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			I DON’T BELIEVE IN DESTINY. WE ARE NOT BORN TO BECOME ONE THING OR another, left to follow helplessly a course that was charted for us by some unseen hand, a mysterious alignment of the stars that pulls us in a certain direction, bestowing happiness on some and misfortune on others. The only fate we cannot escape is our mortality. Even a long life is a brief experience, hard as that is to believe when we are young. God has given us that life, shown us how to use it, but left it to us to dispose of as we choose. Our character will determine how well or how poorly we choose.

			It is your character, and your character alone, that will make your life happy or unhappy. That is all that really passes for destiny. And you choose it. No one else can give it to you or deny it to you. No rival can steal it from you. And no friend can give it to you. Others can encourage you to make the right choices or discourage you. But you choose.

			Your happiness is at stake in every difficult decision you must make about what kind of person you will be: honest or deceitful; responsible or unreliable; brave or cowardly; kind or cruel. Your talents have little to do with it. Your looks don’t matter at all. You don’t need to be good at sports. You don’t need to be popular with other kids. You need not be smarter than others. Those things are nice and useful and pleasing. But they won’t by themselves make you happy. Looks change. People for no good reason can sometimes treat us unfairly, and friends come and go as our lives take us to new schools, different jobs, and faraway places. Our strength and speed and agility grow for a few years, and then, for most of our lives, we get weaker, slower, and clumsier. However smart we are, there are always other people who know more than us.

			The stories in this book, those that are well known and those that are not, are the stories of remarkable people who chose well. Most are people of exceptionally good character. All, no doubt, had flaws. Everyone does. But they all exemplify one or more essential attributes of good character.

			I would be proud to be among their number. But were I to use my own character as an example of how to build yours, I would lack one of the most important qualities of good character—honesty. My own children, who have suffered, as they often remind me, considerable embarrassment already from their father’s public and unconvincing attempts at proving himself a role model for the young, have taught me just enough humility to avoid that conceit. Rather than cause them any further discomfort, I have relied instead on the example of people who have no need to prove themselves worthy of admiration. They have earned much more than public acclaim.

			The best I can claim for my own character is that it is still, even at this late date, a work in progress. The most important thing I have learned, from my parents, from teachers, from my faith, from many good people I have been blessed to know, and from the lives of people whose stories we have included in this book, is to want what they had, integrity, and to feel the sting of my conscience when I have chosen a course that has risked it for some selfish reason. As I am blessed with a naturally optimistic disposition, I’m still working on my character, although I am sixty-eight years old as we write this.

			Thus, I can profit as much as any reader from the examples of character we celebrate in the following pages. We have intended this work to be of interest not only to young readers but to parents and readers of any age. However numerous our achievements and experiences, most of us can still stand a little improvement. Even the most crowded, accomplished life can still suffer a sense of incompleteness. Our character is a lifelong project, and perhaps the older we are, and the more fixed our shortcomings are, the more we can use inspiration to encourage our escape from the restraints of our deficiencies.

			The greatest writer in the English language, William Shakespeare, wrote plays and poems that taught such important lessons about human nature and the qualities of good and bad people, few things written before or after have explained them better. His plays, written more than four hundred years ago, were a little hard for me to understand when I was young. But I had a teacher who loved them, and he taught me to love them. Thanks to him, those plays are for me more moving than anything we have for entertainment today.

			I imagine you know some of his plays and remember some of their most famous lines. We few, we happy few, we band of brothers. For he today that sheds his blood for me shall be my brother. Those two lines are from my favorite play, Henry V. They are spoken by a king as encouragement to his soldiers who are about to fight a battle in which they are greatly outnumbered. It is a soldier’s play, and I have never tired of it.

			One of the most often quoted passages in English literature and the theme for countless graduation speeches and self-help essays comes from Hamlet. A character named Polonius tells his son, Laertes: “This above all: to thine ownself be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou cannot then be false to any man.”

			Many people remember only the first part of the line, to thine ownself be true, and they interpret it to mean we should do whatever we want to do, whatever feels good to us. But I’ve always interpreted it to mean we must be true to our conscience, and to do that, you cannot be false to any man. In other words, being true to our conscience, being honest with ourselves, will determine the character of our relations with others. That is a concise definition of integrity.

			The individuals whose stories we tell were chosen because they had a special quality, a particular strength of character that made their lives and their world better. They chose to live their lives in ways that we admire because they believed their principles were their most important possessions. Not their looks or their abilities, not their comfort or pleasure, not their job or house or car or toys or how many friends they had or how much money they made. They were true to themselves, and were not false to anyone.

			I hope their stories will, in some small way, help you prepare for the important choices in your own life. Not because you will face the same choices they faced. Few of us will. But they began their lives as we began ours, creatures of their appetites and entirely dependent on others, some with more advantages than you have, many with considerably fewer. We are born with one nature. We want what we want, and we want it now. But as we grow, we develop our second nature, our character. These stories are about that second nature. And if the character of these heroes, what they sacrificed for it, and what they accomplished with it, inspire you as much as they inspire me, you will find their lives to be excellent teachers.

			Your best teachers, of course, are your parents. From their example, even more than their instruction, you will first learn to love virtue. Their responsibility to you is much more than to feed, clothe, and house you. You are or should be the great work of their lives. Parents are not the all-knowing, ideal people we would like you to think we are. We’ve made wrong choices before, and will again, like everyone else. But our mistakes are not the measure of our love for you. You are that measure, and how well you are prepared to make better choices than we have made.

			Sometimes we forget how important we are to you, even more important than we often pretend to be, though it is rarely an intentional failure. I have sometimes forgotten it. The work I have chosen for my life has too often kept me apart from my family. Once, it kept me away for a very long time. That was not as I wished it to be, but the choice of professions was mine nonetheless. I have earned its rewards and the regrets that disturb my conscience. During my absence, I took comfort in the knowledge that their mother offered a better example to them than I did.

