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"An extraordinarily powerful journey that is both political and personal...An important book for

everyone in America to read." --Walter Isaacson,#1 New York Times bestselling author of

Leonardo Da Vinci and Steve JobsThe New Orleans mayor who removed the Confederate

statues confronts the racism that shapes us and argues for white America to reckon with its

past. A passionate, personal, urgent book from the man who sparked a national debate."There

is a difference between remembrance of history and reverence for it." When Mitch Landrieu

addressed the people of New Orleans in May 2017 about his decision to take down four

Confederate monuments, including the statue of Robert E. Lee, he struck a nerve nationally,

and his speech has now been heard or seen by millions across the country. In his first book,

Mayor Landrieu discusses his personal journey on race as well as the path he took to making

the decision to remove the monuments, tackles the broader history of slavery, race and

institutional inequities that still bedevil America, and traces his personal relationship to this

history. His father, as state legislator and mayor, was a huge force in the integration of New

Orleans in the 1960s and 19070s. Landrieu grew up with a progressive education in one of the

nation's most racially divided cities, but even he had to relearn Southern history as it really

happened.Equal parts unblinking memoir, history, and prescription for finally confronting

America's most painful legacy, In the Shadow of Statues will contribute strongly to the national

conversation about race in the age of Donald Trump, at a time when racism is resurgent with

seemingly tacit approval from the highest levels of government and when too many Americans

have a misplaced nostalgia for a time and place that never existed.

One of Time magazine's “Best Memoirs of 2018” Featured in Newsweek's "50 Coolest Books

to Read This Summer"Included in Esquire's "Best Nonfiction Books of 2018"“[Mitch Landrieu]

has done something, in his speech and his book, that other politicians should emulate. He’s

tried to reckon with America’s sins while offering an optimistic, big-hearted and deeply patriotic

defense of cosmopolitanism as the source of American greatness.”—The New York Times“[A]

thought-provoking piece of political writing...Uncomfortable as it might be to think of our

country’s history...we have to do so, if we want to live within the truth. Landrieu has shown the

way.”—The Washington Post"Landrieu is an example of a politician who acknowledges that

America’s past isn’t pretty, but he’s also working to shift a damaged culture that he feels has

been ignored for too long. This is an inspiring tale that is both political and personal — urging

readers to understand the country’s past and the work that is needed to change the present."—

Time"[A] compelling reconsideration of what it means to be a Southerner in contemporary

America."—Esquire.com"A powerful manifesto."—Newsweek"A powerful, welcome manifesto

in the cause of a new and better South—and a 'better America.'"—Kirkus Reviews"[A] timely

message of racial reconciliation."—National Journal"Mitch Landrieu takes us on an

extraordinarily powerful journey that is both political and personal. With a balance of humility

and conviction, he recounts his path to a more profound understanding of racial justice and

explains how this journey led him to remove the Confederate monuments in New Orleans. It’s

an important book for everyone in America to read, because it shows how intellectual honesty

can lead to moral clarity." —Walter Isaacson, #1 New York Times bestselling author

of Leonardo Da Vinci and Steve Jobs Praise for Mitch Landrieu and his May 2017 speech:“The

masterpiece we needed at the moment we needed it” —The New York Times“A remarkably



compelling speech about race in America...stunningly eloquent” —CNN“Evocative” —

POLITICO Magazine“Courageous, controversial and frankly long overdue” —US News & World

Report“Eloquence, power and humility” —Chicago TribuneAbout the AuthorMitch Landrieu was

the mayor of New Orleans from 2010 to 2018. A Democrat, Landrieu served as lieutenant

governor of Louisiana from 2004 to 2010. His father, Moon Landrieu, was mayor of New

Orleans from 1970 to 1978 and a leading civil rights pioneer. Landrieu is the founder of the E

Pluribus Unum Fund, which works to bring people together across the American South around

the issues of race, equity, economic opportunity and violence, proving the American motto that

"out of many, one," and we are better for it. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. ©

Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1Broadmoor"Your daddy ruined the city."I

was thirteen when the woman yelled those words at me, a newly minted eighth grader at Jesuit

High School, where my father had been a star athlete a quarter century before. Earlier that day,

Father Harry Tompson, the principal, a jovial man but quite the disciplinarian, summoned me to

his office. "There has been a threat made against your life," he said gravely. Someone had

called the switchboard with an alarming message. With a wary eye, Father Tompson escorted

me across Banks Street to the gym, letting me go in for basketball practice early.It was 1973,

and three years since my father, Moon Landrieu, was inaugurated as mayor of New Orleans.

He had spent those years fulfilling campaign promises to give African Americans access to

public contracts and jobs in city government, while prodding hotels and restaurants to do more

than simply welcome black customers-that is, to hire black people above the level of

dishwashers, maids, and bellhops. Segregation practices were eroding after federal court

decisions, which angered and frightened many whites, who feared the political power of newly

registered African American voters in a city that was still at that point 65 percent white. New

Orleans might have been among the crown jewels of the South, but with white flight to the

suburbs, the demographics, power structures, and economy were changing quickly. Today the

city is 60 percent black.My father was a pragmatist, and a pro-business New Deal-style

Democrat. He was also morally grounded. The credo he stressed to my siblings and me was

simple, if profound: "Be honest, and be fair."Growing up, I was vaguely aware of my dad taking

heat over politics, but when he sat down for dinner with us, which he did nearly every night, he

didn't mention rabble-rousers who jeered at City Council meetings. We had free-flowing

conversations, warm with humor, as he asked about us, our lives, what we did that day. We

often had guests in those years, too. But a backlash was building, and about to catch me.That

day at practice, I joked about the death threat as guys came into the locker room; everyone

thought it was cool. A few minutes later, one of my friends ran in and said, "There's some lady

outside calling your name, cursing you, saying she wants to kill you." We did the only thing that

teenage boys would do-go outside and see the threat. From the cement platform above the

field-house steps, I recognized her right away, an older woman who had a fiery presence in

local politics. I had seen her on TV news in the late sixties, protesting when my father was a

councilman-at-large and they took down the Confederate flag in the City Council chambers.

