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			PROLOGUE


			Follow the Music

			This book has probably been building inside me ever since I was stopped cold at the age of three by the music of Tito Puente coming from radios on the streets of the Bronx.

			But it wasn’t until a few decades later that I really started to pay attention to the unfolding story that’s at the heart of A New America—and the basis for The Latin Explosion, the HBO documentary that I produced in 2015. The turning point in my awareness came in the wake of a conversation with Gloria Estefan that took place back in 1992, about four years after I took over at Sony Music.

			“Gloria and I want to talk to you about the next album,” her husband, Emilio, had announced on the phone one day in his rich Cuban accent. Without much more of an explanation, he asked me to come to Miami so that we could discuss everything in person.

			The Estefans were already family to me—especially after the eventful four years we’d shared since I’d come on board as president at Sony. Prior to that time, my journey in the music industry had taken me from my first career as an artist/musician to learning the ropes of music publishing to making a name for myself as a manager for such acts as Hall and Oates, John Mellencamp, and Carly Simon. As it happened, one of the first pieces of business to cross my desk at Sony had been the pending release of a new Gloria Estefan album. Up until then, Gloria and Emilio and their band had performed and recorded as the Miami Sound Machine. This new release, however, would be the first to feature Gloria’s name out front and had the potential, in my view, to truly position her as the next global superstar. But after reviewing the album cover and all the other marketing elements, I came to the conclusion that we needed to develop a much stronger campaign. So I stopped the release in its tracks to revamp everything.

			Instead of being upset, Gloria and Emilio were thrilled to have someone at the label who cared and understood what they were all about—and who was willing to reach into the deep pockets of the corporation to boost them to the next level. There may have been some initial resistance at the company to the money I budgeted for marketing the album, but nobody complained when Cuts Both Ways went on to exceed everybody’s highest hopes—selling many millions of copies worldwide.

			Then, in March 1990, while they were on tour for the album, came the terrible accident on a snowy interstate in Pennsylvania when a tractor-trailer plowed into the Estefans’ tour bus, hurling Gloria off a couch inside where she’d been sleeping. After she was lifted out through the smashed windshield, the word was that she might end up a paraplegic. Emilio’s first call to me was to say she was going to have surgery the next day. Instead, I was able to get them to hold off so we could locate the leading spine surgeons in New York City and have Gloria flown in on a medevac helicopter. During the four-hour operation that followed, surgeons inserted two eight-inch metal rods inside of her to align and fuse her vertebrae.

			The public outpouring of support and prayers was incredible. Gloria’s determination throughout the brutal rehabilitation was superhuman. Less than a year after the accident, she returned to the stage at the American Music Awards to sing “Coming Out of the Dark,” the first single to be released from her next album, Into the Light—which kicked off an enormously successful tour that culminated with her unforgettable performance at the Super Bowl halftime show in Minneapolis.

			And that’s where we were when Emilio asked me to come to Miami and meet with him and Gloria in person to talk about what was to come next. Here’s what I knew: Timing was everything. If ever there was a time to take Gloria completely over the top with her next move, it was right then. She could now release a pop album, attach it to a world tour, and easily double the sales of her last album.

			But as I was about to hear loud and clear, Gloria and Emilio wanted to go in another direction. In those days, I spent so much time in Miami that instead of working from a hotel I actually rented a house on Star Island that belonged to the Estefans—whose main residence was nearby. To give you an idea of how close we were, later on I even built my own home next to theirs, which would be paradise found for me; that is, until I was no longer spending as much time in Miami and subsequently sold it to P. Diddy.

			In the meantime, there I am in the backyard of this rented house on Star Island, having just arrived from New York and taking a few minutes to enjoy the lush tropical setting with a view of the bay and the Miami skyline beyond, when Emilio stops by to broach the subject of this new album. It’s what they’ve wanted to do for a while—an all-Spanish album release that honored their Cuban roots.

