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CHAPTER 1

DISASTER IN THE GULF

It was a misty Sunday morning, May 2, and I was standing with my chief of staff, Timmy Teepell, on the tarmac of the Louis Armstrong International Airport in New Orleans. Air Force One had just touched down on the runway. It was a tense time in Louisiana, in fact, all along the Gulf coast. It had been almost two weeks since the Deepwater Horizon oil well had blown, killing eleven workers, and now oil was spewing into the Gulf of Mexico, and this was the first time the president visited. The spill was growing in size by the hour and moving ever closer to the delicate shoreline of Louisiana. To us it felt like a slow moving invasion: you could see it coming, it was getting closer, and little seemed to be happening to stop it.

Air Force One slowly eased toward us, and moments later the White House staff emerged. A member of the advance team took Timmy aside for a private chat with White House Chief of Staff Rahm Emanuel. Moments later the president emerged, and as his feet hit the runway pavement I extended a hand of greeting. “Hello, Mr. President.”

President Obama quickly put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me aside. It was then that I realized this was not going to be an ordinary greeting.

I was expecting words of concern about the oil spill, worry about the pending ecological disaster, and words of confidence about how the federal government was here to help. Or perhaps he was going to vent about BP’s slow response. But no, the president was upset about something else. And he wanted to talk about, well, food stamps. Actually, he wanted to talk about a letter that my administration had sent to Secretary of Agriculture Tom Vilsack a day earlier.

The letter was rudimentary, bureaucratic, and ordinary. “We are formally requesting that you authorize under the OPA [Oil Pollution Act] the distribution of commodities to disaster relief agencies and the state. ...” We had also sent out requests for federal assistance on fisheries failure and job assistance. In this instance, we were simply asking the federal government to authorize food stamps for those who were now unemployed because of the oil spill. Governors regularly make these sorts of requests to the federal government when facing a disaster.

But somehow, for some reason, President Obama had personalized this. And he was upset.

There was not a word about the oil spill. He was concerned about looking bad because of the letter. “Careful,” he said to me, “this is going to get bad for everyone.”

My first thought was: Are you kidding? We’ve got millions of gallons of oil lurking off shore and you’re concerned about this? My words to him were more measured. “We haven’t criticized you about food stamps, Mr. President. What I’m frustrated about is resources. We still don’t have the boom and skimmers we need to fight this oil spill.”

A few feet away, Rahm Emanuel and Timmy were having a similar conversation. But Emanuel was being less delicate. “If you have a problem,” he told Timmy, “pick up the f—n’ phone.” (Rahm is well known in Washington for his inability to communicate without swearing.)

The president never raised his voice. But you could tell that he was oddly irritated and annoyed by this particular letter. I was truly stunned. It would be one thing if they had been angry about the failed response to the oil spill or concerned about the pending ecological disaster or frustrated with BP. There were plenty of real things to be upset about. But mad about a letter to the Ag Secretary? It was almost surreal. The White House had a sense of urgency... about the wrong things. Politico noted that “the president put his arm around Jindal ‘as if he were giving him an earful.’”1 We were contacted by a national reporter in Washington who had been told the president was upset. The White House had clearly tipped off reporters to observe closely the greeting on the tarmac.

Just as quickly as the president turned on his anger, he turned it off. Okay, press stunt over, what’s next? The weather made flying by helicopter unsafe, so we drove to Venice—in separate cars—where we were meeting with local officials.

That encounter with President Obama served as a reminder to me of why Americans are so frustrated with Washington: the feds focus on the wrong things. Political posturing becomes more important than reality. In Washington they live by the motto: “Perception is reality.” They worry about things they shouldn’t and fail to do those things that they should focus on. It’s called core competence, or the lack thereof.

Now during the oil spill some critics said that I was being hypocritical because I believe in limited government and was also demanding more federal assistance. But they miss the point entirely. I’m not an anarchist. I believe government has a role—and at its most basic level the role of government is to protect life, liberty, and property.2  Dealing with a disaster like the oil spill certainly fits the job description. I believe that part of the reason the federal government failed to respond effectively to the oil spill (and for that matter, five years earlier during Hurricane Katrina) is precisely because government has become too big. By too big I mean not only too expensive, but also our federal government has become too expansive and strayed too far from what should be its core competency.

Today we have the federal government in Washington trying to run car companies, banks, and our entire health care system—rather than sticking to its core job of protecting America from all enemies foreign and domestic, protecting the life, liberty, and property of the American people. What we really need is for the federal government to do those things it should be doing with excellence, and stop trying to take over pieces of the private sector that it has no business in and no reasonable chance of running well.

The federal government’s response to the oil spill was lackadaisical almost from the start. Shortly after the oil well blew, we asked federal authorities how they were going to prioritize and deploy resources to protect our shoreline. We grew frustrated when they would not adjust their plans to respond adequately to a crisis of this magnitude. (We ended up writing our own plans with parish presidents and other coastal leaders who know the waters like the back of their hands.) And some of the federal plans were, how can I say it? Crazy. During that May 2 meeting in Venice with the president, it became clear that some  of the federal plans to “protect” Louisiana were dangerous. A senior Coast Guard official explained calmly that if the oil entered the marshes, the plan was to ... burn the marshes! What? How about some Napalm?

If you’ve never been to the Louisiana coast, it is far different than Daytona Beach. It’s beautiful in a much different way. Our coast is populated with countless fragile marshes and estuaries, and it is home to numerous species of wildlife. More than a few people at the meeting commented that this sounded painfully similar to the quip by the Army official in Vietnam who said they needed to destroy the village to save it. We wanted more of an emphasis on preventing the oil from getting into the marshes in the first place and a greater sense of urgency.

More important than the lack of workable plans, the federal government didn’t even have the resources to carry out their plans. It became apparent very early on that there simply was not enough boom to protect our shoreline. Regulations required that local industry, ports, and even some defense facilities around the country maintain a certain amount of boom. It would make sense in this case, with a lack of enough boom in the Gulf region, to relax the rules around the country so boom could be redeployed to deal with this disaster. When you are fighting a war and you are running low on ammunition, you need to get whatever ammunition you have to the frontlines. It makes no sense to say, “No we can’t take those bullets from this warehouse because regulations require that we keep a certain amount here.” You move the ammo to the front lines! But bureaucrats don’t think that way. Despite repeated requests to the federal government and the president himself, it took them too long to relax those requirements, and we lost precious time. An admiral with the Coast Guard admitted to  us they had not requested skimmers from Europe since it might take them up to five weeks to arrive, even though we ended up fighting the oil for months, and, as of this writing, are still fighting it.

