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引子
　　第一次遇到麥德琳．歐布萊特的場合是在國務院8樓那場氣派的外交記者宴，一週前柯林頓總統主持歐布萊特的就職典禮，宣誓美國第六十四屆國務卿上任。宴會上歐布萊特仍沉浸在剛成為第一位女性國務卿的喜悅，畢竟這是和美國開國元勳湯瑪斯．傑佛遜一樣的職位。宴會氣氛愉快而歐布萊特迷人又開心地冒泡，像個世故的政治家似的穿梭在大廳，與大家談著童年時期身為傑出外交官女兒
的趣事。「你們知道嗎？照片裡那個穿民族服飾在機場獻花給重要人物的小女孩，」當侍者在我們杯子裡斟上香檳時她說，「其實那是我，很老練吧，我從小也是做外交的。」

　　第一次短暫的接觸使我明白歐布萊特何以能成就如此非凡的美國夢。人們無法不喜歡這位國務卿，待人真誠親切，談吐聰明幽默，不像一些公眾人物會自恃甚高，反倒是成就使她謙卑。歐布萊特散發的熱忱具感染力，甚至撼動人心，她對美國的感激也是如此，是美國讓她和家人實現了典型的移民夢。歐布萊特口才便給且一針見血，但她卻有本領以微笑妙語來緩解致命一擊，幽默中帶著自嘲的意味，劃過一抹無辜和脆弱，從而獲得了更多支持。

　　然而歐布萊特的品格中有另一面，對她的卓越成就扮演了同等重要的角色。平易近人又具吸引力的外表下，藏著嚴格又固執的內在。正是這鋼鐵般的果斷和專注追求目標的能力，使得歐布萊特攀至美國政治界的高峰。憑藉著不懈的決心，在眾多同樣具有天賦但只能在幽暗角落苟延殘喘的同僚中，歐布萊特最終能脫穎而出，如同之前在學術界
一般。歐布萊特對生活有清楚的界線，傾向將討厭的消息拒於門外，回應有關認同或形象的質疑時，變得咄咄逼人而缺乏彈性。她個性中的這一面最令我震驚，這是宴會隔天與她進行第二次會面時發現的。
　　身為《華盛頓郵報》外交事務記者，我準備寫一篇關於歐布萊特家庭背景的文章刊在週日版，她曾描述家人逃離納粹和共黨魔爪，並在美國建立新生活的感人故事，這部分激起我的興趣。
　　歐布萊特曾說與她同時代的人透過「越南」來認識世界，而自己則透過「慕尼黑」認識世界。「越南」代表美國60、70年代陷入國際困境的政治縮影，「慕尼黑」則代表英法災難性的綏靖政策，造成希特勒入侵歐布萊特的祖國捷克斯洛伐克
。這位新任國務卿從捷克流亡至美國的過往應有助我了解其對外政策態度。訪談1948年共黨佔領後仍留在捷克的歐布萊特家族友人和表親時，我偶然發現了一個不尋常的故事。歐布萊特的大家庭中有不少成員，包括內外祖父母中的三位和一位大表親，在大屠殺中因猶太人身分而遭殺害。為了避免家人受到戰後可能復興的反猶太主義波及，歐布萊特的父母改信羅馬天主教，且對家族成員的遇害嚴格保密。歐布萊特強調沒有人告訴她有關家族的猶太血統，也不知道家族曾遭大屠殺波及，畢竟二戰結束時她年僅7歲。
　　會面的地點在國務院7樓的私人辦公室，隔一條走廊陳列了從傑佛遜到馬歇爾等歷年來國務卿的照片，此次會面是歐布萊特走馬上任後第一次批准的訪談，所以我們倆都有點神經緊張。訪談前兩週我就讓歐布萊特的助手知道我有意談這個不尋常的故事，所以她約略知道我會問些什麼。即便如此，當我出示她親戚死在特雷辛和奧斯威辛集中營的文件時，某種程度上覺得我好像在挑戰一個悉心建構的家族神話。揭露這個故事對歐布萊特而言一定很痛苦，但她極力克制情緒。
　　文件其中一張照片背景是布拉格，1歲的歐布萊特開心地和表姊們一起玩耍，分別是10歲的達莎與6歲的米蓮娜（參見30頁）。照片拍攝後四年，米蓮娜死在奧斯威辛的毒氣室。而達莎在戰時與歐布萊特家人一起避難倫敦，1945年返家後卻發現自己的父母和妹妹在大屠殺中身亡。達莎就是我之前在布拉格訪談的表親。