			Now, of course, I got it. But anybody with experience in the industry would see how risky that could be. An unexpected turn could cut Gloria’s audience in half at precisely the time we were hoping to double it. Besides, Sony had never released a foreign-language album the way you would a pop album. On top of that, I knew just how many walls had to be smashed down to make an all-Spanish album successful. The only way to do it—and not have extreme pushback at Sony—would be to release it after the next pop blockbuster album.

			And that’s what I say to Emilio, telling him, “Listen, it’s a great idea. We’ll make that album soon. But you have to get her to make another pop album first.” Then I point out how we’ve been rolling off these monster Top 40 hits. “Emilio, it makes no sense to stop that momentum and drop a Spanish album now. We can do one and we should, but not as the very next album.”

			Emilio shrugs and says, “You don’t understand. This is more important to her than anything right now in her life.” Then, almost nervously, he adds that Gloria wants to speak with me alone.

			This was very rare. Emilio always handled the business side of things.

			“Sure,” I said. “Lemme talk to her. She doesn’t get it.”

			That’s me—no, not Latino but third-generation Italian and from the Bronx, where I was raised not to mince words or go against what I know is the right thing to do, in principle or in practice.

			Even so, I’m not prepared for the steely conviction I see in Gloria when, a short time later, the two of us sit down in this same backyard of their house I’m renting on Star Island. As close as we’ve become by this point, I’ve never seen her act or react like this—with an expression on her face and a tone as serious as someone walking into a court of law.

			Everything is quiet. There are none of the usual tropical breezes blowing, no sounds of insects or birds or even of the ocean next to us. Before I can begin, Gloria opens the discussion, laying out her case.

			“Doing an album in all Spanish is everything to me, and I know in my heart and in my soul it’s what I have to do now. This music is where I come from—my roots, my Cuban roots. I have to go back to that. I can’t go forward unless I do this first. This is in my blood. This is me. This says everything about what I am and who I am . . .”

			Maybe, I think, this is the direction that has always been inside her. Or maybe this is a priority that’s surfaced during the grueling rehab. Whatever it is, I continue to listen as she draws from every emotion, accessing the experience of leaving Cuba at two years old and recalling her father’s return to fight during the Bay of Pigs invasion, along with many of Emilio’s experiences too.

			Gloria stays laser focused on my eyes as she describes the importance of honoring not only her musical roots and the heroes who influenced her as an artist but her relatives and other Cubans, those who left and those who didn’t. She goes on and on, laying out her case with power and passion, until finally she stops talking.

			“Okay, are you done?” I ask.

			“Yes.”

			“Okay,” I say. “So then let’s do it.”

			That moment was a turning point for both of us. Gloria had been so convincing that she disarmed me. No easy feat. She reminded me, above all, that she was the artist and that my job, ultimately, was to be the conduit for what the artist wanted to put out to the world. Yes, I could help guide and direct it, as I’d done my whole career. But at the end of the day the artist is the artist, and I respect the artist more than anything. And she gave me probably the most persuasive and compelling argument that I’d ever heard.

			So when I looked her in the eye and said we would do it, that I believed in her and that I believed in her album, my next statement was “Let’s go. We’ll roll it out and we’ll go all the way. And I’m with you a thousand percent. Nothing will stop us.”

			That was it. We stood up and embraced and then went to work. The album, brilliantly conceived and delivered by Gloria and Emilio, was called Mi Tierra—My Homeland—and used original songs that called up the classic Cuban traditions of bolero, son, and danzón. Legendary musicians were summoned for the album. From composer and bassist Cachao López, the inventor of the mambo, to jazz trumpeter Arturo Sandoval, to the London Symphony Orchestra, to the immortal Tito Puente on conga and timbales.

			It was an amazing album, a groundbreaking work of art, and one I knew would be successful. But I never thought we would go on to sell nine million copies—a huge hit in every country of the world. Mi Tierra made music history as the highest-selling Spanish-language album ever released. Billboard had to create a whole new way of tracking Latin albums because Mi Tierra stayed in that record-breaking number one spot for fifty-eight weeks!

