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This book is dedicated to my mother and father,
Lenora and Luther;
to my wife, Gloria;
to my children, Melanie and Vincent;
and to my grandchildren, Celena, Preston, and Ryan.




ON MY JOURNEY NOW


On my journey now (Mount Zion),
On my journey now (Mount Zion),
Well I wouldn’t take nothing (Mount Zion),
For my journey now (M-o-u-n-t Zion)


One day one day (Mount Zion),
I was walking along (Mount Zion),
And the elements opened (Mount Zion),
And love came down (M-o-u-n-t Zion)


You can talk about me (Mount Zion),
Just as much as you please (Mount Zion),
But I’ll talk about you (Mount Zion)
When I get on my knees (M-o-u-n-t Zion)


—Traditional Negro Spiritual,
as sung by the Morehouse College Glee Club (1963–67)




THIS IS HERMAN CAIN!





INTRODUCTION


I’m Running for President


They that trust in the LORD shall be as Mount Zion, which cannot be moved but abideth forever.


—Psalm 125:1


My name is Herman Cain.


I didn’t grow up wanting to be president of the United States. I grew up po’, which is even worse than being poor.


My American dream entailed working hard and making $20,000 a year, but I surpassed that goal and became a corporate CEO, a regional chairman of the Federal Reserve, a president of the Restaurant Association, an author, and an Atlanta talk show host before retiring at sixty-five on cruise control. And then I became a presidential aspirant.


But a strange thing happened on my way to cruise control: The country got off-track. On the evening of January 22, 1999, as I held my first grandchild, Celena, in my arms only moments after her birth, I realized that I needed to turn off the cruise control and help make this nation a better place. I needed to help make it a place in which Celena and the generations to come after her would be able to realize their full human potential and fulfill their own American dreams.


So at 12:46 P.M. on Saturday, May 21, 2011, I walked onto a platform at Centennial Olympic Park, in my hometown, Atlanta, Georgia, wearing one of my favorite gold ties—gold is my power color—and waved to the crowd of fifteen thousand and told them what they had been waiting to hear (for over two hours in more than ninety-degree heat): “I’m running for president of the United States and I’m not running for second!”


Looking out into the crowd and spotting my eighty-one-year-old aunt, Bessie Randall, one of my mother’s sisters, I told the crowd, “She hasn’t decided if she can vote for me yet, but I’m going to change her mind, just like I’m going to change the minds of other Americans.”


Twenty-five minutes later, having articulated my “Cain Doctrine” to the cheering, banner-waving crowd, without printed speech or teleprompter, because I don’t do teleprompters—I like to say I’m a leader, not a reader—I recalled the words of the Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., and declared that when all the votes are counted on Tuesday, November 6, 2012, “We will be free at last! Free at last! Thank God Almighty! This nation will be free at last—again!”


Then I got off that platform and went back to the green room, where I joined Gloria, my wife of nearly forty-three years; our children, Melanie and Vincent; and our three grandkids (and we have another on the way). And there, of course, was Aunt Bessie. Strolling over to where she was, I couldn’t resist asking, “Well, Aunt Bessie, now are you going to vote for me?”


“I guess I’m going to,” she said, as if resigned to her fate.


It had been a mere sixteen days since I had redefined campaign history during the first debate of candidates for the Republican Party’s 2012 presidential nomination, at the Peace Center, in Greenville, South Carolina, on the evening of Thursday, May 5, 2011.


Just before I went out on that stage that night, Mark Block, my campaign’s chief operating officer, gave me some of the best, most calming, advice I have ever gotten: He said, “Herman, you don’t have to be perfect out there. Just be Herman Cain.”


His words gave me a deeper level of confidence and I said to the audience, “I’m proud that I haven’t held public office before! How does that work for you?”


It did.


Then, when asked to make my concluding statement, I declared: “We need leadership, not more position-ship. God bless America!”


When I walked off that stage, I didn’t even consider if I had distinguished myself. I just thought: I didn’t make any major mistakes. I just answered the questions as well as I could.


I went into the green room and looked up at the television monitor. There was pollster Frank Luntz, asking a focus group gleaned from the auditorium audience how many people had supported me before the debate. Only one person raised her hand. I thought: I guess this is not going to work. But then, Frank asked how many people supported me now, and suddenly I saw all these hands go up. And then I heard Frank say, “Just stop right there!” Those words are going to be ringing in my ears for the rest of my life.


