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Reverend Billy Graham


Opening Remarks


On behalf of the family of Richard Nixon, I welcome you who have gathered to join with them in paying final respects to the memory of Richard Milhous Nixon, the 37th President of the United States.


Today, in this service, we remember with gratitude his life, his accomplishments and we give thanks to God for those things he did to make our world a better place. Through this service, may our dedication to serving others be deepened, and may our eyes be lifted to that which is eternal. Let us hear the word of the Lord. Now, help is in the name of the Lord, who made heaven and earth. Our God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.


Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you; not as the world giveth, let not your heart be troubled. Neither let it be afraid. Blessed are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted.


Now, we have a program, you all have one, and we are going to follow that program without any further announcement. You may be seated. Thank you.





Dr. Henry A. Kissinger


Former Secretary of State


During the final wake of Richard Nixon’s life, I often imagined how he would have reacted to the tide of concern, respect, admiration and affection evoked by his last great battle. His gruff pose of never paying attention to media comment would have been contradicted by a warm glow and the ever so subtle hint that another recital of the commentary would not be unwelcome. And without quite saying so, he would have conveyed that it would mean a lot to him if Julie and Tricia, David and Ed were told of his friends’ pride in this culmination to an astonishing life.


When I learned the final news, by then so expected yet so hard to accept, I felt a profound void. In the words of Shakespeare, “He was a man; take him for all in all. I shall not look upon his like again.”


In the conduct of foreign policy, Richard Nixon was one of the seminal presidents. He came into office when the forces of history were moving America from a position of dominance to one of leadership. Dominance reflects strengths, leadership must be earned. And Richard Nixon earned that leadership role for his country with courage, dedication and skill.


When Richard Nixon took his oath of office, 550,000 Americans were engaged in combat in a place as far away from the United States as it was possible to be. America had no contact with China, the world’s most populous nation; no negotiations with the Soviet Union, the other nuclear super power; most Muslim countries had broken diplomatic relations with the United States; and Middle East diplomacy was stalemated. All of this in the midst of the most anguishing running domestic crisis since the Civil War.


When Richard Nixon left office, an agreement to end the war in Vietnam had been concluded and the main lines of all subsequent policy were established. Permanent dialogue with China; readiness without illusion to ease tensions with the Soviet Union; a peace process in the Middle East. The beginning, via the European security conference, of establishing human rights as an international issue, weakening Soviet hold on Eastern Europe. Richard Nixon’s foreign policy goals were long range, and he pursued them without regard to domestic political consequences.


When he considered our nation’s interest at stake, he dared confrontations, despite the imminence of elections and also in the midst of the worst crisis of his life. And he bore with some pain the disapproval of long-time friends and allies over relaxing tensions with China and the Soviet Union.


He drew strength from a conviction he often expressed to me: The price for doing things halfway is no less than for doing it completely, so we might as well do them properly.


That’s Richard Nixon’s greatest accomplishment. It was as much moral as it was political to lead from strength at a moment of apparent weakness to husband the nation’s resilience and thus to lay the basis for victory in the cold war.


Shy and withdrawn, Richard Nixon made himself succeed in the most gregarious of professions and steeled himself to conspicuous acts of extraordinary courage. In the face of wrenching domestic controversy, he held fast to his basic theme that the greatest free nation in the world had a duty to lead and no right to abdicate.


Richard Nixon would be so proud that President Clinton and all living former presidents of the United States are here symbolizing that his long and sometimes bitter journey had concluded in reconciliation.


I wish that in his final hours I could have told him about Brian McDonald, who, during the Cambodian crisis, had been fasting on a bench in Lafayette Park across from the White House until, as he said, President Nixon redeemed his pledge to withdraw American forces from that anguished country in two months; a promise which was, in fact, kept. Across the chasm of the decades, Brian called me the day Richard Nixon fell ill and left a message, “When you talk to President Nixon, tell him that I’m praying for him.”


So let us now say good-bye to our gallant friend. He stood on pinnacles that dissolved into precipice. He achieved greatly and he suffered deeply, but he never gave up. In his solitude he envisaged a new international order that would reduce lingering enviousness, strengthen historic friendships and give new hope to mankind, a vision where dreams and possibilities conjoined when Richard Nixon ended the war. And he advanced the vision of peace of his Quaker youth. He was devoted to his family. He loved his country and he considered service his honor. It was a privilege to have been allowed to help him.





Honorable Robert Dole


United States Senator
Senate Republican Leader


I believe the second half of the 20th century will be known as the age of Nixon. Why was he the most durable public figure of our time? Not because he gave the most eloquent speeches, but because he provided the most effective leadership. Not because he won every battle, but because he always embodied the deepest feelings of the people he led.


One of his biographers said that Richard Nixon was one of us, and so he was. He was a boy who heard the train whistle in the night and dreamed of all the distant places that lay at the end of the track. How American. He was the grocer’s son who got ahead by working harder and longer than everyone else. How American.


