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RAINBOWS, AFTER STORMS.

More than 35 years after Dr. King’s death, in celebration of arguably the greatest prophet of the 20th Century, and after listening to and watching his moving message of “I Have a Dream,” …why would I your speak talk on the topic, “rainbows, after storms.”  Make the point, the scientific point even, that you literally cannot have a rainbow, without a storm first?

Because we aren’t anguishing enough.

Because my life is not highlighted and underscored by the accolades and awards shared with you today.  You see, we don’t grow our character through “successes,” …but it is through our so called “failures,” that we grow the most.  

It is the part of me that you don’t see, unless I show you; 

or hear about, unless I tell you;

- it is the anguish - that has given my life meaning, weight, and substance.  

Because Dr. King’s soul is more revealed to me in his “Letter from a Birmingham Jail,” than “I Have a Dream.”  
In his “Letter from a Birmingham Jail,” written in response to Birmingham clergyman, who referred to his efforts of the time as “unwise and untimely…,” and asking him to “wait…,”  
Dr. King writes in this letter, “…this Wait has almost always meant Never… 
We have waited for more than 340 years for our constitutional and God-given rights. 
The nations of Asia and Africa are moving with jet-like speed toward the goal of political independence, and we still creep at horse and buggy pace toward the gaining of a cup of coffee at a lunch counter.  
I guess it is easy for those who have never felt the stinging darts of segregation to say, “wait.”  
But when you have seen vicious mobs lynch your mothers and fathers at will, and drown your sisters and brothers at whim; when you have seen hate-filled policeman curse, kick, brutalize and even kill your black brothers and sisters with impunity; 
when you see the vast majority of your twenty million Negro brothers smothering in an airtight cage of poverty in the midst of an affluent society; when you suddenly find your tongue twisted and your speech stammering as you seek to explain to your six year-old daughter why she can’t go to the public amusement park that has just been advertised on television, and see tears welling up in her little eyes when she is told that Funtown is closed to colored children, and see the depressing clouds of inferiority begin to form in her little mental sky, and see her begin to distort her little personality by unconsciously developing a bitterness toward white people; 
when you have to concoct an answer for a five-year-old son asking in agonizing pathos; “Daddy, why do white people treat colored people so mean? 
…when your first name becomes “nigger” and your middle name becomes “boy” (however old you are) and you last name becomes “John,” and when your wife and mother are never given the respected titles of “Mrs.”; 
…when you are plagued with inner fears and outer resentments; 
when you are forever fighting a degenerating sense of “nobodiness”; then you will understand why we find it difficult to wait…”

No, don’t be fooled by “I Have a Dream,” and the uplifting tone of Dr. King’s message; don’t believe for a second that Dr. King was strength, absent struggle. Progress, absent pain. 
…King anguished.

As you sit here today, having reviewed the seemingly impressive accomplishments of my life, don’t be fooled. I still …anguish.  

And, I am most proud of this aspect of my personality.  
As Dr. Scott Peck writes in The Road Less Traveled, “…in the interest of realism, we must remember that all blessings are potential curses, and that both consciousness and competence are inextricably interwoven with pain.” 
He continues, “…perhaps the best measure of a person’s greatness, is the capacity for suffering.”

Jesus Christ suffered…for the good. His personal anguish, our salvation.

If I am honest with you today, I will tell you that before I see my accomplishments, I see my pain; I see my personal anguish; 
I see all of the lonely decisions I had to make - decisions that few agreed with at the time.  

If I am honest with you today, I will tell you that before I see my accomplishments, I see my glaring insecurities. 
Yes, the ones that tried to make me, and then keep me, hostage to fear, “what if,” and circumstance.  

If I am honest with you today, I will tell you the frustration and uncertainty I felt, leading up to every worthwhile accomplishment.  

If I am honest with you today, I will also tell you about the many that doubted me - out loud, to others, and to my face - and questioned if I could accomplish anything at all. 

As that famous saying goes, “success has a 1000 fathers, and failure is a bastard son.”

If I am honest with you today, I will tell you about the many intimate experiences and run ins I have had with failure, …before I ever had so much as a date with success.

If I am honest with you today. I will tell you how at times I have doubted myself.  

How on occasion, I still do. 

But in spite of the anguish, and through the anguish, …still, I rise!
Why do all this work? Why be so penetratingly …honest? Why is growth so important? …Why anguish? 

It’s called …love.  And I can’t get to the best of it, without being vulnerable to the worst of it.  I can’t expect to be intimate with you here today, …without being intimate and vulnerable to you, today.  
To get into your spiritual house, I must be willing to let you into mine.  

The thing that sustains me, in my passionate pursuit of love, and a life worth living, …is my faith. 

And “faith is what you do, when you don’t have all the facts!”

