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			For Dad,

			who raised us in the faith and left us this Gospel verse before he passed in March of 1976. John 13:33–34: “My children, I will be with you only a little longer. You will look for me…where I am going, you cannot come. A new command I give you: love one another as I have loved you, so you must love one another.”

			For Mom,

			who, through her unconditional love and dedication to her husband and children, provided a home of privilege; not of money or material things, rather, a home where we truly felt loved and valued.

			For my children and grandchildren,

			La Gran Familia Goya,

			and everyone who recognizes the value of family.

		


		
			Foreword

			One of the first times I met Bob Unanue was at the White House in July of 2020—a turbulent time, for those who remember. This was in the midst of the COVID-19 pandemic and the George Floyd riots, and we were leading up to one of the most important elections in our nation’s history.

			In the midst of this uncertainty, President Donald Trump called Bob up to the Rose Garden podium on that sunny summer day, the president and CEO of Goya Foods, and the author of this book.

			It is not hyperbole to say that Bob’s remarks that day captivated not just the audience in front of him, but the nation as a whole. Bob spoke from the heart and shared a powerful message of gratitude for the blessings of life and liberty in America, and his hopes for the future of our country in which those same values could flourish.

			Predictably, he was attacked for embracing conservative values and President Trump’s accomplishments that day. As I have come to know all too well, the Democrat Party becomes absolutely incensed when minorities think for themselves, because it goes against their entire political agenda. The Left wants to keep us divided—by race, by class, by sex, by religion, and everything else you can think of. Bob’s message was exactly the opposite of that: we are one nation, one people, united as children under one glorious Creator—and we should come together to embrace each other and stand up for our values rather than let the voices of division convince us that we are each other’s enemies.

			When a Hispanic American or African American sheds those arbitrary groups and instead calls on us to embrace our shared values as American citizens, the Left attacks because it threatens the very source of their power and control. The attacks are outlandish, unfair, radical, and often even racially charged—but of course, the media gives them a pass, and the cycle continues. Welcome to the world of national politics, Bob!

			After that day, I decided that Bob was someone I would have to get to know better. I soon came to realize that Bob was the perfect embodiment of the American Dream. He grew up in suburban New Jersey, where his family spoke English, despite the fact that his father was a second-generation immigrant. In the Unanue household, they spoke English because they wanted to embrace American values and American culture.

			Bob took over Goya Foods in 2004, making him the third-generation Unanue to run the company. Under Bob, Goya Foods achieved stunning growth, and is now the largest Hispanic-owned food producer in the country.

			Bob loves our country, he loves our values, and above all, he loves our Creator. He gives back to those around him, he invests in our future, and he uses his blessings to do everything in his power to build a better future for our children and grandchildren. Through faith, hard work, and determination, Bob has built not only a wonderful life for himself, but he has also lifted up all those around him along the way. He never relied on government to get where he is today, and he knows firsthand the power of the free market and the ingenuity that is unleashed when government steps back out of the way.

			The media attacked Bob after those remarks not because he did anything wrong; it was because he did everything right. Most of all, they attacked Bob because he had the courage to stand up for what he believes—and for inspiring others to do the same. Of course, their attacks backlashed; the Goya Foods “boycott” quickly turned into a “buy-cott,” and sales boomed after Bob’s Rose Garden appearance. The silent majority stepped up to the plate once again.

			I am honored to call Bob a fellow patriot in the fight to save our country, a cornerstone trustee of my organization, the American Cornerstone Institute, and above all, a friend.

			This book is a magnificent achievement, albeit one of many great accomplishments throughout his life. It tells a story of perseverance, hard work, courage, faith, and God’s guiding hand.

			Bob’s story gives us wisdom to draw from as we navigate the turbulent days ahead, and his life’s example offers us inspiration for our own lives.

			I hope you enjoy this book, learn from its examples, and take its lessons to heart. God bless you, and God bless our great nation.