She kept on protesting after that. As I stood there, she began yelling profanities. "You got black

blood!" she finally snarled. "That explains it all!"My friends were riveted. She stuck a hand into

her purse. Someone yelled, "She has a gun!" They all scattered, leaving me to face what was

to come. I had a shaky sense that she wouldn't shoot an unarmed Jesuit prefreshman in cold

blood. She pulled out a business card with her name, wrote on it "Your father is a nigger lover,"

and threw it at me. "He is sending this city to hell!" she shouted. Then she bolted off.I was in a

churn of confusion, but what I felt more than anything was pity. I didn't think that she would hurt

me; I could tell that she was challenged, not in full control-that in some awful way she was



crippled by her beliefs. That night I told my father what had happened. "She's harmless," he

said. I knew he had been dealing with people like her for some time; his optimism and upbeat

politics registered on me in a calm, steady way. That encounter at school marked the first time I

felt the hater's pain, the frustration and fury spilling out at things beyond her control. I have

seen this expression of spirit throughout my life since then. Art and music engage the human

heart and transcend time; sadly, so does hatred. I learned this one early.When I announced in

2015 that we were going to take down four icons of the Confederate past, the front desk at City

Hall logged a flood of calls from people burning with anger. The familiar hate was back."He's

ruining this city, just like his father. He's gonna pay!""He better watch out!"And yet, other voices

from the past came back to comfort me."Say, baby, how's your daddy? Best mayor we

had.""Hey, young man! Tell your momma hello! Love that woman."I cannot remember a time

when the issue of race was not part of my life or our family's. It's like a song that you cannot get

out of your head; it keeps playing over and over. Race is a soundtrack that stays with me. New

voices roll in: hostility at one side; a benevolent approval-love, if you will-at the other; and a

swirl of voices in the middle range, hashing out what it means to be American, our common

identity as citizens. I take heart that many white people have traveled far in their views on race.

Many young people embrace diversity as a natural order of things, with no memory of a South

governed by segregationists and white supremacists. And yet, today's public square teems with

hatred of an intensity we haven't seen since the 1960s. The violence by white nationalists in

Charlottesville, Virginia, shows that hatred will grow if we do not shine the light of God's love

and human reason on the darkness and chart a path of healing for the country as a whole.New

Orleans mirrors a map of the world, a city where people of many countries have settled,

shaping a beloved culture that has been enriched with jazz, Creole and Cajun cuisine, and so

much more. We've shared culture across racial lines, but we also have played a seminal role in

some of the saddest chapters in American history. More humans were sold into slavery in New

Orleans than anywhere else in the country. Hundreds of thousands of souls were sold here,

then shipped up the Mississippi River to lives of forced labor, of misery, of rape, of torture. As

we entertain visitors from around the world along our beautiful riverfront, it is hard to fathom

that at this very spot, ships emptied their human cargo from Senegal, marching their captives

down the street to what is now one of our famous hotels, but there are no historical markers on

that path. No monuments or flags to the lives destroyed.New Orleans is where black Creoles

launched a legal challenge to segregated public transportation, a case that led to the 1896

Supreme Court decision Plessy v. Ferguson, which enshrined Jim Crow's "separate but equal"

into law. In 1892 a mixed-race man named Homer Plessy attempted to board a whites-only

train car but was arrested because he was one-eighth black. Sixty years later, Freedom Riders

coming to New Orleans were beaten to a bloody pulp. Today, though, even as white identity

politics rage, I take comfort that my city understands that diversity is our strength, greeting

visitors with warmth and a cultural effervescence, even as we resolve to work hard to evolve

and heal. We all have so far to go.I'm struck by how often people describe others first by the

color of their skin-black people, African Americans, people of color. When I think about the

people I love and have learned from, I don't think about their color; I remember their words. My

family set me on a path, but many others helped guide me."The most important thing to

remember is that no one can take away from you anything that you learn," Norman Francis told

me when I was just a boy. Dr. Francis served forty-seven years as president of Xavier, the

historically black Catholic university in New Orleans. He was one of the first two African

American students at Loyola University New Orleans law school in the 1950s, where he and

my father met and forged their lifelong friendship. Dr. Francis received a Presidential Medal of



Freedom from President George W. Bush for his work in rebuilding Xavier after Hurricane

Katrina. "The future belongs to those who are educated," Norman often said in his calm,

comforting way.Other voices echoed that woman's on the steps of the Jesuit gym."Moon the

Coon!" barked a man when I picked up the phone as a kid, long before caller ID. The man hung

up. I have no clear memory of my father talking about the hate calls we got; maybe I've blotted

it all out, because the more vivid, lasting memory of my adolescence is jumping into the car

with my dad on Saturdays as he drove around the city, visiting playgrounds, police stations, fire

stations, and city work sites. The city was in his bloodstream, as it is in mine.Maurice Edwin

Landrieu was born in 1930, the younger of two brothers. They grew up on Adams Street, a

working-class neighborhood in the Uptown area. The house was twelve feet wide and fifty feet

deep and faced a graveyard. Dad slept with his brother, Joe, in the storage room of a storefront

grocery run by my grandma, Loretta Landrieu. My grandpa, Joseph Geoffrey Landrieu, had a

third-grade education and worked for the public utility company, then called NOPSI, in one of

the power stations. I remember him tenderly; Grandpa Landrieu died when I was seven.The

nickname "Moon" was apparently given to Dad from Uncle Joe early on, that's all we know.

Everyone called him Moon, even in college, law school, and after he established his law

practice and got into politics; in 1969 he had his first name legally changed to Moon.My father,

Uncle Joe, and their parents would by any definition have been classified as working-class

poor, but from everything Dad has told me, his childhood was happy. He never knew or felt that

he was poor. Miraculously, my grandparents steered both sons to Jesuit, the leading Catholic

high school for boys. Dad entered Loyola University in 1948 on a baseball scholarship, where

he met Father Louis J. Twomey, S.J., an important mentor. Father Twomey was an adviser to

labor unions, and in lectures on ethics at the law school, insisted that racial segregation was

morally wrong. This was the earliest stirring of the civil rights movement in New Orleans. Father

Twomey hosted organizational meetings for early civil rights activists. In the 1950s he

published a mimeographed newsletter, "Christ's Blueprint for the South," which was years

ahead of Southern elected officials in advocating for greater social justice for African

Americans.The other pivotal person from those years in Dad's life was the woman he would

marry. My mother, born Verna Satterlee, met my father in the 1950s when they were

undergraduates at Loyola. Verna was one of seven children born to Kent Satterlee and Olga

Macheca. Unlike my dad's family, the Satterlees were comfortably middle class; my mother was

born on the corner of South Prieur Street and General Pershing, just across the street from the

house where she would live most of her life. She had uncommon energy, nerves of steel, and a

heart filled with a servant's spirit. She had gone to Loyola after high school at Ursuline

Academy, the same high school all five of my sisters and both of my daughters would attend

through middle school.When people ask me where my father got his progressive views on

race, it takes a while to explain how the convergence of these people-Father Twomey, Verna

