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FOREWORD

WHAT KIND OF A MAGAZINE takes New York as its name? An ambitious one, obviously. At its founding, New York saw as its rivals two established publications that already had “New York” in their titles—the New York Times and The New Yorker—but viewed both of them as stuffed shirts. New York would take them on by being the unpretentious New York—unapologetic, funny, brash, even a bit crude. It would sound like the city itself. And that made it, when it launched in 1968, an unusual specimen: One of its most radical principles was that it would approach New York not simply as a subject to cover but as a point of view. And because the point of view was that of the most worldly city in the world, its purview would be far-flung. The White House and the studio back lot would be as interesting to it as City Hall.

Even so, with the arrogance of a New Yorker, it believed that New York was the capital of the world, where everything began, and that meant New York was its first preoccupation. The city in 1968 was undergoing some monumentally interesting change. It was beset with blight, as people were leaving in droves. At the same time, it was serving as the cradle for great movements—political movements, social movements, consumer movements—that would lift it out of its wreckage and ultimately invent a new kind of cosmopolitan creature that would reverberate throughout America and the world.

In a half century of episodic installments, New York told this dramatic story: the rebirth of a great city. This book is an attempt to put that story all in one place and to reconstruct how life in New York City changed, using the lens of New York’s writers, editors, photographers, and designers who, week to week, chronicled that transformation.

It is not a book of greatest hits (although we’ve tried to include many) but one that uses the magazine’s material to trace the course of its namesake. The material did not always lend itself easily to that purpose. As we editors have made our way through five decades’ worth of back issues, we found that the story (the city’s and the magazine’s) isn’t exactly linear. Like all magazines, this one had its ups and downs. There have been times when the magazine caught the city’s thrilling trajectory perfectly; there are also huge gaps in its coverage. New York was presciently early to many stories, right on time with others, embarrassingly late to some. And there are a few really strange turns: a 1970s obsession with houseplants, a cover story entirely devoted to Donald Trump’s boat. A weekly magazine, putting out roughly 50 issues a year, made room for a substantial amount of variety, to say the least.

Because this book is coffee-table-size, with every page an overscale canvas, much of its narrative is visual, telling the story of the city through photographs and graphics and particularly magazine covers. (Also foldouts: We’ve tried to veer off the grid from time to time, just as the city’s streets do.) But we have also excerpted many pieces of landmark writing that, in our opinion, evoke an especially vivid memory of New York City at a particular moment. Rather than dividing up the story by decade, we decided to organize this book around eight themes of city life. They develop chronologically, except for times when we thought it was worth busting up the timeline. Wherever we could, we revisited the people who posed for our photographers or spoke to our reporters or wrote for our editors. There are behind-the-scenes moments about the ways in which these stories and images came to be and the lives they took on after we published them. As an introduction to the book, we have compiled an oral history of the magazine itself, as told by staff and executives, as well as (in a couple of cases) our journalistic subjects. There is, of course, one glaring absence from that group: Clay Felker, the co-creator of New York, who died in 2008. Felker was a hungry journalist from Missouri who had already established himself as a kind of magazine genius when he became editor of New York, which was first a supplement to the dying New York Herald Tribune. After the paper finally drew its last breath, he and his equally iconoclastic design partner, Milton Glaser, snatched the title and launched the magazine into the city and the world on its own.

PRETTY MUCH FROM ISSUE ONE, the magazine that Felker and his colleagues made was magnetic, and, as it turned out, they had called the future. New York exalted and lampooned the city’s revolutions, and found tumult in places people hadn’t looked before. It was obsessed with power and striving and movement. It was fearless, almost free-form, giddy with change, infatuated with the new. And the city gave it plenty of material. Starting in the late 1970s, after a near bankruptcy, New York City’s fortunes started to turn upward. Young people, despite the crime and the filth, began to move in again. Through the subsequent decades, those young professional people—as a first approximation, they were what became yuppies—became emblematic of an urban revival. Movies and TV shows began to imagine New York not as a swamp of mayhem and corruption but as a fun, goofy place to live. Panic in Needle Park and Dog Day Afternoon gave way to Friends and Sex and the City and Girls. The half-imaginary city Felker sketched out in his magazine not only came to life but also became an actual place.

