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It began with Grant Munro’s speech to the Radio Television News Directors Association.

After dinner in the Waldorf ballroom, he received the RTNDA’s presidential award for lifetime achievement, the citation noting that “as the longest-serving network anchorman, and in his many years as a leading network correspondent, Grant Munro has brought great distinction to the broadcast news industry.”

Grant rose, smiling—tall, fit, his good looks burnished by the habit of success and admiration—and said he hoped the “lifetime” part was premature, as he hadn’t quite finished with it. Warm laughter and long applause.

“As for the achievement side of it, I have a few questions. I’ve been fortunate, in a long career with terrific assignments, to have done many things I’m proud of.

“I and my colleagues, all of you in radio and television, network, local, or cable news, all over the country, have been the window through which Americans have seen history unfold. We have tried honorably to shape that history and make it understandable to our fellow citizens.”

He went on to list some highlights of that history from when he had joined the network in 1963, just after the Kennedy assassination.

“But the picture is not all glorious.”

Grant paused, and even the smallest sounds of coffee cups and dessert spoons were stilled.

“We’ve had several months to digest and consider our behavior since the presidential sex scandal broke last winter. Judging by the immediate soul-searching and breast-beating, most of us felt we went too far.

“Nobody who believes in the First Amendment and the role of the press would deny our legitimate right to examine presidential behavior that affects the public interest. And that was not always clear in this story.

“But what I deplore, and what still sickens me—whatever the president’s guilt or innocence—is broadcast news media behaving like the Gadarene swine. You remember, Christ sent evil spirits into a herd of pigs, and the maddened herd raced over a cliff and drowned. I think that in our swollen numbers; in our new and insane competitiveness; in our rising desperation for ratings; our prurient glee in discussing the president’s sex life; in our rush to report unsubstantiated rumor, leaks, and gossip; an evil spirit entered us, and we became that herd of maddened swine racing toward our own destruction.”

The ballroom erupted, exploded with applause, whoops, and cheers, and for more than a minute Grant couldn’t go on. He glanced along the head table to Winona, whose eyes were glowing with pride and love.

“Now, where does it stop? In the name of competition, every time a big or sensational story comes along, are we forced to be even more outrageous, more irresponsible, each time ratcheting up the excesses? Each time jettisoning more cherished journalism values as useless baggage? Where does it stop? And if it does not stop, what happens to our credibility with the public? How do we restore some sense of proportion? How do we bring back a Fourth Estate that can claim to serve the democracy and not just titillate? Those are my questions, as I consider the achievement you honor tonight.”

Afterward, as the crowd filtered out of the ballroom, Richard Schoenfeld, the executive editor of Time magazine, said to a colleague, “Interesting. Maybe we should think about a profile of Grant Munro and the TV news business. Maybe a cover.”

But Grant’s boss, Everett Repton, president of the network news division, was murmuring to his boss, the president of the network, “Gadarene swine? Jesus! I think Grant’s beginning to lose it.”
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Two months after his prostate surgery, Time writer Christopher Siefert wanted an assignment to take his mind off his trembling convalescence.

“First, tell me how you’re feeling,” Dick Schoenfeld said.

“I’m all right now. I still have to go back periodically and find out if they got it all. You know the cancer drill. First PSA test a month after the operation was a little ambiguous.”

“This is the first time I’ve seen you not twitching for a cigarette.”

“Had to give that up, too. I’m on the patch. Third level. I guess it’s working. It’s either that or stark fear.”

“You’re looking a hell of a lot better.”

“Well, if you’ve given up everything that makes life beautiful … gin … cigarettes … sex. Anyway, you want to do a cover on Grant Munro, the news anchor?”

“Do you know him?”

“I see him here and there … book parties and things. He’s not a friend. But why him?”

“I heard him speak recently. He compared his industry to the Gadarene swine for their greedy rush on the President’s sex life.”

“I saw that in the Times. Good line.”

“And they all cheered him as though he’d been singing their praises. I’d like us to take a look at network news through him.”

Siefert said, “I don’t watch it much. Television news people strike me as a bunch of posturing, overpaid mannequins. But if you’re going to do television, why not someone like Ann Murrow? She always has the media tomcats scratching at her door.”

“She’s not really a news anchor. Of course, you can work her into it if you want to … work them all in.”

“She’d make a hotter newsstand cover than Grant Munro.”

“My hunch is Grant Munro’s the place to start. And my hunches usually work for you.”

True. Dick Schoenfeld was by far the best editor Siefert had written for, with good intuitions in matching stories and writers.

“I guess I’m missing something. I don’t feel any edge in it. Too bland.”

“You’ll find the edge. You always do.”

“Unless you know something about Munro I don’t?”

“A couple of years ago a close friend of his fell off a mountain and got killed. Remember? Munro had to be rescued by helicopter.”

“What was he doing on the mountain?”

“He climbs them for fun. Or he used to. Tough mountains. Doesn’t that make him more interesting?”

“Was it his fault?”

“Don’t think so. Just one of those accidents.”

“So?”

“So … how does a guy in the public eye handle something like that? Death of a close friend? Why don’t you go through the file and see what you think.”

“You thinking puff piece or exposé? The empty suit undressed, or the national hero canonized?”

Schoenfeld laughed. “I’m thinking a nice sound piece of journalism, elegantly written, psychologically penetrating, full of trenchant insights and telling anecdotes! Seriously, I want a cover we can run maybe in late summer, for the fall TV season, with sidebars. We haven’t done anything big on television for a while.”

“Some corporate jazz involved … Time-Warner pushing you to trash the competition?”

“Nope. My idea. The main thing is, it’s perfect for you. No rush. Take your time. Very little travel. Most of the players are here in New York. A good way to find your sea legs again.”

“Or are the bean counters on your ass to justify all my time off and medical benefits?”

“No way.”

“How many words?”

“Doesn’t matter. Whatever you need for a good character study, plus some analysis of the trends in an important industry. Think eight to ten thousand and see what you come up with.”
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The first to sense something in the wind was Sherman Glass, Grant’s agent. Some correspondents used lawyers for a straight fee, begrudging an agent’s perpetual ten percent. But Grant had signed with Sherman in 1965, as a young correspondent off to Vietnam, and had never been quite exasperated enough to drop him.

Sherman had the irritating agent’s itch, always craftily half a deal ahead of Grant, whose instinct was to leave well enough alone.