Satterlee, and Norman Francis-changed Dad's idea of race relations. My parents were both

serious young Catholics. In 1956 Archbishop Joseph Rummel announced that New Orleans

parochial schools would enroll black children-a controversial move that brought white

protesters outside the Church offices (it took till 1962 to desegregate the schools). Committed

to Rummel's policy no matter how long it took, Twomey was a driven Jesuit on the right side of

history. And Norman Francis, with his polite tenacity, opened my father's heart and mind; their

friendship sealed Dad's conviction that segregation laws were morally unjust and economically

unfair. He knew that Norman was every bit as good as himself, but because of his color he had

been denied the benefits that Dad had had every step of the way. They were tough,

courageous, honest, and fair-minded men. But above all else, they were just friends.Dad



graduated from Loyola two years ahead of Mom. He entered Loyola law school on an army

scholarship that committed him to service as a military lawyer after graduation. Mom took

another route. She entered an Ursuline convent to train for the life of a nun. But God had other

plans for her. She left the convent; they married in 1954, at just about the time Dad's friend

Norman married Blanche Macdonald. The Francises had six children; we all grew up together,

the Francis kids a daily reminder that the racist things some of our white friends said about

black people were untrue according to what my eyes had seen and my ears had heard. The

ties we had with the Francis family-and other black families as my dad got deeper into politics-

shaped my family's rejection of the racial mentality of the Old South. My dad today also insists

he was being somewhat selfish- because Norman was and is his best friend, the stances he

took were often to benefit himself.After Dad finished law school, my parents moved to

Arlington, Virginia, where the young lawyer worked in the Judge Advocate General's Corps at

the Pentagon. Their first child, Mary Loretta, was born there in 1955. They moved back to New

Orleans in the late fifties; Dad began practicing law and raising kids. The idea of electoral office

was quite a leap for an attorney approaching thirty, with four young children and a fifth (yours

truly) on the way; he won a seat in the legislature in 1959 with the support of the reform mayor

deLesseps Story "Chep" Morrison.Louisiana's governor at the time was Jimmie Davis, a

country-western entertainer famous for his song "You Are My Sunshine." He had served a term

as governor in the 1940s and made a comeback as an avowed segregationist in 1959, at a

time when the Louisiana legislature was purging African Americans from the voting rolls.

Southern white resistance was growing against the Supreme Court's 1954 Brown v. Board of

Education ruling that racial segregation in schools was unconstitutional. In Baton Rouge, the

legislature in 1960 pushed laws to thwart desegregation of the schools, which under federal

law would soon begin in New Orleans. Governors like Orval Faubus in Arkansas, Ross Barnett

in Mississippi, and George Wallace in Alabama all used ruses like this along with

fearmongering tactics to keep African Americans out of white schools and colleges. The racial

demagoguery triggered violent behavior; two men died in the 1962 riot at the University of

Mississippi sparked by the registration of James Meredith, the first African American student to

attend the school. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read more
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Praise for In the Shadow of Statues“[Mitch Landrieu] has done something, in his speech and

his book, that other politicians should emulate. He’s tried to reckon with America’s sins while

offering an optimistic, big-hearted, and deeply patriotic defense of cosmopolitanism as the

source of American greatness.”—The New York Times“[A] thought-provoking piece of political

writing . . . Uncomfortable as it might be to think of our country’s history . . . we have to do so, if

we want to live within the truth. Landrieu has shown the way.”—The Washington Post“[A]

compelling reconsideration of what it means to be a Southerner in contemporary America.”—

Esquire.com“Part memoir and part manifesto, the book follows Landrieu’s political path as well

as the evolution of his thoughts on race and history.”—Time.com“A powerful manifesto.”—

Newsweek“In his elegantly written memoir, Landrieu reckons with his own upbringing and his

realization that these monuments distorted history by buttressing a myth of gallant Southern

chivalry that obscured the ‘terror tactics’ that completely deprived African-Americans of

fundamental rights and led to extreme inequality. Amid a glut of self-aggrandizing

autobiographies by politicians, Landrieu’s powerful plea for racial justice stands out for its

honesty, moral clarity, and genuine faith in the possibility of change.”—The National Book

Review“A powerful, welcome manifesto in the cause of a new and better South—and a ‘better

America.’”—Kirkus Reviews“[A] timely message of racial reconciliation.”—National Journal“The

Mayor persuasively argues that the monuments are a perversion of Southern history and

attempt to perpetuate the mythology of the Lost Cause in which the Civil War was fought to

preserve an ideal agrarian civilization in which blacks and whites lived in harmony. . . . Landrieu

is an articulate voice for confronting the centrality of race to the American experience.”—

History News Network“Mitch Landrieu takes us on an extraordinarily powerful journey that is

both political and personal. With a balance of humility and conviction, he recounts his path to a

more profound understanding of racial justice and explains how this journey led him to remove

the Confederate monuments in New Orleans. It’s an important book for everyone in America to

read, because it shows how intellectual honesty can lead to moral clarity.”—Walter Isaacson,

#1 New York Times bestselling author of Leonardo Da Vinci and Steve JobsPENGUIN

BOOKSIN THE SHADOW OF STATUESMitch Landrieu was the mayor of New Orleans from

2010 to 2018. A Democrat, Landrieu served as lieutenant governor of Louisiana from 2004 to

2010. His father, Moon Landrieu, was mayor of New Orleans from 1970 to 1978 and a leading

civil rights pioneer. Landrieu is the founder of the E Pluribus Unum Fund, which works to bring

people together across the American South around the issues of race, equity, economic

opportunity, and violence, proving the American motto that “out of many, one,” and we are

better for it.PENGUIN BOOKSAn imprint of Penguin Random House LLCFirst published in the

United States of America by Viking Penguin, an imprint of Penguin Random House LLC,

2018Published in Penguin Books 2019Copyright © 2018 by Mitch LandrieuPenguin supports

copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and

creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for

complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any

form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin to continue to

publish books for every reader.THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS HAS CATALOGED THE

HARDCOVER EDITION AS FOLLOWS:Names: Landrieu, Mitch, author.Title: In the shadow of

statues : a white southerner confronts history / Mitch Landrieu.Description: New York, New

York : Viking, [2018] |Subjects: LCSH: Soldiers’ monuments—Louisiana—New Orleans. |

Statues—Louisiana—New Orleans. | Racism—Louisiana—New Orleans. | New Orleans (La.)—



Politics and government. | Landrieu, Mitch.Classification: LCC F379.N565 (ebook) | LCC

F379.N565 A26 2018 (print) | DDC 305.8009763/35—dc23LC record available at https://

lccn.loc.gov/2018006748Penguin is committed to publishing works of quality and integrity. In

that spirit, we are proud to offer this book to our readers; however, the story, the experiences,

and the words are the author’s alone.Version_3CONTENTSPraise for In the Shadow of

StatuesAbout the AuthorTitle PageCopyrightDedicationPROLOGUECan Someone Get Me a

Crane?CHAPTER 1BroadmoorCHAPTER 2Learning to See What’s in Front of MeCHAPTER

3David Duke and Donald Trump, a Nightmare LoopCHAPTER 4Politics in Disaster

TimeCHAPTER 5Rebuilding and Mourning in NOLACHAPTER 6The Shadow of Robert E.