			—Dr. Ben Carson

		


		
			Introduction

			The road to truth, God, and ultimately, salvation is never an easy one to follow. It is fraught with challenges, criticism, disbelief, and contempt. Saint Matthew put it best, “For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it.” I’ve spent my life trying to walk that narrow road by rooting every decision I’ve ever made in the principles of God, family, and work—the very same principles that guided my father Anthony, who diligently passed them on to each of his children. As a devout Catholic, my belief in God and the Holy Spirit has never wavered despite the incredible pushback, criticism, disbelief, and contempt I have received along the way.

			You likely know me because of my company, Goya Foods, the largest privately owned Hispanic food company in America. Or maybe you know me from what has become a seminal moment in my life—a Rose Garden event at the White House on July 9, 2020, which changed my life forever.

			On that day, I had been invited to speak alongside President Donald Trump at the announcement of the White House Hispanic Prosperity Initiative, which—after years of work by me, Syddia Lee-Chee, my longtime external affairs consultant in Washington, DC, and other prominent Hispanic leaders—was created by the Trump administration to give Hispanic Americans greater access to educational and economic opportunities. When I stepped into the Rose Garden, I was resolute on one thing—our country, my country, had taken a turn for the worse, not just for Hispanics but for all Americans. The COVID-19 pandemic had all but killed the hardworking American spirit upon which this country was founded. Although Goya remained open as an essential business, thousands of companies closed, creating a shutdown of our economy, which would cripple the work ethic and prosperity of our great country.

			For the record, I submit that all businesses are essential.

			People were hurting—some couldn’t put food on the table. So, in addition to the announcement of the White House Hispanic Prosperity Initiative, I would also be announcing that Goya was donating two million pounds of food for our country. (In actuality, it ended up doubling to more than four million pounds.) As a person of faith who loves America, this represented a true honor and privilege.

			The Rose Garden was especially gorgeous on that warm summer afternoon. There I was under a cloudless blue sky standing next to the leader of the free world. It was an incredible feeling. In the shadow of the grand columns, surrounded by white and pink rose shrubs, in the same spot where so many dignitaries had stood over the years, I spoke of my grandfather, Prudencio Unanue, who founded Goya and laid the groundwork for the company that we know and love today. He was a true visionary who lived his life as a builder—a man who created from nothing what we call “this great family” or “La Gran Familia,” basically the thousands of people who make up Goya.

			What happened next, well, it was nothing short of a miracle.

			With President Trump standing to my left and the gaggle of cameras and news reporters assigned to the White House beat before me, I was overcome by the Holy Spirit. The president introduced me and as I began speaking, the words that came from my lips weren’t necessarily my own—they came from divine intervention. I opened my mouth and out came, “We are all truly blessed to have a leader like President Trump, who is a builder, and that’s what my grandfather did. He came to this country to build, to grow, to prosper. And so, we have an incredible builder, and we pray. We pray for our leadership, our president, and we pray for our country, that we will continue to prosper and to grow.”

			“Blessed.”

			The Holy Spirit compelled me to use that word. And I obeyed. But the backlash for doing so came quickly. People who were shocked, dismayed, offended (or all three) that I used the words “blessed” and “President Trump” in the same sentence called for a boycott of Goya products, with the loudest voice coming from a sitting United States congresswoman—a Latina, by the way. The hashtags #BoycottGoya and #Goyaway began trending on social media. News outlets reported on the public outcry and the relentless calls for me to apologize. I’d get calls from these organizations, acting as though they were some sort of tribunal, to come before them and kneel and apologize. I wasn’t about to do that.

			I was sentenced by cancel culture. It came with insults, threats, and a barrage of four-letter words aimed not just at me but also my children and grandchildren. But as the Apostle Paul wrote in 2 Corinthians, “Persecuted but not abandoned, cast down but not destroyed.” God-fearing people, the same ones who put President Trump in the Oval Office in the first place, began buying Goya products in droves. Our sales exploded. What began as a boycott morphed into a “buy-cott.” Marketing experts estimate the media coverage gave Goya nearly $200 million in “earned media” or basically, free advertising. This not only supported Goya as a company but also sent a loud and profound message that God does have a voice. It demonstrated His unmitigated power. There is no human way the reaction could have been so enormous without the hand of God, the Holy Spirit.