He was a student who met expenses by doing research at the law library for 35 cents an hour while sharing a rundown farmhouse without water or electricity. How American.


He was the husband and father who said that the best memorial to his wife was her children. How American.


To tens of millions of his countrymen, Richard Nixon was an American hero. A hero who shared and honored their belief in working hard, worshipping God, loving their families and saluting the flag. He called them the silent majority. Like him, they valued accomplishment more than ideology. They wanted their government to do the decent thing, but not to bankrupt them in the process. They wanted his protection in a dangerous world, but they also wanted creative statesmanship in achieving a genuine peace with honor. These were the people from whom he had come and who have come to Yorba Linda these past few days by the tens of thousands, no longer silent in their grief.


The American people love a fighter, and in Dick Nixon they found a gallant one. In her marvelous biography of her mother, Julie recalls an occasion where Pat Nixon expressed amazement at her husband’s ability to persevere in the face of criticism, to which the President replied, “I just get up every morning to confound my enemies.” It was what Richard Nixon did after he got up every morning that not just confounded his enemies, but turned them into admirers.


It is true that no one knew the world better than Richard Nixon, and as a result, the man who was born in a house his father built would go on to become this century’s greatest architect of peace.


But we should also not underestimate President Nixon’s domestic achievements, for it was Richard Nixon who ended the draft, strengthened environmental and nutritional programs, and committed the government to a war on cancer. He leap-frogged the conventional wisdom to propose revolutionary solutions to health care and welfare reform anticipating by a full generation the debates now raging on Capitol Hill.


I remember the last time I saw him at a luncheon held at the Capitol honoring the 25th anniversary of his 1st inaugural. Without a note, President Nixon stood and delivered a compelling speech, capturing the global scene as only he could, and sharing his vision of America’s future. When it was over, he was surrounded by Democrats and Republicans alike, each wanting just one more word of Nixonian counsel, one more insight into world affairs.


Afterward the President rested in my office before leaving the Capitol, only he got very little rest. For the office was filled with young Hill staffers, members of the Capitol Police and many, many others, all hoping to shake his hand, get an autograph or simply convey their special feelings for a man who truly was one of us.


Today our grief is shared by millions of people the world over, but it is also mingled with intense pride in a great patriot who never gave up and who never gave in. To know the secret of Richard Nixon’s relationship with the American people, you need only to listen to only his words: “You must never be satisfied with success,” he told us. “And you should never be discouraged by failure. Failure can be sad, but the greatest sadness is not to try and fail, but to fail to try. In the end what matters is that you have always lived life to the hilt.” Strong, brave, unafraid of controversy, unyielding in his convictions, living every day of his life to the hilt, the largest figure of our time whose influence will be timeless. That was Richard Nixon. How American. May God bless Richard Nixon and may God bless the United States.





Honorable Pete Wilson


Governor
State of California


Richard Nixon has a beautiful family, and he was devoted to them. Anyone who ever saw them together knew his beloved Pat and his girls, Tricia and Julie, were everything to him. He was so proud of them, of his sons-in-law, Edward and David, and his grandchildren. But he also had a much larger extended family. A family of those who worked for him and with him, and I was and am very lucky to be a part of that family.


I was one of the many young men and women in whom he inspired the same fierce loyalty that he gave to us. From the first, I was struck by the quality of his personal generosity. When we met in 1962, he had already debated Khrushchev and President Kennedy, he’d already run for president, he had been a major political figure on the world stage. But still he had time to talk to and to help an eager, young advance man who could offer him little but energy and enthusiasm.


Then in the Fall of 1965, when I was 32, he honored me by asking me to come to work with him on his potential bid for the presidency in 1968. But he had heard from Bob Finch and Herb Klein that I was thinking about running for office myself. I told him it was true, and he grinned. He grinned and he said in that deep rich voice of his, “Is it a good district? Can you win?” And then he said, “Because if you can, then Pete, you’ve got to try or you’ll never forgive yourself.” I was just another young lawyer trying to find his way in the world, and he was a former vice president preparing a bid for the highest office in the land. And yet that day, he was as concerned with my future as he was with his own.


Time and again, not just with me, but with many others, he was always there, willing to share his insight and his experience, and no American in this century had more of either to share.


It’s hard to imagine a world without Richard Nixon. For half a century he played a leading role in shaping the events that have shaped our lives. It’s not just that he served for three decades in high office, it’s not just that he garnered more votes than any candidate in American history; it was because his intellect, his insight and his indomitable will could not be ignored. He moved on the world stage, he voiced bold ideas and he left global footprints.


But for all his world grasp and mastery of global strategy, it was right here in this small house in this little town in Orange County that Richard Nixon learned and never forgot the values that shaped him and helped him shape our world. He learned the value of hard work. He learned that to make important change you must take risks. And he learned the Quaker virtue that if you were born with a good mind and good health, you were obliged to help others, to give back to your community.


But he had something more, much more. When most people think of Richard Nixon, they think of his towering intellect, the incisive quality of his mind. Well, I will always remember him for another quality. It’s the quality that great fighters have. They call it heart. Heart is what let Richard Nixon climb back into the ring time and again when almost anyone else would have thrown in the towel.


