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FRONTISPIECE

People-watching and community chats were in order at the 2005 Sesquicentennial celebration in Martindale, Texas. From left, David Butts and Mercedes Peña engage one another in conversation while I watch the world go by and Molly holds her own tête-à-tête with an unidentified woman.
Photo courtesy of Joe Pinelli.
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Cooking is like love.
It should be entered into with
abandon or not at all.

HARRIET VAN HORNE

Vogue, October 15, 1956
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Foreword

Lou Dubose

SOME YEARS BACK, MOLLY WAS HOLDING forth at the head of a long table at McCormick & Schmick’s on Congress Avenue when I noticed that Adam Clymer’s menu was on fire. Adam was midway down a table of twenty-one diners, just close enough to Molly to follow one of her long riffs on Texas politics and too close to a candle on the table.

Adam is the quintessential Timesman—former editor of the Harvard Crimson, arid sense of humor on good days, hard facts, reasoned analysis, and all that. He’s the New York Times reporter Dick Cheney called a “world-class asshole.”

Molly adored him. Adam, that is.

Just in from Washington and travel-weary, Adam was the final arrival at a dinner party that had grown exponentially as waiters added tables—all on Molly’s tab. (Molly would part ways with McCormick & Schmick after I told her its owners had tried to eliminate the minimum wage for waiters in Oregon and bankrolled Republican campaigns.) On this Friday night in December, however, she turned the restaurant’s large dining room into her salon. Anyone lucky enough to be there—including Molly’s “Chief of Stuff,” Betsy Moon; Liz Carpenter, Lady Bird Johnson’s former press secretary; omnivorous state representative Elliott Naishtat; Texas Observer publisher Charlotte McCann; Jane’s Due Process founder Susan Hays; Fox newsgirl Ellen Fleysher—was, well, lucky to be there.

I tried to get Adam’s attention, but he was not to be distracted. So I removed the menu from his hand and smothered the flames with a clean dinner plate. It was no surprise that Adam missed his own fire. Molly was a marvelous performer. She performed on paper, eight hundred words, three times a week for four hundred newspapers, until breast cancer ended it.

She also performed in the kitchen, where she could whip up a remarkable lobster bisque or a perfect steak au poivre. She performed at the table, where conversations were fueled by good wine and good food, or beer, burgers, and barbecue. She loved cuisine, haute and not-so-haute, served up with conversation, high- or lowbrow.

Regarding the not-so-haute, Molly and I once planned a magazine piece that would describe a white-linen dinner built exclusively on the recipes we found in The Ron Paul Family Cookbooks. That’s Ron Paul, the Libertarian obstetrician Republican congressman adored by gold bugs, Ayn Randers, and conspiracy theorists (anyone who believes right-wing nuttiness isn’t congenital might read up on the Kentucky Senate campaign of Dr. Paul’s son Rand).

The cookbook has been filed away in my attic archives. But I recall ambrosia, a Spam recipe, Jell-O dishes, and green beans in cream of mushroom soup; it also had a Dream Whip dessert that I think required the crushing of Oreos. They embodied the congealed sixties-in-suburbia offerings that Johnny Depp’s alien character found so utterly alien in the film Edward Scissorhands.

“We’ll cook it. Alan Pogue will photograph it. Sweets will review it. And someone else will eat it,” Molly said. Sometimes journalism requires sacrifices too great to bear.

I admit that I had misgivings about a book about cooking with Molly Ivins. It seemed that it was neither fish nor fowl, neither a cookbook nor a memoir. Yet the more I thought about it, the more the idea of a culinary memoir appealed to me.

Here’s why: because she was a performer (she described herself as a professional Texan), Molly Ivins was a difficult person to know. Too often, even among large groups of friends, she was “in character” or “in voice.” Molly’s métier was that remarkable voice, appropriated from the gargoyles who pass for elected officials in Texas and from the decent elected officials who still speak in a genuine Texas idiom.

Yet there was much more to Molly than the public persona, as interesting and entertaining as it was. She was polyglot fluent, speaking Texan, Smith College English, and French. She was complex. She read broadly and deeply. She was loyal to a fault, often hiring a larger entourage of unemployed friends than did Elvis. She was an ardent Elvis fan and loved Jerry Lee Lewis enough to buy a piano she never learned to play in hopes of someday mastering “Great Balls of Fire.”

It was in the kitchen and at the table with small groups of friends that Molly disarmed. It is Molly disarmed whom Ellen Sweets introduces to readers.

On the Sunday morning following the McCormick & Schmick dinner, Molly invited a group of about forty to brunch at Fonda San Miguel, an Austin Mexican restaurant that has cultivated a national following in the thirty-five years it’s been in central Austin. The brunch at Fonda, an elaborate buffet of dishes you would have to travel to Oaxaca or Mexico City to find, was the end of a weekend celebrating the fiftieth anniversary of Molly’s beloved Texas Observer, which continues kicking ass and taking names in a state where a substantial number of asses need kicking.

At one end of a long table, my wife and I sat with Adam Clymer. Adam wore a sport coat, a freshly laundered white shirt, and dress slacks. Because it was Sunday, he had forgone the tie and was wearing a Washington Nationals baseball cap.

At the other end of the table sat Molly, in a Texas Observer shirt and dark velour pants so worn they were weirdly iridescent. (I always considered her something of a sartorial felon.)

Adam was magisterial, quoting polls and attitudinal surveys that defined the insurmountable challenge that lay between then-Senator Barack Obama and the presidency, when the other end of the table erupted in laughter as Molly wrapped up a story.

“You know,” Adam said with a smile, “she never fit in at the Times.”

She didn’t. But she found a home in four hundred smaller newspapers in smaller markets, where hundreds of thousands of readers isolated by geography and political beliefs devoured her columns. Those readers, who knew Molly on paper, will now get to know her in the kitchen.
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I’M ETERNALLY INDEBTED TO MY PARENTS, Melba and Nathaniel Sweets. Before my mother died at the age of ninety-seven, I grudgingly but sincerely thanked her for all those red-pencil corrections she applied to everything I wrote, even after stuff had been published. She was often right, damn it all.

I’m grateful to my father for teaching me that the power of the printed word is something to be treasured and never taken lightly; that respect is earned, not conferred; and that if you drive into the back of another car it’s always your fault.

When I said I was going to write a book, my brothers, Fred and Nathaniel Jr., shrugged and said, “Hey—cool; do we get free books?”