　　會面前我盤算著是否讓歐布萊特看這張令人心碎的照片。當時若是將照片放在信封裡讓她私下看，會是更通情達理的方式。但最後我控制不了新聞從業人員的本能，似乎覺得三個天真小女孩的照片比自己更能清楚地說明這個故事。若歐布萊特的父母沒有在1939年3月納粹入侵後的幾天內迅速將她帶離捷克，她幾乎必定落入和米蓮娜相同的命運。若全家人在1948年2月共黨政變後仍留在捷克，歐布萊特就可能落入和達莎一樣的命運。這個有能力成為國務卿的女孩就會在摧毀靈魂的極權統治氛圍下腐敗。我以為看到照片中的兩個表姊會使歐布萊特比對自己的好運氣和親戚們遭遇到的悲劇。

　　我把照片交給歐布萊特並問她是否認識照片裡的人。
「我都認得啊。」她回答。
我很驚訝。
「真的嗎？」
「對啊，這是我。」她指著米蓮娜。
「這是達莎。」她指著達莎。
「這是我妹。」她指著自己。
我告訴她認錯了。照片拍攝年份是1938年，歐布萊特的妹妹凱西1942年才出生。她把事實上是表姊米蓮娜的女孩誤認作自己。「我們都長得差不多。」歐布萊特回應。我開始說明米蓮娜和祖母一起被運送到奧斯威辛集中營，但歐布萊特在我講完之前就別過頭，擺出強硬的臉色。助理打斷我們並表示訪談10分鐘後結束。
「你感興趣的只有集中營的事嗎？」歐布萊特問，等於拒絕進一步探討米蓮娜的事。
　　我笨拙地嘗試以人與人之間的交流與她連結，說這樣的家族史沒什麼好引以為恥。然而或許無可避免，我們仍跳脫不出記者和政治人物的框架。即使我盡可能溫和地詢問這個敏感話題，關於歐布萊特何時知道自己的猶太血統，以及她父母為何認為必須隱藏過去。但顯然我還不夠溫和。訪談後，歐布萊特告訴友人她對我的問題感到震驚且某種程度上受到冒犯；而我覺得歐布萊特沒必要防衛心這麼強。
　很明顯歐布萊特的父母認為具有猶太血統將較不容易受到主流社會接納，甚至有可能不被接納。他們改信天主教，很大程度上為孩子減輕了可怕的歷史包袱，藉著讓過去成為謎團來逃避歷史，堅決地為自己和孩子開創更光明的未來。歐布萊特11歲來到美國後花了很多時間讓自己變成模範公民，甚至成功到獲得第一代移民能在美國政府部門達到的最高職位。歐布萊特實現了每一個可能對她的指望，硬是在此刻要她面對家族的悲慘過去，似乎挖苦意味濃厚。
　　另一個角度看，這樣的故事並不陌生。當世界分裂成對立的意識形態陣營，守護這種秘密就很容易。冷戰的鐵幕粉碎後，東西方資訊自由流通，許多謎團都得以解決。與歐布萊特的故事類似的家族傳奇天天在曝光，只是她的聲望卻加速真相大白，更痛苦的是要公諸於眾。
　　我認為歐布萊特自傳吸引人之處在於她象徵著每一個美國夢的實踐者。眾所皆知美國是移民之國，但有必要了解移民到這裡的人與出生在這裡的人之間有何差異。歐布萊特和父母親與大部分的第一代移民都是倖存者，具備能使美國成為世界強權的特質，這群中堅份子的特質是：非常樂觀、工作勤奮及對成功和自我實現有強烈的渴望。移民對美國的貢獻十分正面，但必然存在的負面也反映在歐布萊特的故事裡。為了在美國獲得成功，移民必須重新創造身分認同，過程中不免會過濾掉一些麻煩的往事。
　　歐布萊特的故事就另一層面可解讀為20世紀歷史的縮影，該世紀的重大事件建立但同時也打擊了她的家庭：從工業革命、奧匈帝國瓦解、納粹和共黨的起落、大屠殺、二戰到美國躍升世界超級強權的地位。此外，歐布萊特從喬治城的家庭主婦爬升到國務卿之路，象徵美國女性運動，並為男女平等而戰。就像另外兩位住在喬治城的成功女性凱瑟琳．葛蘭姆
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，歐布萊特設法在男性掌權的世界獲得成功，方法各異，結果相同。
　　歐布萊特受命為國務卿是家族向上攀升旅程中的高點。出身波蘭猶太區的曾祖父成為捷克偏僻村莊的火車站長，外曾祖父經營酒吧，祖父原本開建材行後來成為大建商，父親約瑟夫．克貝爾是位傑出外交官，若非1948年共黨佔領，原可望成為捷克外交部長。
　　為撰寫本書蒐集資料時，我對歐布萊特和父親兩人事業的相似度留下印象。出生於奧匈帝國，歐布萊特父親選擇了一戰後分裂出來的捷克斯洛伐克作為國家認同，就像許多猶太人一樣，她父親基於對這個國家接納猶太人的感激，成為狂熱愛國份子。輾轉來到美國後，全家將忠誠轉移到新的應許之地，將愛國的狂熱交付美國。