LeeEpilogueAcknowledgmentsFurther ReadingTruth: Remarks on the Removal of Confederate

Monuments in New OrleansFor my incredible wife, Cheryl, and our wonderful children:Grace,

Emily, Matt, Ben, and WillThank you. I love you all so much.PROLOGUECan Someone Get Me

a Crane?Here I was, mayor of a major American city in the midst of a building boom like no

other, filled with million-dollar construction jobs, and I couldn’t find anyone in town who would

rent me a crane. Are you kidding me?!For the last eight years, we’d experienced the most

aggressive rebuilding phase in our city’s history. We’d benefited from nearly $8 billion in public

and private-sector investments, from housing to hospitals to new retail stores to streets. We’d

awarded billions of dollars of construction work to private contractors to actually do the

rebuilding, and there are cranes across the skyline. Many of the construction companies, large

and small, have made record profits during my time in City Hall.The people of the city of New

Orleans, through their elected government, had made the decision to take down four

Confederate monuments, and it wasn’t sitting well with some of the powerful business interests

in the state. When I put out a bid for contractors to take them down, a few responded. But they

were immediately attacked on social media, got threatening calls at work and at home, and

were, in general, harassed. This kind of thing normally never happens. Afraid, most naturally

backed away. One contractor stayed with us. And then his car was firebombed. From that

moment on, I couldn’t find anyone willing to take the statues down.I tried aggressive, personal

appeals. I did whatever I could. I personally drove around the city and took pictures of the

countless cranes and crane companies working on dozens of active construction projects

across New Orleans. My staff called every construction company and every project foreman.

We were blacklisted. Opponents sent a strong message that any company that dared step

forward to help the city would pay a price economically and even personally.Can you imagine?

In the second decade of the twenty-first century, tactics as old as burning crosses or social

exclusion, just dressed up a little bit, were being used to stop what was now an official act

authorized by the government in the legislative, judicial, and executive branches.This is the

very definition of institutionalized racism. You may have the law on your side, but if someone

else controls the money, the machines, or the hardware you need to make your new law work,

you are screwed. I learned more and more that this is exactly what has happened to African

Americans over the last three centuries. This is the difference between de jure and de facto

discrimination in today’s world. You can finally win legally, but still be completely unable to get

the job done. The picture painted by African Americans of institutional racism is real and was

acting itself out on the streets of New Orleans during this process in real time.In the end, we

got a crane. Even then, opponents at one point had found their way to one of our machines

and poured sand in the gas tank. Other protesters flew drones at the contractors to thwart their

work. But we kept plodding through. We were successful, but only because we took

extraordinary security measures to safeguard equipment and workers, and we agreed to

conceal their identities. It shouldn’t have to be that way.What follows is my account of the



tumultuous events that led to the crisis over taking down the figures of Robert E. Lee, Jefferson

Davis, and Pierre Gustave Toutant Beauregard and a monument honoring the White League, a

Reconstruction-era organization of racial militants.Learning the story of these structures, why

they were built and by whom, made clear to me, probably for the first time in my life, the lens

through which many, though certainly not all, Southerners have seen our regional identity since

the Civil War. The statues were not honoring history, or heroes. They were created as political

weapons, part of an effort to hide the truth, which is that the Confederacy was on the wrong

side of humanity. They helped distort history, putting forth a myth of Southern chivalry, the

gallant “Lost Cause,” to distract from the terror tactics that deprived African Americans of

fundamental rights from the Reconstruction years through Jim Crow until the civil rights

movement and the federal court decisions of the 1960s. Institutional inequities in the economic,

education, criminal justice, and housing systems exist to this very day.I am well aware of the

emotional investment of many Southerners whose ancestors fought in the Civil War, of the

popular interest in historical events, of how families lost loved ones, came through, and coped.

I do not mean dishonor to these people. My concern is with the political meaning of the

monuments in New Orleans, who put them there, and why: the perversion of history.The

statues were symbols. Symbols matter. We use them in telling the stories of our past and who

we are, and we choose them carefully. Once I learned the real history of these statues, I knew

there was only one path forward, and that meant making straight what was crooked, making

right what was wrong. It starts with telling the truth about the past.Race—the word, its many

meanings, the constellation of “issues” that the word connotes—does something to the human

eye. Sometimes, it’s hot and uncomfortable when you are around people who can only see

color. People of color become objects, or problems, not humans. It’s often these same people

who, when asked about history, insist to themselves and us that they are not at fault, that

history happened before them, that it’s time to move on—in fact, it was all so far back it might

as well never have happened. Or they grasp one convenient piece of history, say, the rightful

place of Confederate statues, a reminder of why Southern soldiers fought and died. But that is

not the whole story of what these statues mean and why they were erected.And the misuse of

history is inflamed by the anger burning through demonstrations today, anger fueled by white

supremacists and neo-Nazis who have stolen the meaning of Southern heritage from many

whites who abhor their ideology but still hold hard to a rose-colored nostalgia for the past. It is

a view of history that I, respectfully, do not share; but I understand where they are coming from,

and why many people feel as they do. Faulkner famously wrote, “The past is never dead; it’s

not even past.” We live those words today, all too painfully.Race is America’s most traumatic

issue, one that we have not nearly worked through. The true measure of a great country is the

quality of justice it affords to all. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., insisted, “True peace . . . is the

presence of justice.” It is a long, rugged road for all people to find that peace, and our job is to

stay on that path, even as we make progress.This book also follows my personal story. As I

look back at key passages in my life, I think about the racial realities that shadowed me from an

early age and the remarkable influence of my parents, Moon and Verna Landrieu, in fostering

an ethos of honesty and fair play toward all people in my eight siblings and me. Race

percolates through so many of the major events in New Orleans, including most recently the

career of David Duke and the path of Hurricane Katrina through our city, and so those

episodes are part of this story, too.These last eight years have given me the wonderful

privilege of serving as mayor of the city where I was born and raised. New Orleans is a town

with a song in its heart and a swing in its step. We also have a history of racial injustice that we

must never stop confronting in order to build a stronger and more equitable city for all who call



it home. Everyone alive today has inherited this country’s difficult history. Although in recent

years we celebrated the fiftieth anniversary of the March on Washington and elected an African

American president twice, the big message we should hear from the streets of Baltimore and

Ferguson and Charlottesville and New Orleans is that we are not done; we have more work to

do.A house divided against itself cannot stand, but to heal our divisions we must be able to

hear one another, see one another, understand one another and feel one another. Once we

start to listen rather than speak, see rather than look away, we will realize a simple truth: we

are all the same. We all want the same thing—peace, prosperity, and economic opportunity.