I was as surprised as everybody else. That debate was the game changer and my candidacy took off like a rocket. We knew that my name identification and my inclusion in the polls was going to take some time, so we developed a from-the-ground-up strategy of getting out to know the people.


But what, everyone wondered, made the audience respond the way it did?


Maybe it’s that I’ve always been a no-nonsense person. Maybe my straight-from-the-heart approach struck a resonant chord. But those participants in Frank Luntz’s focus group voted me the debate’s winner, as did 49 percent of viewers on the Fox News Channel. The closest runner-up was Ron Paul—and he only had 25 percent of the vote!


So how did I, the debate participant who mounted the platform as a relative political unknown, manage to capture the hearts and minds of thousands of American voters—and manage to do it in ninety minutes?


How did I, a proud “outsider,” go on to outdistance four better-known presidential aspirants—Tim Pawlenty, Gary Johnson, Ron Paul, and Rick Santorum—in a Gallup Poll conducted between May 20 and 24, 2011?


And how did I manage to place just behind front runners Mitt Romney and Sarah Palin in a Quinnipiac University Poll released on June 8?


This is Herman Cain.
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The second debate took place from eight to ten o’ clock on the evening of Monday, June 13, at the Sullivan Arena on the campus of Saint Anselm College, in Manchester, New Hampshire. It was jointly sponsored by the New Hampshire Union Leader, local television station WMUR, and CNN, and broadcast by that cable channel.


Now, I had done political debates when I ran for the U.S. Senate in 2004, against two Georgia congressmen. Those debates were no contest, but this was a presidential debate, and people’s expectations were different.


So while I was a little nervous in New Hampshire, I was confident that I could hold my own because I was getting comments from people, like on the afternoon before the debate, when we stopped in at Sal’s Pizza Place for an informal visit.


People came up to me and said, “You know what I like most about what you said in that last debate? When you said you don’t have all the information—that you didn’t pretend you have a plan for Afghanistan.”


Comments like that confirmed what Mark Block had told me before I walked out onto that platform in South Carolina: “Just be Herman Cain.” That was the same feeling I had as I strolled out onto the platform at Saint Anselm College.


Did I study for that debate? Yes. Did I do “debate prep” with my staff? Yes. Those guys put me through it from two to four on the Friday afternoon before the debate—we just talked about issues and content. The next morning, we did about four more hours. Then we had lunch and just kept on talking about the topics, so, actually, I had about seven hours with my debate team. And they were intense.


Did I study a lot of material? Yes, of course I did; I had a complete transcript of the 2007 CNN debate, moderated by Wolf Blitzer, and I read the whole thing to get a feel for how they do debates. But you can overdo the prep and leave the fight in the gym.


So I had a decent night’s sleep and left early Sunday morning for New Hampshire with my key staff. We did two events that afternoon: First I spoke at a Republican-sponsored picnic, which was fun, although some of the attendees were still trying to define their support, and then our drop-in at Sal’s. I really enjoyed that one because it wasn’t a Republican event: The people there were already supporters and they were there for Herman Cain. I didn’t toss any pizza dough there, but it was great fun just interacting with the people. What encouraged me was that people who have never been politically minded are now getting involved—because they believe in us. You had people from Maine and Massachusetts there—a lady and her daughter drove 120 miles for twenty minutes of time with me. That kind of stuff tells you that something out of the ordinary is going on.


The political establishment doesn’t get it and I’m fine with that. To be honest with you, I hope that they continue to not get it. But you can be sure they’ll get it in January 2013 when I’m taking the oath of office as president!


On Monday, debate day, I was feeling confident. I began the morning by driving over to the arena with my key staff members for a “walk-through.” Along the way, I relaxed by vocalizing and sang one of my favorite hymns, “To God Be the Glory.” I’ve enjoyed singing for pleasure all my life, in my church’s youth choir and as an adult performing once with the Omaha Symphony Orchestra—that one was hard, but I practiced and practiced and pulled it off. That morning, when I followed up the hymn with the national anthem, one of the riders in the car said, “You could sing the ‘Star Spangled Banner’ at your own inauguration!”


Then somebody suggested that I sing it at the debate! I said, “If I did, Mark Block would have a heart attack.”