Committing to paper kitchen tales from Molly’s big love—after family and journalism—would have been difficult, if not impossible, without assistance from friends who ate and/or cooked with and/or for her. I am one of the luckiest people ever to know such good people, not one of whom ever said, “Are you nuts? What do you know about writing a book?!” I said it to myself instead.

Thank you, Stu Wilk, who, as Dallas Morning News assistant managing editor, hired me. If I hadn’t come to Dallas, I might never have met Molly, let alone become her friend.

The Denver Post deserves an appreciative mention, especially editor Greg Moore, who not only understood my sense of loss when Molly died but in 2009, for two and a half months, provided me with space to write a substantial portion of this book.

Reference librarians are almost always unsung heroes, but not here. I’m indebted to Cleora Hughes at the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, Darlean Spangenberger and Angelo Cortez at the Dallas Morning News, and Barb Hudson, Jan Torpy, and Vickie Makings at the Denver Post for their research assistance.

I owe a debt of gratitude to folks in Boulder, including Tracy and Michael Ehlers, who were Molly’s Colorado hosts for several years, and Maura Clare, communications director for the University of Colorado’s Conference on World Affairs. Molly loved the CWA, and it loved her right back, as evidenced by invitations returning her again and again and again.

A big fat muchas gracias goes to a supportive hometown posse in St. Louis—Harper Barnes and his wife, Rosanne Weiss; my other “sister,” Rose Jonas, and her husband, Ed Finkelstein; Art and Gayla Hoffman; and former Post-Dispatch colleague Christine Bertelson, who, when I told her about the book, exclaimed, “Holy shit!” That’s when I got scared.

I met Lewis and Phyllis Sank and Beth and Ravenel Curry when I moved to New Jersey in 1981. Both couples were generous with moral support, shelter, and dinner on several varying occasions. (My daughter and I moved around so much that once, when a classmate asked Hannah why we lived in so many different places, she told them we were in the witness protection program. Not bad for a ten-year-old! She made me proud.)

I must thank Austin friends who gave of their time, especially eagle-eyed copy editors Charlotte McCann and Kaye Northcott. Malcolm Greenstein and I went to dinner one night and reviewed pages of notes on flaws he extracted from the original manuscript.

What a mensch.

Without help from librarians at the Dolph Briscoe Center for American History at the University of Texas at Austin, where Molly’s papers reside, this book would have serious holes. It might anyway, but it’s not their fault. Andy and Carla Ivins saved many of Molly’s cookbooks and shared them along with their collection of family photographs and food memories.

Finally a truly appreciative nod to the folks at UT Press: Allison Faust, my editor, who took a chance on me; copy editor Jan McInroy, who caught stuff, fixed it, and all the while made me feel good about my words; in-house manuscript editor Lynne Chapman, who pulled it all together; and expert proofreader Regina Fuentes.

To all I’ve mentioned and to those who might have been shortchanged, thank you, thank you, thank you.

Hillary Clinton was on the right track: it takes a village to write a book.
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Meeting Molly

PEOPLE OF TEN ASK HOW I MET MOLLY and how we became friends. And I always say the same thing: our meeting was an indirect consequence of missing the newsroom.

I’m a Midwesterner who grew up in a newspaper family. My father owned the St. Louis American, a black weekly in Missouri, and my mother was an editor and columnist. Ink in the blood and all that.

It’s also altogether possible I became a reporter in part because I was born nosy. Reporting is one of the few jobs where you get to ask people all sorts of personal stuff and more often than not, by God, they’ll tell you. Maybe I could have done that as a cop or a federal agent, but neither of those professions would have had me. Trust me.

Unfortunately, as a single parent I needed to earn enough to put my kid through college. When it transpired that she was seriously smarter than I, I went in search of a more substantial salary to subsidize whatever college she got into. Through a friend I learned of job openings for ex-reporters at Bell Laboratories, AT&T’s former research and development arm. Equally unfortunately, I later learned that in corporate America, when you do a good job at something, you probably will be promoted. And when you get promoted, you get new bosses. Some are good and you want to work with them forever. When you get to the other ones, it’s perfectly acceptable to look elsewhere.

If you’re really dumb, you take a job someplace you’ve never been, earning a whole lot less, redeemed only by the fact that your kid is out and on her own and you’re having a good time being paid to be nosy. I sailed from a cushy corporate port in a Fortune 100 company back into the turbulent waters of the Fourth Estate. I missed newsroom insanity, so in 1989 I hired on as an editor at the Dallas Morning News.

Loved my work at the paper. Dallas? Not so much. It just didn’t feel like a good match. Endowed with a job I liked in a town I didn’t, and locked into a contract that said moving expenses had to be repaid if a new employee departed within a year of hire, I embarked on a quest for kindred spirits. The search ended several months later, in November 1990, when, thanks to the transfer of my ACLU membership, I got invited to a Jefferson Day dinner honoring Ken Gjemre, founder of Half Price Books. It was to be moderated by a spunky woman reporter whose work I had admired over the years. Her name was Molly Ivins.

I sent a check and marked my calendar. As a reporter, and therefore theoretically a neutral purveyor of information, I wasn’t supposed to belong to the ACLU at all, but hey, the membership had been paid in full in my former corporate life. Finally, in the interest of full disclosure, I must here confess that as an intrepid reporter I am fearless; but walking cold into a social situation where I know no one, oh dear.

If it hadn’t been for the movie The Princess Bride, I might never have met Molly up close and personal. What, you might reasonably ask, does that have to do with anything? Well, this: near the end of the movie, Mandy Patinkin’s Spanish character, Inigo Montoya, has long been searching for the six-fingered man who murdered his father. Montoya finally finds the homicidal villain and at last is able to speak the mantra that has sustained him through the long, circuitous journey to this, his adversary’s final swashbuckle. As hero faces down dastardly bad guy, Montoya repeats the phrase that has guided him lo these many years: “Hello; my name is Inigo Montoya. You keel my father. Prepare to die.”

Borrowing from the first part of the mantra and modifying the rest, I sallied forth. En route to the entrance to where the ACLU shindig was to be held, I kept repeating to myself, “Hello; my name is Ellen Sweets. I just moved here and I don’t know a soul.” Seated on a stone bench outside the entry door was a rather substantial woman extracting a few final drags from a Marlboro Light. As she picked up the pack, I launched into my spiel. She looked up, nodded and smiled as she shook my proffered hand, and replied in that unmistakably resonant voice of hers: “Well, hello thay-uh, Ellen Sweets,” she intoned. “Mah name is Molly Ivins.” Just like that, the woman I had hoped to at least speak with after the dinner was speaking to me. Her columns had been generating serious buzz for a quite a while; a book based on them was due out any minute. And there she was, seated outside, waiting to meet me. The Princess Bride had worked its magic.