Getting things approved in a timely fashion proved nearly impossible. On April 30 we had requested a Commercial Fisheries Failure from the U.S. Commerce Department. It wasn’t until May 24 that we finally got word from the Commerce Department that they approved our request.

When the federal government failed to deliver on the resources needed to fight this battle and win, we began developing innovative solutions like air-dropping sand bags, Hesco Baskets, and vacuum barges. Land barriers proved to be one of the most effective protection measures. Indeed, time and time again, land barriers stopped the oil that got past the skimmers and boom and served as our last line of defense to protect our wetlands. We knew there were no silver bullets to magically stop the oil, but we also knew it was important to have multiple lines of defense rather than relying on one tactic alone. So in early May we submitted a proposal to build sand berms to protect our state so that we could fight the oil miles away from our wetlands. We waited. And waited. The federal government refused to give us a timely answer. We heard nothing for weeks, even though sand berms are recognized as a proven oil spill response technique by the U.S. Coast Guard. We went ahead and built one berm on our own to demonstrate its effectiveness, and saw it repeatedly prevent oil from entering our wetlands. Even after the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers concluded the benefits outweighed the risks, the federal government only made BP pay for one segment. It was weeks after submitting our first plan, and multiple meetings and press conferences later, that the federal government finally decided to make BP pay for all six approved segments.  Of course, by that point, more than 100 miles of our shoreline had been oiled.

With the feds, when resources didn’t arrive, or decisions were put off, another promise would be made. Jefferson Parish Council Chairman John Young captured the parallel universe of bureaucratic time reality perfectly when he explained, “Tomorrow doesn’t mean tomorrow; it just means NOT today.”

When the oil reached the Louisiana marshes, it was like a poison entering Louisiana’s body. It stained our birds, permeated marsh grasses, and entered the ecosystem. We still don’t know the full impact the spill will have on our state. For me, the point of full realization came when we took a boat ride out to Pass a Loutre. Anyone who has spent time in our bayous knows that they contain a wide array of animals that together create a symphony of sounds. But when we cut our motor that afternoon in Pass a Loutre, all we heard was a deafening silence. It was the first time in my life I was sorry I didn’t hear any mosquitoes. It was as if all the life had been drained out of the marsh. The poison had arrived. The smell was awful. Sitting on the thick, heavy slick was sickening. You could literally stir it with a stick. The oil was black, toxic crude. Two members of my staff had migraines later that day, and others complained of nausea.

People in Louisiana wonder why the federal response was so slow. You would think following the withering criticisms of President Bush during Hurricane Katrina that the federal response this time would have been swift and sure. You would have thought that a White House so concerned about its image would have been all over this.

For us, the oil spill was not just a threat to our beaches. It was a threat to our way of life. The Louisiana coastline, a fragmented and complicated system of marshes, is a fragile ecosystem with all kinds of  vegetation and marine life that could potentially be destroyed by even the temporary presence of oil. Commercial fishing in Louisiana is a $2 billion industry, and fishing (both recreational and commercial) creates 60,000 jobs. One-third of the domestic seafood in the continental U.S. comes from Louisiana. Again—this isn’t just a few guys who happen to fish for a living, this is a top industry in our state.

I believe that a big part of the problem with the federal response was that the administration was overly optimistic and too willing to trust the so-called experts. They believed that the elite could fix everything. It struck me during our conversations how often the president mentioned that his secretary of energy, Steven Chu, had won the Nobel Prize. Good for him. But just how exactly was this medal going to fix the problem, cap the well, and keep the oil off our coastline? It became very apparent during this crisis the administration believed the bureaucrats, whether they worked in government or for BP. The press noticed that the White House was deferential to BP and their alleged expertise from the beginning. They basically believed what BP executives were telling them. I think President Obama figured that we just needed to get all the smart people in a room (that would be easy, since most of them reside in Washington) and then they would fix the problem. He trusted the bureaucrats—both corporate and federal. He hadn’t been in government long enough (or in the private sector, for that matter) to know that you have to be skeptical. They always seemed to assume the best case scenario rather than preparing for the worst case scenario.

It was a pattern evident from the beginning, one that was repeated again and again. Just a day and half after the well blew, killing eleven workers, there was a meeting between my staff and the Coast Guard. Both the Coast Guard and BP informed us that there was no oil leaking  into the Gulf. (This would prove to be reminiscent of Katrina, when we were assured as the storm hit that the levees were holding.) Then a couple days later word came from BP and the federal government that there was a leak—but it was a small one. Only 1,000 barrels a day. It was a very stable situation, we were told. No big deal. Soon the estimate became 5,000 barrels, then 12,000 to 19,000 barrels, then 25,000 to 30,000 barrels, and finally 35,000 to 60,000 barrels. A week after the explosion, when I asked about the impact of hurricanes on the oil, a National Oceanic and Atmospheric Association (NOAA) official assured me we would not be dealing with the oil by June 1, the beginning of hurricane season; Timmy remarked that it reminded him of five years earlier—when the Corps of Engineers assured us the floodwalls would not breach in New Orleans.

As the oil spread to our waters, both the federal government and BP seemed trapped in their own red tape. Even when the problem was obvious and visible, they were incapable of quick action. At one point we took Coast Guard Captain Ed Stanton, who was then in charge of the response in Louisiana, up in a Louisiana National Guard Black-hawk helicopter to see the oil in Timbalier Bay. We took the man in charge of the response to see the oil because BP contractors would not deploy assets. Then we flew over Cocodrie where you could see the boom and other material literally sitting on the docks, with skimmers nearby that were idle. We expected him, having seen the inaction with his own eyes, to jump on it right away and get going. But he told us it wasn’t that easy. It would take at least twenty-four hours before he could get the assets deployed. Captain Stanton faced such withering criticism for the lack of movement that at one point he snapped to the incredulous media, “I guess I’m just slow and dumb.” But of course it was the system that was slow and dumb, not him.

There was no accountability. Stanton and others were working under a system that was incapable of working quickly and efficiently. It was highly centralized, bureaucratic, and often unresponsive. Process mattered more than results. The Coast Guard operated under an Incident Action Plan (IAP), which was their term for planning the mission for the next day. When oil was spotted on the water, they would put together an IAP, but it would take literally twenty-four to forty-eight hours to actually get skimmer boats on site to clean it up—this means that the problem we saw one day could only be addressed a whole day later... if we were lucky. Of course, timing in a disaster situation is everything. By the time a day passed, the currents might have shifted and the oil might be miles away. Authority was too distant and too rigid to be responsive. (Doesn’t that sound like a problem with the federal government in other areas, too?) What we needed were local command centers on the ground that could react and respond more quickly.