“No,” Mark said, “you’d get a standing ovation!”


“Well, if I did sing ‘The Star Spangled Banner’ at the debate,” I answered, “at least no one would interrupt me!” And I thought: I might do that at a future debate, just to give the other candidates a fighting chance tonight. As my dad used to say, “Don’t show out too early.”


After the walk-through, I did one media event, a radio interview with an Atlanta-based talk radio colleague, Neal Boortz. I don’t mind being on the radio with him because I feel close to him. And besides, I had all afternoon to rest, and, in fact, after enjoying lunch with my staff, I went back to our hotel for some “down time.”


That evening, I was the first of the seven debate participants to walk onto the platform, the order having been determined by lottery. As I took my place at the far end of that platform, I made a mental vow: I’m going to be myself. Remember, I don’t do canned responses. I believe people can smell them a mile away. I’m spontaneous. I’m who I am.


For the next two hours, during the rare moments when the moderator, John King, gave me the opportunity to weigh in, I spoke of my concerns about our nation’s economic crisis.


The audience and viewers did not get the chance to learn very much about how I plan to get America’s economy back on the right track, but they did find out one important thing about the former CEO of Godfather’s Pizza. During a lighter moment Mr. King asked whether I prefer deep dish to thin crust pizza, and I announced, in no uncertain terms, “Deep dish!”


I had walked onto that platform as the only one of the contenders for the Republican Party’s 2012 presidential nomination to have run several companies; to have rescued one of them from the very brink of bankruptcy; and the only one to have during my career provided jobs for thousands of Americans seeking dignity and fulfillment of their American dreams.


That night, I slept like two rocks at the bottom of a pond.


Two days later, when I picked up my copy of USA Today, I read twenty-eight of the sweetest words written about me in the aftermath of my CNN appearance: “Cain, former CEO of Godfather’s Pizza, topped the list of GOP hopefuls being searched through Yahoo during the debate and its immediate aftermath, according to the company’s statistics.”


That is Herman Cain.
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So what is it about me that prompted one out of every four people searching Yahoo’s site to click on the name Herman Cain in those four hours between eight o’clock and midnight on the evening of the New Hampshire debate?


What is it in my DNA that years ago prompted me to take on the enormous challenge of doing my part toward making America a better place for Celena and the generations to come?


Why do I, a son of the segregated South, refuse to think of myself as a “victim” of racism?


What is it that motivates me to insist on defining my identity in terms of “ABC”—as being American first, black second, and conservative third—as I did to cheers from the crowd in Atlanta on May 21?


Just who is Herman Cain?


And how did I get this way?


Just a hint: It may have something to do with lessons learned from my parents, Lenora and Luther Cain, Jr.


Welcome to This Is Herman Cain!
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Growing up Poor in the segregated south


We are troubled on every side, yet not distressed;
We are perplexed, but not in despair;
persecuted, but not forsaken;
cast down, but not destroyed …


—2 Corinthians 4:8–9


One day in 1943, Dad, who was eighteen years old at the time, walked off my grandparents’ farm in rural Arlington, Tennessee, with only the clothes he was wearing. But, in fact, he was blessed with more valuable possessions—his faith in God, his self-confidence, and his belief in the American dream.


He walked and hitchhiked all the way to Mansfield, Ohio—I never knew why he went there—and found work in a tire-manufacturing plant. He was determined to earn enough money to build a better life than his father had been able to do, having struggled constantly merely to earn enough to provide the barest of essentials for my grandmother and their twelve children, all of them crammed into a three-room house.


At around that time, Mom, born Lenora Davis, also eighteen and also, like my dad, seeking a better life, walked off her parents’ farm in Douglasville, Georgia, about thirty minutes’ drive west of Atlanta, and made her way to Ohio, where she went to stay with an aunt living in Mansfield.


One of Mom’s cousins found her a job as a maid. In order to get to her workplace, Mom had to ride with her cousin. They in turn would be picked up by her cousin’s boyfriend, in his truck, on his way to work. The truck had one of those cabs where you could only sit three people in the front. One morning, when the cousin’s boyfriend showed up, another guy was already sitting in the cab. As there was only room for three people to sit there, Mom had a choice: either sit in Luther Cain’s lap or not go to work. She needed to go to work, so she sat in Luther Cain’s lap. He was thrilled. After all, Lenora Davis was a good-looking young woman. They did this for several weeks. They started dating. About a year later, he popped the question.