			None of that could have been predicted in the immediate aftermath of our talk that day when Gloria sat down to meet with me and explain what was in her heart to do. But soon afterward I began to see the bigger picture—that by doing this album we were building a cornerstone, not only in her career and in her life, but, in fact, in the world of Latinos and Latin music. Mi Tierra was that cornerstone to the platform for everything that came after it in the way of Spanish-language music and for all other Latino artists. Even today, it is still regarded as the Holy Grail by everyone who was part of the musical Latin Explosion that happened next.

			The bigger picture I’m talking about is what ultimately inspired this book. And yet it was almost twenty years later when the story I wanted to tell finally crystallized for me—on a night in November 2012 as the presidential election returns were playing out on TV and my daughter Sabrina, then five years old, asked me a simple question: “Papi, will President Obama win?”

			My wife, Thalia Sodi, who was born and raised in Mexico City, sat beside me holding our son, five-month-old Matthew, and she echoed the question in Spanish. When we first met—after being introduced by none other than Gloria and Emilio—Thalia, already a Mexican telenovela star and famous recording artist, was on her way to becoming an extraordinarily successful entrepreneur. In the early days of our courtship, Thalia didn’t speak much English and my Spanish was limited. We pushed through our language barrier and were now raising our kids in a bilingual household.

			In any language, the answer to Sabrina’s question as to who was going to win the presidency came down to the graphic map on the screen. The blue states were Obama’s and the red states were for Romney. But the determining factor in who would win? The answer that I kept hearing commentators say over and over came down to one single phrase: the Latino vote.

			All along I had seen and felt the power of this movement as it built. At Sony, I was there as it came to the fore when we propelled the Latin Explosion, launching the careers of such music icons as Ricky Martin, Jennifer Lopez, Marc Anthony, and Shakira—and, in turn, sending tremors of change into every aspect of the entertainment world and contemporary American culture.

			Still, it’s hard to convey how stunning it was for me to witness the result of the presidential election and how it put into perspective what the power of Latinos had already become, and would continue to become. Back when I was growing up in the Bronx, Latinos were 1 percent of the US population. Now it was predicted that by 2040 they would be the largest percentage of any population group. And on a night in November 2012, Latinos reelected President Obama with 71 percent of their vote. It dawned on me then that my two youngest children would one day become part of that same Latino voting bloc that is going to influence every presidential election to come. Within my lifetime I had witnessed a shift that was going to be even more powerful than that of the baby boomers.

			Next stop? La Casablanca, baby!

			This is, after all, the unvarnished promise of the American dream. You know that those same people who are now the backbone of the workforce today—whether it’s in construction, hotel and restaurant work, landscaping, all the various odd jobs that not a lot of people want to do—will be the doctors, lawyers, and leading professionals of tomorrow. And sooner rather than later, maybe much sooner, we will absolutely have a Latino president.

			As Latinos grow in number and continue to move on up, we as a country are the beneficiaries. In all their diversity, they share the richness of their culture in every arena, their sense of pride, their love of family, their respect for heritage and roots, their passion, joy, food, and faith—all the things they do here for America that only strengthen and enrich us all.

			A New America celebrates those contributions and marks the major milestones—musical and otherwise—that I hope will speak to our collective journey as the multicultural country we are. It’s true that I’m not a historian, and I don’t want to claim to be one, but I believe passionately that the trajectory of Latinos, right now, is one of the most significant unfolding stories of our time.