It was his heart that taught us the great lesson of Richard Nixon’s life to never ever give up. To him, it was no disgrace to fight and be beaten. The only disgrace was to quit, and he never did. Like this golden state that bred and shaped him, he knew adversity was a challenge to overcome. He loved returning to California, and he shared California’s optimism. And as he saw the state he loved facing the harshest economic times since the Great Depression, his message to us was, “Keep walking, keep working and keep fighting, and you’ll come back better than before.” The world will remember Richard Nixon rightly as a fighter of iron will, but the greatness of a man can sometimes be best measured by the times and the reasons that he chooses not to fight.


After the 1960 election many urged Richard Nixon to contest one of the closest and most controversial elections in American history. But Richard Nixon said no, he would not go to court. He refused to fight, and he urged others not to on his behalf. He would relinquish the prize that was his life’s ambition. Why? For a simple, but these days remarkable, reason. It was because he so loved his country that he refused to risk it being torn apart by the constitutional crisis that might ensue.


Forgive my parochial pride, but in the modest home just a few feet from this stand was bred a grocer’s son and a great American, with deep love for his country, with limitless courage, and above all with the faith and the brimming spirit and energy that creates only a handful of great leaders from among the tens of millions of their fellow citizens. Dick Nixon’s heart shaped by the grit and mores of this small town never left California, and now we return it to the soil that bred him.


He ended his own eulogy to Everett Dirkson with a favorite quotation from the poet Sophocles, “One must wait until the evening to see how splendid the day has been.” And in Richard Nixon’s evening, his light burned bright with hope and wise prescriptions for America and for the world. Today, as we take him to rest, as we seek to measure the greatness of the man in his legacy, it is clear how truly splendid Richard Nixon’s day has been.





President Bill Clinton


President Nixon opened his memoirs with a simple sentence: “I was born in a house my father built.” Today we can look back at this little house and still imagine a young boy sitting by the window of the attic he shared with his three brothers, looking out to the world he could then himself only imagine. From those humble roots, as from so many humble beginnings in this country, grew the force of a driving dream, a dream that led to the remarkable journey that ends here today, where it all began; beside the same tiny home mail-ordered from back East, near this towering oak tree, which back then was a mere seedling.


President Nixon’s journey across the American landscape mirrored that of his entire nation in this remarkable century. His life was bound up with the striving of our whole people, with our crises and our triumphs.


When he became president, he took on challenges here at home on matters from cancer research to environmental protection, putting the power of the federal government where Republicans and Democrats had neglected to put it in the past, and foreign policy. He came to the presidency at a time in our history when Americans were tempted to say we had had enough of the world. Instead, he knew we had to reach out to old friends and old enemies alike. He would not allow America to quit the world.


Remarkably, he wrote nine of his ten books after he left the presidency, working his way back into the arena he so loved by writing and thinking and engaging us in his dialogue. For the past year, even in the final weeks of his life, he gave me his wise counsel, especially with regard to Russia. One thing in particular left a profound impression on me. Though this man was in his 9th decade, he had an incredibly sharp and vigorous and rigorous mind. As a public man, he always seemed to believe the greatest sin was remaining passive in the face of challenges, and he never stopped living by that creed. He gave of himself with intelligence and energy and devotion to duty, and his entire country owes him a debt of gratitude for that service.


Oh, yes, he knew great controversy amid defeat as well as victory. He made mistakes, and they, like his accomplishments, are a part of his life and record. But the enduring lesson of Richard Nixon is that he never gave up being part of the action and passion of his times. He said many times that unless a person has a goal, a new mountain to climb, his spirit will die. Well, based on our last phone conversation and the letter he wrote me just a month ago, I can say that his spirit was very much alive to the very end.


This is a great tribute to him, to his wonderful wife, Pat, to his children and to his grandchildren whose love he so depended on and whose love he returned in full measure. Today is a day for his family, his friends and his nation to remember President Nixon’s life in totality. To them, let us say may the day of judging President Nixon on anything less than his entire life and career come to a close.


May we heed his call to maintain the will and the wisdom to build on America’s greatest gift: it’s freedom. To lead a world full of difficulty to the just and lasting peace he dreamed of.


As it is written in the words of a hymn I heard in my church last Sunday, “Grant that I may realize that the trifling of life creates differences, but that in the higher things we are all one.” In the twilight of his life, President Nixon knew that lesson well. It is, I feel, certainly a fate he would want us all to keep.


And so, on behalf of all four former presidents who are here — President Ford, President Carter, President Reagan, President Bush — and on behalf of a grateful nation, we bid farewell to Richard Milhous Nixon.





Reverend Billy Graham


Closing Remarks


The great king of ancient Israel, David, said on the death of Saul, who had been a bitter enemy, “Know ye not that there is a prince and a great man fallen this day in Israel.”