Dr. King had a deep and abiding faith.  A faith so strong, that it gave him the strength to embrace the flame, even when his fears made him fear it.  And like the Phoenix, emerging from the flames, Dr. King’s strength grew stronger after each experience, and his faith, more abiding - because it became his guiding light, when all that was left was darkness.

Sure, like all of us, there were times that Dr. King must have looked for the easy, comfortable way out of the struggle, …and the anguish. 

But it was not to be found.

He discovered quickly that there are no easy ways to freedom; no short cuts to growth; no free lunch - and if it was free, it was probably stale.

If it looked too good to be true, ….it probably was.

Dr. King understood that you can’t get something, and risk nothing.  

The bankers, venture capitalists, entrepreneurs and social dreamers in this audience, understand better than most the legitimate merits of risk/reward. …No pain, no gain. 

And by the way, ….you can’t pass the torch, without holding it first.

I have come to respect and appreciate the flame.  

And yes, on occasion I have gotten burned.  

But, every time I learn and I grow; and everytime, …my character is stronger because of the experience.  

I have redefined failure in my life - I have decided that “failure is not to fall, but to aim low.”

 I have redefined success in my life - I have decided that “success, is going from failure to failure, without loss of enthusiasm.”

Like the Phoenix that dives into the flames only to emerge stronger - win, loose or draw - I draw strength from the flame. ….and still I rise.
But I was not always built like this. Years ago, someone helped to put together the pieces.

I realize as well that even with all I do, I am simply running down a trail, blazed by those that came before me. Pioneers like Dr. King. Pioneers, like my mother and my father.

Let me tell you the story of a little boy from, Compton, California, and South Central Los Angeles, who at an early age, had fire engine red hair, and a mother who didn’t want him to conform.

And so, as if I needed another disabling social liability, …she decided to dress me funny. I don’t mean funny as in fun loving, …I mean funny as in “mean.”  

You see, while everyone else wore “look alike” kacky clothes, and other popular clothes of the day, my mother dressed me in suits.  

But not any suit you see, …these suits were three piece, purple, crush velvet jobs, with ruffle shirts, and big, big, BIG… bow ties.  May I remind you - this, …is Compton.

It would have been different if these suits were Georgio Armani, or Calvin Klein even; but when you opened the lapel it said “Designs by Nita.”  My mothers name… is Juanita Smith.

I was picked upon unmercifically, and as a result I was forced to become my own person; my own best friend and confidant.  I didn’t have the comfort of popularity, or fitting in.  

I had to endure the anguish of finding my own way through these difficult years.  And in the process, …I found myself.  

It was through the anguish, and the pain, that I became …an individual.

And then there is my loving father, Johnie W. Smith, who owned his own concrete business but never finished high school in the south, where he grew up.

He never told me he loved me when I was growing up, and I held this against him for years; but I only recently realized that our relationship shouldn’t be defined by the things he didn’t give me, or simply wasn’t able to, but the wonderful things that he did.   

You see, when I was 10 years old, I started my first business, The Neighborhood Candyhouse; and I realize now that it was because my father owned his own business, and met a payroll every week, that it never occurred to me that I couldn’t! 

Yes, my dad anguished for me.

By the time I was a teenager, I was involved in the entertainment industry.  I didn’t respect the art form, I just wanted to be wealthy, and to be a star.   Worse even, I began to think that I was …better than other people. 

Not only was I not anguishing, but my actions created an environment of pain and anguish for anyone who was unlucky enough to come into contact with me.  If good selfishness is when you benefit, and everyone else benefits more, and bad selfishness is when you benefit, and everyone else pays a price for it, …this was definitely a shining example, of bad selfishness.

Needless to say, success didn’t last. One moment I was driving a leased Mercedes Benz, and living in a rented Malibu beachhouse, and the next I was… homeless.

This is where I first become consciously aware of the powerful benefits ….of anguish; for I was face to face with my own unavoidable limitations as a human being, concerned only with myself.  

Yes, it is true, pain causes change.

My pastor, Dr. Cecil Murray, is correct; everyday is a resurrection.

It was at this time that I reconstituted my life. 

I decided that a life without purpose, was a life not worth living.

I discovered that in order for me to live fully, and in order to go to the next level, I would have to begin struggling with things. 

I would have to anguish over important issues, and wrestle with important things.  

I would have to live for something larger, and more important than myself.  

…And I would have to turn my life over to …Him. 
That wasn’t so hard - He couldn’t possibly do a worst job of managing my life, than I had!

Most importantly, I decided that God didn’t make dirt, and that “there was a difference between being broke, and being poor.”  Being broke was a temporary, economic situation, but being poor was a disabling frame of mind.

This was the foundation that I was to build the house of my life. 

The following years brought more success, and more failures, but now I looked at them differently.  