			Incidentally, I am aware that there is an ongoing controversy about whether the terms “Latino,” “Hispanic,” and “Latin” can or should be used for different reasons or interchangeably to refer to people who self-identify as Spanish speakers or as their descendants or who come from countries/backgrounds once colonized by Spain (or one of its neighbors) or who are from indigenous lineages that were under Spanish-speaking control. Certainly, everyone can self-identify by where they or their parents and grandparents were from—Mexican, Puerto Rican, Cuban, and so on. So, for simplicity’s sake, I opt to use “Latino” rather than “Hispanic.” As my wife points out, “Hispanic” should really refer to anyone from Hispaniola, the island that is home to Haiti and the Dominican Republic.

			Besides, “Hispanic,” to me, is a gringo term, just kind of homogenized. It’s totally gringo. Like Taco Bell. No offense. “Latin” isn’t much better. You can call music or food “Latin,” which is short for “Latin American,” but when you use it to refer to people, it’s kind of sanitized too, in my opinion. But “Latino” and “Latina” are not gringo terms, even if they don’t really refer to anyone outside of the United States. So there you go.

			My point is that Latinos are now the most important, powerful demographic in this country. And for our future they offer the most important and powerful voice of our time. As consumers, Latinos represent more than 1.5 trillion dollars’ annual spending, which by itself would constitute the sixteenth largest economy in the world. Over the last several years, Latino businesses have jumped by an astonishing 43 percent. This economic influence alone is a force of nature—one that we ignore only at our peril.

			In proclaiming this phenomenon and honoring those who have broken countless barriers in the process, I have chosen to follow the music—as Gloria Estefan sings in “Mi Tierra,” the title song from her album that tells the story of a man longing for his “beautiful homeland,” his “saintly homeland,” who finds his way back to where he comes from and to who he is by following the music.

			There is no question but that the surge in the cultural dominance of Latinos in the United States is directly linked to the music and entertainment industries, along with accomplishments in a range of other areas. What music and entertainment did, more than anything, was not only to create opportunities for Latinos but also to garner greater recognition of them in the mainstream.

			Just think about the fact that in 1951—when I Love Lucy made its debut and Desi Arnaz first sang out his clarion call of “Babalú!”—there were fewer than 4 million Latinos in America. There will be 150 million by 2040.

			That’s proof enough for my stance that if we follow the music, the rhythms, the songs, and the stories that opened so many doors for Latinos in the past, we then can see and hear the possibilities of where we’re all going.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE


			Honey, I’m Home!

			When I came to America in 1950, you didn’t hear of any Latin artists on any American records. If anybody opened the doors so that I could do what I’m doing it was Desi Arnaz. And I assure you that every Latin performer would tell you the same.

			—JOSÉ FELICIANO

			Music is where I come from. All kinds of music.

			In my neighborhood of the Bronx when I was growing up as a kid in the 1950s, music was everywhere—all around us, in our home, in nearby households, in the record stores, in shops and restaurants, in the nightclubs and bars, and on the street. It was played by everyone who was part of the real melting pot that made up our working-class borough of New York City. Latin music was a major chord, without any of us thinking of it as such, and it became a huge part of the sound track of our lives.

			Maybe that’s why a touchstone for me has always been that distant memory of being three years old and walking through the Grand Concourse in the Bronx—holding my mother’s hand—and being completely captivated by the sound of Tito Puente and his band being played on a radio somewhere, loud enough for everyone to hear.

			Everything about what I heard—the Afro-Cuban rhythm driven by percussion and wailing horns—must have gone straight into my DNA as I stopped and pulled away from my mother so I could listen more closely. The effect was that of thousands of years of drumbeating contained in one amazing rhythm crashing into the curiosity of a child.

			As Gloria Estefan has observed, the very first communication that we have as human beings is the drum—as natural as the human heartbeat. So our response to percussion and rhythm is at our most primal level. We don’t have to understand it. It either moves us or it doesn’t.

			At three years old, I was moved forever. Not only because of the music, but also because of the joy that accompanied it. I’ll never forget my mother’s reaction. Instead of hurrying me along to wherever we were supposed to be, she stopped to watch me absorb it and, with a beautiful smile on her face, started to clap to the music, encouraging me to clap along too. Right then and there, she took my hands and began to dance with me on the street.

