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From: John Temple Ligon <johntemple.ligon@wifur.org>

Sent: Wednesday, August 3, 2016 6:12 PM

To: John Temple Ligon

Cc: erin@elacllc.com; info@keepthemidlandsbeautiful.org; 

info@universityfootballrentals.com; J. C. Moore; John Morgan; 

KennyBingham@schouse.gov; Al Goodyear; Alan B Kahn; Alison Lockhart; Allen Fisher; 

Allison Ford; Amy Beth Franks; Ann Fishburne; Ann Griffin; Ann Holtschlag; Anna 

Huntley; Anne Hancock; Barnabi Forsman; Belinda Gergel; Ben Gregg; Benjamin Kelly; 

Beth Hoffman; Beth Kelly; Bill Gregg; Bill Gresham; Bill Kreml; Bill Mahoney; Bob 

Hughes; Bobby Haynes; Hitt, Bobby; Boyd Jones; Brice Hipp; Bronia Holmes; Bruce & 

Lilly Stern Filler; BT Lewis; Bud and Julia Ferillo; Cantey Heath; Carl Evans; Carol 

Gordon; Chad and Lisa Hardaway; Charles Ellison; Charles Lesser; Charlie Farrell; 

Charlie Hyman; Cheryl Holland; Chloe Jaco; Chris Lykes; Christine Hess; Colby 

Gallagher; David and Donna Sue Jones; David G Hodges; David Jordan; David 

Lindroth; David Lominack; David M. Kelly; Dewey and Ann Harriott Ervin; Dianne Light; 

Don and Carol Fowler; Donna Hammond; Donna Sue Jones; Doug Fisher; Doug 

Leonhardt; Dr. Christy Friend; Dr. Dorothy Kendall; Dr. Simon Hudson; Dr. Steve Lynn; 

Ed Garrison; Ed Latimer; Ed McMullen; Edward Kennedy; Edwin and Sally Lesley; 

Elizabeth Levy; Endres, Rene; Estes, Cathy; family4ever80@gmail.com; Feldman, Fred; 

Felicia Howard; Fern, Joe; Finnigan, Krista; Fisher, Douglas; Flach, Tim; Florence, Diane; 

FORD, ROBERT BLAKE; Forrest, M; Fralick, Karen; Fram, Maryah Stella; Frank, R; Frannie 

Heizer; Fred A. Johnson; Fred Gassaway; Free, Melanie; Freeman, Sara; French, Sherry; 

Fritz, Larry; Fryga, Elizabeth; Gail Hollis; Gail Kinard; Gaillard, Brice; Gaillard, Patsy; 

Gatling, Holly; gdger; George Fletcher; George, J; Gerald M. Finkel; Gettys, Robert; 

Gidley, Hogan; Giles, Debbie; Gina Langston; Ginger Taylor; Glenda; Goldstein, Sara 

June; Golston, Susan; Gorman, Robin; Gosse, Ashley; Grace Keller; Grafton, Laurie; 

Graham, Georgianna; Greenwell, Jennifer; Gregory, Courtney A.; Gretchen Lambert; 

Griswold, Anna; Guess, Sallie; Halbing, Elizabeth; Hall, Reggie; Halvorson, Allison; 

Hand, Tilly; Hannah Horne; Hannah Lathan; Haque, Mary; Hardy, Archie; Harper, Lee; 

Hayne Hipp; Helen Houghton; Henry Goldberg; Hesh Epstein; Hollar, S.E; Holmes, 

Ross; Holst, David; Hood, Lauren; Howard, Bob; Howser, J.F; Hull, Cindy; Humphreys, 

B.B; Hunsinger, Rhonda; Ingersoll, John; Ivey, Page; J.J. Johnson; Jack and Susan 

Graybill; Jack Hupp; James Fowles; James Guignard; James, Susan; Jamie Frost; Jan 

Harley; Janet Brooks Holmes; Jarvis, Bonnie; Jason Ford; Jeanne Kates; Jeff Kefalos; 

Jeffcoat, Sharon; Jeffrey Hein; Jenkins, Amy; Jennifer Fair; Jenny Gambrell; Jervey, Jane; 