A city that at the magazine’s founding had been unable to balance its books was soon awash in money—and, for a dozen years in the 21st century, was governed by its richest citizen. Wealth solved some problems and created others. “What Does It Take to Get a Decent Apartment?” the magazine asked in 1968, when the answer was $590 a month for a two-bedroom in the East 70s. Over the decades, as crime rates dropped and the cost of just about everything soared, the headaches of living in New York remained a preoccupation of the magazine. Neighborhoods were “discovered,” celebrated, overrun, declared over. Nightlife was perpetually on the brink of obliteration, thanks to one sanitization project or another (the Disneyfication of Times Square, the smoking ban), even as it was reinvented again and again by new generations of weirdos. Raising children in New York remained a high-wire act, the universal anxiety of parenting intensified by the echo chambers of the playground and the mommy blog. The city could be extraordinarily hostile to making art—and yet, at the same time, devastatingly alluring. What Felker and his colleagues recognized in 1968 is that the difficulty of the city was also its charm. That is still true today.

So is New York’s primacy as the place where things happen. Felker knew that a magazine grounded in the story of New York could also be a magazine about the whole world, and it is amazing how much history coursed through the city’s streets. The 9/11 attacks, obviously. A few blocks west: the invention of collateralized mortgage obligations in 1983. A few blocks north: the Occupy Wall Street protests in 2012. Ms. magazine started in its pages in 1971. The city spurred multiple waves of feminism and celebrated the nomination of the first female major-party candidate for president. (It also saw its first Manhattan-developer president.) Soho artists invented a new way of living, something called the loft. Brooklyn became a lifestyle replicated the world over. The New York Police Department introduced two crime policies—“broken windows” and “stop and frisk”—that shaped the American justice system for better or worse. Saturday Night Live launched generations of comedians from 30 Rockefeller Plaza. One block away, Fox News revolutionized cable television and American politics. Martin Scorsese created a new language for movies. Dominique Ansel created the Cronut. And when New York did shift its focus elsewhere, it never had trouble writing about Washington or Hollywood or Silicon Valley because they traded in that common currency so central to the magazine’s ethos: ambition.

Also central to that ethos: adaptation. New York was always an early adapter. Its sensibility has translated uncannily well to the internet, where its articles have found a vast new audience. In 2013, the magazine switched from weekly to biweekly publication. Meanwhile, its website, which launched in early 2001 with the magazine’s content and listings, has become an immense news outlet, chronicling the changing universes of urbanites everywhere through its digital publications like Vulture (on entertainment), the Cut (on fashion), Daily Intelligencer (on politics), Select All (on technology), Grub Street (on food), Science of Us (on behavior), and the Strategist (on stuff you can buy; New York, one of the most expert trackers of consumer culture, is now its own store). The editors now “publish” on Snapchat and at live events and in words and images, and increasingly in moving pictures, in each case applying our particular way of seeing the world to whatever newfangled storytelling opportunity presents itself.

Still, this book is mostly preoccupied with the print magazine, tracing the course of the publication founded in 1968. For 50 years, New Yorkers have lived at the bleeding edge of the present, and the magazine’s editors have done their best to capture it all. Or at least whatever felt most interesting as the Thursday-evening deadline approached and something or someone needed to land on the cover. What follows, then, is a patchwork history of both the magazine and the city, a story of what New York was, told by a bunch of people obsessed with what it was becoming.

—The Editors
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1967

The magazine’s staff gathered for the first time.

It was around December 1967, in Clay Felker’s swank apartment on East 57th Street. From left, around the circle: Joanne Conner, Ruth Bower, Felker, Gil Eisner, Jack Nessel, an unidentified friend, Milton Glaser, Jane Maxwell, and Brenda and George Hirsch.

PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF CHARLES DENSON
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1968

The band got back together.

After the collapse of the Herald Tribune (and its short-lived successor, the World Journal Tribune), the relaunch of its Sunday supplement as a stand-alone magazine was announced with this ad showcasing the magazine’s editorial team. Front and center: Tom Wolfe, Jimmy Breslin, Gloria Steinem.
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1968

The first week was a big one.