Think of it this way. When our soldiers in World War II encountered the enemy, they did the only smart thing: they attacked with the intent to kill. For the people of Louisiana, this was war. When we saw oil coming on to our coast, we did everything we could to stop it, to kill it. There was no time to call back to headquarters, to fill out some forms, or to wait for orders from Washington.

One day I remember vividly, there was thick, black crude in Bay Jimmy off of Grand Isle. We asked the Coast Guard why there were still not enough skimmers at work. They were using only a fraction of the available vessels. One problem was there was a bottleneck when it came to spotter planes and insufficient communications equipment. Apparently they simply didn’t have enough air traffic control capacity. When we suggested that they request assistance from the military, and  also use some of the excess vessels to provide water-based visibility, it was like a revelation. The thought had apparently never occurred to them.

People assume that BP must have been better because after all, they’re in the private sector. But BP CEO Tony Hayward seemed to suffer from the same sense of hubris. On top of that, he had little sense of accountability. “What the hell did we do to deserve this?” he reportedly exclaimed to his fellow executives as the crisis unfolded. He seemed to downplay the realities of the situation at best and exhibit arrogance at worst. “The Gulf of Mexico is a very big ocean,” he told reporters on one occasion. “The amount of oil and dispersant we are putting into it is tiny in relation to the total water volume.” He was seemingly nonchalant about how the very way of life for tens of thousands of people in my state was at risk. Asked whether he was sleeping at night he replied, “Yeah, of course I am.” When he tried to offer apologies he messed that up, too. “We’re sorry for the massive disruption it’s caused to their lives,” he said famously. “There’s no one who wants this thing over more than I do; I’d like my life back.” When workers complained of feeling ill from breathing oil fumes all day, Hayward brushed it off and managed to insult our cooking at the same time. He said that the workers were feeling sick possibly because of “food poisoning.” I don’t know what Hayward will do after he leaves BP, but let me make a bold prediction that he has no future in public relations or brand management.3

Hayward obviously felt terribly inconvenienced by the oil spill. And he had little interest in hearing solutions the locals had in mind to deal with a disaster that his company had caused. During our second meeting together, Hayward came to my office, and he had a very specific mission: he wanted me to sign off on the use of subsea  dispersants, chemicals that would disperse the oil near where the leak was occurring. I had no real authority here. BP could do this with the approval of the Coast Guard. But he wanted legal cover, so he pressed me to sign off on it. I said I first wanted him to show me the science that the dispersants would not have adverse affects on the Gulf. When I expressed to him the need for us to build sand berms along the coast to help keep the oil out of the marshes, he was completely dismissive. He deemed the berms as more important in protecting the state against hurricanes than oil. (He failed to grasp the concept that a hurricane surge would bring more oil deeper into our marsh, making these barriers critical protection for both oil and hurricanes.) He was so arrogant he didn’t even want to listen to me make the case. He lacked the common sense even to pretend to be interested in what I was saying. He was tone-deaf and clueless. I thought to myself, I can’t believe this guy runs a multi-billion dollar company. This guy would not succeed as a used car salesman.

If the oil spill crisis teaches us one thing, it is that a distant, central command and control model simply didn’t work with the fast-moving and ever-changing crisis that was unfolding. Frankly, some of the best leadership and advice we got was from local leaders, like the parish presidents and fishermen. As far as I can tell, none of them has yet to win a Nobel Prize, but they know these waters. And some of the best ideas for cleanup came from locals.

Because the federal government was failing to provide the boom we needed, we came up with creative ideas—Tiger dams, Hesco Baskets, sand-drop operations, and freshwater diversions. It was a local initiative that gave us one of the best techniques for cleaning up: vacuum trucks. The federal government was having workers clean the marsh grasses with the equivalent of paper towels. We thought of the bright  idea of putting a large vacuum truck, like the kind that they use to clean Port-a-Potties, on top of a National Guard pontoon boat. They were highly effective in sucking up the oil.

Another local innovation was the “jack up barge”—commonly used here to help the oil industry service rigs out in the water. The Coast Guard and BP couldn’t figure out how to rapidly deploy boom in response to specific oil sightings in marsh areas and to stretch their supplies instead of trying futilely to protect the entire coast, so Plaquemines Parish President Billy Nungusser suggested that we use these barges that people could live on and supply them with lots of boom so response boats could stock up and go directly to oiled areas in the water in real time without having to come all the way back to the shore.

In Grand Isle, they started using rigid pipe to act as a high water boom to help with the oil. There was such a void in the federal response—lack of boom, lack of approval on plans to use rocks and barges to stop the oil, to name a few—that they used this pipe to hold the oil back. It served as a barrier to protect vulnerable estuaries, and was yet another innovative use of ordinary oil field equipment. Simply put, working with locals we were able to use whatever we could get our hands on to stop oil from coming into our fragile marshes and waters. We did what the federal government just couldn’t: act quickly and efficiently to protect our shores. Unlike them, we were never satisfied with just doing nothing.

We quickly discovered that the only way to get things done by either BP or the federal government was to go public. The national media was very helpful in this regard. When we asked for the Coast Guard to give us their plans for deploying and prioritizing boom to contain the oil spill, we heard nothing for more than a week. So we met with the parish presidents, and the next day we had our plans  posted online. We went on TV and explained our plan, and suddenly there was some action. The federal government seemed to be motivated by the potential for bad media coverage but ... at least we were finally getting their attention.

During the president’s second trip to Louisiana, on May 28, we were down in Grand Isle and were meeting with the parish presidents whose parishes were being affected by the spill. It was a strange presidential visit in that before the president arrived, a group of workers were bussed in to clean the beach before the president walked it. (As of this writing, as far as I know, the president has never actually seen heavy oil from the spill; my staff and I, however, went almost daily to show the world and the nation the true caliber of this disaster.) The meeting included local officials, but Billy Nungusser and St. Bernard Parish President Craig Taffaro had to crash it, even though their parishes had been heavily affected by the oil. They showed up without an invite to represent their people. That’s Billy and Craig.

Before the meeting broke up, President Obama singled out Billy and me and told us to stop going on television and criticizing him. “I go home every night and I see on TV people saying I’m not doing anything,” he said. “I don’t need to see you guys on CNN criticizing us.” For some reason he was particularly miffed that Billy was going on with Anderson Cooper. It was the oddest conversation. Actually, it was not really a conversation. It was more like a lecture. Before we had a chance to reply and explain that this seemed to be the only way to get federal action, the president adjourned the meeting. Again, the White House seemed to focus on the wrong things. I felt like we needed to be on a wartime footing against the oil, and the president was wondering,  why is everybody criticizing me? The irony is that right after that exchange, someone from the White House staff came over to prepare us for the all important photo opportunity where the president would make remarks to the national press. The staff member was insistent that I stand next to the president. But before the photographers arrived, Florida Governor Charlie Crist edged me out of the way. I was happy to yield the ground.