Today we remember that with the death of Richard Nixon, a great man has fallen. We have heard that the world has lost a great citizen and America has lost a great statesman. And those of us that knew him have lost a personal friend.


You know, few events touch the heart of every American as profoundly as the death of a president, for the president is our leader. And every American feels that he knows him in a very special way, because he hears his voice so often, sees him on television, reads about him in the press. And so we all mourn his loss and feel that our world is a bit lonelier without him. But to you who were close to him, this grief is an added pain, because you wept when he wept and you laughed when he laughed.


And here amidst these familiar surroundings under these California skies, his earthly life has come full circle. It was here that Richard Nixon was born and reared; that his life was molded. But the scripture teaches that there’s a time to be born, a time to live and a time to die.


Richard Nixon’s time to die came last Friday evening. Since 1990, he had had a brilliant young cardiologist as his doctor by the name of Jeffrey Bora, and last Tuesday, the day after the president suffered his stroke, the doctor came by the New York Hospital to examine him. He was partially paralyzed and could not speak, but he was still alert. And as the doctor talked, the president reached out and grabbed his arm with an unusual strength. Then as the doctor turned to leave, something made him turn around and look back to the bed where Richard Nixon was lying, and just at that moment the president waved and gave his trademark thumbs-up signal and smiled. That took determination, which he had, and we’ve heard about already today. It was an example of fighting on and never giving up that Jeffrey Bora will never forget.


Now, President Nixon’s great voice, his warm, intelligent eyes, his generous smile are missed as we gather here again, just 10 months after we were here when his beloved Pat went to heaven.


A few months ago he was asked on a television interview, “How would you like to be remembered?” He thought a moment, and then replied, “I’d like to be remembered as one who made a difference,” and he did make a difference in our world, as we’ve heard so eloquently this afternoon.


There’s an old saying that a tree is best measured when it’s laid down. The great events of his life have already been widely recounted by the news media this week, and it’s not my purpose to restate what others have already said so eloquently, including those who have spoken so movingly here today.


I think most of us have been staggered by the many things that he accomplished during his life. His public service kept him at the center of the events that have shaped our destiny. This week Time magazine says that “by sheer endurance he rebuilt his standing as the most important figure of the post war era.


During his years of public service, Richard Nixon was on center stage during our generation. He had a great respect for the office of the president. I never heard him one time criticize a living president who was in the office at that time. There’s an old Indian saying, “Never criticize a man until you’ve walked a mile in his shoes.”


However, there was another side to him that’s more personal, more intimate, more human that we’ve heard referred to several times today, and that was his family, his neighbors and his friends, who are gathered here today. It was a side that many people did not see, for Richard Nixon was a private person in some ways. And then some people thought there was a shyness about him. Others sometimes found him hard to get to know. There were hundreds of little things he did for ordinary people that no one would have ever known about. He always had a compassion for people who were hurting. No one could ever understand Richard Nixon unless they understood the family from which he came, the Quaker church that he attended, Whittier College where he studied, and the land and the people in this area where you’re sitting today. His roots were deep in this part of California.


But there’s still another side to him that was his strong and growing faith in God. He never wore his religious faith on his sleeve, but was rather reticent to speak about it in public. He could have had more reasons than most for not attending church while he occupied the White House when there were so many demonstrations and threats going on. But he wanted to set an example, and he decided to have services most Sundays in the White House, a small congregation, and clergymen from various denominations.


And I remember before one of the first services that President Nixon had at the White House, Ruth and I and two of our friends were in the private quarters with him. I’ll never forget the President sitting down on the spur of the moment at an old battered Steinway that they had there playing the old hymn, “He will hold me fast for my Savior loves me so; he will hold me fast.”


John Donne said that there’s a democracy about death. It comes equally to us all and makes us all equal when it comes. And I think today every one of us ought to be thinking about our own time to die, because we, too, are going to die, and we’re going to have to face almighty God with the life that we lived here. There comes a time when we have to realize that life is short and in the end the only thing that really counts is not how others see us here, but how God sees us and what the record books of heaven have to say. For the believer who has been to the cross, death is no frightful leap into the dark, but is an entrance into a glorious new life. I believe that Richard Nixon right now is with Pat again, because I believe that in heaven we will know each other.


The Bible says for me to live as Christ and die is gain; there’s a gaining about death. For the believer, the brutal fact of death has been conquered by the resurrection of Jesus Christ. For the person who has turned from sin and has received Christ as Lord and Savior, death is not the end. For the believer there’s hope beyond the grave. There’s a future life.


Yesterday, as his body was escorted to the plane for its final journey here, the band played and the familiar strains of a hymn he especially loved, maybe the hymn that he loved the most, were played: “Amazing grace, how sweet the sound that saved a wretch like me; I once was lost, but now I’m found; was blind, but now I see. Through many dangers, toils and snares, I’ve already come; ’tis grace that brought me safe thus far, for grace will take me home.”