He asked Grant to lunch, making “we haven’t had a chat for a while” sound slightly ominous, like a dashboard warning light you don’t recognize. Sherman liked to show off his star client and preferred the Four Seasons’ Grill Room, where he could see and be seen; and where the clientele was often straight out of Monday’s “Information Industries” section in the Times.

Even seated, Sherman was unprepossessing. His hair grew low on his forehead, making him look stupid, which he wasn’t, and his lips were fleshy and wet, often extruding a huge cigar.

Grant didn’t drink at lunch when he was working, but Sherman still had a martini on the rocks, as Grant had in the sixties, when he was eager to emulate the seasoned men at the network. Amazing that they’d done anything useful in the afternoons, but they wrote and edited and cut film and got shows on the air. Their quitting martinis at lunch hadn’t improved TV journalism.

Sherman ordered a steak, Grant, fish; and they proceeded to have the usual conversation:

“Great to see you, Grant.”

“And you, Sherman.”

“How’s it going?”

“Pretty well, I think.”

“You still running and all that?”

“Yeah, it makes me feel good.”

“Winona good?”

“Sure, she’s fine.”

“How’s the vineyard doing?”

“Coming along well.”

Sherman sipped his drink and surveyed the room. “You heard anything from the brass?”

“What do you mean? I saw them all at the affiliates’ meeting in L.A. They got me out there to do a speech.”

“That’s good. Hey, your talk at the RTNDA was dynamite!” He chuckled, but there was a faint unease in it. “Sometimes you really let ’em have it.”

“Well, someone has too. No one gives a damn what the content is now. Affiliates or corporate. It’s all the same bottom line.”

“Just don’t like to see you biting the hand that feeds you.”

“What are they going to do to me, bite back?”

And that gave Sherman his cue; he was trying to open negotiations for a new contract.

“Why now? It’s two years away, isn’t it?”

“No, it’s less, more like nineteen months, and we need to be thinking about it.”

“Well, if you want to start talking to them, go ahead.”

“The thing is, they won’t talk.”

“What do you mean?”

“I can’t make a date to talk with them. They don’t return calls, or only after several tries. They make excuses. Busy. On the road. Other stuff going on.”

“Is that anything to get antsy about?”

“It’s not like them. It’s not in character. Usually they’re busting their ass to talk to me to keep you happy. You know what I mean? Now, they’re not.”

“What do you think it means?”

“I don’t know. That’s why I asked if you’d heard anything, talked to any of them.”

“As I said, we all had drinks and dinner together at the affiliates. Nothing unusual.”

“Everyone cordial?”

“Sure, they’re business guys, professional glad-handers. There’s never anything to talk about with them. They love the latest White House gossip, especially the dirty stuff. Never had a real conversation with any of them.”

“Well, just thought I’d ask.”

“You worried about this?”

“No, no.”

“You sound it.”

“Let’s just say I’d be happier if they wanted to talk.”

“I can call them and tell them Sherman Glass is feeling lonely and neglected. Buy him lunch and make him happy.”

“Better not do that.”

Sherman unwrapped a cigar that might have unbalanced Winston Churchill and moistened it obscenely.

“I’ll cool it for a month or so and then try again. Maybe after Labor Day, when they’re back in their routines. There’s plenty of time.”

Grant left, wondering whether his irritation was worth all the legal mess of dumping Sherman and undoing his exclusive representation agreements. Probably smarter to leave it alone.

IT GRADUALLY emerged that Sherman’s hunch was sound. A few days later, Winona said Betty Rosten had told her she’d had a call from a telephone interviewer doing market research, asking about news personalities on television. Grant’s name had been among them. The questions were disguised, but Betty, who had worked in advertising, got the feeling that the client was Grant’s network. The questions kept coming back to his news team: could she identify that name or this, did she have positive or negative feelings? Betty was a close friend but very direct. Was Grant’s show in trouble?

A WEEK or so later, Grant and Winona were at the Spring Gala of the New York City Ballet. Betty Rosten had been on the board for years and always invited the Munros, who made a generous contribution. Then the Rostens would join the Munros’ table at the Public Library dinner and contribute in turn. Such mutual back-scratching kept New York culture alive and gave anyone socially ambitious, and with the money, a fast track into a sort of society.

After watching the City Ballet perform in the New York State Theater, the party filtered out of the first tier to the dinner set up on the promenade: a caterers’ instant fairyland, subdued lighting, soft music, snowy tables with fantastic centerpieces of flowers and fruit, tall candles, the wall by the bars lined by the handsome pool of out-of-work actors, playing waiters in black tie. Ordinary ballet goers gazed down at the glittering scene from the gilded railings of the upper tiers.

Recognized by many, Grant made slow progress through the familiar faces: a peck from Kitty Carlise Hart; a back slap from Henry Kissinger; a cheek brush from Vogue editor Anna Wintour; a blown kiss from Anne Bass; a smile and thumbs-up across the crowd from Walter Cronkite; an arm clench and fierce whisper from a woman convinced Grant was ignoring Myanmar; a joker’s grin from Charlie Rose, who was surfing for show guests with an arm on Peter Martins. Grant caught an unmistakably frank look—in a city of frank looking—from a blond woman in a red evening dress. He turned away, then back, as she smiled complicitously.

Grant found the table and Al Rosten, who was talking to another guest. Lithe young dancers with skinny shoulders and long necks soaring from abbreviated evening dresses slithered through the chattering crowd. No one was in a hurry to sit down. He had picked up a glass of white wine when a man introduced himself and asked, “Have you considered what you’ll do when you retire from your news program?”

Startled, Grant said, “What do you mean, retire?”

The man smiled knowingly. “Well, assuming that does pass through your mind, I have a suggestion that might interest you.”

“I have no intention of leaving the program, but what’s the suggestion?”

They had to lean together to be heard in the echoing hubbub.

“To be president of a major university.”

“No, thanks. Not interested.” Instant response, suddenly heated.

“You don’t even want to know which university?”

“Not really,” Grant said. The man shook hands and moved away. But the message “when you retire” kept ticking over while Grant made small talk at dinner—difficult, with the noise and the music. What made him think Grant was so old or professionally washed up?

In the limo recrossing the park to the East Side, Grant said to Winona, “Do I look like someone ready for retirement?”

“Not according to the other woman at the table, Betty’s friend. Why?”

“A man came up and asked, when I retired, if I wanted to be president of some university.”

“Which one?”

“I didn’t give him a chance to tell me. Groucho Marx: Do I want to be president of a university that would ask me? More important, who’s ready to retire?”