She squished her cigarette in the adjacent sand-filled stone ashtray, took my arm, and escorted me in to the dinner, allowing as how, although she couldn’t invite me to join her table because she was seated with the honoree, she would park me with friends. After dinner and some lighthearted speechifying, Molly, her friends John and Susan Albach, and I adjourned to a nearby piano bar for drinks. Midway through my second vodka martini, I learned that Susan was from Short Hills, New Jersey, and a graduate of Kent Place School in Summit. I had lived in Summit, and my daughter graduated from Kent Place exactly twenty years after Susan.

So far, not bad.

It was my first internally uttered “thank you” to Miz Ivins. I had met two of her friends and found common ground. More introductions were to come. If it hadn’t been for Molly, who knows if I’d have met the Albachs, who introduced me to Betsy Julian and Ed Cloutman, a husband-wife tag team of extraordinary legal talent—having been the minds behind almost all of Dallas’s significant voting rights, housing, and school desegregation cases starting in the 1970s and continuing through the 1980s and well into the 1990s. It’s worth noting that their son, Edward IV, a graduate of Baylor University Law School, is following in their footsteps with a plaintiff’s litigation practice, including civil rights. Such are the people Molly called “friends.”

With those initial introductions, more followed. Through the Cloutmans I met Linda and Steve Anderson, who could always be counted on to have fine food and fabulous gatherings at their Dallas home. In addition to being an attorney, Steve was an excellent cook and Linda was an exuberant hostess. Steve and Linda have since gone their separate ways, but Molly spoke often and fondly of Steve’s paella and Linda’s hospitality. Steve’s sister, Austin artist Courtney Anderson, became a confidante and one of Molly’s closest friends.

When Molly and I weren’t railing against some aspect of social injustice, we talked about food, from farming and ranching to organics and free trade to the joys of foie gras, vichyssoise, and red beans and rice, prompting a detour to discussing foods that provoke flatulent responses from the average digestive system and thereby providing irrefutable proof that Molly was as capable of lowbrow conversation as the next ten-year-old. She could hold forth on almost anything, and it seemed that the more obtuse the subject matter, the more she relished it, although there was nothing obtuse about her love of pork—be it ribs, chops, roast, or tenderloin.

We talked about food as memory, authoritatively and with no scientific data whatsoever, placing the blame for family breakdowns squarely on the fact that so few families sit down and eat together anymore. We shared remembrances of little details, like when we learned how to set the table, how brothers and sisters took turns screwing up the placement of knife on the right and fork on the left, and how nobody ever wanted to load or empty the dishwasher despite the fact that it relieved us of having to wash dishes by hand.

She called me a liar when I told her about The White Trash Cookbook and how I owned both volumes and had actually found a recipe for an onion sandwich that I made and loved. My father loved them too: thin-sliced Bermuda onion, Miracle Whip (not mayonnaise), and lots of black pepper between two slices of Wonder Bread constitute heaven on a plate. You could gussy it up with a slice or two of tomato, but the basics worked just fine, thank you very much. For some reason this prompted a segue into why Americans ate so much bad food. In the mid-1990s she saw food issues as a neglected component of a serious social narrative. By then I had moved from editing to reporting to being a food writer. I began to focus more on food beyond its value as joy and sustenance, trends and recipes. I thought more about how corporate marketing foisted food-like substances on us, how we fell for it, and how the more we fell for it and the more sedentary we were, the fatter and sicker we got. If you wanted to elicit one of those wonderful Molly sneers, all you had to do was mention Archer Daniels Midland, Cargill, or Monsanto—especially insanely litigious Monsanto.

How I wished she could have lived to meet Robyn O’Brien, the feisty writer, born in Texas but living in Colorado. She wrote a remarkable book called Unhealthy Truths, about how additives and chemicals and hormones in livestock have combined to promulgate allergies and mysterious ailments in children. Like Molly, she came from well-heeled Houston social stock; like Molly, she could rattle off the ironic ways in which corporate agriculture is not necessarily food-friendly and how Frankenfoods are making us fat and sick.

Molly, who stood an inch or so over six feet, fought an often losing battle with her weight. I had long since abandoned my struggle, along with the amphetamines that were supposed to curb my appetite but made me crazy instead. On food-filled Austin weekends we pretty much settled for just eating good stuff—food free of pesticides, additives, preservatives, artificial colors, nitrates, and nitrites. Well, except for red velvet cake, bacon, and smoked sausage. Hebrew National made the hot dog cut.

Once Molly’s health became fragile she paid even more attention to what we ate, almost always buying organic or at least preservative-, hormone-, and additive-free foods. (To enhance the value of appreciating this newfound commitment, you might want to read at least a couple of chapters of Bushwhacked, the book Molly and Lou Dubose published in 2001 (he and Molly coauthored three books altogether). Revisit how Bush dismantled proposed Clinton-era safeguards that would have expanded food inspection and tightened USDA regulations. Pay particular attention to the word listeria, and hope this particular food-borne bacterial infection never gets close to you or anyone you care about.

Mercifully, First Lady Michelle Obama has taken up the healthy-food sword and has led a national charge into battle against bad food, moving many communities to take a long, hard look at what they feed themselves.

By the time Molly’s health took its worst turn, neither she nor I was counting calories. Instead of trying to lose weight, it was important for her to gain as that hateful duo of cancer and chemo took its toll. We took great pride, however, in knowing that almost every pound we carried was free of high-fructose corn syrup, monosodium glutamate, red dye #5, and yellow dye #3. In truth, most of the time we spent a lot more time eating than we did intellectualizing and deconstructing food’s sociopolitical underpinnings. Relentless examination of American food flaws can really wear you out. Eating is much more fun. Better to just get on with it.

It never occurred to either of us that we wouldn’t have all the time in the world to get on with it, including a mountain of silly conversations.
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Dining In, Dining Out

ALTHOUGH SECURE IN HER INTELLECTUAL ABILITIES, Molly was in fact quite shy—an aspect of her persona that few knew. With close friends she was able to privately be goofy to the point of convulsive laughter over the kind of stuff that, when conveyed to others, elicits a pained, stone-faced response as listeners seek to divine a kernel of anything approximating hilarity.