That hymn was written 200 years ago by an Englishman named John Newton. He was a cruel man, a captain of a slave ship. But one night in a fierce storm he turned to God and committed his life to Christ. Newton not only became a preacher of the gospel, but he influenced William Wilberforce and others in Parliament to bring an end to the slave trade. John Newton came to know the miracle of God’s amazing grace and it changed his life, and it changed our lives as well.


And so we say farewell to Richard Nixon today with hope in our hearts, for our hope is in the eternal promises of the almighty God.


Years ago, Winston Churchill planned his own funeral, and he did so with the hope of the resurrection and eternal life which he firmly believed in. And he instructed after the benediction that a bugler positioned high in the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral would play taps, the universal signal that says the day is over. But then came a very dramatic moment. As Churchill had instructed, another bugler was placed on the other side of the massive dome and he played the notes of reveille, the universal signal that a new day has dawned and it is time to arise. That was Churchill’s testimony; that at the end of history, the last note will not be taps, it will be reveille.


There is hope beyond the grave, because Jesus Christ has opened the door to heaven for us by his death and resurrection. Richard Nixon had that hope, and today that can be our hope as well.


And to the children and the grandchildren, I would say to you, you have that hope within your hearts. I had the privilege of knowing them when they were little girls, and I’ve seen them as they’ve come to know Christ, and to know God in their lives. And we look forward to seeing Dick and Pat someday in the future again.


Shall we pray?


God of all comfort, in the silence of this hour we ask Thee to sustain this family and these loved ones, and to deliver them from loneliness, despair and doubt. Fill their desolate hearts with Thy peace, and may this be a moment of rededication to Thee, our Father. Those of us who have been left behind have the solemn responsibilities of life. Help us to live according to Thy will and for Thy glory so that we will be prepared to meet Thee. We offer our prayer in the name of Him, who is the resurrection and the light: Jesus Christ, our Lord. In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, amen.





I
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Our Challenge
Beyond Peace





When I met with Mao Tse-tung for the last time in Beijing on February 27, 1976, I was shocked at how his physical condition had deteriorated since our first meeting in 1972. He was a shell of the man he had been. He was still sharp mentally, but a massive stroke had robbed him of his ability to put his thoughts into words. The charismatic communist leader who had moved a nation and changed the world with his revolutionary exhortations could no longer even ask for a glass of water.


As we sat together in his book-cluttered office in the Forbidden City, I was reminded of President Eisenhower’s intense frustration after suffering a stroke in 1957. A few days after he had returned to the White House from the hospital, he described to me the ordeal that simple speech had become. He complained that when he wanted to say “ceiling,” it would come out “floor.” When he wanted to say “window,” he would say “door.” He smiled without much warmth and said that he was afraid that fighting for words sent up his blood pressure. I tried to relieve the tension by pointing out that his problem was that his brain worked faster than his mouth—the opposite of the problem most politicians have.


Fortunately, Eisenhower recovered completely. Mao never would. As we spoke in Beijing he was six months from death, and a succession crisis was already raging around him. But I was addressing a man who was still the revered leader of nearly a billion people, and who had played an indispensable role in bringing about the new relationship between our countries that had begun four years before.


During our conversation, I said that we must continue to cooperate in seeking peace, not only between our two countries but among all the nations of the world. It was painful to watch as he tried to respond. His face flushed as he grunted out half-words. His translator, an attractive young woman dressed in a drab, shapeless Mao suit—one of the worst punishments ever inflicted upon Chinese women by the old-guard communists—tried to put his grunts into English.


Mao knew enough English to realize that she had not understood him. He shook his head angrily, grabbed her notebook, and wrote out the words in Chinese. She read them aloud in English: “Is peace your only goal?”


I had not expected the question and paused briefly. “We should seek peace with justice,” I answered.


My reply was adequate within the context of the Cold War. Today that is too limited a goal for the United States. Our goal then was to end the struggle between East and West in a way that would avoid a nuclear war and also ensure that freedom and justice would prevail over tyranny. Today, the communists have lost the Cold War. Marxism-Leninism has been utterly discredited as a political doctrine. The Berlin Wall, the ultimate Cold War symbol of political injustice, has been demolished, and pieces of it can be seen in midwestern town squares and the museums of presidential libraries. The threat of nuclear war between the United States and Russia no longer hangs over us. In a very real way, peace with justice has been achieved. Yet it is clear that the defeat of communism in the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe in the twentieth century was just the first step toward the triumph of freedom throughout the world in the twenty-first century. This will be assured only if the United States—in its policies at home and abroad—renews its commitment to its founding principles.


We live in a new world—a world we helped create. For forty-five years, America and its allies fought one of the longest struggles in human history. The Cold War touched every region of the world and made most of it hostage to a vast conflict of political ideas and economic systems. For the United States, Korea and Vietnam were battles in that war. Our major goal for nearly five decades—first the containment and then the defeat of Soviet communist aggression—has now been achieved.