			The hail of negativity surrounding the words that God brought to my lips can only be described as the incarnation of evil. It’s just so telling that on a day when President Trump announced an initiative to help Hispanics, nefarious people tried to destroy a family-owned Hispanic business. That’s evil. We were attacked by invoking God, and I didn’t have any control over what would happen to me or Goya. But God protected us. Good always overcomes evil.

			Nothing I said was untrue. We, as a nation, are truly blessed. Everything that has happened to me was God sent. The voice of the Holy Spirit cannot be silenced.

			The series of events that transpired next would change the course and purpose of my life. I was thrust into a limelight brighter than any I had ever encountered. I have since appeared on major television news programs across the country, been written about in a myriad of newspapers and websites. I have faced countless questions about my choice of words on that fateful, sunny day in the Rose Garden. I have been asked about why I refused to apologize to the cancel mob that wanted to destroy me and my company. Easy answer—you never, ever apologize for obeying God and doing the things He’s called you to do and speak. As an aside, for any business leader who stands upon principle, never, ever give in to the cancel mob; all that does is empower it. Have the courage to stand on your beliefs, stand on your principles, and know that in the end your integrity won’t be the only thing intact, your business likely will be too. I’m proof.

			God has led me places where I might never have ventured otherwise. He put a hunger for helping children upon my heart. I was drawn to the plight of those children who suffer at the hands of evil, being trafficked around the world—a multibillion dollar business with the biggest consumers here in our own backyard. Thinking of my own six children and fourteen grandchildren who are the light of my life, I was propelled by the Holy Spirit to bring awareness to this truth—that the children of God cannot be sold. We began an initiative called Goya Cares to reach out to the victims of child trafficking and children who are suffering from mental illness so that they may have hope to live in a world where their life is valued. We try to safeguard children by raising awareness through education and prevention efforts. God opened the door for me to be an executive producer of a wildly successful motion picture that alerted the masses to the dangers of child trafficking—the blockbuster 2023 film, Sound of Freedom. And as the character Vampiro, played by the incredibly talented Bill Camp, says in the film, “When God tells you what to do, you cannot hesitate.” So I did not hesitate to answer the call.

			It’s been an extraordinary ride since that July day in 2020. Opportunities I never could have created for myself have come in abundance and I have seized them. It’s much like what Morgan Freeman, as God, articulates in the 2007 film, Evan Almighty. He says, “Let me ask you something. If someone prays for patience, you think God gives them patience? Or does he give them the opportunity to be patient? If he prayed for courage, does God give him courage, or does he give him opportunities to be courageous? If someone prayed for the family to be closer, do you think God zaps them with warm fuzzy feelings, or does he give them opportunities to love each other?” And that’s what happened to me. God gave me the opportunity to stand for Him and I took it. Now, one day I’m given an opportunity to help produce a motion picture, and the next I’m on television talking about the state of the country and our need to return to God. How does this happen? The Holy Spirit. And why me? I don’t know. I’m not an overly religious “Holy Roller,” but I do know this: He has a message—America must get back to the godly principals upon which it was founded—and if I can be a vessel to spread that message, here am I. Send me.

			This book will detail every act of the Holy Spirit that has been channeled through me, and how He continues to use me as a vessel to trumpet the clarion call that America must return to the principles that made it the greatest nation in the whole of humankind.

			And it all began with one word—

			“Blessed.”

		


		
			In the Beginning

		


		
			Chapter 1

			Our Plans Aren’t Always God’s Plans.

			“Der Mensch Tracht, Un Gott Lacht.”

			Translation: “Man plans, and God laughs.”

			—Yiddish proverb

			Man plans and God laughs. Yes, that old Yiddish expression is true. So many of us plan our lives according to our purpose that we’re often blinded to the reality that our plans aren’t necessarily God’s plans. But when we least expect it, and in ways we never see coming, God tells us it’s time to execute His plan for us. That’s exactly what happened to me. Despite my carefully honed blueprint of working unobtrusively as the CEO of Goya, God had another plan—to take me from my behind-the-scenes comfort zone to a huge, public platform from which to spread His message. When He says it’s time to move, you move.

			I never imagined any of it. I never thought I’d be a somewhat regular staple on cable news. Who could have seen that coming? Not me. I run a food company. Could I have imagined phone calls with the president of the United States? No, I couldn’t. But here’s the special sauce—

			God could.