Some of us have experienced such a visage: midway through relating what seemed like a rip-roaringly funny event at the time, we see a perplexed look envelop the listener’s face, a look that suggests it’s best to wind down immediately. With a feeble, “Well, you had to have been there,” your voice trails off in the hope that someone will pick up the conversational non-thread. We shared those too. For the longest time, Molly’s favorite “Ellen is a doo-doo brain” story dated to the time she invited me to a Texas Book Festival gala, held the night before the festival’s official opening. It was an impressive gathering of prominent writers and authors. I loved going to those things despite feeling like a fish out of water.

“Um, I’m a food writer,” sounds so feeble when you’re making small talk with the likes of, say, James K. Galbraith. So when I realized I had been pontificating about the glories of how bacon, sausage, and salt pork complemented various dried beans in a way smoked turkey never could, it was too late. I had no idea I was rattling on to a noted economist who was also the son of John Kenneth Galbraith—one of the twentieth century’s foremost economists. I’m sure he was enthralled by my monologue about culinary relativism, and how Boston baked beans were probably related to the Southern combination of ham hocks and navy beans. Bet he couldn’t wait to get home and test both recipes.

There was an even better encounter before we were seated. Molly had been invited to the VIP cocktail party that preceded the seated dinner. Shortly after arriving at Austin’s downtown Marriott Hotel, I released Molly from the responsibility of introducing me around. I knew our table number and we agreed to meet there. So there I was, having staked out a strategic spot to do what I love to do anywhere: watch people. After a while, I noticed a familiar face looking as though he might be people-watching too. So I summoned up the courage to engage him under the guise of going to the bar. He smiled. I smiled. I secured liquid fortification and headed toward the smiling man. I introduced myself and said he looked really familiar.

He nodded and smiled some more. I asked him if he lived in Austin. No, he said. He asked me if I lived in Austin, I told him no, I live in Denver, but I’m visiting a friend. He smiled. I smiled. I reiterated my feeling that I’d seen him before. Maybe, he said. So being as I’m from St. Louis I thought maybe I knew him from there. And as I asked him if he was from the Gateway to the West, Molly saw me and walked in our direction. He perked up and greeted her by name.

“Ah, Sweetsie,” she said, invoking the nickname she conferred on me from time to time, “I see you’ve met my friend Salman Rushdie.” At that point I prayed for a hole to swallow me and to do so quickly. Molly dined out on that story for weeks. I mean, shoot, it’s not like I didn’t say I knew his face from somewhere. . . . It certainly broke me of ever again suggesting that I might recognize people because I thought they were from St. Louis.

I liked that I could make Molly laugh. Through alternating waves of internal smiles gleaned from silly and somber moments and bone-deep sadness, I kept returning to food memories and decided they are a good way to remember people you care about.

The notion of creating a chronicle of cooking with Molly probably began percolating when Bonnie Tamres-Moore and her husband, Gary Moore, approached me during the 2007 Texas Book Festival. I was part of a panel discussion about Molly, which had been held in the same church where her memorial service had drawn standing-room-only mourners only ten months earlier.

Fellow panelists held forth with all manner of erudite observations. I was sandwiched between Lou Dubose and author and humorist Roy Blount Jr., and award-winning documentary filmmaker Paul Stekler was the fourth panelist.

They addressed the hows and wherefores of research; engaging an audience through the deft use of humor; and the importance of historical accuracy. All I could talk about was cooking with Molly. I realized after the session that hardly anyone knew she was an outstanding cook and as clever in the kitchen as she was on the page. Only a small band knew. Food stories slid into conversation sideways if at all.

I had found a parking space just in front of the church, and the Moores and I stood talking for a while. They insisted that people would be interested in knowing more about Molly’s kitchen skills. I thanked them for their kind comments. They gave me a cooking game they had just bought called Food Fight. I thanked them again and went back to Denver. A year later I realized they were onto something I hadn’t considered.

Anthony Zurcher, who for nine years was Molly’s editor at Creators Syndicate (the outfit that made it possible for readers across the country to read her), was frequently in touch with Molly and shared intermittent lunches. Her destination of choice was almost always the Eastside Cafe.

“Whenever we went there someone always knew her,” he said. “Molly was great at holding court, being warm and generous with her time. After I moved to California I returned to Austin periodically and usually took her to lunch. Once she asked me if lunch was coming out of my pocket or Creators’. When I said it was on the company, she laughed and said, ‘Well, in that case let’s have dinner at Jeffrey’s [a high-dollar, white-linen Austin restaurant popular with local powerbrokers]!’”

Like others, Zurcher attended many end-of-the-month gatherings held for years at Molly’s house. Known as Final Friday, it was a catchall, salon-hootenanny-ribald-poetry-laced kind of evening generously endowed with beer and food, sometimes in that order. “Mostly I remember casseroles and tamales and salsa and queso and chips on award plaques she used as trivets,” he added.

Donna Shalala, former US secretary of Health and Human Services who is now president of University of Miami, tells of the time she and Molly were on a fishing trip. No one was catching anything.

“Suddenly we saw a big dead fish and Molly got the idea to hook it on the line, pull it out of the water, and pretend we’d caught it,” she said. “Immediately someone suggested we cook it that night. We looked at one another and it promptly ‘fell’ off the hook and back into the water. Later, at a going-away party for her, we actually brought a great big live fish and put it in her bathtub. She hooked it, pulled it out of the water, and killed it—but this time we did cook and eat it.”

As I offered recollections of playing in the kitchen, Keystone Kops grocery-shopping expeditions, zany epicurean escapades, and Molly’s impressive culinary skills, friends offered their stories or told me about someone else with a story to tell. As word of the book spread, food dominoes began to fall.
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Who, Me? No Way!

WRITING A BOOK ABOUT COOKING WITH MOLLY was nowhere on my horizon. I was still mourning her death. It felt unseemly. Writing a book felt too much like capitalizing on a friendship, not to mention way too much work. Plus, I’ve always been suspicious of tell-all tomes that pop up within femto-seconds of a famous person’s demise. She wasn’t “famous” to me; she was my friend. I was still dealing with the fact that, as in years past, I had planned to be with her on my birthday. She died on the afternoon of January 31, 2007. On February 1 I would turn sixty-six, sharing double digits with my favorite highway.