Billy was honest and open in his views on the failure of the federal government to adequately respond to the situation. At one point he had a conversation with Coast Guard Rear Admiral Mary Landry who was upset about his criticisms and asked him to tone them down in the meeting with the president. She said he was criticizing thousands of people in the Coast Guard, but Billy told her he was only criticizing her. At the end of the meeting they patched things up. The Coast Guard admiral later asked him for a hug. “Everyone needs a hug,” Billy told the admiral.

Because of his frustration with the federal response, Mayor David Camardelle of Grand Isle pushed a plan to place rocks (temporarily) in western Barataria Bay to protect some of the most sensitive and productive fishing estuaries in the world. The idea was to narrow the passes and use vacuum barges in the gaps to fight the oil from getting to our interior marshes. This defense would be especially important when the boom and skimmers were rendered ineffective by storm surges. To implement his plan, Camardelle needed the approval of the federal government. The president promised that he would get a call within hours about the plan. Weeks later they were still telling us to wait. The mayor was repeatedly told that his plan was on the verge of getting approved, so he actually had BP go buy and move the rocks.  It wasn’t until July 6—weeks later—that we got an answer. It was no. And they offered no real alternative solutions.

I will let the experts debate whether the plan was a good one or not. But the fact that they took forever to give him an answer and encouraged him to believe that the plan would be approved was ridiculous.

It was enormously frustrating, and it was becoming a pattern. The federal government didn’t have an adequate plan, but kept stopping us from acting. Every time one of our requested defense measures was not provided by the federal government, we came up with an alternative—just to have those alternatives get shot down.

The federal government seemed often more concerned about process than results. The vacuum barges were working very well, but on June 17 I had to go to Delta Marina in Plaquemines Parish to check on the barges which had been shut down by the Coast Guard because they needed “inspections and certifications.” There was heavy oil impact in Barataria Bay where vacuum operations had been working before these “inspections.” These barges had literally suctioned thousands of gallons of oil out of the marshes. Now, the federal government wanted to make sure that the barges were using the proper valves. We asked why the valves were so important. They explained that using the wrong valves might cause a little of the oil they were sucking up to drop BACK into the water! Timmy interrupted the meeting and said, “Wait a minute, you are concerned about the environmental impacts of a fraction of the oil these barges remove from the water seeping back in?” I would have laughed harder about the silliness of it all, but the stakes were too high. I demanded that the White House show a sense of urgency in getting these barges back to work, and was therefore furious to learn that the Coast Guard wasted several hours since they couldn’t find phone numbers for the barge  companies. They didn’t realize that they and BP had approved each of the contractors; the left hand did not know what the right hand was doing. Apparently they eventually realized the absurdity of the situation, but then they wanted the barges to return to port so they could count the lifejackets and fire extinguishers. We pleaded with them to allow the barges to work during the inspections, to have the inspectors  go to them, but the feds refused. (I guess it made too much sense.) After bringing the barges back to port for twenty-four hours, they eventually allowed them to resume work without inspections.

Perhaps the most iconic image of the oil spill was the workers, dressed in white Hazmat suits, wandering the coastline. But these workers were far less effective than they might have been because of federal regulations. When temperatures rose above 90 degrees (which they do approximately every day in Louisiana during the summer), workers were allowed to labor for only a fraction of an hour. News crews regularly caught them working for less than twenty minutes and then resting for the remainder of the hour under white tents that had been erected on the beaches. What is so frustrating about this is that at the same time the National Guard, employees of Louisiana’s Wildlife and Fisheries, and private contractors were working for eight to twelve hours every day, some with bulldozers and shovels. They got what the feds still didn’t: we were at war. You literally couldn’t have pulled these guys off their jobs to sit in tents. Jefferson Parish Councilman Chris Roberts got it right when he told a local reporter that it was time for the feds to get a war mentality to tackle the oil spill. “Katrina would be a perfect example of that. Another example is the war going on in Afghanistan and Iraq. It’s hot, they’re on the sand, but soldiers don’t fight for ten minutes then say, ‘Timeout, we have to take our required OSHA break.’ It’s ridiculous.”4

In another instance, we were building sand berms out by the Chandeleur Islands. The project had been approved by the Army Corps of Engineers, and we had started dredging. But we were told by the Interior Department that we were dredging in the wrong spot. They were wrong, and eventually we went public and suggested that the Department of the Interior needed to consult a map to see we were dredging within the area they approved. We even offered to replace the sand we were temporarily using—but they refused. Work began once again, but we lost precious time when they forced us to move equipment. Dredging had been shut down for almost a week because of the bureaucrats.

Our problems in Louisiana were compounded by the fact that the Obama administration imposed a deepwater offshore drilling moratorium. Along the Louisiana coast fishermen and the energy industry have a long history of coexisting very well together. For example, in Morgan City for the past seventy-five years we’ve held a Shrimp and Petroleum Festival. When President Obama announced a moratorium on deepwater offshore drilling, it was devastating news for our state. Depending on its length, the moratorium risked killing thousands of jobs and resulting in a loss of millions in wages each month. The moratorium would do nothing to clean up the Gulf of Mexico, but it could have a severe impact on our economy. Just as the threat of expanding cap and trade, higher tax rates, and the cost of health care reform are causing businesses to refrain from investing and creating jobs, the administration appeared oblivious to the impact their actions would have on private sector jobs. The companies would likely absorb the losses and try to maintain their staffs and equipment if they were assured the moratorium would be short-lived, and indeed many are  trying to do just that. Businesses need predictability when making massive investments of capital. The moratorium did the opposite.