			My mother, Roberta McCain, remains a great influence in my life. She is the daughter of an Oklahoma oil wildcatter who made a fortune and retired early to devote himself to his children. She and her identical twin sister, Rowena, were renowned for their beauty, which has hardly faded over the years that have passed since heads first turned in their direction. But their personalities have always been their most attractive feature. My mother was raised to be a strong, determined woman who thoroughly enjoyed life, and always tried to make the most of her opportunities. She was encouraged to accept, graciously and with good humor, the responsibilities and sacrifices her choices have required of her. I am grateful to her for the strengths she taught me by example, even if I have not possessed them as well and as comfortably as she does.

			Among her greatest qualities is her endless curiosity about the world, about natural history and, even more so, human history. She is unusually well traveled and has had more adventures in her life than most people have. Yet she has never lost one bit of her interest in and enthusiasm for the work, the ideas, the passions, and the accomplishments of the world’s civilizations. The joy of her life is learning about people and places, and coming to know them as well as she can; she never loses the desire to know them better. She has a remarkable capacity for delight. Life, all its adventures and many interests, thrills her as much in her late years as it did in her childhood. It is the main source of her charm, which anyone who knows her—and many, many people claim the pleasure of her friendship—can assure you she has in abundance. Her delight is infectious, and becomes in her company, yours. She has a great gift, and it is all the greater for the ease and happiness with which she shares it.

			We moved often because of my father’s work. And it was my mother’s job to move us, quite often very great distances. Every couple of years, she would pack our belongings, ship them ahead to our destination, crowd her three children into the car, and drive us, sometimes across the entire country, to our new home. En route, and for days on end, she would endure the nearly constant arguing and whining of my sister, brother, and me, along with the other discomforts and boredom of traveling by car. Yet she never seemed bored. And to ensure that she wasn’t and that her children would not have good reason to complain (although that seldom prevented us from doing so), she would take time and considerable trouble to make sure we saw and learned interesting things along the way.

			She took us to dozens of famous art galleries, museums, and historical sites. Our jaws dropped in awe at the Grand Canyon, the Carlsbad Caverns, and many other natural phenomena. She once drove us hundreds of miles out of our way through Texas, and to the city of Juárez, across the Mexican border, to see a beautiful cathedral that her father had once taken her to see. After we reached the city, which was much changed since her last visit, we got lost. We looked for hours for the church that had so impressed her as a girl, but could not find it. Eventually, we found ourselves in a pretty tough neighborhood, crowded with people who did not seem to want us to enjoy our visit and gave us the impression that they thought they could make better use of our car and belongings than we could. Still, my mother persisted in her search, trying not to let the sensation of danger, which by now her children were experiencing, interfere with the enjoyment of our adventure. Eventually, as our circumstances became undeniably menacing, she abandoned our exploration, and we sped off for the relative safety of El Paso, Texas. We were disappointed, of course, but much relieved. And, after all, we had managed to see a few things we had not seen before, and to learn a lesson or two about human nature we had not known before.

			My mother is a stickler for courtesy and good manners. She once read a story about a time in my life when I was physically mistreated by bad men who, for a while, kept me in prison. The story quoted me calling my captors some very bad names. The words I had used were not appropriate for polite company, and I wouldn’t like to hear my children use such language. But I thought my behavior, if not all that it should have been, was understandable in the awful circumstances I found myself in. My mother was less forgiving. She immediately called me to tell me she had read the article, which included vivid descriptions of the mistreatment I had suffered, and had been deeply offended by the language I had chosen to express my resentment of the abuse. “But, Mother,” I argued, “they were very bad men.” “That doesn’t matter,” she replied, “I never taught you to use that kind of language, and I have half a mind to wash your mouth out with soap.” I was over sixty years old when I received this rebuke from my mother, a fact that only added to my embarrassment. And, I’m further embarrassed to admit, she has felt it necessary many times since to rebuke me for forgetting the good manners she had taught me never to discard.

			She always stressed the importance of humility in developing good character, a quality that, to her great regret, she worries I do not fully appreciate. As a member of Congress, and because I suffer from a hard-to-control impulse to express my views to as many listeners as I can reach, I am often on television and my name is frequently in the newspapers. Even though some people, not to mention myself, occasionally feel that I have something to say worth hearing, my mother finds the habit a little too unbecoming for people who value their dignity. She is full of aphorisms, short, wise little observations that are meant to educate the person with whom she shares them. When a reporter once asked her if she was proud to see her son become such a prominent person, she replied, “Fools’ names and fools’ faces are often seen in public places.” This is the lesson she derives from my public appearances, which is to her far more important than whatever observation or opinion I had tried to express.

			She is an excellent teacher, as I have learned and relearned many times in my life. As we began this book, she was ninety-two years old, and is at this moment driving around India with her identical twin sister and best friend, Rowena, taking another look at fascinating places she has seen before, but learning, always learning something new and well worth her time.

			My father was an admiral in the navy, as was his father before him. He was often at sea, and absent from our home. But his children felt his influence as strongly as if he had been in our company every day of our lives. He was honest, hardworking, loyal, and one of the bravest men I’ve ever known. He had his flaws. Neither I nor he would ever pretend otherwise. But I don’t believe he ever told a lie or refused to do his duty or acted in any way that he considered dishonorable.

			He had a lion’s courage. In his first war, he commanded a submarine. After a long battle, and many hours beneath the sea, with little air left to breathe in the sub, he told his men they could either surrender or surface and fight, although their chances of success were very poor. They were outgunned. They were exhausted. Some of the men were delirious from the lack of oxygen in the submarine. They were all afraid, including my father. But they were good men, and they knew their skipper, my father, believed fighting was the right thing to do. So they chose to fight, every one of them.

			He believed dishonesty was a personal disgrace, and the very thought of being deceitful, even in small, inconsequential matters, upset him. Once, my mother jokingly accused him of cheating at cards. He shot up from the table, in great distress, and begged her never, ever to doubt or even pretend to doubt his honesty. That was an excessive and unnecessary response to what was, after all, just a little harmless teasing by his wife. She knew he was an honest man, and he knew she knew it. But it gives you an idea of how extraordinarily important his honesty was to him. He simply couldn’t bear the idea of being deceitful or being accused, wrongly, of deceiving anyone.