			Man plans and God laughs, indeed.

			God has opened doors I never could have opened myself. I wouldn’t have that ability. I’d never be able to get tens of thousands of rosaries with a message of love, faith, and hope into war-torn Ukraine on my own. But I’ve done just that. I never envisioned being on a White House commission or as an executive producer of a Hollywood blockbuster. I’ve now done both. That’s how God works sometimes—seemingly insurmountable undertakings assigned to us for which He provides completely. You must be led by faith and belief—not just in Him, but in the knowledge that whatever His task, it’ll be bigger and more profound than anything you could have imagined on your own. You can never outdream God.

			No opportunity since that afternoon in the Rose Garden came about just because I’m Bob Unanue. No, as the Apostle Paul wrote to the Philippians, “For it is God who works in you to will and to act in order to fulfill his good purpose.” God plucked me from obscurity and gave me a platform—a massive platform. But He often uses what you already have to help fulfill His plans for you. Had I not been the CEO of Goya, I likely wouldn’t have had the credibility to approach the president of the United States about anything.

			As the CEO of Goya, I hoped to push the Trump administration to be more involved in the empowerment of Hispanic communities nationwide. It’s the goal I’ve had with every presidential administration. The United States is the second largest Latino country in the world after Mexico, but sadly no administration had gotten that close to our community.

			Then God opened the door.

			Trump appointed me as a member of the President’s Advisory Commission on Hispanic Prosperity. What an incredible honor. The night before we’d be announcing the Hispanic Prosperity Initiative in the Rose Garden (the day I said “blessed”) I’d flown into Washington and checked into the Trump International Hotel on Pennsylvania Avenue, which was just a stone’s throw away from the White House. The hotel has since been sold and rebranded as a Waldorf Astoria. But on that day, the grandeur of what was once the iconic Old Post Office amplified my nervous excitement over a scheduled roundtable in the Cabinet Room that included, among others, President Trump, Jeanette Nuñez, the lieutenant governor of Florida, Jovita Carranza, the forty-fourth treasurer of the United States and the head of the Small Business Administration, Betsy DeVos, the secretary of education, Dan Garza of the LIBRE Initiative, former New Mexico lieutenant governor John Sanchez, and Mexican actor, filmmaker, and political activist, Eduardo Verástegui.

			I’d been to the White House before, but whether it’s one time or a hundred, for any true and patriotic American, entering the gates at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue is a thrill not accurately described in words, and knowing you’re about to meet with some of the most powerful people in the world to engage in helping the Hispanic community, well, that’s another level of awe…and gratitude.

			When I walked into the Cabinet Room, I saw the huge conference table, around which many of history’s most important conversations had taken place. There was the draping, the flags, and the gathered dignitaries. I was excited, nervous, and proud, all at the same time. As I looked around the room, trying to digest it all, I could only imagine what my late father would have thought if he’d have known his son would one day be sitting in the Cabinet Room next to the president of the United States.

			I didn’t have much time to ponder any of that before President Trump entered the room. He’s as charismatic a man as you’re ever likely to meet and his presence certainly filled the entire space. All of us who were seated around the large table were sort of caught up in the enormity of the moment, and before I could say anything, the president, who had yet to take his seat, turned in my direction and said, “That’s the best-looking guy on the planet—better looking than Clark Gable!” We all just started laughing. Okay, full disclosure—Eduardo was seated next to me, and if you’ve ever seen him, you’d agree, he is a very good-looking man.

			Anyway, the president settled in, and as good fortune would have it, I’d been assigned a seat next to him, on his right side. As the conversation moved around the room, with each of us seated at the table sharing a quick comment or two, I was thinking about what I would say. I had nothing scripted and figured I’d just speak off the cuff. That approach has served me pretty well over the years. Though I didn’t know exactly what I would say, the one thing I did know was that God’s hand was on me. I mean, all of a sudden I go from obscurity to being a part of a presidential commission to now being seated at the right hand of the president of the United States—the best spot in the room. That is, without doubt, the hand of God.