When it came to the moratorium, there seemed to be a disconnect between the White House and reality. As of this writing, the courts have ruled twice against the administration, with one judge even calling their actions “arbitrary” and “capricious.” The judge said that the government’s action “does not seem to be fact-specific” and that the “government’s hair-splitting explanation abuses reason and common sense.” When another judge asked the lawyers for the federal government whether they “considered the severe economic harm that befalls the oil industry and the workers in the oil industry as a result of the six-month moratorium,” the answer came back: NO.5

We had regular daily talks with the White House, and it was usually Valerie Jarrett, senior advisor to the president, who participated. When the president first announced a moratorium on oil drilling in the Gulf, I mentioned to Jarrett on the phone how the moratorium could cost Louisiana thousands of jobs. Jarrett said that no, the effects would not be long lasting because there was a lot of oil under the Gulf and the oil rigs weren’t going anywhere. “There will be oil there tomorrow,” she told us. Senator Mary Landrieu and I had to explain to her that some of the rigs rent at $500,000 a day, and that an unpredictable moratorium could alter companies’ long-term plans. If they couldn’t pump oil and were sitting idle for at least six months, the rigs would simply be moved to another location. (And indeed, some of the oil rigs have been redeployed to Africa as of this writing.) Jarrett didn’t seem to understand that the rigs couldn’t be turned on and off with a switch—and that global competition for the production of oil is very real. The idea that she could so confidently predict the economic  impact of the drilling moratorium and not actually realize that oil rigs would simply be moved was stunning.6

Along with the official moratorium on deep-water drilling, independent oil operators began to complain that the Obama administration had a de facto moratorium in place on shallow-water drilling. Before the spill, federal authorities were regularly issuing permits to drill in shallow water. After the spill, the issuing of permits was reduced to a trickle. Most of these shallow-water operators were not a part of “big oil”—they were small, independent producers who could lose everything. Their operations in, say, 200 feet of water had nothing to do with what happened at Deepwater Horizon. But a de facto moratorium was imposed.

The White House certainly knew that the moratorium could cost thousands of jobs. And they went ahead anyway.7 When I raised my concerns about the moratorium with President Obama, he assumed that I was simply parroting these words because I was supposed to say them. “I understand you need to say all of this, I know you need to say this, that you are facing political pressure,” he said. He didn’t seem to understand that for us in Louisiana, this was the reality on the ground. This was about people losing their jobs. He responded by saying that national polls indicated that people supported a ban. The human element seemed invisible to the White House.

Why was the decision-making so bad? Were they blinded by ideology? Ideology may have played a part. But even more important (and more troubling) to me was the simple fact that the Obama administration was making big decisions about an industry they knew little about—and they didn’t seem particularly concerned about the consequences. For example, they touted the fact that they secured money from BP to compensate oil rig workers for their loss of pay as a result  of the moratorium. But they didn’t think about everyone else who would suffer, including suppliers, caterers, shop owners, and support personnel. They boldly went about making major decisions without really understanding the consequences of what they were doing.

The Obama administration tried to cloak the moratorium with a report based on expert opinion that the safety situation in the Gulf required a moratorium. But after the report was issued, eight of the fifteen experts named said the moratorium language was not even in the draft report they had reviewed, and that they disagreed with the moratorium. They went on to say that a suspension of drilling would have a negative impact on the economy. And some even noted that the moratorium really would not do anything to make the Gulf safer.8 Some experts have even noted the moratorium could make drilling in the Gulf less safe as the most modern equipment may be the first to leave.

I told the president that the oil moratorium amounted to a second man-made disaster. And my message was simple: Louisianians shouldn’t lose their jobs because the federal government can’t do its job. Our belief is that federal officials should spend their energies on getting serious about more rigorous oversight and inspection of oil rigs rather than punishing workers. The experts picked by the federal government made dozens of specific recommendations to improve safety. Experts have recommended and we have supported a temporary pause, redundant blowout preventer equipment, federal inspectors on every rig, inspections of the safety records of each company and each rig, etc. Louisianians, of all people, don’t want to see another drop of oil spilled into the Gulf of Mexico or another tragic loss of life.

The president went on to assure me that anyone who lost their job would get a check from BP. When I explained that BP might not write them checks because it was the federal government that imposed the  moratorium the president said, “Well, if BP won’t pay the claim, they can file for unemployment.” I was amazed by the level of disconnect. The people of Louisiana want to work, not collect unemployment or BP checks.

BP’s response was as bad as the federal government’s. Part of it was the corporate leadership. And on one level you can’t really be surprised by the response of BP—they were doing what you would expect from a corporation. They were simply looking to protect their shareholders. But I was stunned that BP execs didn’t go out much into the field to see exactly what was happening. One who did was Bob Dudley, who is now the newly minted CEO of BP. We took him for a boat trip to visit East Grand Terre, and I give Dudley credit for coming. But during that trip members of my staff noticed the sole of a shoe on the bottom of the boat. Not an entire shoe—just the sole of the shoe. Turns out that Dudley later admitted it was his. He had stepped in some black, toxic crude, and it had literally eaten the sole off of the rest of his shoe until it apparently came completely apart when we got into the boat. And he was as surprised as anyone that the oil was that corrosive. Dudley got on his headset and said something like, “This stuff is really bad, corrosive. It took off the sole of my shoe.” He had to walk back to his car without the sole of one of his shoes. One of my aides told me, “A BP exec has now truly lost his sole.”

As I look back, the oil spill has reinforced several principles I have learned through my years of dealing with crises.1. You must lead from the front. Always.
2. Speed is everything. There must be a sense of urgency.
3. Listen to the locals. They often know more than the Nobel Prize Laureates. 
4. Don’t wait for federal agencies to tell you what to do ... tell them what you need.
5. Keep the public informed on the details. Do it early and often and without fanfare. Transparency inspires confidence. Confidence inspires cohesion.
6. Make quick decisions when plans fail. They will fail. As the saying goes, “No battle plan completely survives the first shot.”
7. Demand and expect excellence. There is no reason government cannot function in a competent manner. Refuse to accept failure.
8. Ignore the politics, focus on doing a good job. The main thing is to keep the main thing the main thing. If you do a good job, that will all take care of itself. If you don’t, there is no amount of PR that will help you.
9. Read the old playbook, then throw it out and get ready to improvise.
10. Hope for the best but prepare for the worst, immediately. Assume you are at the Alamo. If you end up attacking an ant hill with a sledge hammer ... that’s okay. But if you end up bringing a knife to a gun fight ... that’s a failure. If you prepare for war and peace breaks out, great! But if you prepare for peace and war breaks out, you’re in trouble!


Louisiana National Guard members are truly the unsung heroes in the oil spill response efforts. Throughout the disaster, they logged more than 2,250 flight hours during response operations, dropped more than 21,300 sandbags weighing 46 million pounds to stop oil from entering sensitive marsh areas, and stood up 24 miles of protection systems along the coast including Hesco Baskets, Tiger dams, and land bridges. I’m proud of these men and women who worked  tirelessly to protect our way of life against the oil. Many of these same soldiers have served multiple tours overseas, but when duty called again, they stepped forward and honored our state, fulfilling their mission and their duty to “Protecting What Matters.”