I realized that it wasn’t what people called you, it was what you answered to, that was important.

I realized that I wasn’t a human being, having a spiritual experience, I was a spiritual being, …having a human experience.

From that day forward, I assumed total and complete responsibility for everything that happened in and to my life. 

 In the words of Dr. King, I realized that “injustice anywhere, was injustice everywhere.”  

I began to see that we were not ships traveling to different destinations - our fates are indeed tied together.  

I began… to anguish.

Several years later, after growing a finance company from zero to $24 million in annual business, I thought I had the world finally figured out. 

I thought that I had done all the anguishing that was necessary …in my life. …Someone’s else’s turn. …Someone else’s problem.

But if you want to make God laugh, tell Him your plan… 

On April 29, 1992, injustice, dressed like police officers, turned my life upside down  …again. 

It is true; Rodney King is no model citizen, and he is definitely not my role model, nor the role model for Black America. 

Rodney King is a convicted bad guy, who probably broke the law on that eventful night.

But breaking the law should land you in jail, under the jail if you like; but not in the hospital.  Particularly when the only time you raised your arm, was to protect yourself from a blow.

No, no one deserved that whip’en,  Not Rodney King. Not anyone.

And so, it was time to anguish, and then, I knew, a time for action.

I didn’t wait for a convenient time or space.  

I didn’t wait to be drafted.

I didn’t duck the heat of the very real flames, whipping about my head.

…I didn’t wait for someone to bring me the torch - I went to the streets - I met the torch, I grabbed it, and I decided that my only choice, was to make a difference.

How can I ask you what you have done, if I have done nothing. If you are not part of the solution, you are definitely part of the problem!
The great and empowering vision for Operation HOPE, Inc. was born on that painful and destructive day.  

I didn’t just wake up one day, and like magic, it happened.

…I wake up everyday, and make it happen. 

…A Day on, and Not a Day Off.

…And that’s …the magic!

Yes, as my pastor Dr. Murray told me, “everyday… is a resurrection.”

Today, Operation HOPE, Inc. is America’s first non-profit investment banking organization, wholly committed to the social and economic revitalization of our inner-city, urban and under-served communities.

Today, Operation HOPE, Inc., in partnership …..
Today, Operation HOPE, Inc. has …

It is possible to “do well and do good.”  Or better yet, “to do well by doing good.”

But, nothing good comes easy.  

It is because of the anguish, …that the dream of Operation HOPE, Inc. …is real for us all.  

And, I am proud to say, we are all better served, because Operation HOPE, Inc. is here.

So, in closing I ask again: “Passing the Torch - Are we Ready?”
Are you meeting Dr. King in the damp, cramped jail cell he so often occupied during the Civil Rights Movement?

Are you meeting King on the sweltering streets of Birmingham, Alabama, or the fatal balcony, in Memphis, Tennessee?

Are you meeting me in South Central, or Oakland, or D.C., or Harlem?

Are you meeting Chairman Powell in urban adult learning centers, teaching adults who raising children, yet financially illiterate themselves, your MoneySmart program?  

Or partnering with us, Operation HOPE, your partner, to teach youth financial literacy as a HOPE Corps volunteer?

You see, you can’t pick up this torch …in your living rooms.

You can’t pick up this torch …in the comforts of the “known.”

But, it is in your enlightened self interest, to find it wherever it is, …and to not be afraid of the flame.  …Or the anguish.

Every now and then, we must give ourselves a “reality check”…

Rising crime rates negatively affect ones sense of safety - for yourself, and those you care about.

Rearing, values and principals affect the choices that we make. 

If I don’t love me, I can’t love you.

If I don’t have respect or regard or value for my life, I can’t respect, regard or value yours.

Education, or the lack of it, affects the productivity of our larger society, and even the hiring options of the company or organization you work with.

Poverty and unemployment rates effect and increase your individual tax burden.

Riots and civil unrest, …negatively affect the social and economic fabric of a community. 

Racial tension affects the soul, and makes us all weaker.

The young black kid, harassing an elderly lady at 48th and Western, that you see on your way to meet me, indirectly and negatively effects the way majority America sees me.
In order to help myself, I must help him.

Similarly, the Klansman, marching just months ago in downtown Huntington Beach, indirectly and negatively effects the way minority America, and our international neighbors and trading partners alike ...sees you.
…Our fates are all tied together!

As I come to a close, I must tell you, I am hopeful today -

In order for Dr. King’s Dream to be real, and realized, for us all, we must all go out and grab Dr. King’s torch for ourselves, wherever we live.

The level of our personal anguish for the good, will determine the depth of our joy! 

And so, I again ask the question….

Are we Ready? (audience response)

Are we Ready? )audience response)

…I think we are! 

Keep the dream alive. Live it.
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