Jessie Gravino; Jianishi, Jima; Jim Engram; Jim Guignard; Jim Hamilton; Jim Kirkham; Jo 

Durst; Joe Kush; Joe LaChance; Joe Luca; Joel Lourie; John and Marguerite Ferguson; 

John Foster; John Gardner; John Hall; John Holder; John Huffman; Jolly, Al; Jones, 

Melanie; Joy Goodwin; Joye Hipp; Jrawcyzk, Jen; Julia Ferillo; Julie Lott; Junie Hickman; 

Kanady, Robin; Karel Givens; Karen Magradey; Katherine Elliott; Kathryn Luchok; Katie 

Fox; Katie Moss Jenkins; Katz, M.N; Keith Kenney; Kelly Hynes; Kelly, Kenneth; Kelly, 

Sharon; Kelsey Hart; Kelsey Hart; Kester and Caroline Freeman; Kevin Fisher; Kevin 

Green; Kim Freund; Kim Hardin; Kim Hlavin; Kim Jamieson; Kirkman Finlay III; Kissel, 

Laura; Kline, L.M; Knott, John; Korper, Peter; Kostova, Tatiana; Kress, Jennifer; krista 

hampton; Kunze, Bill; Laddie Howard; LaMark, Chuck; Lambert, Scott; Larry Koester; 

Laura Paige Kyber; Lawracy, Jim and Mary Jo; Lawrence, Janet; Leigh Gunter; lenovo; 

Leonard, G; Lewis, Candice; Libby Gober; Licata, Sharon; Lieberman, Phil; Ligon, 

Melissa; Ligon, Peyton; Linda Dargan; Lisa Gieskes; Listings Free Times; Lockemy, 
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Cc: James E.; Loren and Suzie Knapp; Lott, Alan; Loudd, Britt; Love, Amy; Lydia Floyd; Lyles,

Wes; Lyssa Harvey; Mack, Becky; Macknight, E; Macnaughton, J; Maddox, Heather; 

Mahoney, Neil; Malone, Betty; Mana Hewitt; Marian Hill; Marianne Hethcox; Mark 

Hatley; Mark James; Mark McGill; Marsha Andy Kessler; Marvin Lare; Mary Rogers 

McMaster; Matt Kennell; Matt Lauer; Maxie Haltiwanger; Meg Evans; Meg Kinnard; 

Melinda Higgs; Michael Fletcher; Michael Kohn; Mike Enright; Mike Maddock; Mimi 

Maddock; Miranda Morrison Hagen; Missy Smith Gentry; Mollie Erdmann; Nadia 

Harris; Natalie Kaufman; Haley, Nikki; Paul Livingston; Phil Leventis; Rachel Haynie; 

Randi Layne; Randy Folks; Randy Halfacre; Rhonda Hewson; Robert Goings; Robert 

Kerrey; Sam Hastings; Sarah C. Chandler; Sarah Ellis; Sarah Fox; Scott Garvin; Sheree 

King; Sherry French; Skottowe Fishburne; Stephen Hait; Steve Hait; susan hamilton; 

susan haynsworth; Susan Irick; Susan Keeshan; Teri Keener Mewhorter; Thomas 

Haynes; Tim Huebel; Tish Lowe; Tom Ellis; Tom Gottshall; Tom Howell; Tom Ledbetter; 

Toni & Sam Elkins; Trip King; Tucker and Barbara Jackson; Valerie Hampton; Virginia 

Hall; Will Johnson; William & Kappy Hubbard; Wilmot Irvin; Wilson Green

Subject: Tramps Abroad

Once in a great while it’s OK to blow it out in Paris.  

  

Here’s an account of how to order wine at the world’s most expensive tourist trap while you’re making a fool 
out of yourself – while also, I must add, you’re having a ball.  

  

In the summer of 1996 when my travel companion and I first ate at La Tour d’Argent in Paris overlooking the 
roofs of Notre Dame, we knew we were supposed to order the restaurant’s signature dish, pressed duck. 
Aperitifs and appetizers and side dishes were entirely our own personal picks, as were dessert and cognac.  