　　對「接納」和「同化」的追求是本故事中重複出現的主題，故事裡時有挫折，大屠殺是其中最大的災難，而每次危機之後倖存的家人皆設法打起精神並繼續奮鬥。歐布萊特家族最令人感動的部分就是其堅忍不拔的精神，從不向失敗低頭。
　　歐布萊特強烈地想要討人喜歡，同時又堅定地想要為所欲為，個性中兩股看似矛盾的特質源自於必須持續努力去獲得接納。歐布萊特家族認為有需要持續證明自己的忠誠才能為主流社會接納，必須努力討人喜歡，甚至討好奉承。面對必然的挫折與羞辱，塑造出不屈不撓的內在，危機淬鍊使這家人更加堅韌，就像鋼鐵必須進熔爐才得鑄成。
　　繼承自祖先的特質促成歐布萊特在美國的成就。曾祖父身體上逃離猶太貧民區，她則在精神上從女性貧民區逃出。歐洲的猶太人受限居住在猶太區有數世紀之久，而在歐布萊特成長的20世紀50年代，美國女性的地位與19世紀生活在歐洲的猶太人相比差異不大。當時女性受限於傳統和舊習，實際上幾乎所有行業的大門都不為其敞開，除了名義上與男性享有平等，女性必須克服重重障礙才得以發揮最大潛能。
　　歐布萊特並非透過離經叛道來得以在男性掌控的社會達到權力高峰，而是靠著渴望能同化並融入高層的強烈慾望才得以至此，她的祖先在猶太人屈居弱勢的中歐求生存時也運用過同樣的手段。歐布萊特的婚姻使她得以進入美國最富有最傑出的盎格魯撒克遜裔白人新教徒
家族，打開了過去對她關閉的社交大門。歐布萊特也設法使自己成為男性政治靠山特別是像艾德蒙．馬斯基
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等人不可或缺的幫手。而歐布萊特的事業真正起飛的時期，是在1983年離婚這個重大且無預警的挫折發生之後，離婚提供了適當的動機與機會讓她順利攻向高峰。
　　《華盛頓郵報》週日版於1997年2月登出我那篇關於歐布萊特家庭背景的報導後造成轟動，人們不解曾講授國際關係的歐布萊特如何可能對自己的家庭背景一無所知。此外，某專欄作家發表1950年代猶太移民「過度
同化」的言論後，對在美猶太人造成言語傷害，並使他們重申自己的猶太身份。
　　我的文章發表後接下來的日子讓我印象最深的不是歐布萊特的故事有多麼與眾不同，而是有多麼稀鬆平常，這點確實才是讀者反應熱烈的緣故。一直有許多大屠殺的倖存者對過去保持沉默，避免有一天反猶太主義復甦時遭受與過去同樣的命運。新聞報導波蘭有人設置電話專線供改變信仰的猶太人後代釐清身分認同問題。為數眾多的書籍開始探討「藏起來的後裔」，猶太人後裔卻以基督徒的身份長大，以便逃過納粹的猛烈復仇的一個現象。
　　我最常被問到，特別是猶太人會問我「她知道嗎？」而似乎每個人不論有無證據都對答案有定見。有好長一段時間我迴避給出直截了當的答案，我認為謎團的解答似乎存在親密的家族關係互動中，且不足為外人道。或許解答介於明確的是或否之間。家庭成員間心照不宣地絕不提起某些禁忌話題，是很普遍的現象。歐布萊特顯然對父母親十分崇拜，特別是父親。父母親為保護歐布萊特免受納粹與共黨侵害而帶她遠赴美國，她應該納悶過父母是否對過去作出選擇性的隱瞞。然而質疑過去無疑是質疑父母，這是歐布萊特最不願意的。