			At times like that, perhaps, his virtues, as admirable as they were, made him too proud. He lived a code of honor that he had learned from his father, the man whom he admired above all others. The memory of his father, and his father’s honesty and courage and sense of duty, was so important to him that he believed that he must behave at all times in ways that honored his father’s name. Sometimes, I think he forgot that the only person who must believe in your integrity is yourself. That is an easy mistake to make even for people with great integrity. Many good people mistake their reputation for their character. It is a mistake I have made many, many times. Of course, our reputation should be a reflection of our character. But sometimes, through no fault of our own, it is not. And although it hurts when people think less well of us than we deserve, our integrity, our self-respect, and our happiness do not ultimately depend upon the opinion of others. They depend upon our own conscience. We must be true to ourselves. And we must be true to others, whether they believe we are or not.

			My father was true to himself. Whatever his faults, whatever mistakes his pride might have caused, he tried hard all his life to keep his integrity, and to accept and faithfully fulfill the demands of his conscience. He faced many difficult choices in his life. His choices were harder to make than most of ours will be. But he had the character for them.

			He fought in three wars, and in his last war, Vietnam, he commanded all our country’s forces in the Pacific, including those who fought in Vietnam. I am his oldest son and namesake, and I fought under his command. For several years I was held as a prisoner of war in the enemy’s capital, the city of Hanoi. When the president of the United States and his advisors decided to try to shorten the war by bombing Hanoi, it was my father’s duty to order it done.

			The planes that flew to Hanoi on his orders were B-52s. They were the largest bombers in the air force. They could carry the largest and the most bombs. They flew at high altitudes, but unlike those aircraft used by our air force today, they did not have the technology to be very accurate in their targeting. The pilots knew Americans were being held captive near their targets. So did the man who commanded them, my father. He knew where I was, and he loved me. He prayed on his knees every day for my safe return. Whenever he visited his soldiers in Vietnam, he would end his day by walking to the northern end of the base and standing quietly alone, looking toward the place where his son was held. But his conscience required him to do his duty, and his duty required him to risk his son’s life. And so he did.

			That is a very hard decision for a father to make. Few of us will ever have to face such a difficult choice. Even fewer of us would have the character to make the right decision. But he did. The memory of him and the example he set for me helped to form my own conscience, and shame me when I disobey it. I don’t think there is anything greater a parent can do for you.

			Your parents, and all those who love you, are trying to the best of their ability to give that gift to you, an example of character that you cannot forget, when you follow it and when you don’t. The stories in this book are intended to help reinforce the lessons they are teaching you. Some of these stories were first brought to my attention by my parents. Some I learned in school or happened upon by chance. Many of them you know. A few you won’t. I hope you find some of them to be exciting stories of heroism. I hope they are all interesting to you. They might entertain you. I hope they inspire you as well.

			Some of them, because their heroes sacrifice so much to keep their integrity, will make you sad. That’s not their purpose, but it can’t be helped. Many good people have suffered for their principles. Some have died for them. But however cruel their end, they were surely comforted by the knowledge that they had made the right choice, and they had had the character to live a good life. Whether anyone knew how great their courage had been would not matter as much to them as the knowledge that they had chosen well, that their cause had been just, and their character worthy of its demands. They did not submit to an inevitable destiny. They believed their values were the power that directs our lives, and lights the world in which we burn our little candle, before our work is done and we take our rest.

			I don’t believe in destiny. I believe in character. So I leave you with thirty-four stories of character, with the hope that they will entertain and inspire you as much as they have me.

		

	
		
			
			PART ONE

			Honor

			[image: image]

	
		
			
			HONESTY

			Thomas More

			He surrendered everything for the truth as he saw it, and shamed a king with the courage of his conscience.

			SUCH A SCENE IT MUST HAVE BEEN, THAT IT BROKE THE HARDEST HEART that witnessed it. Margaret More Roper, beloved oldest daughter of Sir Thomas More, pushed through the crowd and past the armed guards to embrace and cover her father with kisses as he was escorted to his place of imprisonment, from where, in six days, he would be executed for the crime of being honest.

			Thomas More blessed his daughter and tenderly consoled her before she reluctantly let go of him, and the somber party resumed its progress to the Tower of London. But her distress was too great to be restrained, and she again rushed to his side, to hold and kiss him. Her husband, William Roper, remembered that most of the large crowd that had gathered in curiosity to see the famous prisoner, who had been one of the most powerful men in England, wept at the sight of this sad parting of a loving father and daughter.

			Thomas More was born in 1478 into a prosperous London family, but not part of the nobility that ruled England in the fifteenth century. The Mores had no inherited titles to ease their way in the world. They succeeded by their own industry, intelligence, and character. Thomas’s father, John, was a successful and influential lawyer, who could afford to send his oldest son to a good school, St. Anthony’s, where young Thomas impressed his tutors as a gifted, hardworking, and good-humored boy.

			At the recommendation of St. Anthony’s headmaster, Thomas was sent to serve as a page to the second-most-powerful man in England, Cardinal John Morton, the archbishop of Canterbury, at the archbishop’s court, Lambeth Palace. It must have been a dazzling experience for a young boy, for only in the royal court was there greater splendor or more important activity; the old archbishop managed, on the king’s behalf, and his own, to restrain the power of the feudal lords, who had made England in the past nearly impossible to govern. Morton was a wise and great statesman as well as a faithful prince of the Church. Thomas closely observed, admired, and learned from his master’s genius for politics, which in those times was a dangerous profession, and his sincere priestly devotion. For his part, the archbishop felt great affection for his cheerful and precocious page, who he proclaimed would someday “prove to be a marvelous man.”

			He was so impressed by young Thomas’s talents and character that he sponsored his education at Oxford University, where Thomas was a brilliant student. He loved learning, and would for the rest of his life prefer the less prestigious but more satisfying rewards of a scholar to the riches and power of the king’s court. He began his studies at Oxford in the same year Columbus discovered the New World, and the Renaissance was flowering in Southern Europe. In England, the era of feudalism, when nobles ruled their lands with the power of life and death over the serfs who slaved for them, was approaching its end, and the influence of merchants, lawyers, and other prosperous commoners was on the rise.