  

Wine was also a matter of choice, but we had too many choices. Charles de Gaulle asked in the early ‘60s, 
“How are you supposed to govern a country with 246 different varieties of cheese?” Well, at La Tour d’Argent 
the wine question could be even more frustrating: How are you supposed to order wine with almost 500,000 
bottles of wine in the cellars directly below? The La Tour d’Argent wine list was a hardcover book more than 
three inches thick.  

  

My travel companion let me have the wine list and the full responsibility for selecting and ordering, one of the 
few times I had her in a position of complete cooperation.  

  

I had a plan.  
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Let’s take this year, 1996, and go back 25 years to 1971, I said with questionable authority and confused 
confidence. Thus began our wine search. I then suggested since we had agreed on the pressed duck, we could 
agree on red Bordeaux. Now we had it narrowed down in a matter of seconds, and the next step carried the 
possibility of fame, a story we could tell for years to come. We would become the South Carolina couple who 
turned back a bottle at La Tour d’Argent.  

  

How? I found the cheapest red Bordeaux among the 25-year-olds. Our sad little label sat among wines costing a 
five-star hotel bill for a week or two. Our wine cost $150. The chances of pouring really bad Bordeaux were 
within reach. I was on a journalism gig, so I had my travel companion prepped to sip and say, “Waiter, maybe 
we can cut the oil in our salads with this vinegar, but we can’t drink it.” That sounded printable enough to me. 

  

The sommelier took our order of one $150 bottle of 1971 Philippe de Rothschild, not to be connected or 
confused with Mouton Rothschild or Lafite Rothschild, two first growths priced in the thousands of dollars after 
only a year or two. The price after 25 years: Beyond imagination.    

  

The sommelier returned with our bottle. For the benefit of everyone around us looking on, he took a napkin and 
wiped the label clean so I could read it and accept it. Dust, cobwebs, spider cadavers and the like covered our 
bottle, much to the approval of our surrounding diners. Their bottles didn’t have all that, but they hadn’t 
committed to thousands of dollars for one bottle of dinner wine. Neither had we, but our audience didn’t know 
any of that. All they knew was that my travel companion and I were about to drink a really old and presumably 
rare and expensive bottle. 

  

Our bottle was opened, and I was offered the cork. The candle was lit to illuminate the flow of wine through the 
neck of the bottle on its way to the decanter, showing the sommelier any unwanted bits passing through. Our 
$150 bought us quite a show.  

  

My travel companion offered her glass for about a finger’s depth of poured red Bordeaux. She took a sip, let it 
flood across the top of her tongue while she drew in air for a little evaporation to expose the taste.  

  

Oh, no, Temple, this is good, she whispered to me. What do we do now? 

  

I declared we two lucky charlatans had stumbled across the best buy in the house, and I asked the sommelier to 
proceed to pour the decanted wine. I guess I could have asked to keep the ancient bottle, but that would not 
have looked too cool to our surrounding admirers who still didn’t get the joke. We looked like spoiled regulars 
who couldn’t be intimidated by price or by cobwebs and dead spiders and a coat of dust.   
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Maybe two hours later at the end of the meal as we were having our cognac, one of our waiters brought us our 
record of our pressed duck, a count began in 1890. Each time pressed duck was ordered, a numbered card was 
printed. We had just eaten duck #845,192.  

  

That was 1996, and I pulled the same stunt in 2003 with two women from Columbia who were in La Tour 
d’Argent for the first time. I was on another journalism jaunt, and for the second time I failed to find the 
vinegar.  After the second try, Claude Terrail, the restaurant’s owner, came to our table to congratulate us on 
our wine research technique. He flattered the women and inscribed his memoir to me. 

  

In the spring of 2012, following Phileas Fogg’s footsteps, I went back to La Tour d’Argent – not that Fogg had 
been there, but since I had one night in Paris, I argued with myself, I might as well blow it out at a table for one. 