Lenora Davis and Luther Cain, Jr., were married in Ohio. They moved back to Memphis for a short period of time, and I was born there on December 13, 1945. My brother Thurman came along eighteen months later, and we soon moved to Atlanta, because Mom’s folks were from Stone Mountain, in the greater metropolitan area. Mom was homesick and moving there made her happy. Besides, Atlanta was a much more promising city than Memphis for job opportunities, and Dad was going to find other work, which he did.


Dad was not only the head of our family, but also the head of our extended family. Many of his friends sought his great common sense advice or came to him when they were down on their luck, or in trouble. He had a natural, motivating, competitive spirit, and even though he sometimes thought he was “the only man in the arena,” he always had compassion for other people.


He became a deacon in our church and it was not long before he was asked to become chairman of the Deacon Board. Then he joined the choir—possessing a natural gift of stage presence, he became a lead singer—and it was not long before he ended up being its president.


My dad was also a big-time Brooklyn Dodgers fan. When they brought Jackie Robinson on, many baseball fans in America became instant Brooklyn Dodgers fans. Then when they moved to LA, my dad was heartbroken. It wasn’t the same because even though the Dodgers had national appeal, they were from Brooklyn, and they were losing their identity.


My very first memories were of when my brother and I were little boys—Thurman must have been about four; I was five—and we were living in an apartment at the end of a building in what we called “the Projects,” government-supported housing downtown, on Gray Street, not two hundred yards from where the Convention Center now stands.


I can remember attending Gray Street Elementary School, up the street from the Projects. One day, our teacher told us, “You’re not getting the same education as white students.” When she said that, I really didn’t get mad. I just decided: Okay, I know that, but I’m still going to work as hard as I can to succeed, despite the fact that the white kids have better materials and better books.


My attitude then—as it is to this very day—was that you take a seemingly impossible goal and you make it happen. That was one of the many lessons I learned from Dad: He never allowed his lack of formal education to be a barrier to his success. And he never allowed his starting point in life or the racial conditions of his time to be excuses for failing to pursue his dreams. Dad taught me the value of having dreams, the motivation to pursue them, and the determination to achieve them.


That value made it possible for me to contemplate running for president. Some people don’t think I can get elected; they don’t think I can be an effective president. But as my wife, Gloria, will tell you, “The first thing you do in order to inspire Herman to do something is just to tell him ‘You can’t do it.’ Then, get out of his way!”


I gave my first speech at our church. I was eight years old and I can still recall my first words: “I wish my parents would stop talking about who I look like.” I lost my first election in the seventh grade. It was for class president. Five years later, as a high school senior, I ran a second time, having been urged to do so by some of my classmates who recognized leadership qualities in me before I did.


There is a latter-day parallel of sorts: In 2004, I ran in Georgia for a Senate seat but lost that election. Now, seven years later, I’m out there campaigning for the Republican Party’s presidential nomination! There’s a message in that time-frame between defeat and success!
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It wasn’t easy to raise a family in the segregated Atlanta of the 1950s and 1960s. Dad wanted a nice house and a nice car and to put away enough savings to provide for Mom in the event of his death. But, above all, he wanted to put Thurman and me through college.


I’ll never forget the day when I was in fourth grade that we moved from the Projects to our house on Pelham Street, three rooms of a six-room duplex I called “the half-a-house.” Life was hard, but decidedly better there than before. To make ends meet and still have the hope of making a better life for Thurman and me, Mom worked as a maid and Dad worked three jobs: as a barber, as a janitor at the Pillsbury Company, and as a chauffeur at the Coca-Cola Company.


Dad worked all three jobs until he could make it off of two jobs; then he worked those two jobs until he could make it off of that one job. That was a typical experience shared by many Americans.


Mom and Dad were able to achieve their dreams because we didn’t have government in the way as much as it is in the way today. And Dad was so well thought of at Coca-Cola that he eventually became the private chauffeur to Robert W. Woodruff, the corporation’s chairman and CEO. Dad’s job was demanding, being on call whenever Mr. Woodruff was in town, but he was not required to accompany his boss on out-of-town trips, so he was able to spend time with us, to guide us, and to offer us glimpses of corporate life.