New York’s first issue, dated April 8, 1968, went on sale April 4. Martin Luther King Jr. was killed that evening, and Mayor Lindsay spent the night walking through Harlem, successfully quelling the riots that wrecked many other American cities.




The Story of New York, As Told By the People Who Made It

An Oral History

By Christopher Bonanos

THE CITY OF NEW YORK, in 1968, was going through the greatest existential crisis it had faced since the American Revolution. The factories of Manhattan were increasingly idle and dark, and the tenement dwellers who had worked in them were either moving into the projects or getting out of town. Abandoned buildings were everywhere. The snap-brim city of a generation earlier was looking dirty, dangerous, and generally beat-to-hell. Yet a certain type of moderately affluent, perpetually striving, in-the-know New Yorker was digging in. “I love New York even though…” was the prevailing spirit. People stayed for the arts, for the food, for the street life, for the mix of cultures, even for the brain-and-body-battering physicality of the place. As the author Fran Lebowitz put it a few years later, “When you leave New York, you are astonished at how clean the rest of the world is. Clean is not enough.”

Clay Felker was one of those New Yorkers, here by choice rather than by birth. (He was from Webster Groves, Missouri.) He’d worked at Life and at Esquire, and in 1964 he had been hired to edit the Sunday magazine of a dying newspaper, the New York Herald Tribune. It was the other prestige broadsheet in town, the center-right competitor for the center-left Times, and in the early ’60s the owners and editors were trying to save it with a push for editorial quality. With the relaunched and renamed New York supplement, Felker wanted to create a magazine with the New Journalism chops of Esquire, some of the sass of the prewar New Yorker, and the authority of the Times (without the deadly grayness it displayed back then), underlaid with great arts criticism and genuinely useful service journalism, and aimed at not suburban newspaper subscribers but upscale New Yorkers. He pulled together the talents of some of the best young writers on the paper—Tom Wolfe, Jimmy Breslin, Richard Reeves—and the editors Byron Dobell, Jack Nessel, and Sheldon Zalaznick, as well as the graphic designer Milton Glaser. In 1965, Felker deployed an old trick—to get noticed by the media, write about the media—and ran Tom Wolfe’s “Tiny Mummies! The True Story of the Ruler of 43rd Street’s Land of the Walking Dead,” a gleeful strafing of the quiet conventions of William Shawn and The New Yorker. It appeared in two installments, and nobody in the press could talk about anything else for the week in between.

Despite the editorial efforts to save the Herald Tribune, it shut down in 1966, on the same day as two other dailies. Their scraps were gathered up into a merged entity called the World Journal Tribune, which continued to publish New York each Sunday for eight months until it too folded, on May 5, 1967. But Felker knew that New York had a loyal audience among those who loved their city and wouldn’t live anywhere else. Eleven months later, the first issue of the new independent New York hit newsstands.
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1963–1967

The earliest covers were gentle Sunday mornings.

Because the proto–New York Magazine was a supplement inside the Sunday paper, its covers did not have to entice newsstand buyers. They were often quiet city portraits, their images disengaged from the magazine’s interior contents.



The New York ‘Times,’ May 8, 1967: “Hope for starting the New York magazine, which had been a Sunday supplement for The World Journal Tribune, as an independent publication, was disclosed yesterday by Clay Felker, who had been editor of that magazine and the Book Week supplement. Mr. Felker said he was trying to raise capital for a new enterprise, teaming up with Jimmy Breslin, columnist; Tom Wolfe, writer; and Milton Glaser, art director for Push Pin Studios…Mr. Felker said he had asked Matt Meyer, president of The World Journal Tribune, for the right to use the title.”

Milton Glaser (design director and columnist, 1968–1977): I must say how innocent we all were about what a magazine should be. But in some cases that kind of innocence is a benefit. You don’t know what to do, so you invent something.

Gloria Steinem (contributing editor, 1968–1971): Clay and I had countless lunches that we referred to as “tap dancing for rich people.” We were pitching the essence of New York—persuading New Yorkers that they were important enough and universal enough to have a magazine.