Clearly, since you’re reading this, you can tell that the Moores planted the seed of an idea. Over a two-year germination period the idea grew, blooming in a clichéd movie moment. In late winter 2009 I sat bolt upright in bed in the middle of the night and thought: of course—a Molly cookbook.

Not a cookbook kind of cookbook, but one built around memories from people who knew her and her fondness for good food; people who, like me, had cooked with her, eaten with her, shared stories and told tales around a dinner table of comestibles consumed during somber discourse, raucous laughter, big fat Texas lies, or some permutation thereof. Such stories were legion, moving many of her fans to echo one another: “Wouldn’t Molly have a field day with Sarah Palin’s particular brand of nuttiness? or Glenn Beck’s? or Michele Bachmann’s?”

Never mind John Edwards’s; there’s a child involved there, so it’s anybody’s guess how she would have handled that—but she would have written a nice eulogy for Elizabeth Edwards, who died of breast cancer in 2010. I truly believe she’d have had a field day with the bombshell dropped on Mark Souder, the eight-term family-values Indiana Republican whose television “interview” on sexual restraint was conducted by a woman who just happened to be his mistress. He stepped down shortly after that dark matter came to light. As Molly often said, you can’t make this stuff up.

Closer to home, she for sure would gleefully have pounced a couple of years ago on the Associated Press revelation that anti-tax conservative state representative Joe Driver, a Republican from the Dallas suburb of Garland, thought it was “perfectly appropriate” to double-bill the state and his campaign coffers for more than $17,000 in personal expenses incurred on high-dollar travel. She for sure would have toasted Gary Cobb, the lead attorney who successfully prosecuted former Texas representative Tom DeLay, who was convicted in 2010 for money laundering and conspiracy to commit money laundering.

Molly’s Austin universe was such that I decided to limit my focus almost exclusively to her local cadre, who, for the most part, were within a thirty-mile radius of her Travis Heights home. It only made sense that, given her progressive, populist proclivities, feisty Julia Child—another Smith “girl” and a classmate of Molly’s mother, Margot—would be one of Molly’s heroes. Molly didn’t rattle easily, but she came as close as she needed to when Julia Child turned up at one of Molly’s book signings in San Francisco. It lent a new definition to a smile lighting up one’s face.

Molly’s sister, Sara Maley, remembers Molly’s Julia Child cookbooks as treasures. “Mother had given us the usual Rombauer and Becker books [The Joy of Cooking] and we used them, but the last summer I lived at home, our parents were in Europe and Molly and I cooked together. I must have been twenty-two and she was twenty that summer. Ordinarily Mom did all the cooking, but Molly had spent a year in France and learned a lot. She was cooking out of Julia Child’s books before anybody else we knew. She had all these recipes underlined, with comments in the margins. I just remember lots of butter and lots of pastry.”

Patricia Wells’s Simply French was another of Molly’s favorites. It is dog-eared, grease-spattered, well-marked, and in several places just plain falling apart. From these pages came her fabulous cheese and bacon potato cake, a perfectly herb-roasted chicken, a luscious veal stew with spring vegetables, sea scallops with fresh ginger sauce, and a cool summer gazpacho.
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Meeting Multiple Mollies

ALMOST EVERYONE KNEW A SIDE OF MOLLY, but it wasn’t until a bunch of us were sitting around a dinner table (of course) that we began to deconstruct the many facets of Mary Tyler Ivins: writer, loyal and loving sister, devoted aunt, raconteur, rugged outdoors aficionado, accomplished cook and skilled baker, and music lover, as long as it didn’t include too much grand opera, except for a few warhorse choruses and Luciano Pavarotti’s “Nessun Dorma.” She said opera beyond Gilbert and Sullivan made her flesh crawl and her toenails grow inward.

Molly’s love affair with French gastronomy had its origins in her multiple visits to Paris (France, not Texas), including living there for a year as a student. French is scattered throughout these pages, primarily because when she described something she planned to cook, it was often in French, which she spoke fluently. It might have been “trout with almonds” to you, but it was truite amandine to her. The intersection of Molly and food is but one aspect of a multifaceted, complicated, kind, and very stubborn woman.

There was Pet Lover Molly, who lavished love and attention on her badly behaved dogs, showering them with the kind of forbearance and affection that she doubtless would have shown children had she had them. Even if you don’t like dogs, you can’t help but be impressed with the cunning of Athena, Molly’s too-smart standard poodle, as the number of dressed ducks, destined for a dinner-party conversion to canard a l’orange, diminished proportional to each successive trip Athena made from the kitchen counter to her secret place at the bottom of Molly’s heavily wooded backyard.

After a respectful mourning period following Athena’s heartbreaking death due to cancer, Molly acquired Fanny Brice, another standard poodle every bit as pampered as Athena and almost as badly behaved.

Fondly remembered is Persistent Molly, who finally decided to treat herself to a month-long vacation in Paris. She left in mid-August 2001 and was due home in mid-September. On September 11 she experienced the day’s horror from the European side of the Atlantic. Instead of accepting an embassy offer to fly her back to Texas, she did what good reporters do: she stayed and wrote about it, refusing to be cowed by one of this country’s worst catastrophes.

Solitary Molly frequented the locally owned Austin Land & Cattle Company restaurant, often quietly accompanied by only a book. ALC is an old-school kind of family-owned steak house with superb food and outstanding service. She always sat at the same table and had the same server. Owner and general manager Theresa Mertens expressed the same sentiments voiced by restaurateurs and servers at Molly’s other favorite haunts: they recognized her, but out of respect for her privacy, they left her alone.

She earned the family nickname “Mole” for being Voracious Reader Molly, who devoured books from all genres throughout her abbreviated life.

At her most relaxed was Chef Molly, who could reduce a kitchen to shambles in the course of assembling an exquisite clafouti—the fresh cherries having been first addressed by her handy-dandy cherry pitter. She loved kitchen gadgets.

If you’ve never been camping on one of the scenic rivers of Texas, grab a longneck and float along with Outdoors Molly and the guys—and there were almost always more men than women on these sojourns. Join the unofficial camp cookout at Bob Armstrong’s ranch in the Texas Hill Country.

It would be disingenuous to ignore Tippler Molly, whose affinity for wine and beer is not classified information. Eddie Wilson, founder of the late, great Armadillo World Headquarters, and now proprietor of Threadgill’s World Headquarters, doesn’t remember meals with Molly, but in his inimitable curmudgeonly way, recounts “knocking back a whole buncha beers” with her. When friends suggested naming a library for her as a long-lasting memorial tribute, he suggested instead a mobile library and bar that served beer on tap.