And for our kids to have a better life than we do. There are many who are cynical and believe

we cannot change, that our divisions are somehow part of the natural order of things. This is

the moment to prove them wrong.This has been a long and personal story for me. I hope that

this book meets each reader wherever they are in their own journey on race, and that my own

story gives each reader the courage to continue to move forward. I hope that this book helps

create hope for a limitless future. Now is the time to actually make this city and country the way

they always should have been. Now is the time for choosing our path forward.CHAPTER

1BroadmoorYour daddy ruined the city.”I was thirteen when the woman yelled those words at

me, a newly minted eighth grader at Jesuit High School, where my father had been a star

athlete a quarter century before. Earlier that day, Father Harry Tompson, the principal, a jovial

man but quite the disciplinarian, summoned me to his office. “There has been a threat made

against your life,” he said gravely. Someone had called the switchboard with an alarming

message. With a wary eye, Father Tompson escorted me across Banks Street to the gym,

letting me go in for basketball practice early.It was 1973, and three years since my father, Moon

Landrieu, was inaugurated as mayor of New Orleans. He had spent those years fulfilling

campaign promises to give African Americans access to public contracts and jobs in city

government, while prodding hotels and restaurants to do more than simply welcome black

customers—that is, to hire black people above the level of dishwashers, maids, and bellhops.

Segregation practices were eroding after federal court decisions, which angered and frightened

many whites, who feared the political power of newly registered African American voters in a

city that was still at that point 65 percent white. New Orleans might have been among the

crown jewels of the South, but with white flight to the suburbs, the demographics, power

structures, and economy were changing quickly. Today the city is 60 percent black.My father

was a pragmatist, and a pro-business New Deal–style Democrat. He was also morally

grounded. The credo he stressed to my siblings and me was simple, if profound: “Be honest,

and be fair.”Growing up, I was vaguely aware of my dad taking heat over politics, but when he

sat down for dinner with us, which he did nearly every night, he didn’t mention rabble-rousers

who jeered at City Council meetings. We had free-flowing conversations, warm with humor, as

he asked about us, our lives, what we did that day. We often had guests in those years, too. But

a backlash was building, and about to catch me.That day at practice, I joked about the death

threat as guys came into the locker room; everyone thought it was cool. A few minutes later,

one of my friends ran in and said, “There’s some lady outside calling your name, cursing you,

saying she wants to kill you.” We did the only thing that teenage boys would do—go outside

and see the threat. From the cement platform above the field-house steps, I recognized her

right away, an older woman who had a fiery presence in local politics. I had seen her on TV

news in the late sixties, protesting when my father was a councilman-at-large and they took

down the Confederate flag in the City Council chambers. She kept on protesting after that. As I

stood there, she began yelling profanities. “You got black blood!” she finally snarled. “That

explains it all!”My friends were riveted. She stuck a hand into her purse. Someone yelled, “She



has a gun!” They all scattered, leaving me to face what was to come. I had a shaky sense that

she wouldn’t shoot an unarmed Jesuit prefreshman in cold blood. She pulled out a business

card with her name, wrote on it “Your father is a nigger lover,” and threw it at me. “He is sending

this city to hell!” she shouted. Then she bolted off.I was in a churn of confusion, but what I felt

more than anything was pity. I didn’t think that she would hurt me; I could tell that she was

challenged, not in full control—that in some awful way she was crippled by her beliefs. That

night I told my father what had happened. “She’s harmless,” he said. I knew he had been

dealing with people like her for some time; his optimism and upbeat politics registered on me in

a calm, steady way. That encounter at school marked the first time I felt the hater’s pain, the

frustration and fury spilling out at things beyond her control. I have seen this expression of

spirit throughout my life since then. Art and music engage the human heart and transcend

time; sadly, so does hatred. I learned this one early.—When I announced in 2015 that we were

going to take down four icons of the Confederate past, the front desk at City Hall logged a flood

of calls from people burning with anger. The familiar hate was back.“He’s ruining this city, just

like his father. He’s gonna pay!”“He better watch out!”And yet, other voices from the past came

back to comfort me.“Say, baby, how’s your daddy? Best mayor we had.”“Hey, young man! Tell

your momma hello! Love that woman.”I cannot remember a time when the issue of race was

not part of my life or our family’s. It’s like a song that you cannot get out of your head; it keeps

playing over and over. Race is a soundtrack that stays with me. New voices roll in: hostility at

one side; a benevolent approval—love, if you will—at the other; and a swirl of voices in the

middle range, hashing out what it means to be American, our common identity as citizens. I

take heart that many white people have traveled far in their views on race. Many young people

embrace diversity as a natural order of things, with no memory of a South governed by

segregationists and white supremacists. And yet, today’s public square teems with hatred of an

intensity we haven’t seen since the 1960s. The violence by white nationalists in Charlottesville,

Virginia, shows that hatred will grow if we do not shine the light of God’s love and human

reason on the darkness and chart a path of healing for the country as a whole.New Orleans

mirrors a map of the world, a city where people of many countries have settled, shaping a

beloved culture that has been enriched with jazz, Creole and Cajun cuisine, and so much

more. We’ve shared culture across racial lines, but we also have played a seminal role in some

of the saddest chapters in American history. More humans were sold into slavery in New

Orleans than anywhere else in the country. Hundreds of thousands of souls were sold here,

then shipped up the Mississippi River to lives of forced labor, of misery, of rape, of torture. As

we entertain visitors from around the world along our beautiful riverfront, it is hard to fathom

that at this very spot, ships emptied their human cargo from Senegal, marching their captives

down the street to what is now one of our famous hotels, but there are no historical markers on

that path. No monuments or flags to the lives destroyed.New Orleans is where black Creoles

launched a legal challenge to segregated public transportation, a case that led to the 1896

Supreme Court decision Plessy v. Ferguson, which enshrined Jim Crow’s “separate but equal”

into law. In 1892 a mixed-race man named Homer Plessy attempted to board a whites-only

train car but was arrested because he was one-eighth black. Sixty years later, Freedom Riders

coming to New Orleans were beaten to a bloody pulp. Today, though, even as white identity

politics rage, I take comfort that my city understands that diversity is our strength, greeting

visitors with warmth and a cultural effervescence, even as we resolve to work hard to evolve

and heal. We all have so far to go.I’m struck by how often people describe others first by the

color of their skin—black people, African Americans, people of color. When I think about the

people I love and have learned from, I don’t think about their color; I remember their words. My



family set me on a path, but many others helped guide me.“The most important thing to

remember is that no one can take away from you anything that you learn,” Norman Francis told

me when I was just a boy. Dr. Francis served forty-seven years as president of Xavier, the

historically black Catholic university in New Orleans. He was one of the first two African

American students at Loyola University New Orleans law school in the 1950s, where he and

my father met and forged their lifelong friendship. Dr. Francis received a Presidential Medal of

Freedom from President George W. Bush for his work in rebuilding Xavier after Hurricane

Katrina. “The future belongs to those who are educated,” Norman often said in his calm,

comforting way.Other voices echoed that woman’s on the steps of the Jesuit gym.“Moon the