			More’s father gave him only a small allowance while he was at Oxford so that he wouldn’t have money to tempt him toward “dangerous and idle pastimes.” Despite his poverty, Thomas couldn’t have been happier. He thrived among his fellow scholars, who were making their presence felt in this period of historic change, as the dark and brutal Middle Ages began to give way to a more hopeful age of learning and reason.

			He was part of a movement called humanism, whose followers were faithful to the Church but hoped to encourage a better understanding of the Gospels and their more honest application to the workings of society. They studied the great Greek and Roman philosophers, whose views on morality and just societies they believed complemented their Christian principles. They were passionate in pursuit of the truth as revealed by God, and by discovery through study and scholarly debate and discussion. They thought the world could be made gentler with Christian love and greater learning—love and learning that served not only the nobility of court and Church, but all mankind.

			Thomas’s father didn’t approve of this new thinking, and after two years ordered him to leave Oxford and study law in his offices. Thomas obeyed his father’s command, for he was an obedient man all his life, not without regret, but without complaint. He became a successful lawyer, even more so than his father. But he remained a dedicated scholar and a humanist also, and that calling would bring him more lasting and widespread fame than the high offices he would gain as an honest and admired man of law.

			Thomas was a devout Christian, and for a time lived in a monastery with the intention of entering the priesthood. The monastic life was one of isolation and self-denial. And though he took his religious devotion seriously, he loved the comforts of family life, and the rewards of learning and earthly pleasures as well: music and art, reading and writing, friendship and conversation and jests. He loved his city, London, then the greatest capital of Northern Europe. He loved life. So he left the cloister for a wife and family, and returned to the worldly affairs of men.

			His first wife, Jane, bore him three daughters and a son. It was a happy marriage, but brief. Jane died at the age of twenty-two. He knew his children needed a mother, and he a mistress to manage his household, so he quickly married again to a widow seven years his senior, Alice Middleton. It, too, was a happy marriage, marked by mutual affection and deep friendship. In an age when a man could legally beat his wife, with a “stick no wider than his thumb,” he was a tender and respectful husband. Their large and comfortable home on the banks of the River Thames, in a part of London called Chelsea, then still countryside, was a warm, loving environment where his children thrived and he sought refuge from the increasing demands of his growing public life. It had a beautiful garden that opened to the river, and was filled with many different kinds of birds and animals, which fascinated him. There he supervised his children’s education, although it was unusual for women of that time even to learn to read, and when they had grown, his home served as a school for his grandchildren. His love of learning and truth was second only to his love of God, and he encouraged his children, for the sake of their happiness, to seek truth through learning as well as scripture. Margaret, his oldest and favorite child, would become a woman of great learning, perhaps the most celebrated female scholar in all of Europe.

			He was devoted to his children, and prized their company above all others. He engaged their minds with his great wit and skill in conversation, and by the example of his own serious scholarship. He wrote a book, Utopia, about an imaginary and idealized civilization that won him wide praise and international fame. He cultivated friendships, and exchanged letters with some of the greatest minds in Europe, including with the Dutch priest and famous humanist philosopher Erasmus, who became More’s greatest admirer outside his family, and whose description of More became the title by which he is still remembered to this day: “a man for all seasons.”

			The Mores’ house was often filled with guests, who were as often his poorer neighbors as the rich and powerful, and were attracted by the family’s well-known hospitality, high spirits, and witty conversation. The young king himself, Henry VIII, who, although temperamental and selfish, admired learning and wit, visited often. Henry took great pleasure in the company of his honest, loyal, and amusing host, and valued not only his opinion and his service to the crown but his friendship.

			Thomas More would have preferred never to leave his home if he could have secured the means to support his family without venturing outside it, and if he could have been spared the attentions and the needs of his king. But that was not to be.

			His scholarly reputation and his reputation as a skillful and, more remarkable for those times, scrupulously honest lawyer first gained the attention of the king’s most powerful counselor, the lord chancellor of England, Cardinal Thomas Wolsey. An ambitious and shrewd politician, Wolsey recognized the younger man’s talents, and pressed him into the king’s service.

			Serving first as a diplomat, then in a series of increasingly powerful offices at court, knighted, and given lands and wealth, More became a favorite of Wolsey’s and Henry’s. And while he might have preferred the life of a philosopher, husband, and father to the rigors of public life, he no doubt took pride in the king’s confidence and favor. All the more so because the king and he, for much of that time, shared the same philosophical and religious views.

			When Wolsey’s downfall came, from the same source that would lead in time to Thomas’s death, Henry made his friend lord chancellor. It was the highest office at court, and Thomas More was the first layman to hold it. His appointment was greeted favorably by the court and public alike, for Thomas was known by one and all as an honest man, who would conscientiously discharge the duties of his office.

			As it turned out, he was too honest for his king.

			The protests of a devoted and tempestuous priest in Germany by the name of Martin Luther against the corrupt practices of the Catholic Church had set in motion a conflict that would rip apart Europe for centuries. The Protestant Reformation that Luther began was the lasting tear in the unity of the Catholic Church, and the beginning of the end for the old order in Europe. In time, it would set kings against kings, families against families, and cause wars that would last for generations.

			Thomas More waged an intellectual and judicial war against the followers of Luther that was at times surprisingly aggressive and even cruel for such a reasonable and just man. In the beginning, he had the king’s full support in his persecution and prosecution of “heretics.” More defended the Church out of religious principle, and because he and the king feared the uncontrollable social disorder that a permanent split among the faithful would surely cause. But his hatred, if it could be called that in such a mild man, was for the heresy and not the heretics. Death was the judgment for heretics in the courts that Thomas More governed, but he went to great lengths to encourage the accused to recant their views and escape their sentence. In fact, in the many cases he prosecuted, all the accused except for four poor souls, who went to their deaths rather than recant, escaped the headman’s ax. More was diligent in his duty, but a much more powerful threat than Luther’s protests had encouraged was growing to the Catholic Church in England.

