers who are helping to 

make classroom materials out of plentiful items like bottle caps and banana leaves. I 

saw how necessary these efforts were when I walked into a classroom with 74 

third-graders and one dedicated teacher who proudly told me she had more girls 

than boys in her class for the first time. 

I also saw how Americans are involved in helping the Ugandan campaign 
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against AIDS. When I helped dedicate the AIDS Information Center, constructed in 

part with funds donated by the German, Japanese and American governments [ck], I 

listened with tears in my eyes as a young woman with AIDS told me how her aunt's 

husband, infected with HIV, had forced himself on her. She had found help and 

understanding, she said, at the Centre. Other clients of the Centre performed a song 

that is used in the country's education campaign. The refrain: "AIDS cannot win." 

U.S. investments in projects to improve education and fight AIDS aren't just 

foreign aid for the sake of foreign aid. We learn from them too. An American 

doctor at the AIDS Centre explained that the policy of same-day testing and sharing 

of results pioneered there are now being transplanted back to the U.S.; and there is 

no doubt that medical research and clinical trials in Uganda can help advance the 

search for a vaccine and cure. 

I also saw the vitality and outspokenness of Uganda's women in a FINCA 

village bank and at a gathering of women who attended a speech I gave at the Nile .\ (� (w l�,v-J � flno�
A.vi 

-<. h--C1 � llJ!r,OJ 
Conference Center hNCA is an international microcredit association whose banks I 

have visited in Managua, Nicaragua, and Washington, DC, but never before have I 

been told the stories of what women did with their loans in song and dance. 

And there was more singing before I gave my speech. I was touched to hear 

the audience sing, in this order, the Uganda National Anthem, the United States 
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need only travel to Eritrea, the sixth and final country I visited. It is Africa’s newest 

nation, a democracy bom out of a 30-year civil war in Ethiopia.

The first thing I saw getting off the plane was a sign that said, “It Takes a

we drove out of the airport, a large banner proclaimed: “Welcome, sister.”
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The Eritrean people pride themselves on industriousness and self-sufficiency, 

and time spent with Eritrean women explains why. I met women freedom fighters 

who helped wage the war for independence. Many took up arms as teenagers and 

continued to fight for the better part of three decades. Now they have laid down 

their weapons (in fact, most Eritreans turned over their guns at the request of the 

Village. Then, as I descended onto the tarmac, I was greeted by women ululating 

and throwing popcorn at me, a sign of affection in Eritrea. A few minutes later, as 

National Anthem, and the traditional Uganda song celebrating women that begins 

with the words: “Mothers daughters... .” At that event I was surrounded by 

articulate, powerful women like Uganda’s Vice President, Dr. Specioza Wandira 

Kazibwe and [ck].

Anyone who doubts the strength, courage, and tenacity of African women 

new government, so that even police in the capital, Asmara, don’t carry them) and 

are busy building schools, health clinics and training fellow freedom fighters for 

civilian jobs.



In an animated discussion with women hosted at our Ambassador's 

residence, I learned how proud the women are of their country's new Constitution, 

whose motto is "emancipation through equal participation." The meeting was 

moderated by Askalu Menkerios, the President of the National Union of Eritrean 

Women, which is working jointly with our National Council ofNegro Women to 

start microcredit projects for women. [ ck] 

One womf- spoke for others present when she acknowledged that 

constitutional and legal rights for women are still undercut by culture and customs 

that have to be addressed. Women like her, she said, had not helped to fight for 

national independence only to see victory bring a return of female dependence. That 

is why women who were active in the liberation struggle are speaking out in favor 

of girls participating, alongside boys, in compulsory national service and against the 

practice of female genital mutilation which is prevalent among Eritreans. 

As Secretary Albright has made clear, the United States condemns female 

genital mutilation as a violation of human rights. Yet we also know that any 

campaign to change such a deeply engrained cultural custom i:n::A 6 iw must be led 

�'1--t by African women themselves. Our best hope of helping them � to stress the health 

problems associated with female genital mutilation -- higher rates of maternal and 

infant mortality, for example -- which not only harm women and children but 
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weaken society as a whole. 

I thought of the struggle African women are waging when I looked at the 

faces of the little girls gathered in front of me at the dedication of the Embadorho 

Health Station, built in part with USAID funds, and when I met women at the 

BANA Woodworking Training Center who have been demobilized from the 

military and now must learn new job skills to make a living on their own since 

many are single mothers. 

The President of Eritrea, Isaias Afworki and his wife, a former freedom 

7 fighter namedSdo not live in the Presidential Palace but that is where they

entertained me. They�refer to live simply in a small house in town with their 

children. Mrs. Isaia)ie me a native dress of soft white, hand-loomed cotton 

decorated with eqioroidery and silver with a matching shawl which I put on and 
\ 

_/ 

wore to the reception and entertainment they hosted. I sat in a courtyard in front of 

the palace, built by the Italians when they occupied the country, watching the-­

dancers perfoffl'l folk dances from various parts of the country. I asked the 

President, who began as a guerilla fighter while a university student in his early 

twenties, if, during the long war, he had ever found time to dance. "Of course," he 

replied. "We had to keep dancing to keep ourselves going." 

Just at that moment the dancers came off the stage and beckoned to the 
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President and me to join them. I think he was as surprised as I was, and at first he

demurred. But the dancers were persistent and both of us made our way slowly to

the stage, where we were joined by@and a few other guests similarly

recruited. The dance, thankfully, was a simplf circle movement that even I could

do. As the music filled the air and I danced around the circle, I looked at the

efmiling men and women�und me and felt very lucky - and very grateful - to

be part of their celebration of independence and democracy. If rd had some

popcorn, I would have thrown it at everyone within sight.

* * * * * 

Six years ago, there were only five democracies in Africa. Now there are 23

countries where free and fair elections have taken place. Africa is also moving from

stifling state-controlled economies to open markets that give full life and scope to

human endeavor. Last year, 30 African countries recorded positive economic

growth. Some countries, like Uganda, have rates of growth that rival those of the

"Asian Tigers" -- and co�es now being called "African lions."

Africa also is renewing itself in ways that can't be measured by statistics.

There is a new generation of reform-minded African leaders. There is a new
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relationship between the countries of Africa and the United States, one that is now 

based as much on free trade and shared ideals as it is on development assistance. 

And there is a new commitment on the part of many of the countries of Africa to 

forge tolerant, civil, multiracial tribal societies. Nations that for too lopg have 

known only violence and division are beginning to find peace, strength and unity in 

their diversity. 

To be sure, Africa faces formidable challenges. Many of the African 

democracies are new and fragile. Too much of the continent continues to be riven 

by AIDS and other diseases, poverty, injustice, corruption, and perilous conflicts. 

Refugee crises trap women and children, in particular, in lives that go from bad to 

worse. 

Yet for all the cruelty and suffering, there is now more cause for hope than 

despair. The credit goes to the African�people who have endured so much and 

come so far. But the United States can be helpful. With modest contributions in aid, 

less than one-tenth of one percent of our budget, we have supported the teachers, 

family planning centers, AIDS prevention efforts, environmental protection and 

economic advances that give Africans the tools to help themselves and to become� 

stronger partners for peace, freedom, and democracy in the 21st century. We should 

do more of it. Their hope is ours too. 
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