Coon!” barked a man when I picked up the phone as a kid, long before caller ID. The man hung

up. I have no clear memory of my father talking about the hate calls we got; maybe I’ve blotted

it all out, because the more vivid, lasting memory of my adolescence is jumping into the car

with my dad on Saturdays as he drove around the city, visiting playgrounds, police stations, fire

stations, and city work sites. The city was in his bloodstream, as it is in mine.Maurice Edwin

Landrieu was born in 1930, the younger of two brothers. They grew up on Adams Street, a

working-class neighborhood in the Uptown area. The house was twelve feet wide and fifty feet

deep and faced a graveyard. Dad slept with his brother, Joe, in the storage room of a storefront

grocery run by my grandma, Loretta Landrieu. My grandpa, Joseph Geoffrey Landrieu, had a

third-grade education and worked for the public utility company, then called NOPSI, in one of

the power stations. I remember him tenderly; Grandpa Landrieu died when I was seven.The

nickname “Moon” was apparently given to Dad from Uncle Joe early on, that’s all we know.

Everyone called him Moon, even in college, law school, and after he established his law

practice and got into politics; in 1969 he had his first name legally changed to Moon.My father,

Uncle Joe, and their parents would by any definition have been classified as working-class

poor, but from everything Dad has told me, his childhood was happy. He never knew or felt that

he was poor. Miraculously, my grandparents steered both sons to Jesuit, the leading Catholic

high school for boys. Dad entered Loyola University in 1948 on a baseball scholarship, where

he met Father Louis J. Twomey, S.J., an important mentor. Father Twomey was an adviser to

labor unions, and in lectures on ethics at the law school, insisted that racial segregation was

morally wrong. This was the earliest stirring of the civil rights movement in New Orleans. Father

Twomey hosted organizational meetings for early civil rights activists. In the 1950s he

published a mimeographed newsletter, “Christ’s Blueprint for the South,” which was years

ahead of Southern elected officials in advocating for greater social justice for African

Americans.The other pivotal person from those years in Dad’s life was the woman he would

marry. My mother, born Verna Satterlee, met my father in the 1950s when they were

undergraduates at Loyola. Verna was one of seven children born to Kent Satterlee and Olga

Macheca. Unlike my dad’s family, the Satterlees were comfortably middle class; my mother was

born on the corner of South Prieur Street and General Pershing, just across the street from the

house where she would live most of her life. She had uncommon energy, nerves of steel, and a

heart filled with a servant’s spirit. She had gone to Loyola after high school at Ursuline

Academy, the same high school all five of my sisters and both of my daughters would attend

through middle school.When people ask me where my father got his progressive views on

race, it takes a while to explain how the convergence of these people—Father Twomey, Verna

Satterlee, and Norman Francis—changed Dad’s idea of race relations. My parents were both

serious young Catholics. In 1956 Archbishop Joseph Rummel announced that New Orleans

parochial schools would enroll black children—a controversial move that brought white

protesters outside the Church offices (it took till 1962 to desegregate the schools). Committed



to Rummel’s policy no matter how long it took, Twomey was a driven Jesuit on the right side of

history. And Norman Francis, with his polite tenacity, opened my father’s heart and mind; their

friendship sealed Dad’s conviction that segregation laws were morally unjust and economically

unfair. He knew that Norman was every bit as good as himself, but because of his color he had

been denied the benefits that Dad had had every step of the way. They were tough,

courageous, honest, and fair-minded men. But above all else, they were just friends.Dad

graduated from Loyola two years ahead of Mom. He entered Loyola law school on an army

scholarship that committed him to service as a military lawyer after graduation. Mom took

another route. She entered an Ursuline convent to train for the life of a nun. But God had other

plans for her. She left the convent; they married in 1954, at just about the time Dad’s friend

Norman married Blanche Macdonald. The Francises had six children; we all grew up together,

the Francis kids a daily reminder that the racist things some of our white friends said about

black people were untrue according to what my eyes had seen and my ears had heard. The

ties we had with the Francis family—and other black families as my dad got deeper into politics

—shaped my family’s rejection of the racial mentality of the Old South. My dad today also

insists he was being somewhat selfish— because Norman was and is his best friend, the

stances he took were often to benefit himself.After Dad finished law school, my parents moved

to Arlington, Virginia, where the young lawyer worked in the Judge Advocate General’s Corps

at the Pentagon. Their first child, Mary Loretta, was born there in 1955. They moved back to

New Orleans in the late fifties; Dad began practicing law and raising kids. The idea of electoral

office was quite a leap for an attorney approaching thirty, with four young children and a fifth

(yours truly) on the way; he won a seat in the legislature in 1959 with the support of the reform

mayor deLesseps Story “Chep” Morrison.Louisiana’s governor at the time was Jimmie Davis, a

country-western entertainer famous for his song “You Are My Sunshine.” He had served a term

as governor in the 1940s and made a comeback as an avowed segregationist in 1959, at a

time when the Louisiana legislature was purging African Americans from the voting rolls.

Southern white resistance was growing against the Supreme Court’s 1954 Brown v. Board of

Education ruling that racial segregation in schools was unconstitutional. In Baton Rouge, the

legislature in 1960 pushed laws to thwart desegregation of the schools, which under federal

law would soon begin in New Orleans. Governors like Orval Faubus in Arkansas, Ross Barnett

in Mississippi, and George Wallace in Alabama all used ruses like this along with

fearmongering tactics to keep African Americans out of white schools and colleges. The racial

demagoguery triggered violent behavior; two men died in the 1962 riot at the University of

Mississippi sparked by the registration of James Meredith, the first African American student to

attend the school.My father voted against twenty-nine Jim Crow laws in the legislature in 1960.

He was serving his black and white constituents, and in such a volatile environment the stance

he took showed real courage, as one of only two dissenting white votes. One evening, my

father got on the elevator in the hotel where he was staying in Baton Rouge, only to confront

State Senator Willie Rainach, a hard-edged racist, and Leander Perez, the district attorney of

Plaquemines Parish, an area of plantations, citrus groves, fisheries, and marshland south of

New Orleans. Demagogue is too soft a term to describe Perez, a long-standing member of the

state’s all-white Citizens Council, a buttoned-down version of the Ku Klux Klan. He was

Louisiana’s George Wallace and ran his political fiefdom with a prison stay waiting for any

demonstrators. Though no one knew it at the time, he was also swindling the parish

government out of a fortune in mineral leases on public land he controlled. Several years after

Perez died, the parish government filed suit and forced the Perez heirs to relinquish sixty

thousand acres of land and pay $10 million in back royalties.Perez and Willie Rainach



surrounded my father in the elevator.“We know your kind,” said Rainach, jabbing a forefinger in

Dad’s chest. “We’re going to get you! You’re done!”I was in my mother’s womb at that moment

when my father’s life was threatened, and was born later that summer, on August 16, 1960.