			This wasn’t an isolated incident. Music was a staple in our household. My mother sang, my father played the piano, my uncle played the guitar, and my sisters sang—in harmony. Whenever there were occasions for a get-together, the three things we could count on were lots of family members, lots of food—we’re Italian, after all—and music, music, music.

			As the youngest of four kids, I especially wanted to be a part of all the music that mattered to my three older sisters—Jean and Joan (twins) and Mary Ann—who used to dance the cha-cha at home in our house, tuning in to radio shows or playing records of the hottest Latin bandleaders, like Xavier Cugat and Perez Prado. My parents, in these same years, used to frequent the Latin Quarter and the Copa and other upscale nightclubs where you could dance and listen to those very bandleaders. Whenever they returned from going out nightclubbing with friends, my parents would usually bring home a photograph of the two of them—all decked out in this upscale, glamorous world. I still own those big black-and-white photos of my father and mother, souvenirs of that period in time when Latin music gained its first foothold in the United States.

			The story of how that happened takes us back to 1930—when the population of Latinos in this country was in the vicinity of one million people. Earlier, during World War I, when huge numbers of American men were sent to fight in Europe and industries found themselves with a gaping hole in their workforce, the call had gone south of the border: “Hey, c’mon up! Plenty of work here!” But as soon as the war ended and the soldiers returned, the message to those same Latinos was very different: “Hey, you can’t have our jobs. Get out!”

			There was nothing new in this country about anti-immigrant resentment or outright xenophobia—hatred, fear, and bigotry toward anything foreign or “other.” But what changed, especially as the country sank deeper into the Great Depression, were the measures being taken to keep the others out. For the first time, the government began imposing limits on the number of immigrants allowed in the US. In addition to an official “border control” created by Congress, for the first time the country began to see mass deportations of Mexican-Americans.

			We’re talking about eighty-five years ago, more or less, in a climate that was far from welcoming to immigrants in any form. And yet, against those odds, one very catchy little tune arrived to stay.

			•   •   •

			“Maniiiiiiiiiiiiiiii . . .”

			The song was called “El Manisero.” “The Peanut Vendor.” You may have never heard of it but, trust me, it struck a chord. The song landed on our shores somewhat differently than the majority of Latinos. It didn’t come looking for work. And it wasn’t running from political turmoil. It reached America because an American heard it in Cuba, and once it was brought here suddenly it spread like crazy because of what I consider to be the essential ingredients of Latin music—infectious rhythms, and a feeling that is pure sexy and, above all, danceable.

			When Don Azpiazu and His Havana Casino Orchestra brought the song to a nightclub in New York City, his version would be credited with igniting the rumba dance craze; and seventy years later his recording would be voted into the Latin Grammy Hall of Fame. For good reason. After RCA Victor made a deal to release Azpiazu’s 78 rpm single, “El Manisero” went on to become the first Latin record to sell a million copies. It was a pivotal moment that brought together a Spanish song and an American label—complete with the iconic RCA Victor dog staring at the gramophone on the center of the record.

			The song needed an American company for a crossover to mainstream consumers. Given the sparse population of Latinos in the early 1930s, this was a market that had little commercial influence. What’s more, the numbers were separated by geography—with mostly Puerto Ricans on the East Coast and Mexicans in the Southwest and West. Again, in these days Latinos were not yet called “Latinos” and the process of self-identifying based on national heritage was common. Needless to say, this was a disparate group without the economic power that would happen eight decades later when multiple generations of Americans from twenty-three Spanish- and Portuguese-speaking countries in the Caribbean and Central and South America would be united in a broad demographic bloc.

			So it was up to American record companies, movie studios, and even American musicians and actors to bring a song in Spanish to the American public.