In the past five years, we have witnessed four of the greatest events of the twentieth century: the liberation of one hundred million people in Eastern Europe from Soviet-imposed communism in 1989; the defeat of Iraqi aggression in the Persian Gulf War in the spring of 1991; the collapse of communism in the Soviet Union in December 1991; and the failure of socialism and a mass movement toward capitalism in nations as different as Sweden, India, France, and even communist China.


We have achieved a goal we would not have dreamed possible five years ago: free-market capitalism, not socialism or communism, is the wave of the future.


These spectacular developments represent some of the greatest triumphs for freedom in history. Yet at a time when we should be celebrating victory, many observers are wallowing in pessimism, as if we had suffered defeat. Instead of pressing toward the mountaintop and beholding a new vision of peace and freedom for the future, they are wandering in a valley of self-doubt about the past.


One sign of this defeatism is that the leaders in Western Europe, Canada, and Japan who played major roles in winning the Cold War have either been rejected by the voters or have some of the lowest approval ratings in history. All of the Group of Seven industrial countries—the nations wealthiest in goods—are experiencing massive public discontent with their governments, their social and economic problems, and their nations’ roles in the world. At the Tokyo summit meeting of the industrialized democracies in July 1993, President Clinton’s approval rating was at a record low compared with those of his predecessors in their first year in office, and yet his rating was the highest among the G-7 leaders. Ironically, the only leader at the summit with a higher approval rating was President Boris Yeltsin of Russia, whose political and economic problems dwarf the West’s.


The United States and the other members of the G-7 have the richest economies on earth. Economic power, however, is not the same as strength of national character. Our country may be rich in goods, but we are poor in spirit. As we sink further into a false, almost hypnotic contentment because we are at peace abroad, and a myopic preoccupation with our domestic problems, the persuasive power of our principles and our ability to project a worthy example for the rest of the world inevitably weaken. We are justifiably concerned about our budget deficit. But our crisis of values at home, coupled with our lack of a coherent mission abroad, has created an even more deadly spiritual deficit. We seem to be experiencing what Arnold Toynbee, in his Study of History sixty years ago, called “the dark night of the soul.”


This phenomenon results from the way the Cold War ended, and also from the kind of struggle it was. In generations to come Americans will not celebrate V-USSR Day to mark the anniversary of the day the red flag over the Kremlin came down, or even V-B Day to celebrate the day the Berlin Wall fell. No surrender documents were initialed in solemn ceremony. No monuments were erected to the Cold War’s fallen heroes, and no reunions will be convened for its veterans. It was a war of values, words, nerves, and sometimes surrogates, but it never became a war of bullets, at least insofar as direct conflict between the United States and the Soviet Union was concerned. The world was brought to the brink of nuclear war more than once, but the fatal shots were never fired. Then, suddenly, the Cold War was pronounced over.


In World War II, we won victory by forcing our adversaries to their knees in unconditional surrender. This dramatic triumph produced a sense of exhilaration. The end of the Cold War produced only a sense of exhaustion and anticlimax. In its final stages, the communist regimes of the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe, having been pushed to the brink by the leadership of nine successive American Presidents and a mighty Western alliance, finally imploded. Since our victory gave the impression of being a victory by default, the West was deprived of the sense of satisfaction it deserved over a job well done.


There are those who now argue that communism was never a real threat and that our efforts in the Cold War were unnecessary, even wasteful, since the Soviet Union would have collapsed anyway as a result of its internal contradictions and its failure to fulfill the boast that it would overtake capitalism. By 1986, when I first met with Mikhail Gorbachev, twenty-seven years after my “kitchen debate” with Khrushchev, the question had become not when the Soviet Union would overtake us but whether it would survive at all without drastic economic reforms. Had we done nothing, the argument goes, the results of the Cold War would have been exactly the same.


It is true that communism would eventually have collapsed, because it was and remains a false faith. Talking about the Russian people, John Foster Dulles presciently observed forty years ago, “People who understand the intricacies of the atom will eventually see the fatal flaws in communism.” As history demonstrates, evil ideas inevitably fail because they are fundamentally at odds with human nature, but until they fail, they can do enormous damage to humanity. Evil regimes have prevailed for long periods of time and have won significant victories. Ultimately, however, unless they expand, they will die. In the Cold War, the United States and the West blocked the expansion of the idea of communism. Our active resistance to communist aggression, and the weapons of economic power we brought to bear on the communist regimes, ensured that communism would be defeated years, perhaps decades, before it would have collapsed on its own.


Our efforts during the Cold War prevented communism from spreading into Western Europe and also blunted its expansion in what was then called the Third World, particularly in Afghanistan, the only Third World nation where the Red Army committed its forces. The much-maligned military buildup under President Reagan placed enormous strains on the Soviet system to compete, which it ultimately could not do. That program, as well as the efforts of all the Cold War Presidents from Truman to Bush, prevented Soviet communism from making further gains and thus hastened its collapse. In doing so we saved millions from misery and tyranny.