			After everyone else had spoken, it was now my turn to speak. It would be an understatement to say I was nervous. Besides the gathered dignitaries and the president, there was the White House press corps, all wearing medical masks since this was in the midst of the pandemic, and a bank of television cameras now trained on me too. I began with some pleasantries, my expression of gratitude for being there, and the thrill that Goya as a whole had for this new initiative. In the news footage from that day, one might not know it to look at me, but I was busting at the seams with excitement over the progress we’d made in helping Hispanic empowerment. One minute and nineteen seconds after I finished speaking, the roundtable adjourned, and the gaggle of reporters began screaming questions at the president as the press office began moving them down to the Rose Garden where my life would change after I spoke one particular word.

			What most people don’t know, given the partisan hoopla surrounding my using the word “blessed,” is that Trump isn’t the first sitting president I’d worked with. Back in 2012, I was honored to have Goya join First Lady Michelle Obama’s “Let’s Move” initiative to promote MiPlato, the Spanish translation of “MyPlate,” to help promote healthy eating and to help alleviate hunger in the Hispanic community.

			“Everything that Goya is doing, from the MiPlato posters and pamphlets to cookbooks and recipes, center around the idea that we parents can make simple changes to help their children lead healthier lives,” said Mrs. Obama, when our partnership was first announced. We worked for years with the Obama administration with great success. It didn’t matter to me that he was a Democrat. Conversely, it didn’t matter to me whether Trump was a Republican. When the president calls, you answer. Period. Political party never mattered to me. These days, respect for the office has gone by the wayside—swept out to sea by waves of division and hate.

			I’d once proudly introduced Barack Obama at a White House event in 2011 and told the gathered crowd how I was “honored and humbled and deeply grateful” to be there with him. I further added, “It’s my great honor and privilege to present to you the president of the United States, who, by being the first African American president, represents the diversity that makes this country so unique and the greatest nation in the world. Ladies and gentleman, President Barack Obama.” Watching the mainstream media in the wake of my Rose Garden comments, would anybody have known that I did that? Of course not, it wasn’t news. No one called for a boycott of Goya. Conservatives weren’t screaming bloody murder and trying to get me fired. In fact, no one from any political persuasion tried to cancel me or demand I apologize. There was no earned media. Not a dime. No doors opened. I wasn’t propelled into ubiquity nor given a platform. Here’s why (besides the media’s long-standing anti-conservative bias and the fact that conservatives don’t cancel people for diversity of thought). There’s a phrase in the book of Esther that says, “…for such a time as this.” What it basically means is that God has His perfect time, His perfect moment, where He calls us to our true purpose—to make a profound difference. So the Rose Garden event with Trump was the “such a time as this.”

			Funny how God always seems to pick what we’d consider the most imperfect time to call us into His purpose. But His timing is always perfect.

			My original plan for meeting Trump was to host him at our Goya distribution center just outside of Houston, Texas, a couple of months prior to my ending up at the White House. I planned to announce a huge food donation to the country and wanted the president there. During this time, we’d been working with food banks, food pantries, soup kitchens, and other partner organizations to make sure the food was distributed directly to the people facing food insecurity and hardships from the direct impact of the pandemic. And due to the pandemic, the president’s team called off the visit. The giant American flag we proudly hung for the occasion still hangs in the distribution center.

			God’s timing is always perfect.

			The Rose Garden comments. “Blessed.” Trump. All of them were the result of God’s perfect timing. The Holy Spirit triggered interviews; triggered talking about God on a very public stage; triggered being offered a rosary that turned into thousands of rosaries; triggered being sent to Poland, on the border of Ukraine, and sending those rosaries into Ukraine; triggered creating Goya Cares and raising awareness of child trafficking; triggered Sound of Freedom and my involvement in it; triggered my new lifelong calling.

			And the Holy Spirit will trigger a spiritual renaissance in America.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			Canceled? Never.

			“To see him attacked, the Goya president, by those who would censor him, those who would ‘woke’ him, is very disappointing but entirely predictable.”

			—Geraldo Rivera on Fox News

			My story, at least this chapter in my life, is a powerful, inspirational story of divine protection, faith, and courage. But in the moments during the Rose Garden speech, I didn’t know any of that nor what evil would be awaiting me.