“Not Grant Munro—I take it—is the message.” She gave his hand a squeeze.

“That’s the message, kid. Pass it on.”

“They don’t want doddery old fogies nowadays. Everyone’s retiring earlier. Maybe that’s the message. Revered academic institution seeks revered newsman—vital, dynamic, handsome, vigorous, all his own hair …”

“Most of his own teeth …”

“Beloved and trusted by the nation.”

“Is that all?”

“And adored by his wife.”

“Funny, he didn’t mention that.”

“I’d hold out for President of the United States.”

LAURIE JACOBS was head of P.R. for the news department. She was congenial with Grant, hell on wheels to others, a sweetly vinegary New York woman, very sharp, always positive, never defeated. She was good to look at, well built, late thirties, divorced, with a couple of half-grown children.

She had quickly made Grant an ally when she came to the network, and she was smart enough to embrace trouble before it engulfed her. This morning, thirty seconds after he got into the office, was loosening his tie, and looking at phone messages, Laurie leaned around his door, smiling brown eyes, big grin, black curly hair. “Got a minute?”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“This.” She put down the New York Post folded to “Page Six,” and with a scarlet fingernail stabbed the headline: ANOTHER RATINGS DIVE: CHANGES COMING? His name stood out in bold type.


Network officials fear “The Evening News” with Grant Munro is headed for the cellar. After a slight climb last winter, ratings have dived again. News department sources say something’s got to change. They can’t keep falling like this. Munro has held the anchor chair longer than any of his rivals. He’ll soon be 60. Some network colleagues are asking: Is he what has to change?



“Criminal!” Laurie said, wrinkling her nose. “Absolutely criminal!”

“Where did they get that from?”

“Who knows? But I wanted you to know it’s not from me.”

“Who are news department sources?”

“Sweetheart, your guess is as good as mine. I think it’s awful, but my gut feeling is not to make it worse by commenting on it.”

“Well, the Post may hype it, but they didn’t just make it up. Someone’s been talking to them.”

Even as he spoke, Grant felt chilled, suddenly and unaccustomedly alone.

“They called and I said we had no comment on stuff like that.”

“You knew it was coming?”

“Not like this!”

“What did they ask you to comment on?”

Angela called from the doorway, “Grant, morning meeting. They’re waiting.”

He had to go. But as he took his place opposite the young executive producer, Marty Boyle, amid all the “Morning, Grants … Hi, Grants,” he wondered which of these producers and writers, his closest colleagues, might have been the Post’s source.

Nobody mentioned it. They went through the usual news budget from Washington, from the bureaus overseas, the scheduled hearings, news conferences, speeches, announcements; Middle East talks, a flood in the Midwest, unseasonably early fires threatening homes in California; nothing earth shattering.

“Nothing to lead on yet,” Marty Boyle said, and Grant felt a spasm of irritation to hear him, barely thirty-five, talking about leads as though he’d been in the business forever.

AFTER THE MEETING, Grant sat in his office, trying to fathom that wave of strong feeling.

It wasn’t Marty’s age. Journalism made instant veterans, like soldiers in wars; innocent, green, and totally scared one day, soon battle-hardened pros. And Marty was very skilled.

No; his resentment touched another level: what they would lead the show with—when the time came to choose. That was the heart of the struggle, and Grant already knew what each would say.

GRANT: We should be leading on the Middle East talks; it’s the most important thing that happened today.

MARTY: Sure, you’re right. But we’ve got pictures of the little girl in Wyoming who was raped and found dead in the woods; great family videos of her, cute and poignant as hell. What do you show for the Mideast? Guys in suits walking in and out of offices? Maybe for excitement some have no ties on? Or a cute little girl whose brutal rape and murder has devastated the whole country?

GRANT: It’s only devastated the country, if it has, because lousy TV news shows have built it up into the latest crime of the century.

No, Marty would say, because her mother’s the star of a prime time show, and it’s a real heartland story … plus movie stars!

And both were right. Unless it was the end of the world, suits going in and out of conferences made boring TV news pictures. Yet every time they led with the cute little girl, Grant knew they were cheapening the show. They were telling the nation this was the most important thing that day, implying that the vulnerability of cute little girls and the prevalence of sadistic sex criminals was a big issue, hyping it, feeding paranoia in the country, feeding the fear, the disconnection between different types of people.

Or, a more discouraging thought: Marty Boyle could have been the one who’d talked to “Page Six,” to plant a seed, to start a little buzz. If one gossip column printed it, others would follow, establishing a factoid, until it was a common assumption that Grant was in some kind of trouble.

HE WASN’T going to sit there, stewing. This was his place as much as anyone’s, his network; it was by his face and voice that most people knew it. He was still the star, so why was he sitting there in a funk because of one gossip writer on Murdoch’s rag?

He got up and marched out, reading in eyes, as he passed the desk, full knowledge of the Post story and speculation about his reaction. He deliberately kept his dander up to confront Everett Repton. The president’s office door was usually open, and even if he was on the phone or had a visitor, he’d wave Grant in, because it was part of the game to introduce his star. But the door was closed, and his assistant said, “He’s with Laurie. Can I call you when he’s free?” And Grant had to retreat, feeling like a film being run backward.

In the meantime, the day’s news was getting away from him, so he booted up his terminal on the computer system and flipped into the AP file to skim the wire.

Then Marty strolled in and slumped into the chair by his desk. “Busy?”

“Nothing special. What’s up?”

Grant leaned back, hands behind his head, and put both feet on the desk.

“Shitty item in the Post,” Marty said. “I’m sorry about it.”

“I’m not ecstatic myself. You know who’s behind it?”

“No clue. Honest. Can’t figure who’d be so dumb. You’re the butter on everybody’s bread, for Christ’s sake. But I saw the look you gave me when you came to the meeting after Laurie showed you the piece.”

“How’d you know she showed me the piece?”

“She told me she was going to. Didn’t want to ruin your day, blind-sided by reporters calling to ask about it.”

“Are they calling?”

“Not yet, but I guess they will.”

Marty scooted his chair closer, glanced at the open door, and said, “Can I talk confidentially?”

And he turned on the disingenuous, boyish look Grant had seen before. Marty was hefty for a business that seemed to attract slighter, even weedier men. He’d been a running back at college and often still acted like a ball carrier with his head down. But now a sensitive and intelligent look stole over his faded freckles.