  

I walked to the restaurant down memory lane, Henry IV Boulevard, where I had walked from my favorite 
affordable hotel, Les Sans Culottes near the Bastille Opera House, several times before. I was intentionally 
about an hour early so I could stay downstairs at street level, sip house Champagne and watch the crowd come 
in.  

  

The arriving diners made for a little UN – well, the better paid at the UN, anyway.  

  

I was served something to sample with my Champagne, and after my two glasses I asked for a very dry martini 
with one olive. The two glasses of Champagne and the one martini were listed on my bill as 72 euros. When I 
stepped into the elevator to take my table on the sixth floor, I had already spent about a hundred dollars just to 
warm up.  

  

I came on a good night, March 27, 2012. The sommelier on my night was also the head guy for wine at La Tour 
d’Argent, David Ridgway. David’s “e” is missing.  

  

David and I kept it simple this time. The only complication was I couldn’t get a window table by myself. He put 
me down in the middle of the place looking out past the window crowd directly to Notre Dame. When Elizabeth 
II was a young married woman but still a princess, she and hubby came often to La Tour d’Argent. They always 
had the corner window table, kind of like sitting at the prow of a ship.  

  

When I first came to La Tour d’Argent in the summer of 1996, we were put next to Elizabeth’s table – not bad, 
not bad at all. I guess Terrail always gave us distinguished members of the Fourth Estate the benefit of the 
doubt. He rarely knew where the writers planned to shop their stories or who was a writer, for that matter. To be 
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treated like other diners, food critics and travel writers tended not to introduce themselves. But in my case I 
faxed the reservation on Columbia Star stationery. And upon my return more than 20,000 readers in central 
South Carolina knew all about it. I had to guess Terrail knew my 20,000 were about 20,000 more readers than 
most diners had.  

  

After David and I agreed on a 2006 Chateau Labegorce, a red Bordeaux, for 135 euros, my waiter took my 
order for Le Grand Menu Tour d”Argent, another 190 euros. I finished with an expresso, as my bill put it – I say 
espresso, but I’m not French – for 10 euros.  

  

Altogether, 15% service included, I spent 407 euros at the world’s most expensive tourist trap. That’s about 
$560.  

  

Before I checked out at Les Sans Culottes the next morning, I got up early and took a few tourist walks. One 
was to the Rice University School of Architecture. They have a Paris outpost about halfway between the 
Bastille Opera House and the rail station for points south, Gare de Lyon. According to the magazine 
Architectural Record, Rice’s undergraduate program is #3 in the country, while the graduate school is ranked 
#5. Well, fine. These things are hard to quantify, certainly, but the rankings make for effective recruiting tools. 
Point being, there’s not a dull conversation anywhere in the architecture compound, either in Houston or Paris. 
These kids are interesting, period.  

  

Back in the Dark Ages when I went there, I enjoyed the emphasis on football. There was none. Rice built a 
70,000-seat stadium in nine months in 1949 when it had about 1,500 students and when it had the #2 football 
team in the country. Then big-time football fell in favor. It was almost a University of Chicago situation where 
they dropped football altogether, leaving the emphasis on academics. During home games when I was there, 
every now and then some students would walk into our studio to see if anyone wanted to walk the few hundred 
feet, less than a city block, to the game. We left the studio, walked to the stadium, paid nothing and sat on the 
50-yard line. Not a problem.  

  

The only problem was Rice never won. A winning season was one win.  

  

The Rice architecture students I met were in Paris to study French language and culture. I didn’t see much in the 
way of an architecture studio. 

  

The Clemson architecture program has a compound in Genoa, Italy. The study of architecture probably has 
more opportunity for resources in Italy than France. But the fuller cultural offering might well be in France.  
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Thomas Jefferson said, “Every man has two countries - his own and France.” 

  

Philias Fogg might have agreed, but he and Passepartout were not pursuing French culture. They were pursuing 
an 80-day deadline. They left Paris for Italy by train just as soon as they arrived in Paris. Don’t forget: That 
balloon business was Mike Todd’s idea for his movie. In Jules Verne’s book, Fogg and Passepartout took the 
train. They were going to the heel of the Italian boot for a boat to Suez.  

  

So was I.  

  