　　完成本書資料蒐集後，我得到的結論是歐布萊特在1997年2月前很早就已經知道家族史的重要細節。雖然父母親把歐布萊特和弟妹蒙在鼓裡的可能性相當高，但不管在美國或歐洲，有太多人都了解這樣的秘密並無法永遠隱瞞像歐布萊特這樣聰明好奇的女性。寫作本書期間，我發現歐布萊特的故事裡有太多自相矛盾與前後不一的說法，令人無法信服。
　　這些爭議對我們關於美國第一位女性國務卿的評價有何影響？就某層面來講，毫無影響。大家都說過善意的謊言，謊言也總像滾雪球般一發不可收拾。假設歐布萊特不在目前的高位，人們不會介意她的宗教信仰或家庭背景。歐布萊特前後改信羅馬天主教及主教派一事，屬於個人私領域。疏忽家族出身的真相並不妨礙她追逐高位。
　　然而從另一層面來說，歐布萊特神秘的過去對傳記內容有極大的影響，若省略這部分，將很難全面評價歐布萊特成功的動機或其家族一路走來的艱辛。歐布萊特將父親視為模範，故父親對她的人生影響重大，只有先了解她父親才足以了解她。若要了解歐布萊特的父親，必須回到他在捷克北部丘陵起伏的出生地，並且拜訪他和祖先們一心想逃離的猶太區才行。
　　這是描述一位幹勁十足的女性如何幸運地發揮最大潛能的故事，而這個故事同時也寫給那些無法像歐布萊特一樣幸運的人。畢竟每一個成功赴美的人背後，都是更多人逃不出來的遺憾。人類和大自然一樣，能倖存的並非總是最優秀的人，而是適者生存。掙扎求生最直白的寫照在希特勒死亡集中營的毒氣室裡上演，不是比喻而是真的互相踩著別人的肩膀往上爬，為了拼命試圖吸一口氣。這是極端的例子，但事實上在追求成功的每個階段都會有某些無法想像的事情發生。
　　父母在我們年輕時幫我們避掉身處於這世界所要面對的殘酷。克貝爾夫婦就像大多數的父母，想提供孩子的人生所有可能的最好機會，這是他們否認猶太出身的原因。歐布萊特的父母重新創造身份認同，他們的女兒當然也會如此。歐布萊特的人生經歷了許多轉變：從難民兒童到典型的美國學童、從學生到家庭主婦、從家庭主婦到學者，最後從學者到世界領袖，這些轉變並非一蹴可幾，而是辛勤工作、忠貞愛國、適應力強、下定決心以及絕佳運氣的結果。
　　運氣是歐布萊特得到的恩賜中最重要的成分。寫作本書時我在心裡有個畫面，歐布萊特的表姊米蓮娜和祖母站在奧斯威辛集中營的斜坡，面前站著惡名昭彰的納粹醫師
拿警棍左右指揮：一邊指向勞改營，另一邊指向毒氣室。運抵奧斯威辛前，米蓮娜已在特雷辛集中營待了3年，期間米蓮娜的塗鴉顯示她十分渴望從自己身上被奪走的家庭生活和快樂時光。歐布萊特會活下去實現米蓮娜的願望。
　　二戰前風暴將至，米蓮娜的父母急切地向美國、加拿大及英國尋求庇護，但申請難民簽證遭拒。相較之下，歐布萊特與家人得以避難英國顯得非常幸運。戰後的捷克在共黨上台後，歐布萊特一家旋即獲得美國的政治庇護。
　　如果當時是米蓮娜一家申請到政治庇護呢？