			Groucho Marx whistled “The Peanut Vendor” in the movie Duck Soup. Cary Grant sang it in Only Angels Have Wings. Louis Armstrong performed it in English and scat; only a few years later Louis’ trumpet introduced much of America to “La Cucaracha”—the Mexican song about the cockroach that has lost one of its legs and is trying to walk on the other five.

			The Latin music ripple effect had begun, ready for a larger-than-life persona by the name of Xavier Cugat to turn it into a wave. Before he even took up residence as the bandleader of the club at the Waldorf-Astoria—where he reigned for seventeen years—Cugat had become a musical movie star right around the same time that the silent screen was being replaced by the talkies. Flamboyant to the hilt, Xavier Cugat was a character the camera loved. Dressed for a bullfight while holding his baton in one hand and his pet Chihuahua in the other, he brought signature style to everything he did. At the Waldorf, he was a celebrity from the start, setting the bar for all the other nightclubs to try to catch up.

			More than that, as a leading figure who served as a bridge between Latin music and mainstream American music, he would have a tremendous impact on the many Latino musicians and artists he influenced. Part of his ability to do all that had to do with his own story and the fact that he, himself, came to the US via a bridge: Cuba.

			Born in Spain in 1900, Xavier was a boy when his family relocated to Havana—after his father had problems with the Spanish political regime at the time. In Cuba, Xavier began studying the violin, soon mastering his art by practicing nine hours a day. As fate would have it, he was chosen to perform as first violinist at a concert in Havana along with the famed Italian tenor Enrico Caruso—who was so impressed that he offered to introduce Xavier to the right people in America. Based on that offer, the twenty-one-year-old Cugat and his family made the move to the United States, only to learn a short while later that Caruso had died. That left Xavier Cugat to figure out how to survive on his own—which led to his distinctive look and style that called to Hollywood.

			Why the change in the game plan? Well, as Cugat later put it, he’d rather play the Chiquita Banana jingle and have a swimming pool in Beverly Hills than play Bach and starve.

			As a nightclub bandleader and recording artist, Cugat studied trends carefully, and became a master at fusing Latin music with the culture and customs of his growing American audience. For example, on the screen or in the club, he’d always make sure to position beautiful Latina dancers doing the steps to the rumba, the cha-cha, or the mambo right next to his musicians, so that anyone could follow the moves and make them their own. He might release an album that called attention to the Mexican hit “Bésame Mucho” or bring Latin flavor to a non-Latin song like “Begin the Beguine.” Frank Sinatra sang to Cugat’s Latin rhythm when they recorded “Stars in Your Eyes,” and Cugat had fun mixing the cultures in pieces like “She’s a Bombshell from Brooklyn (and Not from Brazil).”

			Much of what I knew of Xavier Cugat and the era he ushered in of upscale nightclub crowds in white tails and furs—which were still going strong in the 1950s—came from my parents’ accounts. Later on, however, in the sixties and seventies, Cugat became very familiar to me and known to most of the world because of his wife, Charo, the singer and hugely talented classical guitarist from Spain who had been trained by the legendary Andres Segovia, and who was a character in her own right. How could anyone miss Charo? With the big tits and her “cuchi, cuchi” and an accent you needed subtitles to follow even when she was speaking English, she was almost a comedy act, setting up the Latina bimbo archetype—one that would not do too badly later on for Sofía Vergara, currently the highest-paid female in television.

			Remarkably, Xavier Cugat left his stamp on every aspect of the entertainment industry, and he did it across seven decades. But I think his most significant contribution was how he used his own success to fuel the success of other Latino bandleaders, musicians, and performers. None more so than one struggling Cuban immigrant who, more than anyone else, would change the way Latinos were perceived across the country, taking them from immigrants and outsiders to family members who belonged. That historic transformation would be trumpeted by just three words that still reverberate.

			“Honey, I’m hoooooome.”

			•   •   •

			For me to truly set the stage that made the ascent of Desi Arnaz both possible and still improbable, I have to describe some of the crosscurrents that play into our larger story. None of this, by the way, was on my radar when I was growing up in the Bronx and falling in love with Latin music by osmosis. Not only that, but in my family and neighborhood—at least the way that I was raised—differences weren’t seen as a threat.