“Grant, you and I kid a lot, and I know things between us get a bit edgy …”

“Yeah?” Grant wasn’t in a mood to be diplomatic.

“You know, they bounced me into this job, great opportunity for me … but I guess I can see what it’s like for you. You’ve been here forever … been in the business a hell of a long time. Forgotten more than we know. You’re one of the icons … it’s a real privilege for someone my age to work with you …”

Grant looked into the open, pudgy face, wondering where the flattery was leading.

“I know we don’t see eye to eye all the time … but I have terrific respect for your ideas, your knowledge of the business. And I consider it an honor to work for you.”

“That’s great, Marty. Nice to hear. I think you’re a real pro, too. So what’s the lead?”

“The lead? I don’t know yet …”

“Your lead. What’s really on your mind?”

“Well. I don’t know how to put this. I don’t want you to think for a second I’d do anything to undermine you. OK?”

“You tell me I shouldn’t think it, Marty, I won’t think it. I tend to believe people. A bad habit of mine, maybe.”

“The Post piece made me sick.”

“Why? One more piece of shit from the Post. We’ve never paid any attention to them before. Why should we now?”

“You’re not upset about it?”

“What’d you expect me to say?”

“All right, I’m glad. Let’s forget it and get on with the mission.” He snapped his fingers as he did when he thought a scene had gone on too long.

“Fine by me.”

“OK, Grant?”

He lurched up and held out his hand. Grant leaned forward and shook it, not knowing why. Marty seemed transparently relieved. He grinned his big grin, slapped Grant’s shoulder, and ambled out of the office. His shirt was Housed out of his pants; he was getting fat around the middle.

DURING THE ’eighty-eight Reagan-Gorbachev summit, when the cold war effectively died, Grant had gone outside Moscow to the writers’ colony at Peredelkino to talk to the poet Yevtushenko. With his camera crew they went over to Pasternak’s house, and Yevtushenko told a story Pasternak had told him. Two young writers, very nervous, came to inform him that the Communist Party had expelled him from the writers’ union. He thanked them for delivering such a difficult message, then watched them go down his long driveway, dancing with relief, laughing and congratulating each other for having had the courage to carry the message of betrayal.

Angela’s face at the door in her Juliette-of-the-Sorrows makeup. “Marie in Ev Repton’s office. Can you do lunch with him? He’s tied up till then.”

Grant hated waiting two more hours, and lunch overformalized a conversation, when what he wanted was a few hard words and out.

“If it has to be, sure; lunch is fine.”

“Quarter to one?

“Wait, I’ve got some voice-over to record at twelve-thirty. Better make it one o’clock.”

“I’ll tell her. And Don Evans is ready with the scripts.”

Don put a sheaf of script on the desk, his face cherubic, choirboyish.

“Morning, chief. Time to journey back once again to the days of yesteryear and the glories of steam radio.”

They’d been correspondents together in the sixties, but Evans’s on-air career had fizzled out and he’d ended up as a senior writer. He also wrote the radio scripts that Grant recorded and were broadcast as “Essays by Grant Munro.” One of the minor deceptions of the business. Don was a clever writer—he’d suggested the Gadarene swine bit for the RTNDA speech. Grant liked the thread of irony that ran through his copy and wished he could write as well. But he talked well, and that was what he was paid for. In any case, there wasn’t time for Grant to research and write these pieces, along with everything else.

“You want to do a read-through?”

“Yeah, in a sec. You see the piece in the Post today?”

“Sure. Required reading. Everyone memorized it, then like good agents chewed up the paper and swallowed it. Under pain of torture no one will confess he’s read it.”

“What do you think about it?”

“Rupert Murdoch, having bought half the world’s journalists, likes to tear down the other half. This week it’s your turn.”

“Who do you guess put the idea into their heads?”

“Who among your dear friends and devoted colleagues? Who has something to gain? Certainly I don’t. At my age”—he smiled—“I’m hooked to your star. If some young dude replaces you, they’ll have me out of here in a week. So I don’t have anything to gain.”

Don Evans and Grant had weathered several personal generations of rivalry, jealousy, and mutual suspicion. Grant had ended up the famous one, paid probably forty times what Evans earned. They were left with a kind of grudging, good-humored modus vivendi, the sharp edges rounded smooth by time.

“Your nose for this kind of thing has always been pretty sharp.”

“Too sharp. If I’d spent less time trying to figure out the politics, I’d probably have jumped ship a long time ago … when the going was good. No, I’d forget it. If someone here is putting out that kind of suet for the birdies, it’ll become more obvious, and we’ll know. Fretting about it will just make your life sour.”

“You’re right. We’re running out of time. I’d better read your scripts.”

“Hold your applause till the end.”

Grant read through Don’s scripts, deft as usual, just deep enough to give drive-time listeners the illusion of having heard something, but no more profound. Intellectual slumming for Don; he should have been bending his mind to something serious. But that ambition had left him, and the network paid him more than any newspaper or magazine would.

Grant made a few marks for emphasis, and they headed off to the radio end to record them. Normally he recorded this material in a breeze, one after another, one take, no fluffs. Unaccountably, today, he stumbled a few times and had to start over.

“Mind on something else maybe?” Don asked as he came out of the studio.

The same thing happened a little later, when Grant went to the television audio booth to lay down some voice-over narration for a small tape piece. The young producer, Ellen Siegel, had been recently promoted from associate producer, and this was the first time she’d worked with him on her own. She’d written four small inserts, none longer than twenty seconds, and he read them all smoothly. But she asked him to do two again. Through the glass he saw the audio man, Larry, an old-timer, give her a glance that said: You’re going to ask Grant Munro to do a retake when the first one’s perfect? He shot Grant a look to see whether he’d noticed, and a tiny smile passed between them. That was fine. Grant didn’t believe in bullying the young producers and writers, so he read the two pieces again, stressing what she wanted stressed, but this time she said, over the talkback, “You’re a little long on each piece. Let’s do another take.” Very assured, very much in command.

Grant did another take, but he must have been so caught by the dynamics that he forgot to speed his delivery to make up the extra second.

“Still long,” Ms. Siegel said primly but, he thought, with unwarranted satisfaction. He had to take a deep breath to control his rising annoyance; did a third take, remembering to increase the pace, and was rewarded with a crisp “That’s fine. Thanks, Grant,” as though she had been doing this with him for years.