			Henry’s queen, Catherine of Aragon, had failed to produce a surviving male heir. Only their daughter, Mary, lived to adulthood. Henry was determined to have a new wife who could give him a healthy son. Other kings and nobles had received from the pope annulments of their marriage. But the most powerful king in Europe, the Holy Roman Emperor Charles V, was Catherine’s nephew, and he had great influence with Pope Clement VII. He persuaded Clement not to grant an annulment that would remove the crown from his aunt’s head.

			Once Henry fell in love with Anne Boleyn, the fifteen-year-old daughter of a scheming courtier, he would no longer accept papal opposition to his desire to remarry. In this dangerous and growing conflict, Thomas More became a central figure, and he would struggle with all his intellect, lawyer’s skills, and courage to obey his king without forsaking his church. It would prove impossible.

			Initially More dutifully served the king’s wishes, arguing in Parliament that there were grounds to consider the marriage to Catherine unlawful. But when the king declared himself, and not the pope, to be the supreme head of the Church in England, More offered the king his resignation. Henry refused it, and promised his friend that he would never be forced to take any action that his conscience would not permit. But the king’s assurance was hollow, and soon both he and More realized that the king’s desires and More’s conscience could not be reconciled. More again asked the king to accept his resignation, and this time, Henry agreed. Thomas More, no longer a public man, was content to return to his home and loving family, his friendship with his king at an end.

			For many months, he was careful not to speak against the king’s wishes, in public or in private. But he declined to attend the king’s wedding to Anne Boleyn. When Parliament passed a law requiring the king’s subjects to sign an oath recognizing Anne as queen, and any children she might bear Henry as legitimate heirs to the throne, he refused to sign it because it denied the pope’s authority over the Church in England. When shown the long list of those who had already signed it, he responded, “I myself cannot swear, but I do not blame any man who has sworn.” He gave his conscience as the reason for refusing, but he would not say what he thought of the king’s actions. On that he kept silent. And for this modest act of conscience, a mere “scruple of faith,” as it was remembered, Thomas More was prepared to face the king’s anger in an age when, he was reminded, “the King’s wrath is death.”

			He was arrested and imprisoned in the Tower of London. He remained there until his trial fifteen months later. He was allowed to attend Mass daily, to keep and read books, and to write. For a time he was allowed regular visits by his family and to exchange letters with them. They begged him to sign the oath, and by so doing, return to their home. Margaret expressed her fear that his health was being ruined by imprisonment. He responded by reminding her that but for his love of his family, he would have chosen to live in even worse circumstances as a monk. When Alice criticized him for preferring to live among filth and rats than among his loving family, he gently countered that this home was as near to heaven as his own.

			Eventually, his books and writing material were confiscated, and most of his visitors refused. His health declined in the damp and cold of the Tower. His hair and beard grew long and unkempt, and he became thin and aged.

			He prayed, contemplated the suffering of Christ, and prepared himself to die. But he did nothing that would hasten his fate except continue to refuse the oath. Henry sent emissaries to persuade him to sign. They did not succeed, but neither did they hear him speak against the oath. And when Thomas was brought to trial for treason and repeatedly asked his opinion about the legitimacy of the king’s claims, he remained silent. He was too weak to stand and was allowed to remain seated, but he argued his case with great skill, claiming it a matter of conscience, but he did not say what his conscience held.

			Only one man, the king’s solicitor general, Richard Rich, claimed he had witnessed Thomas denounce the law. More replied that he had known his accuser since Rich had been a boy, and had always known him to be dishonest, and therefore, it was hard to believe that he would say to Rich what he had declined to say to any other man. When Rich asked two men who had witnessed the interview in which he claimed More had spoken treason to confirm his testimony, they said they could not. It mattered little. The jury, which included Anne Boleyn’s father, brother, and uncle, found him guilty and sentenced him to be hanged, and drawn and quartered. Then More spoke his conscience, and said he could not in his own heart accept the king as head of the English Church.

			The captain of the guard who escorted More back to the Tower after his trial wept as he discharged his sad duty. More comforted him. Then he saw his children. His son John asked for his blessing, and Margaret, the daughter he loved so tenderly, and whose character and intelligence so pleased him, embraced and kissed him for the last time.

			The death to which he was first sentenced would have been a far slower and more painful death than he was made to suffer in the end. Henry, mercifully, permitted his old friend and counselor to die by beheading.

			Back in his cell, More prepared for death, prayerfully, bravely, and cheerfully, by all accounts. When a barber came to trim his hair and beard, he refused the service, noting that the king intended to have his head, and “I shall spend no further cost upon it.” He wrote a last prayer, in which he confessed his sins. Alice visited him for the final time. He comforted his grieving wife, and gave her a letter for Margaret, in which he thanked God for his family, blessed them, and asked for their prayers.

			On the day of his execution, he had some difficulty climbing the scaffold steps. He thanked the guard who helped him, but joked that he should be allowed to “shift for myself” when he came back down. He recited a prayer of repentance. The hooded executioner, as was the custom, begged the condemned man’s forgiveness. More gave him a coin, kissed him, and thanked him for giving him a “greater benefit than ever any mortal man can be able to give me.” And then the man who had all his life loved to jest, made one last joke. As he knelt to place his head upon the block, he asked for a moment to arrange his long beard so that it wouldn’t be severed by the ax, observing that as far as he knew his beard had not offended the king.

			In his last address, spoken moments earlier, he had asked the crowd of witnesses to pray for his soul and for the king, for he died “the King’s good servant, but God’s first.”

			One swift stroke and the king’s will was done. The life on earth of honest Thomas More was ended. His glory had just begun.

		

	
		
			
			RESPECT

			Gandhi

			He could not harm a soul, but his heart would not yield to power, and would triumph over the empire that opposed him.

			HE WAS A SHY, AWKWARD CHILD, THE YOUNGEST OF FOUR CHILDREN in a middle-class Indian family. It would have been hard to see any greatness in him as a boy or even later as an English-educated lawyer, practicing a profession without the necessary skills to impress anyone as an advocate or, for that matter, to make any impression at all. His first appearance in court was a disaster. His shyness was so extreme that he couldn’t open his mouth to argue his case. Yet he would find his voice, a voice like no other, a voice so compelling—not for its resonance or eloquence, but for the decent convictions it expressed—that he would become one of the most important figures of the twentieth century, and an inspiration to countless crusades for justice on all the continents of the earth.