			Once we’d wrapped up things at the White House, I returned to the hotel. What a day! I was basking in the glow of a day gone very, very well—I mean, come on, the president had just signed a huge initiative and I’d been appointed to a commission that would help Hispanics to prosper. Yes. It had been a great day.

			Then the phone rang.

			A producer from Fox News was on the line asking me to appear on the next morning’s Fox & Friends to discuss the controversy. Controversy? What controversy? I honestly had no idea what they were talking about. But as if on cue, rapid fire text message alerts began lighting up my phone. Goya had become a victim of cancel culture run amuck.

			Prominent Hispanic voices were calling for a boycott of our products. Julian Castro, the former secretary of Housing and Urban Development under Obama tweeted, “Goya Foods has been a staple of so many Latino households for generations. Now their CEO, Bob Unanue, is praising a president who villainizes and maliciously attacks Latinos for political gain. Americans should think twice before buying their products.” Representative Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez weighed in too. “Oh look, it’s the sound of me Googling ‘how to make your own Adobo.’” And Lin-Manuel Miranda, director and star of the Broadway hit Hamilton, jumped on the bandwagon, writing, “We learned to bake bread in this pandemic, we can learn to make our own adobo con pimienta. Bye.”

			What really struck me was the venom directed at a truly Hispanic company by Hispanic people—people who likely grew up eating our products. Goya is a true Hispanic success story. What it really boiled down to was this—the president and CEO of a Hispanic company spoke positively about President Trump. They felt it was a betrayal to the community. But really, when the rubber met the road, the only people who truly felt betrayed were elites like them.

			I accepted the offer to appear on Fox & Friends, and by the time morning rolled around, truth be told, I was strongly determined to make my point. “So, you’re allowed to talk good about or to praise one president, but you’re not allowed—when I was called to be part of this commission to aid in economic and educational prosperity and you make a positive comment, all of a sudden that’s not acceptable,” I told the panel. I made it clear I felt no remorse for being complimentary of Trump nor for accepting the invite in the first place. “If you’re called by the president of the United States, you’re going to say, ‘No, I’m sorry, I’m busy. No thank you?’ I didn’t say that to the Obamas, and I didn’t say that to President Trump.”

			A short time later during the same program Geraldo Rivera recounted how, when he was a boy, Goya products were present at almost every meal in his home, and how unfortunate it was that I was a victim of cancel culture. “To see him attacked, the Goya president, by those who would censor him, those who would ‘woke’ him is very disappointing but entirely predictable given the climate of the times where if you don’t tow the liberal line, you get attacked six weeks to Sunday.”

			I found myself on CNN, ABC, CBS, MSNBC, Fox News, and essentially every major news outlet in the English-speaking world. Oh, and in the Spanish-speaking world too since I was a fixture on both Univision and Telemundo. There wasn’t a single day that I wasn’t on television somewhere. I woke up every day to a new headline. And social media? Forget it. I was everywhere.

			The next day I agreed to be a guest on The Ingraham Angle on Fox News. Yes, another Fox News program. I’d been besieged with requests for comment by essentially every news network and publication, and after much thought, I’d concluded it was best to stay in the zone of “friendly fire,” so to speak.

			Just before introducing me, host Laura Ingraham lambasted Hispanic liberals like Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, not just for their intolerance, but for their lack of gratitude. “Not only is AOC attempting to destroy a Hispanic success story—she is spitting in the face of someone who has likely helped her and her constituents get fed. In the past few months alone, Goya has donated millions of pounds of food to the U.S. food banks, including 100,000 pounds to the New York City Food Bank to be distributed to families in need during the COVID-19 pandemic,” Ingraham said.

			She continued, comparing me to sports figures and all manner of celebrities who’d been forced to apologize for standing with President Trump, and asked whether I, too, would apologize. I boldly and proudly proclaimed, “Hell no. Hell no!”

			Why would I apologize? If you apologize to these people, it only feeds and empowers them. Besides, I owed them nothing. Not a thing. It’s people like AOC, Julian Castro, Lin-Manuel Miranda, and their so-called progressive ilk whose intolerance and divisiveness are destroying this country.