Tom Wolfe (contributing editor, 1968–1977): Jock Whitney [who had owned the Herald Tribune] had agreed to sell the name New York for $6,500, but Clay couldn’t even come up with that. He finally borrowed it from a writer, Barbara Goldsmith.

Glaser: The prevailing spirit was, we’re all in the same boat together. That means you could repair the leaks, it’s going in the wrong direction, whatever—but it’s never about tearing it down. Personally I’ve always felt optimistic about the city, because of this idea that it’s a place where anything can happen, and that you can’t anticipate what that will be. The city is too complex to ever be sort of epitomized by a single perception. I mean, it’s the worst, it’s the best, it’s the least. It’s the most terrible people, the best people. All of that at once.

Steinem: We had a lot of other names, some of them quite funny. Tom wanted to name it The New York Moon, because he had this vision of sending trucks to deliver it to newsstands, going too fast on purpose, with a big banner that said THE MOON IS OUT.

Gail Sheehy (contributing editor, 1968–1977): One of the unique aspects of this is the relationship between Clay and Milton. Clay was very much a kind of Upper East Side debonair man-about-town, living in a big duplex, and Milton was very much downtown, an artist in turtlenecks and very long, wild hair. Clay had a more hair-trigger temper, and Milton was more the rabbi who worked things through. But their sensibilities were totally in sync. They both saw beyond the normal conventions of magazine journalism.

Glaser: We knew that we certainly couldn’t beat The New Yorker at its game. We always thought of New York as being somewhat more working class. We tried to avoid issues of elitism or talking down to our audience, and wanted to be just one of the guys, the people who made it.

Charles Denson (office assistant and staff photographer, 1968–1977): Clay was obsessed with power and how things really worked in New York and what was going on behind the scenes, and that was the magazine’s strong point.

Richard Reeves (writer, 1971–1977): The New York Times covered the city as government, and New York covered the city as millions of people.

Alan Patricof (board member, 1968–1971; chairman, 1971–1977): I really respected [Clay’s] talent. His ability to catch trends—you look at the number of people he brought to the magazine, where all those people have gone—that’s no accident.

The New York ‘Times,’ February 1, 1968: “NEW YORK MAGAZINE TO APPEAR APRIL 8: New York magazine, the Sunday supplement of the defunct World Journal Tribune, will appear as an independent weekly on April 8, Clay Felker, its editor, announced yesterday. Mr. Felker said that production problems had set back the scheduled publication date of the first issue, which had been set for March 1. There is no plan to change the name of the magazine, he said, despite a protest by the New Yorker, the 43-year-old magazine of humor and commentary, which has threatened legal action against the forthcoming weekly.”

Steinem: The first issue of any magazine is, in my slender experience, a kind of heart attack, because systems are not in place yet, and there’s been lots of questions about what should be in the issue, and everything’s coming together at a fever point of inefficiency.

Sheehy: Gloria came up with the idea of writing about Ho Chi Minh’s travels in New York and other parts of the United States as a young man. When she showed up late clutching her story, Clay grabbed the manuscript and without a glance handed it off to a messenger to take to the printer. She said, “How can you run a story without fact checking or something?” He said, “It’s here.”

Steinem: That’s almost true. I believe that that piece was at least three times as long. So he didn’t change it, but it was drastically cut for space. But I have to say that Clay did not keep me from sending off Western Union telegrams to the leader of our enemy in a war, to try to fact-check Ho Chi Minh.

Glaser: I tell people this, and they say they don’t believe me. But finally we put together an issue and we did everything that was required, and when we got it out of here none of us were ready for the fact that next week there was going to be another one. Suddenly we realized that the job wasn’t done. “Again?”

Deborah Harkins (editor, 1968–1995): But it was collegial, and funny. We had a music editor, Alan Rich, and a switchboard person named Marion. Alan would always rush silently from his desk and come over to Marion and wrestle her to the floor. She kept going, “Oh, Alan. Oh, Alan.” One day Clay came out of his office and stepped right over them and went down the stairs.

Glaser: The most difficult part was the transition from the old insert to a freestanding magazine. You can see, in the first year particularly, significant remnants of the old magazine. There was not accountability between the covers and the contents. You found a picture, it was about New York, and we were saying, “That’s sufficient. We don’t have to talk about what’s inside or anything else.”