〈原文〉
Madeleine Albright-A Twentieth-Century Odyssey

Michael Dobbs

Henry Holt and Company

Introduction

The first time I met Madeleine Albright was at a reception for diplomatic reporters in a glittering banquet hall on the eighth floor of the State Department. President Clinton had sworn her in as America’s sixty-fourth secretary of state the previous week, and she was still basking in the euphoria of becoming the first woman to be appointed to a job once held by Thomas Jefferson. It was a happy occasion and Madeleine was at her charming, effervescent best. She worked the room like a seasoned politician, taking time to talk to everybody individually and telling amusing stories about her life as the daughter of a distinguished Czechoslovak diplomat.

“You know the picture of the little girl in the national costume presenting flowers to visiting dignitaries at the airport?” she told a group of us, as a waiter filled our glasses with champagne. “Well, that was me, growing up. I used to do that for a living.” That first, brief encounter helped me understand one of the main reasons for an extraordinary American success story. It is difficult not to like Madeleine Albright. She has a genuinely engaging personality. She is warm, intelligent, and fun to be around. Unlike many public figures, she does not take herself too seriously. She seems humbled by her own achievements. Her enthusiasm is infectious, even touching, as is her gratitude to America for allowing her and her family to live out the classic immigrant’s dream. She can use her sharp tongue to devastating effect but has a knack for softening the blow with a smile or a quip. There is a self-deprecating quality to her humor. For all her worldly success, she still conveys an aura of innocence and vulnerability that makes people want to root for her.

  But there is another side to Madeleine Albright’s character that is equally important in understanding her remarkable ascent. Beneath an attractive easygoing exterior, she has a tough interior. Without a steely resolve and an ability to pursue a goal single-mindedly, she would never have reached the pinnacle of American political life. It is this relentless determination that, ultimately, sets her apart from thousands of equally talented colleagues languishing in obscure corners of the U.S. bureaucracy or academia. She seems to organize her life into neat compartments, shutting out unwelcome information. When challenged on matters involving her identity or self-image, she can be combative and inflexible. It was this aspect of her personality that struck me most at our second meeting, which took place the day after the formal State Department reception. 

  As a diplomatic reporter for The Washington Post, I had been researching an article for our Sunday magazine about her family background. My interest had been piqued by her moving description of how her family had built a new life for themselves in America after escaping the horror of Nazism and Communism.　As she once remarked, her view of the world was molded not by “Vietnam”, like most of her contemporaries, but by “Munich”. “Vietnam” was political shorthand for the international quagmire that America got itself into in the sixties and seventies, “Munich” for the disastrous policy of appeasement pursued by Britain and France that paved the way for Hitler’s aggression against Madeleine’s native Czechoslovakia. I thought I could explain a lot about the foreign policy philosophy of the new secretary of state by tracing her journey from Prague to Washington. 
  By talking to old friends of the family and a cousin stranded in Czechoslovakia after the Communist takeover in 1948, I stumbled across an extraordinary story. It turned out that many members of Madeleine’s extended family, including three grandparents and a first cousin, had been killed in the Holocaust as Jews. In an attempt to protect their family from a revival of anti-Semitism after the war, Madeleine’s parents had converted to Roman Catholicism. The fate of their relatives became a closely guarded family secret. Madeleine, who was only seven when the war ended, insisted she was told nothing about the family’s Jewish origins and the connection to the Holocaust.
  We met in the secretary’s private office on the seventh floor of the State Department, just off a corridor lined with portraits of her predecessors, from Jefferson to George C. Marshall. It was the first interview that she had granted in her new position, and both of us were a little on edge. I had given her aides a broad outline of my discoveries nearly two weeks in advance of our meeting, so she knew roughly what was coming. Even so, as I presented her with documents showing that her relatives had died in places like Terezin and Auschwitz, I felt as if I were somehow challenging a carefully constructed family myth. The revelations must have been painful to her, but she kept her emotions under tight control. 
  One of the documents in my possession was a photo of Madeleine, aged one, playing happily in Prague with her cousins, Dasha and Milena, aged ten and six (page 30). Four years after the photo was taken, Milena was gassed at Auschwitz. Her sister Dasha spent the war years in London with Madeleine’s family, returning home in 1945 only to discover that her own parents and sister had been killed in the Holocaust. She was the long-lost cousin I had been to see in Prague.
　Before our meeting, I had debated with myself over whether to show Madeleine this heartrending picture. It would probably have been more tactful just to give her the photo in an envelope, so she could look at it privately. In the end, my journalistic instincts got the better of me. It seemed to me that the picture of these three innocent young girls told the family story better than I could possibly express in words. Had Madeleine’s parents not spirited her out of Czechoslovakia days after the Nazi invasion in March 1939, she would almost certainly have shared Milena’s fate. Had they stayed in Czechoslovakia in February 1948 after the Communist coup, she might have ended up like Dasha. A potential secretary of state would have been left to rot in the soul-destroying atmosphere of a totalitarian regime. I thought that the sight of her two cousins might prompt her to contrast her own good fortune with the tragedy that had befallen so many of her relatives.