			The life of Mohandas K. Gandhi was too consequential and involved in the important world events of his times to be described in detail in this one brief chapter. The significant episodes of his life were many, each offering a testament to the virtues essential to good character, certainly to the most essential virtue of all—love. Any one of them will do as an example of the principal character attributes recommended in this book. I can’t offer you an informed explanation of Gandhian philosophy; it is too rooted in his religious devotion, derived mostly from Hindu beliefs, for me to fully comprehend, much less explain, even though his beliefs were influenced by the traditions of all major religions, including mine. I cannot even claim to share all of his convictions, even those I do understand.

			I will only share my admiration for one quality of Gandhi’s character that has impressed me as indispensable to a sense of honor: respect for all human life, which begins with self-respect.

			Long before he became the Mahatma (Great Soul), before he became Bapu, the father of his country in its struggle for independence from British rule, Mohandas Gandhi was a young, unknown lawyer, with poor prospects for success, on his way from India to British-ruled South Africa in 1893. Educated in the law in London, where he dressed the part of an English gentleman in top hat and tailored suit, a gold chain fastened to a watch in his vest pocket, he looked like any other aspiring young colonial subject who had embraced the style and manners of his foreign rulers. Having made little progress in his practice in Bombay, he eagerly accepted an offer of a year’s employment by an Indian company operating in South Africa. He left his wife, whom he had married at thirteen, and young son behind.

			From the moment he reached Durban, South Africa, he realized that although in his own country he was a subject of the British crown, Indians, at least in the upper and middle classes, were accorded some respect. It was their country, after all, despite the conceit that the British had come to civilize a backward culture. In South Africa, Indians were politely referred to as “coloreds”; less politely, and more often, they were “coolies” or “Sami.” The majority of Indians in South Africa were laborers and servants. Many were successful merchants and businessmen, teachers, and even a few doctors and lawyers. But in Durban, to the British and Dutch settlers, Gandhi wasn’t a London-trained, English-speaking lawyer, he was a coolie lawyer, and entitled to little more respect than the coolie who worked in the mines or waited on tables or swept the floors of their houses.

			At his first appearance in a Durban court, dressed in an English suit but now wearing an Indian turban rather than a top hat, Gandhi was instructed to remove his headgear, for Indians were forbidden to wear turbans in court. Gandhi refused and angrily left the court, feeling humiliated. Afterward, he discussed the incident with his client, a Muslim Indian merchant, Abdullah Seth. Gandhi was inclined to stop wearing a turban rather than suffer any further insults, but Seth argued that were he to submit to this prejudice, he would discourage other Indians who insisted on wearing their turbans. Gandhi accepted the advice, and wrote to a Durban newspaper, defending his right to dress in the custom of his countrymen. “The question was very much discussed in the papers,” he recalled, “which described me as an ‘unwelcome visitor.’ ” The shy, awkward Gandhi had begun to find his voice, and his calling: a lifelong campaign for justice based, as all true justice must be, on respect for the natural rights and dignity of all human beings.

			Several days later, Seth sent Gandhi to Pretoria with a first-class train ticket. A white passenger who entered the first-class compartment was displeased to discover a coolie in English clothes comfortably sharing the ride with Europeans. He complained to the conductor, who promptly ordered Gandhi to move to the third-class car. Gandhi refused. Moments later he was shoved off the train, his luggage confiscated, and left to shiver through a cold winter night in the station’s waiting room.

			The next day he boarded another train without incident. But he suffered a worse insult on the part of his journey that required travel by stagecoach. The conductor ordered Gandhi to ride on top of the coach next to the driver, while the conductor sat inside the coach with the white passengers. Gandhi did not argue, and did as he was instructed, not wishing to be again refused transportation. But when the conductor ordered Gandhi to move to the coach’s footboard, so that he could smoke a cigar in Gandhi’s seat, Gandhi refused. The infuriated conductor began to beat him severely, and would have seriously injured him had not the other passengers intervened, and insisted that he be allowed to sit with them.

			Gandhi suffered other insults on his travels, as he would throughout his time in South Africa. He had in his few weeks there discovered that Europeans in the nineteenth century perceived a natural hierarchy in the human race, with they on top, and the coloreds, who were their colonial subjects, on the bottom. His experiences on the way to Pretoria worked an extraordinary change in him. Gone was his timidity. Gone was his indifference. Gone was his naivete about how the world worked. Gone were his simple personal ambitions to make a decent living for his family in an honorable profession. Gone was the pride in his own vanity, replaced by a firm sense of self-respect and—this is what truly made him Mahatma—by a respect for the dignity of every human being, friend and foe alike, no more but no less great than his respect for his own dignity. He would look back with a kind of gratitude for the petty indignities he had been forced to suffer, for they were a great revelation to him. He always regarded them as the turning point of his life.

			He quickly educated himself in the plight of his fellow Indians in South Africa, and took a leadership role in a movement to assert and demand respect for their rights. Within days he had called a meeting of Indians in Pretoria, and made his first public address to great applause. He urged them to stand together in their demands for justice, and to forget the prejudices of their own traditions. Most in the community were Muslims. In India, which itself maintained an unjust division among people based on economic, ethnic, and religious differences, Muslims and Hindus, if not always openly hostile to one another, preferred to keep as separate socially as they were in religious practice. This was a separation that the new, enlightened Gandhi would no longer observe, and which he would struggle to overcome in his native country all the days and at the cost of his life.

			While he worked on his client’s case in Pretoria, he formed a political association to protect the interests of Indians there, volunteering his legal services to its members without a fee. He became a respected leader of the community during the year he remained in the city. But when the case he was working on concluded, he returned to Durban and prepared to sail home to India. On the night before he left, at a farewell party held in his honor, a friend showed him a newspaper report about a bill pending in the legislature that would deny Indians the right to vote. He urged his friends to stick together to fight the measure, but they seemed resigned to it. “If you think we should fight it,” they argued, “then why won’t you stay to help us?” He agreed to stay for a month. He was just twenty-five years old. It would be twenty years before he would return to India for good, as Mahatma Gandhi.