I relished those moments. While we were financially poor, we were emotionally rich, and our hard-working parents taught us lessons in dignity, ambition, and the value of formal education. Dad didn’t have the opportunity to earn a college degree, but I always tell people that he had a Ph.D. in common sense, and that he had graduated with honors—cum laude.


Dad developed much of his philosophy of life and learned a lot working for Mr. Woodruff, who was an inspiring personality. He was a good businessman, a risk-taker, and very benevolent. And he had a big heart. He cared about the city, so the Coca-Cola Corporation contributed a lot of money to the Atlanta University Center, which includes Morehouse College. Mr. Woodruff also created the center’s Woodruff Library, and Atlanta’s Woodruff Arts Center was named for him. Coca-Cola also contributed to Georgia Tech, Emory, and every other major school in Atlanta.


R. W. Woodruff was also a champion of rights for blacks. Dad told me about the day in 1961 when two young, academically qualified students, Hamilton Holmes and Charlayne Hunter, both of whom had been screened and hand-picked, were attempting to enroll at the University of Georgia, but were being prevented by the school’s president from doing so.


Coca-Cola was probably the largest corporation in Atlanta at that time because they were international, so they had a lot of clout in the state of Georgia. So R. W. Woodruff picked up the phone—he used to have a big cigar in his mouth and Dad imitated the way he talked—and told the president of the university, “We aren’t having that here in Georgia. We’re not going to make fools of ourselves like George Wallace did down in Alabama.” He then called the governor and said, “Why are you going to fight letting them in? You don’t have to. Why look stupid?”


R. W. Woodruff knew how devoted Dad was to him, and he loved and trusted Dad more than he trusted some of his executives, like Joe Jones, a white man, who handled his finances.


Mr. Woodruff was also very generous with gifts of cash. One day, Dad said to Woodruff, “I really like the gifts you’ve bought for me and I appreciate the cash, but, you know, I would also appreciate some Coca-Cola stock, if you wanted to give that to me.”


So Woodruff started giving my dad stock, and he was generous with that, too. One day he told my dad, “Joe Jones doesn’t think I ought to be giving you any stock, but I told him I was going to give it to you anyway.” To Joe Jones, Woodruff’s money was his money.


One day Dad said to Jones, “Mr. Jones, I’d like to see you outside for a minute.” They walked out to the driveway and Dad said, “Do you see this gun I’m carrying?”—Dad had a permit to carry one because he was with Woodruff—“Do you know how good I can shoot this gun?”


“No,” Joe Jones replied.


“I can throw a silver dollar up in the air and hit it four times before it hits the ground. That’s how good a shot I am,” my dad said. “If you ever tell Mr. Woodruff not to do something for me again, you’re going to find out how good I am with this gun!”


He was joking, but my dad was unafraid: Nobody was going to mess with Luther Cain. Mr. Woodruff really respected him because my dad had innate self-determination. I have that same innate self-determination in my genes and I got it from Dad.


One of the most important lessons Dad taught us was not to feel like victims. He never felt like a victim; he never talked like a victim; he never expressed one “victim” attitude the whole while I knew him. It was his inner self-determination. He just never had that attitude, so we didn’t have that attitude.


And both of our parents taught us not to think that the government owed us something. They didn’t teach us to be mad at this country. They would always say to us: “If you want something, just work hard enough, focus on it, and guess what? You can make it happen!”


And Dad made things happen. One day in the summer before I started the eighth grade, he came home and said to us: “Get in the car; we’re going for a ride.” He drove us to a suburb west of Atlanta, pulled up in front of a six-room, all-brick house on Albert Street, and said, “This is our new home.” He had fulfilled his dream of being able to buy a “whole house.”


Dad had a winning attitude about everything he did, no matter what. One day, when Thurman and I were teenagers, we were outside with Dad, just kidding around, and I don’t know how it came up, but Dad said, “I can still outrun you all!”


Being that Dad was kind of overweight, I said, “No, you can’t!”


“Yes, I can,” he insisted, “I can outrun you!”


So Dad challenged us, two young teenagers, to a foot race, right in the middle of Albert Street. There wasn’t a lot of traffic and he was just having fun, so we said, “Okay, Dad.”


We knew we could outrun my dad but we went out into the middle of the street. Then just before we started the race he said, “Now, you all have got to move back a hundred yards and give me a head start!”