Most people knew Molly only as a keen observer of the sociopolitical scene, highly ranked in a hierarchy populated by similarly astute observers of the human condition—H. L. Mencken, Mark Twain, and Will Rogers, or, more recently, writers Calvin Trillin and Garrison Keillor, and political cartoonists Ben Sargent and Garry Trudeau, who once paid homage to Molly by reiterating her characterization of former president George W. Bush as “all hat and no cattle.”

Author and columnist Jim Hightower was a friend and confidant whose unwavering commitment to populist causes forged a strong bond with Molly’s progressive politics. Both trained watchful eyes on corporate and political shenanigans. He continues to do so through books, columns, and lectures.

Hightower, like Molly, was a veteran of the Texas Observer. Unlike Molly, though, he did hard time in government service, most notably as a legislative aide to the late senator Ralph Yarborough, an endangered species known as a Texas liberal. Hightower also served as state agriculture commissioner, advocating for sustainable farming, organic foods, and small farms long before it was fashionable. He is unsparing in his denunciation of independents, observing that “there’s nothing in the middle of the road but yellow stripes and dead armadillos”—a bromide that became the title of one of his books.

[image: image]

Hightower also has his own way with catchphrases, as demonstrated in an interview with Bill Moyers during Moyers’s farewell PBS program in 2010. Over a fifteen-minute time span Hightower characterized wavering Democrats as “weaker than Canadian hot sauce”; credited Republican Texas governor Rick Perry with having “put the goober in gubernatorial”; and, citing corporate arrogance coupled with influential lobbying efforts, said, “They think they’re the top dogs and we’re the fire hydrants.”

It was this facility for uniting pithy commentary with razor-sharp wit that forged a bond between Molly and Hightower. It’s a fitting tribute to her that when Sarah Palin silliness bubbled to the surface during the 2008 Republican presidential campaign, a frequently heard refrain was, “God, wouldn’t Molly have had a field day covering this convention.”

When Houston swindler Allen Stanford’s billion-dollar scam imploded—following the collapse of Bernard Madoff’s multibillion-dollar Ponzi scheme—the lament became, “God, if only Molly were here to write about this.”

And what about that panoply of philandering goody two-shoes who surfaced after Molly slipped the surly bonds of earth—not to mention the bizarre 2010 Supreme Court decision that essentially established a corporation as a person, thereby freeing each greedy, power-hungry company with deep pockets to buy even more elections than its lobbyists had already purchased? Molly would have gleefully pounced on George Rekers, the homophobic founder of an organization that, among other efforts, seeks to “cure” homosexuality. He was caught on a European vacation with a male companion secured through rentboy.com, a gay website.

Or with John Ensign, the not-so-honorable senator from Idaho and once-upon-a-time presidential hopeful who was banging his friend’s wife? And Lordy, let’s not forget South Carolina governor and presidential wannabe Mark Sanford, whose peccadilloes with an Argentinean woman not his wife introduced the term “hiking the Appalachian trail” to every late-night comedian’s shtick in 2009? And, no, stupid behavior is not the exclusive purview of the Dems: Eliot Spitzer’s dalliance with a hooker cost him his job too. The Repubs are just better at theological hypocrisy.

The heart aches for that too-soon-silenced Ivins raillery.

The more I considered the prospect of writing a book, the more I thought maybe a peek at another side of Molly would provide a momentary distraction from how much we still miss her singular political voice—a little lagniappe, as they say in Cajun country, to smooth the rough edges of loss.

Just maybe, I reckoned, it could be fun to share Molly stories from myriad friends, almost none of them household names but nonetheless an integral part of her substantial Rolodex. She never could remember anyone’s address or telephone number, so well-worn cards detailing digits for friends and acquaintances were interspersed with names and numbers for cabinet members, governors, members of Congress, musicians, cabinetmakers, mechanics, and plumbers.
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The Molly Too Few Knew

LOTS OF FAMOUS FOLKS KNEW MOLLY, but not in the way her Austin crew did—the ones who gathered Saturday mornings at Polvo’s, a South Austin Mexican restaurant where the food was decent, the prices were right, and from time to time folks actually got what they ordered more or less at the same time.

Gal pals were a solid component of the Molly menagerie. They were the ones who participated in potluck lunches, brunches, and dinners. Meals might be built around a recipe theme as arch as a Julia Child all-vegetable brunch or as lame as a repast of all-red foods. Some were camping compadres on trips that invariably included a canoe whose sole purpose was to haul beer.

At the other end of the spectrum were meticulously planned dinner parties for notables she rarely discussed and certainly never bragged about knowing. Even less well known were the aspiring writers she encouraged; the sons and daughters she counseled without ever tattling to their parents; the myriad friends who drove her to chemo treatments, overfilled her refrigerator with food, and sat with her when failing health laid her low.

These then are remembrances from the people Molly knew and who knew her best; who shared Sunday brunch at grandiose Fonda San Miguel; who protected her privacy when she stopped for breakfast at the considerably less-than-grandiose but much-favored Magnolia Cafe South (to distinguish it from its sister restaurant on the other side of town); or who chowed down with her at Hoover’s, long Austin’s only soul-food hash house.

Molly was equally at home fracturing Spanish at a taqueria, knocking back a snort on the Trio terrace at the Four Seasons Hotel, or using the proper utensils to deal with escargots at Jeffrey’s, the upscale restaurant credited with introducing fine dining to Austin.

One of her favorite movie scenes in Pretty Woman occurs when Julia Roberts’s character, unfamiliar with the technique for extracting a snail from its butter-and-garlic-laced shell, sends one flying across a room full of diners. The ever-astute maître d’ catches and pockets the airborne escargot in midflight. It was the kind of deft maneuver that longtime Jeffrey’s waiter Johnny Guffey could have easily accomplished.

He has taken orders and delivered meals to Jeffrey’s tables for more than a quarter century. Over that time he’s also served meals to his share of notables, but Molly was a favorite. “Being a Yellow Dog Democrat myself, she was always an idol,” he says. “Her quips and quotes were always entertaining. Waiting on her was great fun because she always came in with interesting people, especially strong women.

“One time she walked in with Donna Shalala. There was a bunch of redneck Texas Republicans in that night and I could see that just Molly being there made them nervous. They were seated near her table and they all stood up and exchanged pleasantries. I kept thinking, ‘Look at them; she has bigger balls than any of ’em.’”