			“Thus God laid the foundations of my life in South Africa,” he wrote, “and sowed the seed of the fight for national self-respect.”

			Almost overnight he became the political leader of Indian South Africans, organizing them into one large movement, the Natal Indian Congress. He wrote a petition to the legislature and another to a senior British official protesting the legislation, and collected thousands of signatures. His efforts failed to prevent the bill from becoming law, and Indians from losing their right to vote. But he attracted international attention to their cause. And he ceaselessly continued to press Indian grievances before the legislature, courts, and government ministries. Although he devoted most of his time to the cause, he never accepted a fee for his services. He had to practice law in whatever spare time he had to earn a modest income.

			He went home to India for several months in 1896, to collect his family and bring them to South Africa. While he was in India he spoke to the public and press about South Africa’s treatment of its Indian minority. When he and his family arrived back in Durban, he found waiting for him a large mob of white settlers who were enraged by reports of Gandhi’s comments in India. As he disembarked from the ship, they fell on him, beat and stoned him. They would have lynched him if the brave wife of the local police chief hadn’t grabbed Gandhi and escorted him through the mob until police arrived.

			When the British government learned of the assault, it ordered local authorities to arrest and prosecute the ringleaders. But Gandhi refused to press charges. He made a vow that he would never seek legal redress for an injury done only to him. His commitment was to his community, and he would sacrifice whatever he must on their behalf. “We must be the change we wish to see in the world,” he said.

			Nor would he permit retaliation in kind for the physical mistreatment Indians suffered. He used only nonviolent resistance to protest mistreatment and injustice. To Gandhi, nonviolence was more than a tactic of passive resistance to oppression. It was an ideal, or more accurately, a means to achieve an ideal—truth, the truth in which, Gandhi believed, God resided. He didn’t hate his enemies. He sought to change them. He saw the good in them—even if for most of us, there would have been little good to see—and he intended by his example of nonviolence and kinship with all human beings to rouse the moral conscience of his oppressors.

			During the Boer War, in which Dutch settlers rebelled against British authority in South Africa, Gandhi organized over a thousand Indians to serve as stretcher bearers. Under his leadership, the volunteers of the Indian Ambulance Corps distinguished themselves repeatedly under fire as they rescued and treated the wounded, British and Boer soldiers alike, earning the admiration of both sides. They would do the same a few years later, during a war between European settlers and the native Zulu population, nursing wounded Zulus whom white doctors would not treat.

			More impressive still, and a source of great satisfaction to Gandhi, was the way in which Indians of all classes and religions served in the corps together, forgetting their prejudices to brave danger as brothers in the same cause. That they sacrificed on behalf of people who had not forgotten their prejudices and refused to respect the rights of the Indians who risked their lives for them, was more than an act of uncommon decency. It was an awe-inspiring example of respect and love for their fellow man. Pitiably, the white rulers of South Africa were not so inspired that they felt obliged to reciprocate in kind.

			In 1907, in a part of South Africa called the Transvaal, the Dutch settlers who governed there (known as Boers, or Afrikaners) passed the Black Law, which required Indians to register with the government and be fingerprinted. Gandhi refused, and peacefully accepted imprisonment rather than obey an unjust law.

			General Jan Smuts, the leader of the government of the Transvaal, promised Gandhi that he would abolish the Black Law if Gandhi agreed to register. Gandhi complied and was released from prison, but Smuts broke his promise and the law remained in place. So Gandhi resumed the protest, and returned to prison. Thousands of Indians followed his example, and over the next several years their protests grew to include virtually all of the Indian community. Indian workers went on strike, and went to jail. Women went to jail. Many Indians lost the means to support their families. Many were beaten and whipped. Many were killed. But they would not relent. They turned the other cheek to the violence done to them, as the Mahatma wished them to, and suffered terribly for it. But they refused to obey a law that refused to respect their rights.

			When the South African supreme court ordered that only Christian marriages would be recognized as lawful, thereby making illegal the marriages of thousands of Hindu and Muslim couples, their protests grew in strength, crippling the South African economy and forcing General Smuts to negotiate with Gandhi and, finally, to agree to his demands that the offending laws be repealed.

			A great victory had been achieved, although for nearly a century longer, Indians and the majority black population of South Africa were denied their full rights as equal citizens under the law, until an admirer of Gandhi’s, Nelson Mandela, led them to freedom. But, with an end to the laws that had sparked their nationwide protests, Gandhi felt it was time for him to return to his native country.

			Like many of Gandhi’s future adversaries, General Smuts felt both animosity for his opponent’s unyielding resistance and admiration for the Great Soul who confronted him with respect and extraordinary generosity. During one stretch of imprisonment, Gandhi, who had by now stopped practicing law and had renounced worldly possessions, taught himself the simple craft of making sandals. He made a pair for General Smuts, and presented it to his adversary shortly before he departed for India. In later years, Smuts remembered thinking on the day Gandhi left, “I hope [he has left] forever.” And then he recalled Gandhi’s last act of generosity to him. “I have worn these sandals for many a summer since then even though I may feel that I am not worthy to stand in the shoes of so great a man.”

			When he returned to India he began the struggle to liberate his country from British rule, a struggle that would last for over thirty years. He would die shortly after his dream was realized, murdered by a Hindu who resented the respect Gandhi showed Muslim Indians. During his years in India, he lived in a community he founded with Indians of all ethnic, religious, and economic backgrounds. Among them were Indians from the lowest caste, an oppressed and humiliated minority called untouchables by other Indians. When neighbors of the community objected to the presence of untouchables, Gandhi moved his followers to a city neighborhood that was populated almost entirely by these poor outcasts of Indian society.

			As he lived and as he died, he was the change he wished to see in the world.

		

	
		
			
			AUTHENTICITY

			Joan of Arc

			At the command of voices that only she could hear, she rode to battle and saved her country.

			SHE COULD NOT READ OR WRITE, BUT SAINTS AND ANGELS SPOKE TO HER. Michael the Archangel, and Catherine and Margaret, the patron saints of France, commanded the thirteen-year-old peasant girl to pray vigilantly and attend Mass regularly. She listened and obeyed, as she would for all but a single moment of her life.