Why was he annoyed? She was perfectly within her rights. If the pieces wouldn’t fit, they wouldn’t fit. But something about her manner, a little officiousness to cover her nervousness, making him jump through hoops that the older producers avoided with him—something about her lack of deference compared to theirs. Most of all, it was probably her age and her confidence and her pert little ass as she bent over the console, reminding him of his age. And everything combined to put him in an even sourer frame of mind than before.

He left the recording booth and walked back to his office, people nodding or saying hi on the way, with rising irritation at all the petty stuff he did as part of the job. That and the hundred little negotiations that shaped the day. It would start again with the noon meeting to review where they were on the day’s news and their staff assignments.

Years ago Eric Sevareid had complained about being “nibbled to death by ducks.” Grant felt that way.

Actually, in order to do the voice-overs and make lunch, he had to skip the noon meeting, and that compounded his mood. They were quite capable of producing the show without him, but when they made the decisions without his input, without his editorial head present, he couldn’t complain later if he didn’t like their decisions. You were either there in the boiler room or not.
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Someone had started a web page and chat room specializing in gossip about the business. She, or maybe he, called herself Hollygo Lightly, in homage to Truman Capote, and claimed to be the First Electronic Black Drag Queen Gossip Columnist.


www.hollygo.com

At the BBS (Beige Broadcasting System) handsome but aging news anchor Gregory Peck maybe should rent the movie “All About Eve.” That before your time, sugar, you cultural illiterate? Well, it about actress Bette Davis, gettin on in years, finds sweet-as-honey but ruthless little Anne Baxter tryin to steal her man and her role? Well, over at Beige, Gregory Peck (reason I call him Gregory Peck is those eyebrows and soulful eyes and that voice! Make you think of roasted chestnuts, all cracklin by the open fire. Just sayin “good evenin” that voice give a gal the shivers! Know what I mean, sister?) well, Gregory better keep an eye on young Billy Boy Blue. My spies tell me the ambitious Billy Boy, now doing an out-of-town run as White House correspondent, has his cute eyes on the top spot and has friends in high places. Some big dudes at the net think the dynamic Billy Boy was boffo reportin on the president’s sex life and want to move him (Billy Boy, not the Prez!) into Gregory’s anchor chair right now, but Mr. Peck’s contract run till the year 2000.

Some of them network dudes still smartin about Gregory Peck callin them all Gadarene swine. And a good source tells Hollygo that dynamic Power Ranger, Peck’s 19-year-old executive producer (I know, honey, but he looks 19), is also itching to get the old guy out. Power Ranger is just sick and tired, and stamps his little foot, when he hears his new show referred to derisively as “Entertainment Tonight,” meaning, muchachas, there may be more entertainment on C-Span!

Don’tcha luv it?



GRANT SHOWED the printout to Winona, who said, “Billy Boy means Bill Donovan? But is it malicious, I mean dangerous, or just silly and fun?”

“It could be all of that. Someone’s feeding this bird, someone in our shop.”

“Does it matter, if it’s just a joke? Does anybody pay attention?”

“The whole industry’s beginning to pay attention. It’s so outrageous they can’t ignore it.”

“Well, you should ignore it. Although”—she gave him a kiss—“what’s so bad about being called Gregory Peck?”

WHEN SOMEONE online asked Hollygo to describe herself, she said:


You want to know what I look like, honey?
Think Ru Paul … on a bad day.



It had to be someone who worked in one of the networks. Her information was too in and too current to be from outside. Her nicknames became transparent after a few days. She called the networks Beige, Taupe, and Bisque, and when asked why—and insiders loved to ask her about everything—she said:


Honey, I can’t think of nothin stupider than fashion names for lingerie colors. Boring. I never wear nuthin as wishy-washy as taupe, beige, or bisque. That means your mother’s underwear—just like the straight news—and I had enough bein straight by time I was seven. When I get run over and they rush me over to the cute interns at St. Vincent’s ER, I wanna be wearin nuthin but scarlet silk, black satin, emerald green. I might go for Amber, Champagne, Peach, Lavender, Ivory, Chocolate, or Cinnamon: stuff like that about somethin real. But ain’t nothin real to my mind about evenin news on BBS, the Beige Broadcasting System.



Some of her nicknames were pretty funny, like Nutcracker Sweet for a White House correspondent.


Word reaches me that Taupe Broadcasting Company glam White House correspondent Nutcracker Sweet was out on the lawn doin one of her standuppers? A gust of wind come along and blows up her skirt, showin all she’s got. “Don’t look, guys!” she squeals with girlish modesty. But the old cameraman says, “It’s OK, darlin. We’ve seen balls before!” Don’tcha luv it?



An old story, but someone must have passed it on to Holly go. Angela showed him printouts when she thought they were funny … or close to home.

It was obvious that young people in various network newsrooms logged on, because they were feeding her gossip about their own generation. It was raunchier than any newspaper column; it had no inhibitions about who was supposedly sleeping with whom, what executive had hysterics in a meeting. One piece claimed someone was caught in an office giving a “sexual favor”; others about who couldn’t get it up; who couldn’t keep his hands off a P.A. in the edit room; troubles with wives or husbands and kids; outing affairs and imminent divorces; all the chatter that used to be known only to those working closely on one show. Now it was everywhere, and she was often right on the mark.


I was surfin through my Bisque sites hopin for some risqué chatter. (You pronounce that risk-ay, OK? But Bisk, as in Tsk! Tsk! Got it?) How about this? That haughty sister they got as White House correspondent, the one I call Excedrin Headache? You know it took her eleven takes, e-leven! to do her standupper about President Clinton’s latest limp-dick appointment so’s they could get it on tape in New York? You didn’t think, when the anchorman, old Grecian Formula, says so smooth, “And now a report from Excedrin Headache at the White House,” that it was LIVE, did you? OK. Her script was so bad, I’m told, her boy producer, Attention Deficit, keeps on makin changes, tryin to goose up her sign-off, tellin her what to say, and ends up dictatin the whole (expletive) thing, it nearly don’t get on the air, even when they changed the runnin order four times in the first feed. Anybody don’t know what takes is, or runnin order, don’t know enuff to be hittin this web site anyway. Just take it from Holly go: it big-time teeveenews talk. Language be everthin, chilluns. You got to talk the talk before you can walk the walk, as the preacher says.

O my, speakin a preachers, you cute thing, I was forced, kinda date TV rape, to watch the Reverend Dimmesdale, the saint of television, last night, and I declare, sisters and brothers, I took about ten minutes before I was freed from bondage (not what you’re thinking, alas!). And for sheer, unvarnished unction, I’d never seen anythin like it. That boy should be makin millions puttin all them televangelists outta bidness, steda preachin at us and callin it journalism.