Guffey frequently saw Molly as she dined solo at the Austin Land & Cattle Company, accompanied by her book of the moment. One evening she arrived as he was midway through his meal. As she sat alone at her favorite table, rather than run the risk of intruding, he quietly instructed her waiter to bring her tab to him. Guffey finished his meal, paid both tabs, and asked the waiter to simply tell her that her dinner had been a gift from an admirer. It’s not known whether Molly ever determined his identity, but it was a measure of how she affected people around her. ALC owner and general manager Theresa Mertens says diners often did that for Molly. They knew who she was; they just chose to respect her privacy and leave her alone.

For some, a Molly-and-food book almost feels too small for her until you consider the kick-ass job she could do on a quiche Lorraine, creamy chilled cucumber soup, a robust coq au vin, or ratatouille. She bypassed chains to patronize local restaurants, large and small. She frequented the Magnolia, clad in jeans and her favorite purple plaid velour shirt, with a book or a friend, her mom or a group. I came to view that velour shirt as her version of a blankie. Utterly unconcerned with anything remotely resembling fashion sense, she wore it everywhere in cool weather.

Molly enjoyed a fat, juicy hamburger as much as she enjoyed properly prepared foie gras. On column days, after she finished writing she frequently headed to nearby Hill’s Cafe for a medium rare Hickory Burger—a mound of nicely seared meat on a kolache roll, finished off with green leaf lettuce and sliced tomato.

Betsy Moon, Molly’s right hand for the last six years of her life, steered clear on days when Molly had to write, but when she did appear, she usually arrived with food.

“On non-column days when I was heading her way I’d sometimes call ahead and ask if she wanted lunch,” she says. One of her favorites was a sandwich called La Nicoise—what else?—from Texas French Bread. It was just white albacore tuna tossed with homemade vinaigrette and capers and served on focaccia with lettuce and tomatoes, but she loved it. If she took a fancy to you she would spring for a meal at McCormick & Schmick’s Seafood Restaurant, at least until she found out they were big Republican donors; then she switched to Ruth’s Chris Steakhouse.”
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Are You Feeling Chili?

MOLLY LOVED FOIE GRAS, RACK OF LAMB, tournedos, and roasted duck breast as much as the next food freak, but she was just as much at home whipping up a pan of jalapeño cornbread as accompaniment to a spicy bowl o’ red. She served her chili in heavy, oversized blue-and-white bowls emblazoned with images of broncos, cowboys, and lassos.

A sincere chili aficionado, she clipped all manner of recipes for it, and even organized chili parties during her stint in Colorado as the New York Times’s Rocky Mountain bureau chief. Denver Post reporter Jack Cox, a longtime friend, still remembers the 1979 “First Annual Rocky Mountain Correspondents’ Chili Cookoff,” organized by Molly and Oklahoman Gaylord Shaw, who, the year before, had won a Pulitzer Prize for the Los Angeles Times. Her wry wit is again evident even in the flyer she mailed out to friends:

Chili is a variety of nutriment invented by Canary Islanders and perfected by Texans, Oklahomans, and, some claim, others as well, for over a century. Its virtues include, but are not limited to curing trombonophobia, preoperative lobotomy complications, decreased mental alertness, antropomania, peptic ulcers, falling hair, fallen arches, ingrown toenails, in-law troubles, recession, apathy, frostbite, cynicism, pollution and acute sobriety.

As was often the case with Molly events, families and children were welcome. Jack brought his daughters, who are now adults. “[Molly] had a rent house in Denver, and we actually dug a pit and built a fire in the backyard,” Jack recalled. “People were bustling around in the kitchen and Molly was giving orders. It was a kind of organized chaos.” Chaos is a recurring theme where Molly and cooking are mentioned.

Her archives include dozens of recipes for one kind of chili or another—a festival version of Frank X. Tolbert’s Chili, Neiman Marcus Chili, Senator Barry Goldwater’s Fine Chili, Mrs. Lyndon Baines Johnson’s Pedernales River Chili, and Louisiana Bayou Chili from US representative Lindy Boggs. There is also a recipe for Joe Cooper’s Chili, whoever Joe Cooper might have been, with a note from Molly’s mother informing Molly that it had taken her father two days to make it.

The invitation to “Ze Beeg Chili Cookoff” of ’79 featured a guest list that could easily have been plucked from a “Who’s Who” of Colorado Democrats, give or take a governor or two—John Echohawk, executive director of the Boulder-based Native American Rights Fund; Howard Higman, founder of the Conference on World Affairs at the University of Colorado (more about that later); Pat Schroeder, the first woman elected to the US House of Representatives from Colorado; and to affirm her egalitarian sensibilities, Denver Post reporter and noted contrarian Joe Sinisi was also part of the crowd.

“I have one of those memories where I remember stuff like Mickey Mantle’s batting average in 1955, and a really good chili party,” Sinisi said. “And she had a really good one when she had that little house down in Englewood [a close-in Denver suburb]. There were about thirty-five to forty people and the chili was good and spicy. It was a Saturday afternoon and there was a good mix of people, not just a bunch of media types but people who tended to be more interesting than a bunch of reporters. There was a table full of snacks and stuff. Nobody was gonna go home hungry.

“What really impressed was the fact that she had done all the cooking. Molly wasn’t the type to have anything catered. And I remember thinking how cooking isn’t something that people would ordinarily associate with her but there she was, being the gracious hostess.”

She and I once had a chili cookoff of our own where she pitted her bowl o’ red against mine, but, she insisted, the competition was nullified by the presence of beans in my version. As if that weren’t bad enough, I intensified her horror by boiling spaghetti to create what was lovingly known in my home-town as “chili mac,” made in most Midwestern places by piling chili onto a mound of macaroni or spaghetti and topping the whole mess with chopped onion and Cheddar cheese. Mind you, the St. Louis version isn’t to be confused with Cincinnati chili, which is laced with cinnamon, for cryin’ out loud. St. Louisans do have some standards.

There was no such nonsense as beans in the Ivins iteration. Barely tolerant of my ground pork and beef mixture, she had the butcher chop hers into little chunks. I was not permitted to see how much of what seasonings she put in hers, but at least we agreed that our respective pots needed to simmer for hours and rest overnight before they could be deemed fit for consumption. Of course, by the time mine was done she had already decided that, what with beans and spaghetti, the Sweets version was absolutely not ready for prime time. At least we agreed that the only acceptable beverage for the occasion was beer—as both an ingredient and a libation.