			Joan of Arc was born in 1412 in the French village of Domrémy, during a war between England and France that lasted more than a hundred years. English armies and their French allies, the forces of the duke of Burgundy, had conquered most of France for their king, Henry VI. The rightful heir to the throne of France, the Dauphin Charles, controlled only the Loire Valley, where he kept his court, surrounded on nearly every side by the English and Burgundians. Charles and his counselors lacked the determination and courage to drive the English from his country and claim the crown his father had worn. Reims, the city where French kings were crowned, was held by his enemies, who now prepared to attack Orléans, the city that would gain them access to the last of Charles’s territory. The dauphin’s situation was nearly hopeless.

			Joan’s saints appeared to her with the message that God had chosen her to lead an army against the English at Orléans and save Charles and France. At their command, she cut her hair short like a boy’s, and went to ask Lord Robert de Baudricourt, who was loyal to the dauphin, for a military escort to take her to Charles. He refused and ordered her to return home. It is said that before she departed, Joan predicted that the French would soon suffer a defeat at Rouvray. When Baudricourt received the news that the disaster Joan had foretold had occurred, he sent for her. He gave her a horse, and six men to escort her safely to Charles.

			After eleven days, she reached Chinon, where Charles held court. She was brought into a room where Charles stood disguised among his courtiers. But Joan knew him instantly, walked directly to him, and kneeling before him declared, “Noble Dauphin, I have come and am sent in the name of God to bring aid to you and the kingdom.” To convince Charles of her sincerity, she repeated to him a private prayer he had offered some months before asking God’s help in his campaign to take the throne. Witnesses said Charles became “radiant” upon hearing from Joan that God recognized him as the legitimate king of France.

			She asked him for an army to lead to Orléans. Charles, instead, sent her to be interviewed by priests whom he charged with determining the sincerity of her claims to be God’s messenger. They questioned her for many days, trying the patience of the simple, pious girl who stood before them. Yet her replies greatly impressed her examiners. When one of them asked her for some sign to prove that God was working through her before they could recommend that the king trust her with his soldiers, she responded, “Send me to Orléans, and I will show you the signs for which I was sent.”

			Charles gave her an army. She wore boy’s clothing, and a suit of armor Charles had made for her, and carried a war banner of her own invention, a picture of God holding the world in His hands, angels at His side, on a white background with gold lilies, the symbol of France. Her sword had been brought to her from the Church of St. Catherine. A voice had told her that a sword with five crosses was hidden behind the church’s altar, and that she should retrieve it and carry it into battle. She wrote the priests there and asked them to bring it to her. Thus attired, she led an army of three thousand men toward Orléans, with priests marching in front of them, singing hymns.

			She is remembered as very beautiful, a slight seventeen-year-old girl with black hair who could ride for long hours in heavy armor without any sign of discomfort. She kept silent for long periods, but could be roused to great anger at men swearing or behaving in some other sinful manner. She prayed and fasted often, and seemed most comfortable in the company of poor priests. Before they embarked, she had dictated to a priest a letter for the English commanders in Orléans, warning them to “go away back to England . . . or I will drive you out of France.” This is the first the English had ever heard of Joan of Arc. To the French, and their dauphin, who now placed their trust in her, she was becoming a saint.

			As they marched to Orléans, she saw to the spiritual needs of her soldiers, ordering them to abandon their vices, to refrain from looting and harming civilians, to confess their sins and attend Mass regularly, which they did. Men who had refused to serve Charles in what they believed was a losing cause now rushed to her standard, and prepared for battle.

			They marched for three days along the south bank of the Loire River. Orléans and the En-glish were on the other side. On the third day, she led a small advance party across the Loire without being detected by the English, and entered Orléans, where she was welcomed by the joyful inhabitants as their savior. The city was surrounded by a series of English forts, and Joan was eager to force an engagement. But the French generals who accompanied her, as well as the brother of the duke of Orléans, who had been charged with defending the city, argued that the English were too many to attack before the rest of her army arrived. So she sent a herald to the English with another message for them to leave France. They refused to heed her demand, and threatened to burn the herald at the stake for following the orders of a woman they denounced as a witch. She mounted a horse and rode out of Orléans toward the nearest English fort. When she was close enough for her enemies to hear her, she shouted at them to surrender. They cursed and threatened her in reply.

			A few days later, the rest of her army began to arrive with much needed supplies, just as word was received that another English army was marching to the aid of her enemies. She went to sleep that night happy in the knowledge that the moment was at hand when she would accomplish what her saints had commanded her to do.

			She awoke in the middle of the night, and stirred her generals with the news that they must attack immediately. In fact, a battle had already begun at the nearest English fortification. Joan commanded her page to bring her horse, as she dressed in her armor, and then raced to join the fight carrying her banner. When she reached her soldiers, she saw that they were losing the battle, but her presence inspired them, and they rallied to take the fort. After the battle Joan wept for the fallen, French and English alike.

			On the next day they took another English fort, and the day after one more. But the fighting during the third battle had been ferocious. Joan was wounded by an arrow through her shoulder as she attempted to scale one of the fort’s walls, and was carried to safety. Seeing her hurt and carried from the field, her troops lost courage, and the assault was suspended. Some witnesses say she removed the arrow herself. Others remembered her soldiers treating the wound. Whatever the case, legend has it that she responded to her soldiers’ fears by telling them to rally to her when they saw her banner strike the fort’s wall. And when they did see it, they recovered their courage and took the fort.

			The next day the English abandoned the siege. Orléans was saved. Both English and French generals gave the credit to Joan. She gave it to God. Then she rode to meet Charles. When they met, she bowed to him, and urged him to hasten to Reims, where his crown awaited him. But Charles hesitated. His will was weak, for he was not a man of great courage, and his advisors at court, some of whom resented Joan’s interference, cautioned him to proceed slowly, for there were still many powerful English armies in France that had to be destroyed.

			So Joan and her comrade-in-arms, the duke of Alençon, led her army in a series of battles along the Loire. Each one ended in triumph. The last one was fought at Patay, where both the English and French
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