			People like that are deranged. Truly. To destroy others over a difference of political opinion, that’s twisted, and just plain evil. They were openly calling for the destruction of a business without any concern—none, whatsoever—of how it would affect the more than four thousand people employed by Goya, most of them Hispanic.

			I was being threatened. My children were being threatened. My grandchildren were being threatened. Goya hired a crisis management team to mitigate damage to the brand. But as they say, a funny thing happened on the way to the forum. We never lost our core customers, and, in fact, we gained millions more.

			The leftist boycott landed with a thud. I watched as Goya sales went through the roof. Literally, every day when I’d see the numbers, I’d say “Wow!” There was even a guy in Arlington, Virginia—Casey Harper, a producer for commentator Eric Bolling’s show, America This Week—who started a GoFundMe campaign to raise money to buy our products, which he would then donate to several food pantries in the Washington, DC, area. He raised more than $300,000! Then there were the messages I’d received from so many people pledging to support Goya by buying our products. I had to laugh when one guy said to me, “I have absolutely no idea what to do with any of your products, but I’m going to the store and buying everything they’ve got.”

			One morning I got a phone call from the White House, and on the other end of the line was a chuckling President Trump who joked, “I hear I’m making you rich! Your products are flying off the shelf!” We had a good laugh. But, on a serious note, he also told me that I had courage in standing up to the bullies of cancel culture. If there’s anyone who knows a thing or two about standing up to the evil forces trying to destroy you, it’s most assuredly Donald Trump. The president posted a photo on Twitter (now X) of himself in the Oval Office giving a “thumbs up” to the Goya products lined up on the Resolute desk, and later a tweet with the caption, “I [heart] Goya.” Even his daughter, Ivanka, showed her support for us by tweeting a photo with her holding a can of our black beans, with this incredible (and true) caption—“If it’s Goya, it has to be good.”

			Predictably, this seemingly innocent act was criticized by left-wing nuts who, to this day, still try to claim that the president’s support for Goya was illegal. I fully believe that if the Biden administration and the leftist power elites weren’t so busy harassing Donald Trump with frivolous legal cases, they’d have charged him and Ivanka with corruption by now, all for daring to hold a can of Goya beans.

			The extreme Left’s hypocrisy is always so obvious. So, it’s okay for elected officials, such as AOC, to boycott a company but not okay for elected officials to defend the same company?

			Regardless, our sales climbed so dramatically that I decided to reward AOC, since she was one of the people responsible. That’s when I named her Goya’s “Employee of the Month.” AOC’s scheme to ruin us ended up working about as well as one of Wile E. Coyote’s ACME missiles in those old Road Runner cartoons. The late radio legend, Rush Limbaugh, caught wind of what I’d done in naming AOC the “Employee of the Month” and called it out during one of his shows later that year. “I love people that think that way. I love people that react that way. It’s just fabulous,” he told his legions of listeners. Rush even included the story in his final book.

			People like AOC are so blinded by rage that the good someone does never rises above their politics. My longtime working relationship with the Obamas meant nothing. Goya giving away millions of pounds of food to the disadvantaged meant nothing. Using the word “blessed” in the Rose Garden next to Donald Trump canceled out all that goodwill, so, in their minds, I had to be canceled. I’m sorry, but that’s insane.

			But here’s the lesson of which they have no grasp—what God has blessed cannot be cursed. It was no accident that Goya sales blew up. How does a company go from the merciless attacks of people hellbent on destroying it to not just surviving, but thriving? The answer is easy—the intervention of God and the Holy Spirit.

			In the Bible, the book of Daniel tells the story of three guys named Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego. They were wise, righteous men in Babylon who, despite threats to their lives, refused to bow down to golden idols as ordered by King Nebuchadnezzar. As described by Daniel, “Nebuchadnezzar said to them, ‘Is it true, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, that you do not serve my gods or worship the image of gold I have set up? Now when you hear the sound of the horn, flute, zither, lyre, harp, pipe, and all kinds of music, if you are ready to fall down and worship the image I made, very good. But if you do not worship it, you will be thrown immediately into a blazing furnace.’”
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