I knew how to make only three things in my post-college life, and I took them with me when I moved to New York City: chicken noodle soup, spaghetti with meat sauce (or semi-decent meatballs), and chili. I’d already made soup once and spaghetti twice for my newfound boyfriend, so it was time to feed him my other masterpiece. Somewhere down the line I learned that if you wanted to use black beans instead of red, it kinda spruced it up.

Black bean chili still triggers a retrospectively amusing moment in my culinary career, such as it is. It dates to my life in New York City. I lived on the sixth floor of an ancient apartment building in Harlem. As in any self-respecting old Manhattan high-rise, there were roaches. I lived on the seventh floor. The closer you were to the ground floor, the more of them there were—hateful little ovals on stumpy legs that scampered with remarkable speed up walls and across ceilings, especially ceilings in a tiny closed–up kitchen with a steaming pot of chili simmering below. Sometimes, steam makes cockroaches fall. The results can be unpleasant if the pot doesn’t have a lid.

In a stockpot, without their legs clearly visible, they look a lot like black beans. Once alien ingredients impose themselves on a dish prepared on a severely restricted budget and under equally severe time constraints, starting over is not an option. Should you make the chili too soupy and need to reduce it by leaving the lid off for a protracted period of time, it is possible that scampering Norwegian cockroaches might fall into the steaming open pot. This can easily result in the addition of black beans with legs, a presence that lends a whole new meaning to “bon appetit.”

Molly approached the making of chili with the same intensity she invested in snapper en papillote—and she was just as likely to serve the fancy fish to her gal pals as, say, to Pulitzer Prize–winning economist Paul Krugman. Now and then she would share a tidbit about a particular meal she prepared—but it was not because she had prepared it for a prominent federal judge; it was because she had dared to try it for the first time and serve it to a prominent federal judge. What I called her “show-off” meals were invariably from either Simply French or Mastering the Art of French Cooking.


MOLLY’S CHUNKY TEXAS CHILI

 

All this needs is beer and a hunk of jalapeño-Cheddar cornbread. Molly made her cornbread from scratch, but darned if I could find the recipe. I strongly recommend southernfood.com for ideas.

INGREDIENTS

1 tablespoon bacon drippings

3 yellow onions, chopped

1 large green bell pepper, chopped

2 celery stalks, chopped

4 garlic cloves, minced

3 pounds coarsely ground chuck

1 can beer

1 small can tomato sauce

4 tablespoons chili powder

1 tablespoon ground cumin

1 tablespoon dried oregano

1 large bay leaf

1 teaspoon dry mustard

2 cups beef stock

Salt and pepper to taste

DIRECTIONS

Heat bacon drippings in a heavy-bottomed stockpot and sauté onions, pepper, and celery until vegetables soften. Add chuck and stir until it browns. Add beer, tomato sauce, chili powder, cumin, oregano, bay leaf, mustard, and beef stock and bring to a boil. Lower heat and simmer, covered, about 2 hours. Check periodically to see if more liquid is needed. If so, add water. Check for seasoning. Just before serving, remove bay leaf. Serves 4 to 6.
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ELLEN’S ST. LOUIS CHILI MAC

 

Like most soups and stews, this should be made the day before it is to be consumed, or at least 4 to 6 hours in advance. I make a mean jalapeño cornbread too, only mine is made by adding buttermilk instead of plain milk, 2 tablespoons grated Cheddar cheese, and chopped jalapeños to a package of Jiffy corn muffin mix. And if your arteries can take it, heat ¼ cup of bacon drippings to smoking in a cast-iron skillet before adding the cornbread mixture.

INGREDIENTS

3 tablespoons bacon grease

2½ pounds ground chuck

1½ pounds ground pork

3 large white onions, chopped

1 bell pepper, chopped

5 to 6 garlic cloves, chopped fine or put through a press

4 tablespoons chili powder

1 tablespoon paprika

1 teaspoon oregano

3 tablespoons ground cumin

1 8-ounce can tomato sauce

1 tablespoon Lea & Perrins Worcestershire Sauce

3 cups beef stock

1 12-ounce bottle of beer

2 15-ounce cans red (or black) beans, rinsed and drained

1 pound spaghetti, cooked according to package directions and drained

3 cups grated Cheddar cheese

2 cups finely chopped white onion Sliced jalapeños (optional)

DIRECTIONS

In a heavy-bottomed stockpot, brown beef and pork in bacon grease. Add onions, bell pepper, and garlic and sauté until vegetables are soft. Add chili powder, paprika, oregano, and cumin and sauté for about 5 minutes. Add tomato sauce, Worcestershire sauce, beef stock, and beer. Cover and simmer for 45 minutes. Add beans and continue simmering for another 30 minutes. Remove lid and simmer for an additional 20 minutes or until reduced to desired consistency.

To serve, place some spaghetti in a shallow bowl, ladle chili on top, and finish with a heaping spoonful of cheese and a teaspoon or so of raw onions. Garnish with jalapeños if desired. Serves 6 to 8.
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Senato Jack Gordon, i i colection
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and regroup. Photo courtasy of Sandy Richards.
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1 Mol offers  toast follawing a Saurday night supper in 1909 L

atthe spacious round tabla that she commissioned from alocal  *
craftsman; it comfortably seats elgrt. Ellen Sweats collection
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5 photograph captures Mally (center) and fiands about
to embark on a field trip to Fort Worth to see an eshibitof French
Impressionists at the Kimbell Art Museurn. They were leaving
from the house Jane Dewey and her husband, Bob Ozer, owned In
Rorthwest Austin. Prapared to board ther rented van ware (from
left)Janet, Bob, Austin attorney Malcolm Greenstein, Molly, Toxas
state representative Elltt Naishtat, Austin artst Mercedes Pena,
politcal activist £ Wendler, and Del Garcia, who i nternationally
fecognized for herwork on behalf of populations with high rates.
of nfectious disaases. Photo courtesy of Mercedes Pena
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Samon Rivern 1579 were dubbed *Samonerte.” They icluded: (et origh, st rom)
Carol Belamy Moly, Al Bl Blen “Rash” Fleyshr, Lynne Abraham, and Pt Cloery;

Tistory, Anin Crtenden, Marcia Chambers, Nancy Dowd, 8tsy Weiss, and Donna Shalaa
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