Bookish references like Dimmesdale and words like unction made Grant sure Hollygo was a network writer; a familiar type, feeling burned out, compromised, jaundiced about everything, despising what he did. A terrific game for someone.


Where did a queen like me get so high and mighty bout journalism, you might ask? The Queens School of Journalism, baby! I listens to the I-man. Classes 6–10 A.M. Ever time it’s been a slow night on 12th Avenue and I can’t pick up nothin by 6 A.M. but WFAN on my Dick Tracy wrist radio. Cost you $20,000 bucks to attend the Columbia J School. Cost you nothin, chilluns, to learn it all from the I-man.



No one could stop it: the anonymity of the Internet protected everyone. A news vice president, a dope who was supposed to keep an eye on the unit managers and administration, fired off a memo forbidding anyone to use the office computer system to call up Hollygo. In about three minutes, she had the memo on the Net.


I hear we’ve got all the execs at the nets absolutely devastated cos they computer terminals all tied up readin me, passin me the dirt. That means the kids not doin they homework, they not writin the news shows … which may be the best news for American democracy since the Stonewall riot. Those tired old queens need to get a new act. Nobody under 65 watches them anyway. Just look at what the commercials are for: Depends, Efferdent, Preparation-H, Dentu-stik. What does that tell you, honey? They ain’t products girls our age be usin. Our grandmothers maybe, but my old granny too busy gettin herself bused down to the gamblin in Atlantic City one day and Ledyard, Connecticut, the next, to be worryin bout no network news. She wins too. She’s got somethin figured. Does she like her big old grandson struttin around in drag? She doesn’t care. She says I look mighty cute and tells me, Just keep your seams straight, darlin! Don’tcha luv it?



As more network types chimed in, Hollygo’s chat room became a virtual reality newsroom, combining people from all the rival nets and cable; it was a freemasonry that dissolved inhibitions and shop loyalties. In Grant’s young days, network loyalty had been like patriotism; you had your network logo tattooed on your soul. Not these kids. They arrived idealistic from the top colleges and soon they were as cynical as the old hands. Hollygo was an outlet for frustration many felt at the “freak of the week” stories they were doing and at the vanity and pretensions of the highly paid featured correspondents they worked for.


Miss Clairol, the gorgeous and ambitious risin star at Taupe, spotted again in the ladies’ room with Bartlett’s Quotations, so she’ll have somethin stunnin to drop into the heavy intellectual chat over there. Want to know where that trick came from? Bobby Kennedy. Fastest quotations in the West.



Some of the people on line identified themselves as Taupees or Beigees; others didn’t let on, and used names as colorful as Hollygo’s. Some were using Hollygo’s chat room to ask each other for dates.

The gossip columns now fed on her regularly, and the New York Observer tried a mystery profile without divulging her identity—if they knew it. A few years ago it would have been shocking to mock the business so openly, trivialize it, and reduce it to cheap entertainment, but now that seemed to be a game everyone played.
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Grant and Everett Repton had both joined the network in the mid-sixties and thus had been colleagues ever since, but not friends. Repton had been a field producer, never creative, but a deal maker, a smooth operator, terrific facilities organizer. Often it wasn’t how great your story was but how you got it back to New York and on the air. Ev had always found the way to ship film, the improbable microwave connection, the obscure satellite uplink.

His personal, not professional, cards were engraved Everett B. Repton III. He was a Princeton graduate and had a jovial, unruffled social assurance with his superiors; an air that said: Don’t worry, you’ve got more important things to worry about; we’ll get it done. Repton did get it done but, Grant noticed, always mysteriously got it known how hard he’d worked, stayed up all night, driven the exposed road under fire to get through. Everybody did the same things; it was how you earned your spurs at the network. No medals for trying and missing, or even saving money; the medals came only for getting a story on the air. As in war, the medals went to men whose heroism got mentioned up the line and back at HQ, and Ev Repton’s story always got told. His self-promotion bounced him up and up, to news manager, to vice president of administration, and, for five years now, to president of the news division, thereby nominally Grant’s boss.

Never quite trusting him, Grant had also not wholly outgrown his unease with the Princeton assurance Ev had worn when they first met, implying that he’d been given a private code that deciphered society in ways Grant would never pick apart. In the world’s eye, success had since made Grant more than Ev’s social equal, but it did not erase the memory of Ev’s putting him down when they were young.

“You want to talk about the Post, I guess,” Reston said in the car. “I thought you’d be along. I spent the morning with Laurie trying to figure out a strategy.”

The usual story at the restaurant. The owner of the Union Square Café made a fuss over Grant, steered them to a nice table, and stayed chatting for a minute, so that everyone in the place was turning around. He was being polite but not paying any special homage to Repton. And Ev was grinning away behind the oversize glasses he wore to give some distinction to his long WASP face, lapping up whatever attention spilled over, but—and Grant knew him well—grinding his teeth.

The equation frustrated all network executives. They were the bosses in every usual sense, but a large dimension overflowed their authority. The public couldn’t take its eyes off the talent, the on-air stars. Grant had long ago stopped being embarrassed. It paid not only his ridiculous salary but Repton’s. So every time he looked past Ev, Grant would catch a knowing look across the room. Part of the routine.

“By the way,” Repton said, “I got your note about Sherm Glass. I’ll call him and make a date. You know what he wants?”

“Contract talk, he told me.”

“God, is it that time again?” Through the big glasses, his pale blue eyes looked so astonished that Grant was sure he’d had the contract out that morning and knew to the hour when it expired.

“When are you taking some time off this summer? It’s easy, this year. No conventions or anything to get in the way.”

“We haven’t decided yet. Maybe some sailing; maybe I’ll spend some time in California at the vineyard.”

“Pretty hot there in the summer, isn’t it?” The well-heeled Easterner’s instinctive reservations about California. “You and Win”—nobody called Winona Win; she hated it—“should come and spend some time with Edie and me on Martha’s Vineyard. Sail your boat over from Maine. Much cooler. Lots of interesting people.”

“I know. All the people we see in New York.”

As he was speaking, Grant had a vision of Edie, pretty woman with a ripe mouth who always gave him interested looks from very wide, clear eyes. He thought of her in L. L. Bean wraparound skirts, Ev in pants with whales on them; playing golf, tennis (they weren’t sailors), having cocktails, dinners. He doubted in a summer they ever met anyone they didn’t already know.