“That wasn’t part of the deal!” we said.


“Move back!” he said.


And we did. I don’t even remember the result of that race. It was just so much fun—my brother and I running as fast as we could and my dad just chugging up the street.


Dad may or may not have been able to outrun us, but he had an amazing ability to think on his feet. I’ll never forget the time, many years after that foot race, that by doing so, he got himself out of a jam.


Having walked off my grandparents’ farm when he was eighteen, Dad’s material American dream was to own a Cadillac, the dream car for somebody who had nothing. His family couldn’t afford a car and Dad had never owned one before. So after working three jobs, Dad bought his first one, a black one, and he achieved that American dream.


He kept that car for a while and then he wanted to buy a new one. So he bought a white Cadillac that had all of these extra chrome fixtures on it, including a chrome horse on the front of the hood. That was the era of chrome; today you would call it a drug dealer’s car—you get the image?


He was proud of that car, with all the chrome—I remember thinking it was ostentatious—and he sold me the black one at a very attractive price, so I took it, because we were living in Virginia and we had a lot of driving back and forth to come home, and it was nice to have a comfortable Cadillac to ride in.


Then three or four years later, he decided he wanted to get another car—remember, this was a man who had started with nothing—and because they didn’t have Lexuses or BMWs then, he wanted another Cadillac, and he wanted me to buy the white Cadillac. I said okay and he bought a dark green one, so I asked, “What are you going to do with the black Cadillac?” He said he was going to give it to his father, who was about eighty years old, and was living on the farm in Tennessee.


My dad’s sister had died and we were going to Tennessee for the funeral. As I had bought the white Cadillac, and Dad had to bring the green Cadillac up for the funeral, we ended up having to drive three Cadillacs. On the way from Atlanta to Memphis, you have to go through Alabama and Mississippi, and not much of Arkansas, and then you get into Tennessee. So we’re driving in the South, in a caravan of three Cadillacs, with three black drivers—I was driving the white one, Thurman was driving the black one, and my dad was driving his new green one.
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WHEN HERMAN CAIN SPEAKS, PEOPLE
LISTEN.WHEN HE DEBATES, HE WINS.

If you care about the future of America, you have
heard of the down-to-earth political newcomer
running for president, the straight-talking man of
the people with blunt assessments of what America
needs.  Originally overlooked by mainstream
politicos and media, Herman Cain is truly a
candidate from “outside the Beltway” but no
longer one who is being ignored.

BUT WHO IS HE?

While Herman Cain has been the host of a
popular conservative Atlant-area radio talk show
called The Herman Cain Show, a different name
originally captured American interest. As CEO,
Herman Cain transformed Godfather's Pizza from a
company tectering on the verge of bankruptcy into
a household word, Cain—as those with an interest
in commonsense solutions to political problems will
remember—is also famous for using the language
and logic of everyday business to expose the fallacies
inherent in Clinton assumptions about “Hillarycare”
during a 1994 televised town hall mecting,

WHAT IS HIS STORY?

Herman Cains rise is the embodiment of the
American dream. His parents, Luther and Lenora
Cain, madea living the only way black people could
in the *40s and ’50s. Luther held down three jobs,
including being a chauffeur; Lenora cleaned houses.
‘They had two big dreams: to buy a house and to see
their sons graduate from college. With dedication
and hard work, they made both these dreams
come true. In this thrilling memoir, Herman Cain
describes his past and present . . . and the future
he is determined to create, a future that will put
our country back on track. His message resonates
because he describes the American reality, and his
down-to-carth personal tale of hope and hard work
is both unforgettable and inspirational.

—SRC—

HERMAN CAIN received degrees from Morchouse
College and Purdue University. After working for the
Coca-Cola Company; Pillsbury, and Burger King,
he became CEO of Godfather’ Pizza. Healso served
as CEO and President of the National Restaurant
Association. A resident of Adanta, where he has
lived almost his entire lfe, his greatest joy in life are
is wife, Gloria, and his children and grandchildren.
Visic him on the web at www.hermancain.com.
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identity in terms of “ABC”—as being American first,

black second, and Conservative third?

Ju

who is Herman Cain?

And how did I get this way?

Just a hint: it may have had something to do with lessons

learned from my parents, Lenora and Luther Cain, Jr.
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