　　As I handed the picture to her, I asked if she recognized any of the people in it.

“Well, I recognize everybody,” she replied.

I was amazed.

“You do?”

“Yes, this is me.” She pointed at Milena.

“This is Dasha.”She pointed at Dasha.

“This is my sister.” She pointed at herself.

I explained that she was mistaken. The picture was taken in 1938: Her sister Kathy was not born until 1942. The girl she identified as herself was in fact her cousin Milena. “We all kind of look similar,” she said. I began to say that Milena was taken to Auschwitz on the same transport as her grandmother, but she turned away before I could finish the story. Her face assumed a steely look. An aide interrupted to say that the interview would be over in ten minutes.
　“Is this the only part of the story that interests you?” Madeleine asked, closing the door to any further discussion of Milena.

I tried, somewhat clumsily, to reach out to her as a human being, telling her there was nothing shameful about her family history. Perhaps inevitably, however, we settled into the roles of journalist and politician. Even though I tried to be as gentle as possible on the sensitive issue of when she had begun to learn about her Jewish roots and why her parents had felt it necessary to conceal their past, apparently I did not succeed. Later, Madeleine told a friend that she felt “shaken and somehow violated” by my questions. I, in turn, thought she was unnecessarily defensive. 
It is now clear that Madeleine’s parents viewed their Jewishness as an encumbrance that made it more difficult, if not impossible, to be accepted by the majority society. They converted to Catholicism, in large measure to relieve their children of the terrible burden of history. They escaped the past by making a myth out of it and focused relentlessly on creating a brighter future for themselves and their children. Aged eleven when she arrived in America, Madeleine spent much of her life transforming herself into a model American. She succeeded so well that she rose to the highest position in the U.S. government attainable by a first-generation immigrant. It seems ironic that she should have been brought face-to-face with her family’s tragic past at the very moment that she achieved everything that could possibly be expected of her.
  On the other hand, perhaps it is not so strange. It was easy to keep such secrets as long as the world was divided into opposite ideological camps. As the Iron Curtain began to crumble, and information began to flow freely between East and West, many mysteries have been resolved. Family sagas similar to that of Madeleine Albright come to light every day. Her newfound prominence merely accelerated the process of uncovering the truth and made it painfully public.

　Why should anyone want to read a biography of Madeleine Albright? The answer, I think, is that she is emblematic of the people who made America what it is today. It is a cliché to say that America is a nation of immigrants, but there is an important difference between the people who came here and the people who were born here. Like many first-generation immigrants, Madeleine and her parents were survivors. They possessed, in highly distilled form, the qualities that turned the United States into a superpower: unquenchable optimism, a burning desire to succeed and prove themselves, an enormous appetite for hard work. Their contribution to America was overwhelmingly positive, but there is a flip side to their story that is reflected in Madeleine’s own life. In order to succeed in America, the immigrants had to reinvent themselves, a process that sometimes involved screening out inconvenient memories from the past.
　On another level, Madeleine’s story can be read as a personalized version of the story of the twentieth century. Her family was formed and buffeted by the great events of the century: the industrial revolution, the collapse of the Austro-Hungarian empire, the rise and fall of Nazism and communism, the Holocaust, World War II, America’s ascent to superpower status. Later, in her progress from Georgetown housewife to secretary of state, Madeleine would become a symbol of the women’s movement in America and the struggle for full equality with men. Like Katharine Graham and Pamela Harriman, to name two of her Georgetown neighbors, she found a way to succeed in a predominantly male world. The techniques were different, but the result was the same.
　　For her family, Madeleine Albright’s appointment as secretary of state was the culminating point of a long upward odyssey. One of her great-grandfathers worked his way out of a Polish ghetto to become a stationmaster in an obscure Bohemian village. Another great-grandfather owned a pub. Madeleine’s paternal grandfather established a small store selling building materials and rose to become the director of a large company. Her father, Josef Korbel, was a brilliant diplomat who might well have become foreign minister of Czechoslovakia one day had it not been for the Communist takeover in 1948.
　As I researched this book, I was struck by the parallels between Madeleine’s career and that of her father. Born in the old Austro-Hungarian Empire, her father identified with Czechoslovak state created in the aftermath of World War I. like many Jews, Josef expressed his gratitude toward a country that was ready to treat him as a full citizen by becoming a super Czechoslovak patriot. When he came to America, he and his family transferred their allegiance to a new promised land. They became super-patriotic Americans.
　The struggle for acceptance and assimilation is a recurring theme in this story. It is interspersed with setbacks, the most catastrophic of which was the Holocaust. After each crisis, the surviving family members found a way of picking themselves up and beginning the struggle all over again. What strikes one most about this family is its resilience. It never accepted defeat.