Grant said, “Maybe I’ll get up into the Cascades for a few days. It’ll be cool enough there.”

“Not nervous after your bad time there?”

“No, I feel it’d be good to get back.”

“Like getting back on a horse that’s thrown you? Edie says that. But, jeez, Grant, you damn nearly died that time … like your friend. I think I’d be scared off for life. And you’ve got to be careful. You’re not a kid anymore. None of us are, or is it none of us is? Whichever.” He laughed. “Let’s order.”

If he was avoiding the subject, Grant wasn’t.

“What did you decide to do about the piece in the Post—you and Laurie?”

Repton never answered anything directly. “Well, there are two parts to it, aren’t there? One is, who’s talking to the Post? The second is the substance of it, the facts.”

“What facts?”

“Well, the ratings. They’re facts, or numbers that we treat as facts. We can’t deny them. Everyone else knows them, so we can’t pretend they don’t exist.”

“We can say they’re not important. We can act worried about them or we can act not worried. Sounds to me as if someone’s been acting worried and the Post picked that up. If no one was worried, the Post wouldn’t have had a story.”

“But nobody’s been talking to them.”

“Well, obviously somebody has.”

“Nobody has officially.”

“The point is someone’s been sounding worried.”

“Now, the ratings matter, Grant. You can’t just dismiss them. They matter.”

“OK, but going down two-tenths of a point doesn’t matter unless somebody makes a big deal out of it.”

“It’s the direction, not the amount. They were going up. They’ve turned around. That’s what they notice.”

“Who’s they? Network? Corporate?”

“Network and corporate. Both.”

“So that’s where it comes from? They’re making the big deal out of it?”

“Not a big deal yet. Not a major big deal.”

“Big enough for someone to tell the Post.”

“If it came from there …”

“And they’re giving you a hard time.”

“Sure, but I don’t bother you about this stuff.”

“Ratings always go down in the spring and summer. Better weather, people are outside, they see less television.”

“True. But we’re having the summer sag from a lower base this year.”

“I hear you’re doing an audience survey about the show.”

“Yeah, the new corporate guys asked for it. It’s out of our hands. They’ve contracted it out to some people they’ve used before.”

“But you know about it?”

“Oh, sure.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Ev laughed. “Oh, come on, Grant! There’s all kinds of stuff we do that I don’t bother you with. I don’t come running every time they want us to save some more money on foreign coverage, or want to trim another percent off salaries and benefits. That’s my worry, not yours. Market research, ratings, all that crap, is what I’m paid to do, so you guys with the talent can put the stuff on the air that earns our keep.”

“What’s the survey for?”

“Well, since you ask, they want to know why we’re losing market share. They say they do it for all their products. Phone surveys, focus groups …”

“Focus groups? Great to be just another product out there in the big consumer world.”

“Now, don’t start coming on naïve and idealistic. There are no white hats just because we’re selling news. We’re not a protected species anymore.”

“So how endangered are we?”

“What d’you mean?”

“Your corporate masters collect all their market research, analyze their focus groups, and decide—what?”

“Who knows?”

“You know.”

“I don’t know.”

“You know what the options are.”

“Well, so do you.”

“Have they spelled them out?”

“For Christ’s sake, Grant, nobody’s spelled anything out! They’re doing some fucking market research. You want to call a congressional hearing? They do it all the time. Audience research. The network does it. We do it. What’s got into you? As long as I’ve known you, you’ve always been above this crap.”

“What’s got into me is the New York Post saying some people here want me out.”

“That’s crazy. That really is crazy.”

“Are you going to say it’s crazy; are you going to put out a statement?”

“Look, you’re the big-deal journalist! You want Laurie to put out a press release saying there are no plans to change the anchor of ‘The Evening News’? All you do is give the story more legs. The only thing is to ignore it.”

“That’s the strategy?”

“Don’t you think it’s the right one?”

Grant might have thought it was the right tactic if he hadn’t also thought—more, felt—there was something going on.

Then Repton changed the subject and the tone. “Something I wanted to ask you. Is it true you made a financial settlement when your friend Tony Weldon was killed? For his wife? Somebody told me.”

Grant was startled. “Where in hell did you hear that?”

“Someone told me.”

“Who told you?”

“Someone we both know.”

“Well, tell whoever it is to shut up about it.”

“My informant thinks it reflects well on you. I was told in a way that made you sound like a very decent human being.”

“And you were surprised?”

“Yes, between us, I think it was a hell of a thing to do. I admire you for it.”

“I’m serious, Ev; don’t repeat it. OK? It’s important to me to keep it private.”

“OK, fine.”

“Now, when is all this market research supposed to be finished? When do you get the results?”

“A couple of months, I think. End of the summer, probably—after Labor Day.”

“This time I want to know what they find out. OK?”

“OK.”

“Before I read about it on ‘Page Six’?”

“Of course.”

As they left the restaurant a young man said to his companion, “Look, it’s Grant Munro!”

He shook Grant’s hand. “We watch your show all the time.”

“Where are you from?”

“Hershey, Pennsylvania.”

“Fine. Nice to meet you.”

“We hate to bother you, but would you mind if we took a picture?”

“No problem. Happy to do it.”

So Ev was forced to take their camera and shoot Grant with the folks from Hershey.

“You don’t know how much this means to us.”

“It’s a pleasure.”

In the car going back uptown, Repton said casually, “What d’you think of Bill Donovan?”

“Very smooth. Very green. Still has a local flavor about him, but I guess he’s catching on fast.”

“I think he’s a great find. He really got his feet wet in a hurry on the Clinton story.”

Grant’s view of Donovan was quite different, but he was still wondering how Repton had found out about Teresa. Not from the bank. The only other person who knew was the broker who’d sold the stock, Tom Wharton … who, of course, was Repton’s broker! Ev had introduced him years ago.

Back in his office, Grant called Wharton. “Did you tell Ev Repton about the block of stock I sold and what it was for?”

“Gee, I guess I did. He has some of the same stock.”

“Well, damn it, Tom, do not tell anyone else!”

“I won’t. I thought it was a real decent thing you did and—”

“I don’t care. It’s nobody’s business but mine. I’m serious. I’m tempted to find another broker. I am really pissed off.”

“OK, OK! I get the message. It was dumb for me to say anything. I thought you and Ev were close friends.”

“Wrong!” said Grant and hung up.