			But that wasn’t the case in lots of places in the country—although only in looking back have I come to recognize the extent of the overt discrimination and the obstacles that towered in front of most Latinos. One of the most dramatic and visual examples of what it was like for a brown-skinned person in the 1930s was captured in a Los Angeles mural entitled America Tropical, which was painted by Mexican painter David Alfaro Siqueiros, a contemporary of Diego Rivera. After he was commissioned by a high-society patron to perhaps paint a portrait of happy peasants laboring away, Alfaro used his art for social commentary and portrayed a brown man being crucified by an eagle. Instead of the offended locals addressing the controversy, the mural was promptly whitewashed. As if it had never existed. The commission was canceled and Alfaro was sent back to Mexico. The whitewashing of the concerns of people of color was to be an ongoing issue and outrage.

			Prevalent barriers to equal treatment under the law were overt and covert. The signs of Jim Crow, seen in restaurants and other places of business, were overt: “No Dogs, Negroes, or Mexicans.” Or the racism could come in institutional forms. Take the fact that even in the early fifties in Texas, American citizens of Mexican descent from families who had been living in the US for many generations were not allowed in the jury box of most counties in the state. What could be more unconstitutional? And that was the question to be posed by a group of sharp Mexican-American lawyers led by Gustavo Garcia and Carlos Cadena—who had been looking for just the right opening to challenge the status quo by filing suit against the state.

			It was a case that erupted from a stupid bar fight that would have been forgotten over time had it not managed to land in front of the Supreme Court. As the accounts had it, there were these two guys in a rowdy cantina in Jackson County, Texas, and they got into it about—what else?—women.

			One was a migrant field hand with a bum leg by the name of Pete Hernandez. The other, Joe Espinosa, was a tenant farmer. So Espinosa, full of swagger about how the girls love a real man like him, is giving Hernandez shit about his gimpy leg and how no woman is even going to look at a cripple like him. Hernandez, not taking the comments kindly, goes home, gets a rifle, returns to the cantina, and shoots Espinosa dead.

			The jury in Jackson County, Texas, couldn’t have been handed a more open-and-shut case. Hernandez was convicted, and normally that would have been the end of it. Except for the fact that Hernandez was an American citizen, and therefore entitled to a fair trial before a jury of his peers. Cadena and Garcia were out to prove that Hernandez couldn’t possibly receive a fair trial because he had no Mexican-American peers on the jury. Furthermore, as the lawyers built their argument, they revealed that not a single Mexican-American had been allowed in the jury box of the Jackson County courthouse during the previous twenty-five years.

			The suit did not succeed at the state level, but Cadena and Garcia appealed to the US Supreme Court. The significance of this case, Hernandez v. Texas, was that it championed the rights of a group of people who were simply struggling to be seen and to exist. To the Mexican-American community this was so important that many wanted to be there in person to cheer the lawyers on and hand them whatever little money they could to help with legal expenses. It was the first time that Mexican-American lawyers had ever argued before the highest court in the land.

			Of the nine white Supreme Court justices, one of them actually asked Cadena why he referred to his client as a

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING
AUTHOR oF HITMAKER

TOMMY
MOTTOLA

INSPIRED BY THE HB® DOCUMENTARY

THE LATIN EXPLOSION

A NEW
AM CA

HOW MUSIC RESHAPED THE CULTURE AND FUTURE

OF A NATION AND REDEFINED MY LIFE





OEBPS/image/9780451467782_NewAmerica_TX.jpg
A NEW
AMERICA

HOW MUSIC RESHAPED
THE CULTURE AND FUTURE OF A NATION
AND REDEFINED MY LIFE

TOMMY MOTTOLA

CELEBRA
NEW YORK





OEBPS/image/Penguin_Logo.jpg