　The seemingly contradictory strands in Madeleine’s personality---an intense desire to please combined with a steely determination to get her own way---can be explained by this continual quest for acceptance. In order to be accepted by the majority society, the Korbels felt a need to constantly prove their loyalty. They had to work hard at being pleasant, even ingratiating. But they also developed a tough inner core to cope with the inevitable setbacks and humiliations. The crises served to make them stronger and more resilient, just as iron is tempered by a furnace.
　The personality traits inherited from her ancestors have contributed to Madeleine’s own success in America. Just at her great-grandfather escaped from the physical ghetto in which Europe Jews had been confined for centuries, so too did Madeleine escape from a metaphorical female ghetto. In the fifties, as Madeleine was growing up, the position of American women was not so dissimilar from that of European Jews in the nineteenth century. Their lives were bound by tradition and convention. Entire professions were virtually closed to them. Despite a nominal equality with men, they had to overcome huge hurdles before they could realize their full potential.

　Madeleine reached the top of America’s male-dominated society not by rebelling against that society, but by a determined drive for integration and assimilation, the very same tactic employed by her Jewish forebears in Gentile-dominated Central Europe. Her marriage into one of America’s wealthiest and most prominent WASP families opened social doors that would otherwise have been closed to her. She found ways of making herself useful and indispensable to a series of male patrons, notably Edmund Muskie and Zbigniew Brzezinski. But it was not until a shattering and unexpected setback---her divorce in 1983---that her career really took off. The divorce provided both the motivation and the opportunity for a successful assault on the summit.
　　
When my story about Madeleine’s family background appeared in The Washington Post magazine in February 1997, it caused a minor furor. People asked how it was possible for a former professor of international relations to be ignorant of her own background. The controversy seemed to strike a nerve among American Jews seeking to reassert their own identity after what one columnist called the “heavy-duty assimilation” of 1950s.
　What struck me most in the days immediately following publication of my article was not how unusual Madeleine’s story was, but how common it was. That, indeed, is what made the reaction fascinating. There were stories of Holocaust survivors keeping quiet about their past because they feared a resurgence of anti-Semitism. From Poland came news of a special telephone hot line that had been installed to help the offspring of converted Jews sort out their identity problems. I learned that numerous books had been written devoted to the phenomenon of “hidden children,” children who were brought up as Christians in an effort to save them from the vengeful fury of the Nazis.

　The most frequent question asked of me, particularly by Jews, was “Did she know?” Everybody seemed to have an opinion on that subject, whether or not they had evidence to support their conclusion. For a long time, I avoided a direct answer to the question. It seemed to me that the solution to the mystery lay in the sphere of intimate family relationships that are likely to remain hidden from outsiders. I thought it possible that the truth could lie somewhere between a definite “Yes” and an equally definite “No.” In many families, there are taboos: topics that by tacit consent no one ever talks about. It is clear that Madeleine adored her parents, particularly her father. They were the people who had saved her-first from Nazism, then from communism-and brought her to America. She may have suspected that there was something strangely selective about the reminiscences of the past. But for her to challenge their story would be to challenge them, and this was something she was not prepared to do.