The experience of the oil spill reaffirmed my faith and trust in the common sense and wisdom of the American people. Local fishermen and coastal leaders often showed more practical wisdom than the bureaucrats and elites. They are wiser than the Establishment wants to give them credit for. They are hard-working and generous. And the core American values that I was raised on—hard work, responsibility, accountability, innovation, stewardship—are clean, sharp, and true.






CHAPTER 2

WHO DAT?

It was 2:30 a.m. at a diner somewhere outside Monroe, Louisiana, in the waning days of my first run for office. I was running to be the next governor of Louisiana.

People told me I was nuts, that I was a fool to run; I had no money, no one knew me, and I was, shall we say, an atypical candidate. When we took our first poll, I clocked in at about 3 percent of the vote. The margin of error for the survey was 4 percent. So it was statistically possible that fewer than zero voters supported me.

With the help of a ragtag group of supporters, I ran an unusual campaign highlighting detailed proposals for sweeping reform of Louisiana’s fiscal policy and ethics rules. Against all odds, starting at the back of the pack of seventeen candidates, I won the primary, throwing me into a bruising runoff against Democrat Kathleen Blanco, the state’s then-lieutenant governor.

Politics in the Deep South is often described as “Bible belt during the day, knife fighting after dark.” That’s about right, except more so in Louisiana.

With only a few days left in the contest, my media advisor Brad Todd talked me into staying awake for the final forty-eight hours  of the campaign to tour the state in an RV. I will never forgive him for that.

So there we were—me, the staffers who had drawn the short straw on this insane two-day trip, and Republican National Committee Political Director Blaise Hazelwood—at a diner somewhere near Monroe. I worked the tables, talking to the few folks in the restaurant. They were puzzled. Why in the world was I here in the middle of the night? Why wasn’t I sleeping? Had I been drinking? What did I think I was accomplishing? Those were all pretty good questions. Basically, they were asking in true Louisiana parlance—Who dat?

Well, I hope to answer that question in this book—not just in terms of my background, but more importantly, in terms of what I stand for, the principles and ideas that I espouse.

The national media tends to misunderstand Louisiana. You will not find a more giving, generous group of people on the face of the earth, and this extends beyond all racial, class, partisan, or religious lines. One has only to look at the response to Hurricane Katrina to understand that. The efforts of folks in north Louisiana to help their kin in the south are legendary. The faith community in particular responded with thousands of acts of sacrifice and giving.

But during my campaign, some national Democrat operatives were hell bent on dividing the people of Louisiana along any lines they could. Just a few weeks earlier, the president of the College Democrats of America, an LSU law school student named Ashley Bell (who was not from Louisiana), wrote a now famous memo to fire up the liberal troops. The memo stated:On Saturday—we nominated Kathleen Blanco the Lt. Governor to be our nominee to take on Bush’s personal “Do Boy” Bobby Jindal.  Jindal is Arab American and the Republicans token attempt to mend bridges long burnt with the Arab American community. With your help Blanco will be the first women Governor of Louisiana an already rarity for the Deep South.





Arab? Really? And what’s with the lousy grammar? I hope this person didn’t actually get a law degree.

In my 2007 campaign for governor, the Democratic Party of Louisiana really stepped in it when they ran a TV ad attacking my faith. It was an amateurish and ill-advised advertisement which took my words out of context and attempted to divide the people of Louisiana along denominational lines, and to question my Christianity. The people of Louisiana completely rejected this tactic, and to their credit, many prominent Democratic elected officials publicly renounced the ad and this shameful attempt to attack my faith.

Reporters from Washington and New York often treat me as something exotic: I’m a Christian with Hindu parents; a son of immigrants who was elected a Republican governor of a southern state; a social conservative who graduated from Brown University and Oxford. Reporters often insinuate that because I attended college in the Ivy League and in England, my faith and social conservatism must be an act designed to win votes in the Deep South. When they realize these positions genuinely reflect who I am, they’re often astonished.

National reporters have also often said to me, “It must have been so tough for you growing up in the Deep South.” To which my response is, “Um ... no. It was not tough, in fact it was tremendous. I’m a son of the Deep South, so you can keep your prejudices to yourself.” Louisiana is my home and I’m proud of it.

I’ve never had it tough, but my dad did. He grew up poor in India, the only one of nine children to get beyond the fifth grade. For me, growing up middle-class in Louisiana was anything but tough. Compared to my father, I grew up in great riches, because I grew up in America.

In our house, the last thing you wanted to do was to complain about how hard you had it or how tough your life was. That was a mistake you made only once, because it would unleash from my dad a lecture covering everything from poverty, to gratefulness, to his formative years in India, to America’s place in world history, to the value of hard work, to the importance of compassion, to the unique promise of the American Dream. Being subjected to that speech kept my brother and me from complaining—ever.
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We are all prone to take things for granted—our loved ones, our jobs, our houses, all of it. It’s hard not to. But the immigrant viewpoint of my parents really helps put things in perspective. My folks are the most genuinely thankful people you will ever meet.

As Americans, we take many of our freedoms for granted, including our freedom of religion. I am intensely interested in learning about a person’s faith, or lack thereof. I think it says a lot about people, about their decision-making process, about how they think, about what drives them.

Everyone has at some point thought about God and matters of faith, some more than others of course. I’ll tell you about my own faith journey in the next chapter, but I’ll just mention here that I would best be described as an evangelical Catholic. I love the teachings and doctrines of the Catholic Church, and I have tremendous admiration for  the zeal of evangelical Protestants. But at the end of the day, it’s all about faith, not about religion, not about church, and not about denomination.

Sometimes a little faith can come in quite handy during a campaign. I found that out on a plane during my 2007 campaign for governor.

When you run for statewide office, there is tremendous pressure to be everywhere at once. You travel at all hours of the day and night, using any means you can find; most often by car, sometimes in a campaign bus, and sometimes via plane. But the plane trips are far from glamorous. In this case it was a flight from Shreveport to New Orleans, where I planned to give a speech and then enjoy the rare opportunity to sleep in my own bed. We were on a borrowed sixseater, single engine propeller plane, the kind where everyone wore a headset just so we could communicate with each other over the sound of the engine.

In the front seat next to the pilot was Hal Turner, head of the Louisiana Sheriffs’ Association. Imagine the big, imposing, southern sheriff type—that’s Hal. He was a big dude in a small plane. In the back with me was Melissa Sellers, our campaign communications director, and Kellie Duhon, our campaign political director.

Five minutes after takeoff on this late afternoon, the pilot, a guy who looked old enough to have bombed Dresden, began fidgeting nervously. He announced on the headphones that there was a problem—we had a bad alternator and were not producing electrical power. In order to preserve what power we had, he was going to shut down our GPS, our turn coordinator, and all other modern means of navigation. We would have no radio at all if we stayed aloft much longer.