We and our allies can be proud of our role in the Cold War. But the defeat of communism was a double-edged sword. Surveying the carnage in the aftermath of the Battle of Waterloo in 1815, where fifty thousand men fell in one day, Wellington said that there was “only one thing worse than winning a battle, and that was losing it.” Historically there is always a period of exhaustion after a military victory. Victory in the Cold War was not just military. It was a complex ideological, political, and economic triumph. Our exhaustion is therefore felt in all of these dimensions simultaneously.


Throughout the Cold War, we looked forward to a time when we might live in a peaceful world, with harmonious international relations, prosperous economies reaping the benefits of unlimited global trade, the expansion of freedom and human rights, and the opportunity to enjoy life. These promises of peace crystallized into an idealized vision of a post–Cold War future. The fact that it has not been realized has produced a pervasive, enervating sense of anticlimax. The reality of peace is that it is only the foundation upon which a more prosperous and just world can be built. This effort will require just as much determination, vision, and patience as the defeat of communism required.


Yet a potentially devastating fallout of our post–Cold War letdown is that the American people have grown tired of world leadership. They were reluctant to have it thrust upon them in the first place. At a dinner I gave for him shortly before I went to China in 1972, André Malraux observed that the United States is the first nation in history to become a world power without trying to become one. We are essentially isolationist and become involved in foreign conflicts not simply when our interests are at stake but when we also believe we are engaged in a great idealistic cause.


Following World War II, the United States abandoned its traditional peacetime isolationism to wage the Cold War against communism around the world. We did so because we believed we were engaged in an ideological conflict with profound moral consequences. Many now believe that it is time for others to carry the burden of leadership abroad and that we should turn our attention and resources to our problems at home. This was candidate Clinton’s major theme and the primary reason President Bush, a foreign policy expert, lost the election of 1992.


Most Americans thought that our victory in the Cold War, with its peace dividend, would help us solve our domestic problems. The opposite has occurred. The end of the Cold War has exacerbated our problems at home. Foreign challenges unite us. Domestic challenges divide us. What we must realize is that domestic and foreign policies are like Siamese twins—one cannot survive without the other. The American people will not support a strong foreign policy unless we have a strong economy at home. Conversely, a weak economy, as we learned in the thirties, almost inevitably leads to a weak foreign policy—with potentially devastating consequences. It is no accident that fascists rose to power in a Europe stricken by a depression aggravated by our shortsighted trade policies. Periods of prolonged peace are generally periods of stagnation. No one would say that war is good for a country, but it is undeniable that the United States has been at its best when confronted with aggression or some other significant international challenge (our space effort after the shock of Sputnik is a case in point). Most of our greatest Presidents were war Presidents. Our greatest bursts of increased productivity and scientific advancement have occurred during war. To meet the challenges we face in the post–Cold War era, we must marshal the same resources of energy, optimism, and common purpose that thrive during war and put them to work at home and abroad during an era when our enemy will be neither communism nor Nazism but our own self-defeating pessimism.


Charles de Gaulle once said, “France was never her true self unless she was engaged in a great enterprise.” This is true of the United States as well. Great causes push us to heights, as a nation and as individuals, that would not otherwise be achieved. Without a great cause to galvanize America, the very unity of our nation will be at risk as we struggle to meet the challenges of the coming century.


If America is to remain a great nation, what we need today is a mission beyond peace.


•   •   •


In the first years of my Presidency, the Cold War was a dark backdrop to the rage of the Vietnam War. Conflict abroad and at home was the rule; concord was the exception. In the early pre-dawn hours of May 9, 1970, at the height of the massive demonstrations against our involvement in Vietnam, I went to the Lincoln Memorial and visited with a group of student protesters who had gathered there. Most of them were privileged young people who had not had to serve in Vietnam. They told me they thought the war was wrong. I stressed that tens of thousands of young men of their generation were fighting in Vietnam so that they and their children would never have to fight in a war again. In the shadow of a monument to a President who had fought the bloodiest war in American history for the abstract, almost spiritual concept of national union, I tried to lift their sights above their confusion and bitterness over a war they thought was wrong but that was being fought for the sake of safeguarding their country’s security and most fundamental principles.


After returning to the White House I dictated my recollections of the conversation:


What are those elements of spirit that really matter? I knew that young people today were searching, as I was searching forty years ago, for an answer. I just wanted to be sure that all of them realized that ending the war, and cleaning up the streets and the air and the water, was not going to solve spiritual hunger—which all of us have and which, of course, has been the great mystery of life from the beginning of time.


The yearning for a better world felt by many of the more idealistic demonstrators found its most immediate expression in denunciations of the United States and its policies at home and abroad. They wanted equality, justice, and truth. Perhaps because they had not seen as much of the world as I had, they did not understand how scarce these qualities were in the rest of the world and how plentiful in their own country. All they knew was that they felt angry, hopeless, and spiritually empty. They believed that ending the war in Vietnam would end the pervasive climate of discord at home. When U.S. military involvement in Vietnam did end three years later, so did the demonstrations. But peace was not enough to fill the spiritual vacuum. Nor is peace enough at the end of the Cold War. Peace is a great goal, but it is not a panacea.