　As I completed the research for this book, I came to the conclusion that Madeleine learned the essential details of her family’s past long before February 1997. It is quite probable that her parents kept her and her siblings in the dark about their origins for many years. But too many people, both in America and Europe, knew what had happened for the secret to be kept forever from such an intelligent, inquiring woman. As I explain in the course of this book, there are simply too many contradictions and inconsistencies in her story for it to be believable.

　How does all this affect our judgment of America’s first woman secretary of state? At one level, scarcely at all. Many of us have told white lies, only to find ourselves drawn deeper and deeper into an intricate web of deception. Had Madeleine not risen to her present position, few people would care about her religious beliefs or family background. Her conversion, first to Roman Catholicism and then to Episcopalianism, is a personal matter. Her failure to disclose her family’s true origins is hardly a barrier to high office.
　On another level, however, Madeleine’s hidden past is a vital biographical fact. Without it, it is difficult to gain a full appreciation of what has motivated her and how far she and her family have come. The key influence in her life is the father on whom she modeled herself. In order to understand her, you must first understand him. And in order to understand him, you have to go back to the rolling hills of northern Bohemia, where he was born, and the ghetto existence that he and his ancestors were so determined to escape.
This is the story of a woman who had the drive and good fortune to realize her full potential. It is also the story of those who did not make it. After all, for every person who comes to America, dozens more are left behind. In human life, as in nature, it is not always the best people who survive and prosper, but the fittest and most adaptable. The struggle for survival was seen most clearly in the gas chambers of Hitler’s death camps where people, quite literally, climbed on top of one another in a desperate attempt to gasp for air. That is the extreme. But there is some kind of drama at every stage in the quest for fulfillment.

  When we are young, we rely on our parents to protect us from the brutal world around us. Like most parents, Josef and Mandula Korbel wanted to give their children the best possible chance in life, which is why they rejected their Jewish origins. Just as they reinvented themselves, so too would Madeleine reinvent herself. During the course of her life, she went through several transformations: from refugee child to all-American student; from student to housewife; from housewife to academic; from academic to world leader. Theses metamorphoses did not just happen. They were the result of hard work, loyalty, adaptability, determination, and a lot of luck.

　Luck is not the least of Madeleine’s blessings. While writing this book, I had a mental image of her cousin and grandmother standing on the ramp of Auschwitz-Birkenau. In front of Milena Deiml and Olga Korbel stands the infamous Nazi doctor Josef Mengele, pointed left or right with his baton. One way leads to a labor camp, the other to the gas chambers. Prior to being sent to Auschwitz, Milena had spent three years in a concentration camp at Terezin. We know, from the pictures she drew there, that she spent a lot of time dreaming of the happy family life that had been ripped away from her. Madeleine would live out Milena’s dream.

　Before the war, Milena’s family tried desperately to find a safe haven from the coming storm in the United States, Canada, or Britain. Their requests for refugee visas were turned down. Madeleine, by contrast, had the good fortune to escape to Britain with her parents. When the Communists came to power in Czechoslovakia after the war, Madeleine’s family was granted asylum in America.

　It could so easily have been the other way around.
� 譯註：歐布萊特的父親曾任捷克斯洛伐克駐南斯拉夫大使。


� 譯註：歐布萊特進入政界前，在大學教授國際事務學，研究美、俄與東歐關係。


� 譯註：捷克斯洛伐克在1993年分裂為兩國，分別是捷克共和國與斯洛伐克共和國。


� 譯註：《華盛頓郵報》前發行人，美國最重要的報人之一。


� 譯註：美國政治家、外交家，曾任駐法大使。


� 譯註：十七世紀新英格蘭殖民後裔，一般視為上流社會階層。


� 譯註：美國政治家，曾任緬因州州長及國務卿。


� 譯註：美國著名國際關係學者、地緣戰略家，曾任卡特政府國家安全顧問。


� 譯註：1950年代猶太人在美國甚至不敢多談論大屠殺，並透過改名、鼻整形（猶太人普遍鼻子較大）以及將猶太會堂改造為近似美國聖公會教堂外觀等方式隱藏其猶太背景。


� 譯註：約瑟夫．門格勒，人稱「死亡天使」，是篩選集中營俘虜的醫師之一，負責裁決將俘虜送到毒氣室殺死，或成為強制性勞工。