And Wharton wondered what had got into Grant Munro, who in twenty-five years had never shown such anger.
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The note Christopher Siefert scribbled after his first few minutes in the presence of Grant Munro—and that’s how it felt, in the presence—was Eerie self-possession. And later, when that first interview for his Time profile was over, he added, Self-absorption like a strong vacuum that has sucked up all curiosity about others, subtracted curiosity, except about himself a black hole of self-absorption. (Maybe too strong?)

Years ago someone had said Siefert’s long profiles had a novelist’s touch, although critics had not admired his only novel. Siefert enjoyed trying to winnow out celebrity’s distinguishing traits, its effects on personality. It was a game to discern the psychological tics success had implanted. Often, perversely, celebrity seemed to subtract personality, even from someone as high octane in her manner as Joan Rivers; fame long coveted had scared personality deep into its burrow.

In Grant Munro, it had left on the surface a mask of genial modesty, professional grace under praise. Christopher Siefert was expert in calibrating the vacancies in celebrity personalities, in finding ways to express the subtle signs of manufacture, the seams and joins in their pseudo-personas.

If he felt superior to many of his profile subjects, Siefert had some reason. He was more intelligent than many; his Harvard and Oxford degrees made him vastly better educated and better read; often more discerning and sophisticated.

His own abilities had been recognized quickly. His 1977 book, Vietnam and the American Psyche (“brilliant, deeply and achingly insightful”—The New Yorker), appearing at the time of the Carter amnesty, had been a New York Times best-seller for nine weeks. It had been nominated for a Pulitzer and only narrowly defeated (how narrowly he knew, bitterly, from a friend on the committee), but it was long out of print. Spotting it recently on a used bookstall near Zabar’s, Siefert wondered who in the neighborhood considered it no longer essential in his library. Still, it had served to launch him as a writer of promise, assuring that his next book would get serious attention. But that collection of recycled magazine profiles and essays, not original work, fell short of reviewers’ expectations. The novel published in 1984 was dismissed by the New York Times Book Review as “watery Updike.” When the Berlin Wall fell, Siefert had tried to mine the same seam of psychological insight that had worked for Vietnam, but The Psychic Impact of the Cold War did not put him back among the authors who were regulars on television. Its failure coincided with, or precipitated—he wasn’t sure—the death of his wilting suburban marriage.

The job at Time Inc., twice hopefully abandoned and twice expediently resumed, had gradually become a career. He wrote some criticism, but editors considered him too mordant, too supercilious to use often. At book parties, publicists began noticing that he drank more and stayed until it was awkward not to invite him to dinner. In fact, he was drinking too seriously to work well the night Elizabeth Deegan saw the state he was in at a book party, and hustled him off to eat. Years before, they’d had an affair when she was a Time researcher, but she’d drifted off to Fortune, then into and out of a Wall Street marriage. The only satisfactory relic of that was a handsome apartment on Central Park West—her ex-husband preferred the Greenwich house. Elizabeth, now a cookbook editor, prettily overweight, nervous at forty-four about re-entering the singles’ scene in Manhattan, was grateful to find Siefert and willing to fix him up.

She said he looked awful and insisted he have the medical checkup he’d put off since his divorce. Besides evidence of his drinking, the lab report came back with a high PSA count, and he had to submit to multiple undignified biopsies, which revealed enough malignancy to justify a prostatectomy. He’d recovered, overcome several weeks of incontinence, but sexual function remained unnervingly—he tried to think of a safe word—elusive.

So not only did the Christopher Siefert who faced Grant Munro for the first interview feel personally depleted, but the man he met looked ready to do a commercial for a fitness club: tan, lean, not an ounce of unwanted weight. Siefert knew they were almost the same age; he’d turned sixty in February, Grant would do so in October. Yet Siefert believed he looked older by fifteen years.

So, added to the formidable armor of self-confidence Grant presented to the world was this athletic body, taller than Christopher by several inches, with thick brown hair, only tinged with gray, where Siefert was half bald. And Grant’s clothes added yet another layer to this packaged confidence: discreetly, casually expensive.

From reading the file, Siefert knew approximately what this “fellow journalist” (he put derisive quotation marks around it) had been paid for the past two decades. Adding all this up, he was there to profile one of the richest, best-looking, most successful men in America, on whom assurance sat like a silk hat … No, that was his own defensiveness and probably literary condescension; there was nothing cheaply ostentatious here, nothing in dubious taste. Whatever his humble background (and Siefert needed more information), Grant Munro carried his success sleekly, with a disarming modesty (well, a practiced modesty), and every sign of gentility.

In short, everything conspired to raise the bile in Christopher M. Siefert, and that was just as he liked it. He knew that the jealousy, envy, and antipathy a subject initially provoked served to energize him as a writer, give him a force to work against; an emotional polarity that would run through the finished piece, with the negative charge neutralized as balancing admiration leaked in along the way. That’s how it had worked for Siefert in characters as diverse as Muhammad Ali and Newt Gingrich.

He set the small tape recorder running. He liked early questions that seemed innocent.

TRANSCRIPT:

CHRIS: Grant Munro interview. OK. Let’s start. Is being a household name, a celebrity, an advantage for a journalist, or a disadvantage?

GRANT: It’s both, of course. Great for access, getting calls returned. But that’s more the influence of the program than of me. It’s a disadvantage, though, if it gets in the way.

CHRIS: I read that in the last campaign, covering some primary races, you attracted bigger crowds than some of the candidates. In New Hampshire, right?

GRANT: Well, that’s an old story, and exaggerated. I went out for one day to observe. I wasn’t there covering the campaign; we had correspondents with each of the candidates. I just wanted to get some flavor.

CHRIS: But you did attract bigger crowds than the presidential candidates?

GRANT: In a couple of places. You know those events in New Hampshire. Very intimate, and the media tend to overwhelm them now in any case.

CHRIS: You’re not bothered by this?

GRANT: Yeah, I’m uncomfortable with it.

(Siefert wrote: NH campaign—smart, disarming. With the tape recorder providing a full transcript, his notes could be sparse.)

CHRIS: But the advantages. Air travel, for instance, gets to be more of a hassle all the time; your name must smooth the way for you …

GRANT: Sure. It does.

CHRIS: Private jets instead of airline schedules.

GRANT: Sometimes. The networks are a lot tighter with dough than they used to be.

• • •

GRANT HATED questions touching the privileges of his position, although he was practiced
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