The fifth of nine children. Right in the middle. I have been in the middle of a journey on race

ever since. There has not been a moment in my life when we haven’t been tackling these

issues personally or politically.My father was a marked man to the racist right; but in standing

up for his values, he earned the respect of black people in his district, as well as a good

measure of whites, who though unsure about desegregation, saw him as a leader willing to

make hard decisions and with the courage to speak the truth. A few years later he won a City

Council seat even though New Orleans had a strong white voting majority. There he and

Council members Philip Ciaccio and Eddie Sapir spearheaded the removal of the Confederate

flag that was still on display in public chambers.Leander Perez, meanwhile, had orchestrated

Governor Jimmie Davis’s attempt at a states’-rights scheme to blunt the federal court’s

desegregation orders, which failed. In 1962, two public elementary schools in the blue-collar

Lower Ninth Ward admitted African American children with U.S. marshals providing

security.Perez had whipped up fervor at rallies, railing against “burrheads.” White protesters

outside City Hall shouted opposition to desegregated schools. White parents pulled children

from schools in neighborhoods where blacks and whites had lived in close proximity. White

crowds cursed at the three girls who attended McDonogh No. 19 school in the Lower Ninth

Ward. In one of Norman Rockwell’s famous paintings, a little black girl named Ruby Bridges

walks with big federal marshals to the William Frantz Elementary School door, not far away in

the Upper Ninth Ward.Archbishop Rummel excommunicated Leander Perez from the Catholic

Church for his outsized bigotry; the Church later rescinded his expulsion so he could be buried

with a Catholic funeral. I was too young to remember those events. But from reading the

history, watching news footage of the time, and talking with my father and his friends—

particularly Pascal Calogero, his former law partner, who went on to become chief justice of

the Louisiana Supreme Court—I came to believe that if we had had enlightened leadership,

that embraced the proposition that children of different colors can learn together in the same

classrooms, the New Orleans public schools might have been saved, or at least had a chance

at success. Instead, we entered the era of white flight to the suburbs. The decades from the

1960s through the ’80s changed the demographics of the city and, with it, the schools; the city

became poorer and mostly black, and too many people stopped caring about and investing in

the public schools.—My mom and dad had nine children in eleven years, starting with Mary (a

future U.S. senator) and followed by Mark, Melanie, Michelle, myself, Madeleine (a future

judge, now dean of the law school at Loyola New Orleans), Martin, Melinda, and Maurice, Jr. (a

future assistant U.S. attorney in New Orleans). We have a run of lawyers—my wife, Cheryl

Quirk, is one, as am I. We have been blessed with five children. My parents have thirty-eight

grandchildren. My mother can name each one, lickety-split.The house where I grew up, and

where my parents still live, is a raised duplex in the neighborhood called Broadmoor.

Broadmoor borders Uptown, which is more middle class and quite prosperous in certain areas,

particularly near the Mississippi River and Audubon Park with its beautiful oak trees, and the

streets surrounding the campuses of Tulane and Loyola universities, directly across from the

park. It took about fifteen minutes by bike for me to reach Audubon Park. Our house had

originally been built for two families; as the family grew and my parents knocked down walls to

create more bedrooms, they also turned the basement into an apartment for my dad’s parents,

who joined us in 1966. The family next door had eight kids—their name, confusingly, was

Andrieu. Around the corner lived the Osigians; they had fourteen. And around the other corner,



the Hennessey family had nine children. That was just two square blocks. In an area of four

square blocks, right down the street from where Walter Isaacson grew up, lived the Shirers.

They had seven kids. We didn’t have to go far to field a team for anything.Working-class

African American families lived the next block over. You have to understand that while New

Orleans schools and institutions were segregated, much of the city was geographically a racial

patchwork, with black and white families living around the block from each other. Ann

Duplessis, who later became a state senator and then came to work with me in City Hall, lived

two doors away from us; my dad gave her rides to the Wilson Elementary public school (where

most of the black kids went) when he was mayor. Across the street from Ann’s home lived the

family of Mike Roussell, whose uncle became the first African American provost of Loyola. The

Catholic parishes, black and white, were vibrant in those days. I rode my bike to our school, St.

Matthias. St. Rita was a five-minute car ride; so was Our Lady of Lourdes on Napoleon Avenue,

on the nearer fringes of Uptown, and St. Stephen’s, farther down on Napoleon in old Uptown.

Holy Name of Jesus, a large church next to Loyola University, stood across St. Charles Avenue

from Audubon Park.That neighborhood in Broadmoor was my window to the world. We played

pickup basketball on a goal in our backyard, and touch football on the corner. We played at one

another’s houses. This is where we were formed—black kids and white kids, in a life that was

normal and routine to us. We called one another nicknames—Frog, Carpethead, Big,

Turtlehead, Fat, and Rabbit. Today it is hard for me to go anywhere in the city and not run into

someone who played ball in our yard or with me on the streets near the house back then. Just

kids, just friends, paying no attention to the differences or the color of our skin. Perhaps it was

because the black kids I knew were in a similar economic situation. Perhaps it was the seeds

my father and mother had planted in all those family conversations.My mother focused more on

us than on things like brand-name clothes or fancy silverware. As I think of it, with nine children

she probably had little time for such concerns. We never ate on fine china. We’d drink out of

jelly jars that we had emptied when she made peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for us to take

to school at St. Matthias, where all nine of us went to lower school. Dad was on the City

Council at the time; I remember the blue Pontiac station wagon he drove, with a hole in the

floorboard where we used to get our kicks, seeing if we could touch the ground. I look back and

realize that even with his law practice and whatever he was pulling in from the part-time city

salary, my father had a large family with all the expenses of keeping kids in clothes, food, and

school, and that hole in the station wagon floorboard was there because other things came

ahead in his list of priorities. Romping around with our friends, devouring the hamburgers and

potato salad on picnics at Lake Pontchartrain as the breeze blew in from the lake, were

episodes as idyllic as a boy can have.But during that idyllic time, the world outside my

neighborhood was splintering. Today, I look back and doubt the black kids I knew had the same

rosy view of the world. As I moved through high school and into college, I pieced together a

story of the events that haunted American society before I was old enough to process them—

civil rights demonstrations; bitter court battles over segregation; the assassinations of

President John F. Kennedy (when I was three), Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., and Bobby Kennedy,

whose funeral on television I vaguely recall my parents watching; the mounting opposition to

the Vietnam war; the streets outside the 1968 Democratic Convention, and Chicago police

pounding antiwar protesters; the election of Richard Nixon, and then the Watergate scandal.