Neither is material wealth. Proponents of Marxism-Leninism believed that if the state provided all the necessities of life, people’s greatest aspirations would be fulfilled—and yet communism produced the world’s most drab, dispirited societies. The color of communism was not red but gray. Proponents of the Great Society programs of the 1960s thought the beneficent hand of government could salve the spirits of the poor by helping satisfy their material needs—and yet America’s inner cities today are plagued with crime, drug addiction, and hopelessness. Those who are better off work their whole lives to assemble vast wealth, only to find that they are no happier, no more spiritually enriched, than before. Surveys show that many prosperous, aging members of the baby-boom generation are driving their Volvos and BMWs back to church, searching for answers in the same doctrines they once ridiculed their parents for honoring. These examples and countless others show that individual fulfillment cannot be found in sheer materialism, whether communist, socialist, or capitalist. Just as nations need causes greater than themselves, so do individuals.


In his book The Morality of Law, Lon Fuller drew an eloquent distinction between the morality of duty and the morality of aspiration, a distinction that applies to nations as well as to individuals. In times of war a premium is placed on the morality of duty, the absolute necessity of doing what is required, of doing right in the limited sense of not doing what is wrong. The morality of duty, while indispensable, is not an adequate standard for a great people in the era beyond peace. The morality of aspiration calls for us to strive to accomplish not just the things we are required to do but all that we are capable of doing. It is this higher challenge we must embrace now that we have fulfilled our duty as a free people in helping to bring about the defeat of communism. Every individual, every community, every nation, must dedicate itself to the fullest realization of its potential. We must make peace more than simply the absence of war. We must make it the means to a greater end.


•   •   •


At the beginning of the Cold War, when real peace seemed more distant than ever, President Truman delivered before a joint session of Congress a powerful appeal for military and economic aid for Greece and Turkey to meet the communist threat to those countries. Two freshmen congressmen, John Kennedy and I, voted in favor of the aid. The vote was difficult politically for him because the liberal Democrats in his Massachusetts district opposed all military aid. It was difficult politically for me because the conservative Republicans in my California district opposed all foreign aid. We voted for it because we were motivated by a great cause that transcended partisan politics: the defeat of communism. In voting as we did, we helped to launch the bipartisan effort that deterred Soviet aggression in Western Europe for four decades and united the nation in a great cause.


As a nation we responded magnificently to the threat of war then. Can we not now respond to the promise of peace? War brings out the best and the worst in men. Peace should bring out only the best.


Shortly after World War I, Winston Churchill eloquently described the same dilemma we seem to face today:


Why should war be the only purpose capable of uniting us in comradeship? Why should war be the only cause large enough to call forth really great and fine sacrifice? Look at the wonderful, superb things people will do to carry on a war and win a victory. Look at what they will give up. Look at what toil they achieve—what risks, what suffering, what marvelous ingenuity, what heroic and splendid qualities they display. All for war. Nothing is too good for war. Why cannot we have some of it for peace? Why is war to have all the splendors, all the nobleness, all the courage and loyalty? Why should peace have nothing but the squabbles and selfishness and the pettiness of daily life? All the arts and science that we use at war are standing by us now ready to help us in peace. Only one thing do we require—a common principle of action, a plain objective that everyone can understand and work for.


In the years since World War II, Americans rose successfully to the moral challenge laid down by Churchill. While the Cold War fueled an intense military competition and erupted into hot wars in Korea and Vietnam, as well as dozens of smaller engagements from the Bay of Pigs to Afghanistan, it never brought the superpowers into battle against one another. In at least two confrontations that might have led to global nuclear war—the Cuban missile crisis during the Kennedy administration and the Yom Kippur War during my administration—the Soviets eventually blinked. For forty-five years, the West’s toil, ingenuity, courage, and heroism were brought to bear, as Churchill would have had it, on keeping the peace rather than winning a war. Someday historians will look back on the defeat of communism in the Cold War and recognize it for what it was: one of the most magnificent achievements of free people in the history of civilization.


We no longer face the threat of aggression by a powerful foe. The fear of nuclear annihilation has been drastically reduced. No nation currently has the power to threaten us, our allies, or our friends without risking a devastating response by our forces. The way should be clear for the complete triumph of Western ideals of political and economic freedom. Yet all over the world, and especially in the post-Soviet states and the nations of Eastern Europe, these ideals are on trial. It is by no means certain that they will prevail. “One of the great lessons of history,” British historian Paul Johnson has written, “is that no civilization can be taken for granted. Its permanency can never be assured. There is always a dark age waiting for you around the corner if you play your cards badly and you make sufficient mistakes.” Whether the ideals of freedom survive and thrive in soil that has been laid waste by generations of misuse depends on how well the United States, the shining example of the power of peace and freedom, shows the way. How well we show the way, in turn, depends on how well we have learned four great lessons of the Cold War. These lessons require us to recognize the sheer power of our own example. They require that we act to renew the same qualities that made us strong. They require that we not turn away from the very principles that former communist nations now eagerly embrace as their own.
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