“...You never knew if it was just dumb luck—
running into the five white guys who
were going to vote for you.”

aura Miller

The Kirk
connection

How Dallas' new mayor
pulled it off

It was a beautiful afternoon, one week before
the Dallas mayor's race, and Ron Kirk was in
the unusual position of having 45 minutes to
kill.

Political candidates in the home stretch of
the fight do not have lves, let alone free time.
But Kirk had just emerged from a small
fundraising lunch at the Grand Kempinski
Hotel in Addison, and his next event—a TV
interview—was about an hour away.

Not enough time to go by his law office
downtown, he figured. Not enough time to
drop by his campaign headquarters. Not
enough time to do much of anything, except
maybe his favorite thing—second only to eat-
ing, sleeping, being with his family, and run-
ning for mayor.

“The Kirks have a saying,” says the mayor-
elect. “It's “Veni, vidi, Visa—we came, we saw,
and we did & little shopping.”

Our new mayor, besides quoting Julius
Caesar badly, is a man with a discerning eye
and a snappy wardrobe requiring regular
maintenance—preferably when the sales are
going on. Walking out of the hotel that day,
Kirk could not help but notice the newly
remodeled Larry's Shoes store facing him
across the Dallas North Tollway—10,000
square feet of shopping heaven, including a
foot masseur, a shoe museum, and a cappuc-
cino bar.

In five minutes, Kirk's comfortably worn,
white 1984 BMW (with 201,000 miles) was
parked outside the store. Inside, fate
awaited—and I don't mean just shoes. “He
walked in the door, and [ said, ‘Hey, what's
going on, Ron?" recalls a still-excited, 35-year-
old Larry's salesman named Re
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Mayor-elect Ron Kirk

Until last year, Kirk and Reed didn't really
know each other. But shortly after the pri-
mary elections last spring, both were asked to
appear on a panel for the Greater Dallas
Board of Realtors to help analyze the election
results, “I think we were talking about how
difficult it would be for George W. Bush to
pull women away from Ann Richards, and at
some point in the conversation I made a com-
ment like, “These white men just don't get it—
they have no appreciation for what women are
thinking,” and Ron just looked at me in sur-
prise,” Reed says. “And afterwards we got out
to the parking lot, and Ron told me he
thought I was right, and we've been kind of
soulmates ever since.”

So when Kirk decided last fall to run for
mayor, the first person he called was Carol
Reed. “It is ironic,” says Kirk. “Maybe it was
fate that we served on that panel. Because |
liked her angles, and all of that. Calling her
was somewhat intuition on my part.”

Their first meeting in late September only
buttressed that feeling—for both of them.
“We just sat and chatted abeut why he was
running—what he was interested in," Reed
says. “And [ said to him, You know, | am so
sick of listening to this town whine. I travel all
over the country, and I don't see any other
city that is more likable than Dallas. | can go
anywhere [ want in about 30 minutes, any
time of the day or night. There's no corrup-
tion at city hall to speak of—not like you hear
about in other cities. I'd like people to stop
whining, I told him, and I'd like to clean up
the city a little bit—it doesn’t look so good
right now.”

Kirk, who will never be accused of being at
a loss for words when it comes to decrying
the petty political shenanigans that go on at
city hall, had plenty of his own thoughts on
this score. As an assistant city attorney for six
vears, Kirk had seen it all, unlike Reed, as an
insider—he knew firsthand the devastatingly
unproductive effects of the endless race-bait-
ing that has plagued city hall for more than a
decade. Reed and Kirk went back and forth