But back then, largely oblivious, I was a happy kid. I had a lot to learn.My father wasn’t the

domineering sort who said, “Kids should be quiet.” He expected us to engage in conversation. I

remember one time at dinner, the phone rang, my sister Melanie answered it, then announced:

“There’s some idiot on the phone who says he’s Governor McKeithen.” And my father said, “Oh,



my God.” It was indeed Governor John McKeithen, a colorful populist, calling from the mansion

in Baton Rouge. This was in the early 1970s, when Dad was mayor and they were working

together to get the Louisiana Superdome built. “Governor,” he said, grabbing the phone, “I’m

really sorry, but you know, my kids are pretty unsophisticated.”The governor had a booming

laugh. “Moon, we all have kids!”When I was growing up, my father and I never talked directly

about race. I picked up things by osmosis, watching how my parents acted, how they spoke to

and treated people. Our house was never closed to anybody. Black children we played with in

the neighborhood would come inside with us. One day I was riding in the car with my mother;

we were going down Broad Street, near my father’s law office, and she stopped the car short.

There was a woman lying in the street, and cars were passing her by. She was an African

American woman, who was either drunk or incapacitated; she was disheveled and sticking out

of her clothes. I remember my mother getting out and helping her get over onto the sidewalk.
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Andrew Desmond, “America Confronts its Past. I have visited New Orleans on four occasions

over the last thirty years. In my mind, it is America’s most unique city. It is also an obvious

melting pot of peoples. Thus, the statues of Robert E Lee upon a huge pedestal and Jefferson

Davis in a prominent point on Canal Street, one of the city’s main thoroughfares, have seemed

so incongruous. To me, these statues harkened back to an ugly past and had no place in a

forward-looking, inclusive city.“In the Shadow of Statues” does two things. Firstly, it addresses

the issue of the removal of four Confederate statues and, secondly, it does this is in the context

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/omoBv/In-the-Shadow-of-Statues-A-White-Southerner-Confronts-History


of the life of the book’s author, former New Orleans mayor, Mitch Landrieu.Landrieu’s slim work

is thoroughly readable and thoroughly rational. Quite simply, in the 21st century, it is no longer

appropriate to be exalting such divisive figures as Lee, Davis and Beauregard. The

Confederacy believed in slavery and lost a war. It is wrong to be placing Lee et al on literal

pedestals. To African Americans, this obsession with Civil War losers must be particularly

galling.The upshot is that Landrieu was able to remove the statues. New Orleans seems to

have moved on. If more cities could be like New Orleans, America would be a better place.

Indeed, perhaps America can be great again but not in the way imagined by the incumbent

president.”

Arthur Digbee, “Timely discussion of how to remember history. New Orleans Mayor Mitch

Landrieu gave an important speech on southern history upon the occasion of removing a

statue of Robert E. Lee. This book provides the back story for that speech, reflecting on a

lifetime in New Orleans. Thanks to black friends and many others, Landrieu learned to see the

racism in the history of his beloved city, while remaining upbeat about the city today and

optimistic about its future.Mitch’s father, Moon Landrieu, was a reform mayor of the city who

supported integration in the 1960s. Death threats were part of Moon’s life, though they were

not too visible to Mitch and the other kids. They became part of Mitch’s life when, as mayor, he

decided to remove four statues providing a one-sided history of the city.Landrieu writes this

history in a polished, folksy style. It’s mostly about how he came to see the statues as an

obstacle to his city’s future. However, he spends enough time on gun crime, schools, and his

economic redevelopment plans that one chapter also provides a resume should he run for

higher office.I'd give it four stars on its merits, but five for its timeliness and importance as a

contribution to public conversations.”

Roslyn Harper, “A book club choice. I read this book this weekend and immediately decided I

was selecting it for two bookclubs I am hosting in the next couple,of months. Learning more

about the history of NO is what keep me reading. Because I live in Charleston, SC, I was

interested in how he accomplished removing statues. We really did not learn our American

History but it is never too late. Thank you to this brave and dedicated public servant for staying

focused.”

Peter C, “An eye-opening look at history and racism. While this book has been attacked by

bigots, xenophobes and white nationalists, It must be noted that every one star rating on

Amazon has been submitted by UNVERIFIED purchasers. While I doubt that any of these

reviewers - with the exception of one lengthy rebuke - have actually read this well-written and

insightful book, I suggest that these are the very people who should be reading this book while

keeping an open mind. Mitch Landrieu's book is an articulate, well written history lesson. A

must read!”

J. Sebastian Newman, “Powerful!. This is a powerful, timely, and well thought out piece of work.

As an African American I am moved to tears and inspired by the author’s example. Thank you,

Mayor. Thank you.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Solid examination of a critical contemporary matter. Mitch Landrieu has

lived this story.He isn't a passive observer. He grew up in the very southern city of New

Orleans and saw first hand the unequal opportunities created by racial bigotry. But he admits

and documents how he didn't truly see the full scope until much later in life, when he really



examined more details of how the many surviving myths developed. How those were shaped

not by honor and any patriotism but by sinister forces and how seemingly historic relics were

actually tools to enforce a new form of repression and, yes, slavery.It is a story that expects

those who learn more and reflect on the purposeful distortions at play will develop a more

equitable outlook.  I certainly hope Mitch Landrieu is right.”

Laurent J., “Understanding this part of our history. I chose this book for our book club and we

all agreed it was one of the very best book each of us had ever read. It engaged you from start

to finish and provided a lively discussion. There was a middle section that dragged a little and

made you ask, where is this going, but then the ah-ha moment and the book got better and

better. I would recommend this to anyone. I am a product of New England so some of the

history was new to me and now I understand why the title.”

Bobbe Allender, “Must Read.... I felt like the author, Mitch Landrieu and I were sitting in a comfy

room and having a conversation. Landrieu brings a highly controversial topics to such truth and

logic. No lectures, just, "Well there is this and that is why you want to do that!" Sure wish all

politicians had been brought up in his family and neighborhood. His understanding and delivery

and unifying. And he has the courage to state when he realizes he is wrong and move forward

from that point.”

CiDi70072, “Important read: a man confronts his privilege to make a difference. Is it enough?.

Landrieu articulates his challenges and recognises his limitations as a "white guy" confronted

by refutable modern mythology. Like the unbound citizen in Plato's Cave, he strives towards

enlightenment. Now, he stands in the brilliance of new knowledge. Does he descend back into

the cave, to inform and release the others, knowing in their fear and ignorance they may tear

him limb-from-limb?It's a quick read with interesting sidestories about Ray Nagin, important

lessons on how to deal with the likes of David Duke, and decidedly strong impression of

Trump.Thanks, Mayor Landrieu, for sharing your experience with me and reminding me that

diversity is strength and one person can make a difference.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Really recommend it to everyone. This is a most thoughtful book. Really

recommend it to everyone.  We need to think about what is said here.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “measured leadership. awesome and powerful. Magnified under the

current climate of the US”

The book by Mitch Landrieu has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 405 people have provided feedback.
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