At this point, Melissa muttered under her breath, “Holy crap, we are all gonna die.” Except she did not say “crap.”

The pilot then announced, “Well, we should turn back now and probably land in Shreveport.” His tone of voice intimated that this was the only available course of action. This was followed by about fifteen seconds of silence that Melissa and Kellie insist lasted three hours. So I broke the silence.

“Are you sure? How far can we go? Is there any way we can make it to Alexandria?” I thought it was a reasonable question. After all, that would get us halfway home. Besides, we had to land somewhere, and it might as well be as close to home as possible. But Melissa thought I was out of my mind (which wasn’t an entirely new idea among my staff). Hal shot me a strange, quizzical look. Fortunately, the Sheriffs’ Association was supporting my candidacy, so Hal decided to take one for the team and keep his objections to himself.

Meanwhile, the pilot was continuing to play with the instruments, tap on gauges, and fidget with various knobs and buttons in a semi-hurried fashion. We later found out this guy had flown every kind of bird you can imagine, and was exactly the man you want at the helm in this situation.

The pilot then came on and said, “I think I can get you to Alexandria, if I conserve power and use my maps, but there is no way we can make it to New Orleans.”

Melissa was now even more convinced we were going to die. She started glaring at me like it was all my fault. But I had a campaign to win, and I needed to get to New Orleans, if not for the event, at least in order to make good on tomorrow’s schedule.

I told the pilot, “Okay, let’s go for it.”

We later learned that at that point Melissa hurriedly tried to get right with God. She began thinking that she should have called her mom more often, and wondering when she had last told her sister she loved her.

After rummaging around the floor through various books and maps, the pilot grabbed a large Atlas-looking book and plopped it on Hal’s lap. As a tough-guy sheriff, Hal was pretending to be unfazed by the whole thing. But he later admitted it was just an act.

I tried not to look at Melissa, but when I did, the body language was not good. So here in the front seat we had Hal nervously holding a large map, and this elderly pilot scratching out notes on it with a pencil. In the back you had me reading the newspaper, Melissa preparing to see God, and Kellie desperately wishing for a cigarette.

We were back in the old days at this point, navigating by hand. But judging by the pilot’s age, this was nothing new for him. We heard him announce into the radio that we needed to make an emergency landing in Alexandria. It wasn’t particularly welcome news when he confessed he was not sure if he could get the landing gear down without electric power.

So I decided to look at my Blackberry and catch up on my reading, a move that infuriated Melissa and didn’t sit so well with Kellie, either. Melissa later told us at this point she was contemplating what her funeral would be like. She wrote me a snarky note on her Blackberry, asking if I had a Bible handy or any of “those religious writings from college that got you into political trouble.”

Laughing, I reached into my pocket and gave her a rosary. Melissa is not Catholic, but she clutched that rosary with both hands and curled into the fetal position.

The pilot showed me how to operate the manual crank to lower the landing gear. That was really the last straw for both Kellie and Melissa. Fortunately, my help wasn’t necessary, and the pilot got the landing gear down with the remaining power.

When we cleared the final tree line, we saw emergency response vehicles with flashing lights along the landing strip, standing ready for what Melissa was sure would be a terrible crash. The pilot turned the radio back on and with the little power left, asked into the radio who the emergency equipment was for.

“It’s for you,” was the response. Uh-oh.

The pilot, to his great credit, set us down without incident. Melissa began hugging—a lot. First she hugged Kellie, then she hugged Hal, and then me. (I’m not a hugger.) She saved her biggest and longest hug for the pilot. I’m pretty sure she told each of us that she loved us. Then she started round two of hugging.

Our campaign team was comprised of me and a group of Protestants. There were a few other stray Catholics, including my policy director Stephen Waguespack, but not many. Before the crew back at headquarters learned of our ordeal, I fired off an email from my Blackberry that simply read, “Fyi, Melissa is now Catholic.” This set off a lot of confusion back at HQ.

Ever interested in press coverage, Melissa later told us in the airport that she was thinking the headlines in the morning papers would carry news of our demise in a plane crash. Jokingly, I told her that the lead story would actually be “Congressman and candidate for Governor dies in plane crash,” and that she wouldn’t be mentioned until the seventh paragraph. She was not amused.

On a serious note, I did realize in the plane that we were in some trouble, though not as much as Melissa and Kellie believed. I was  comforted knowing that when it’s your time to go, it’s your time to go. Some may see this as a fatalistic attitude, but it really is not at all. I was just aware at that moment of what I try to remember all the time: God is in control.
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Having attended Brown University, studied at Oxford, and served in the highest levels of government, I have spent a great deal of time interacting with folks who would be classified as our country’s “elites.” I’ve found many of these folks, who predominately reside in the Boston-New York-Washington corridor, harbor a condescending view of people of faith.

Never was this more evident than in the famous slur carried in a front-page Washington Post story in the mid-1990s, in which a reporter dismissed evangelical Christians as being “poor, uneducated and easy to command.” This is the journalistic equivalent of saying, “If you are a person of faith in America you are, de facto, stupid.”

But not to worry, in the ensuing firestorm that writer was forced to clarify his comments by noting that he should have said “most” evangelical Christians are “poor, uneducated and easy to command.” Oh. Thanks. I feel so much better now.

The Post’s ombudsman later attempted to temper the outrage by explaining that readers needed to realize most journalists don’t know any of “these people.” Oh. That clears it up.

To this day, it surprises me how little the national press understands about faith. When I was serving in Washington as executive director of the National Bipartisan Commission on the Future of Medicare, I had lunch with a well-known reporter from the Post to discuss the Commission’s progress. Before we ate she saw me bow my head and  say grace, ever so briefly mind you. She immediately asked me if everything was okay. She was startled and fascinated by what I had done. And the fact that it startled her startled me. She was not rude or condescending, and later we became good friends. She just didn’t have any frame of reference for a person who would say grace in a public restaurant before lunch.

But some of our top national reporters are condescending, and it goes beyond matters of faith. I was at a cocktail party in Washington, D.C. (my first mistake), when a lady I had never met came up to me to apologize. Not for anything she had done, mind you. “I’d just like to apologize to you for all the discrimination you have had to endure,” she said.

I was perplexed. She offered condemnation of my home state disguised as an apology. It was classic elitist sentiment.

But for sure, I hear more condescension toward faith than any other topic. For many of our country’s elites, faith is something for the uneducated, the uninformed, and the unenlightened. It’s something for us to cling to when our plane loses electrical power. It can be charming or quaint, or it can be dangerous, but either way, it’s for the weak of mind, for those folks living between the coasts out there in “fly over country” who don’t know any better.

I see it in diametrically opposite terms. In my view, true seeking, true intellectual curiosity, and true devotion to logic, science, and the laws of nature lead one invariably to the Creator.

The Washington press has a tough job, and they do some invaluable work, but they’re prone to their own biases. This reminds me of a tiresome conversation I’ve had on many occasions. A journalist based somewhere in the upper east coast or in California will come to interview me for some national publication. He has somehow made it past  my communications director, which is an incredible feat, so I have some respect for him right off the bat. He comes having heard rumors that I am well-educated and maybe even halfway smart.

So he invariably starts with the same line of questioning. “How could you, an educated person with a reputation as an intellectual, oppose same sex marriage?... or oppose some forms of stem cell research?... or favor the teaching of ‘intelligent design’?... or be a Republican?... or not drink Frappucino?”

I’m always tempted to respond by asking, “How could a person like you possibly have made it onto my calendar?”

When I speak to national reporters, some shoot me a mock sympathetic look, as if to say, “It’s okay, I know you can’t really believe those things, I know you just have to say that stuff to get elected here in the Deep South.” They believe one of two things must be true: either I don’t really hold these socially conservative viewpoints, or I’m really not that smart. Oh well, so much for being smart.

I say what I mean and I mean what I say. It’s not a political strategy. I’m just one of those people out here in America, desperately “clinging to guns and religion,” as the president would say. But the Washington press figures I must be pretty dim, because if I were smart, I’d be a liberal.

Once, during my first campaign, a New York Times reporter came to town to interview me. He had zero interest in my background, in any aspect of my campaign, or in anything that was happening in Louisiana. He couldn’t care less that I had introduced the most detailed plan ever seen in a Louisiana gubernatorial campaign.

The reporter only wanted to talk about issues that concerned him personally—issues on which he disagreed with me, like same-sex marriage, abortion, and the origins of life. Of course, I have strong views  on those topics, but they were not major issues in the campaign, partly because my Democratic opponent held similar conservative views to my own on many of these questions.

Try as I may, I could not interest this guy in the big issues facing Louisiana. The voters focused on matters of taxation, budgets, job creation, and infrastructure, but the reporter was obviously bored with it all.

That night, after the interview, this reporter had dinner with a reporter from another national newspaper at an upscale restaurant in Baton Rouge. This occurred, mind you, back when reporters had decent expense accounts, before the newspaper business hit on hard times.

During dinner, the Times reporter hectored his colleague about how she wasn’t attacking me enough for my Neanderthal views. He bragged that he was going to just savage Bobby Jindal in his article. He had it all planned out, even though he had more interviews to complete the next day, after which he was going to file a story that would be a leftist rant of the highest order.

But there was one problem: his waiter, who overheard his conversation, was a supporter of mine. So imagine the reporter’s surprise when he showed up the next day to interview outgoing Republican governor Mike Foster. One of Foster’s staffers pulled the reporter aside and repeated much of the dinner conversation back to him. The blood drained from the reporter’s face, leaving it a shade of white considerably lighter than the parchment you are now reading.

Suffice it to say, after this confrontation, the reporter quickly left town, and when his article appeared it was actually pretty mild. He even later called the office to sort of apologize and figure out if we were going to complain to his editor. We did not.

Let this be a lesson to all reporters travelling to Louisiana; I have friends everywhere.

Seriously, to be fair, there are plenty of principled, objective journalists. But there are fewer than there used to be. (Of course, they might fire back by arguing there are a lot fewer honest politicians than there used to be. Fair point.)

Despite the kinds of run-ins I’ve described here, I’ve always had a pretty decent relationship with the press. I’ve held quite a few posts in government, and in each instance I’ve found that honesty and candor go a long way with most reporters. Over time you learn who the biased reporters are and you try to steer around them, which of course they don’t like.

Some have said I’ve actually enjoyed pretty sympathetic press coverage over the years. Well, maybe so, but there was this one incident that didn’t go so well.

I was selected to give the Republican response to President Obama’s first speech to Congress in February 2009, a time when the president was still extremely popular. Republican leaders in Washington knew me or had read good things about me, so they thought I would be a good choice to give the Republican Party response.

Turns out they were wrong. I blew it.

Truth be told, even though I’ve run for Congress twice, run for governor twice, and served in various high profile government positions, I have never mastered the teleprompter—and that is an understatement. In fact, I hate the teleprompter. And as the country found out that night, the teleprompter hates me, too.

So here you have me, a guy who is “teleprompter challenged,” versus the king of the teleprompter. Bad match up. My delivery was just awful. Even though it’s never been done before, I should have just winged the response.

The press savaged my performance. I won’t repeat all their snarky comments, because this is my book and I’m the one who gets to make  the snarky comments here. Several reporters tried to give me an out, by asking who wrote the speech and whether I had a speech coach. That last one cracked me up. Did I have a speech coach? You’re kidding, right?

The bottom line is this: it was my speech, I delivered it poorly, and I take full responsibility for it. When you screw up, it’s time to man up.

Interestingly, many people who read the speech, but did not see it, thought it was great. I stand by the content of the speech—I just should have hired Russell Crowe to deliver it. I’m simply not very good at the “showman” side of politics.

Reading the speech now is kind of eerie. Delivered barely a month after Obama’s inauguration, the speech warned against expanding government and against piling up debt through excessive spending. Less than two years later, the Obama administration and its Democratic allies in Congress have spent more money, wracked up more debt, and expanded government more than I ever thought possible.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

1

LEADERSHIP
AND CRISIS

~ BOBBY JINDAL

nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn






OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_001_r1.jpg
LEADERSHIP
AND CRISIS

BOBBY JINDAL

ooooooooooooooooooo

WITH PETER SCHWEIZER
AND

CURT ANDERSON

Since 1947
REGNERY
PUBLISHING, INC.

An Eagle Publishing Company + Wasbington, DC





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_042_r1.gif
Can’t Get Enough
Regnery Books?

Follow us on...
facebool
FACEBOOK.COM/
YBOOKS TWITTER.COM/
REGNER REGNERY

ding

DIGG.COM/
REGNERYPUB

And learn more about our authors, upcoming titles,
and the latest in conservative news.

since 1947
REGNERY
PUBLISHING, INC.

4 Eagle Publsbing Company + Washington, DG





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_msr_cvt_r1.jpg
!-/dl

LEADERSHIP
AND CRISIS

BOBEY JINDAL






OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/jind_9781596981706_oeb_024_r1.jpg