Walter Bernard (art director, 1968–1977): A parking meter with a glove on it, the doorknob of the Plaza Hotel—all of those very beautiful things that were in the tradition of the Herald Tribune. Except people didn’t want to pay 40 cents for that.

Glaser: We discovered that we had to be more aggressive, more visceral.

In the spring of 1968, Barbara Goldsmith filed a profile of Viva, a performer in Andy Warhol’s circle, in which she talked about sex and drug use. The outrageousness of the story and the photographs by Diane Arbus sent the magazine into its first business crisis.

Wolfe: Clay said, “Take a look at this. The advertising department says if we run it, we’ll lose every advertiser we have on Madison Avenue.”

Steinem: There was a photograph of her kind of reclining, including the fact that she didn’t shave the hair under her arms.

Denson: We had a full-page picture with her eyes rolling back into her head. I still can’t believe that.

Wolfe: I looked up at Clay and said, “I don’t see how you can not run it.” “That’s the way I feel,” said Clay.

Viva (actress and artist): Barbara Goldsmith! That story is about 98 percent fiction. A lot of horrible things have happened to me, but I would consider that the worst. She had me having sex with every single cast member—who were all gay anyway! I ran into that miserable bitch years later. I can’t believe I didn’t sue those sons-of-bitches.

Wolfe: New York lost every high-end retailer on Madison Avenue and beyond.

Steinem: We lost some major department-store ads because of that. That’s ridiculous, right? It was the hair.

Sheehy: He said “We’re going to run it, never mind,” and then suffered for a year—almost went out of business. But it brought everybody together. “We’re going to save this thing because we’re doing it the right way. We’re going to run something even if it’s shocking and the advertisers don’t like it.”

Steinem: Clay was absolutely on the writers’ side.

Felker’s unorthodox magazine-making extended even to the crossword.

Stephen Sondheim (composer and lyricist; crossword constructor, 1968): I’d known Gloria for a long time, and she asked me if I would do a puzzle page for her and Clay’s new magazine. I was very interested in cryptic puzzles—Burt Shevelove had introduced me to the weekly one in The Nation, and then I got interested in British puzzles through the British papers. I used to do puzzles in a magazine called The Listener and in the Sunday Observer, and I thought it would be fun to spread the gospel in the United States.

Steinem: Obviously from his lyrics you can see that he is a champion wordsmith. He used to go every year to London to some banquet of Double-Crostic makers from around the world. The most arcane group of people!
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EXCERPT: APRIL 29, 1968

La Dolce Viva

By Barbara Goldsmith

Viva stretched, rubbed her eyes and yawned. “I’m tired out from that Tucson location trip…The first two nights I slept with John Chamberlain who is an old lover of mine. I slept with him for security reasons. Well, then, it was a different one every night. One night Allen Midgette and what’s his name, Tom Hompertz, both made it with me. Andy looked in the window and said ‘What are you doing in there? I told you not to. You’re supposed to save it for the camera.’ Then there was Little Joe [D’Alessandro] who was sweet and Eric [Emerson] who was just so rough.” Viva looked up and said, “Don’t look so skeptical. It’s the truth I always tell the truth.”



Sondheim: I did it for about a year, and then I had to write Company. [Puzzle constructor] Dick Maltby had never done cryptics, and I said, “I bet he would do one for you, but I don’t know if he could do one every week.” And Burt suggested that maybe on alternate weeks, to give Dick a rest, the magazine do a literary competition. And Burt and I thought the perfect person to run it was Mary Ann Madden. [See page 413.] She was worried that nobody would send in any entries. So the first few weeks, we sent in a lot of entries under pseudonyms. Told her later.

The magazine ran on a shoestring budget, out of the fourth floor of Glaser’s Push Pin Studios building on East 32nd Street.

Bernard: Do you know where our typesetter was, for the first six months? Philadelphia. We had messengers going back and forth.

Glaser: There’d be people replacing letters here, cutting in an e because there was a misprint.
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1973

Have you heard the one about the bankrupt city?

“We don’t guarantee they’re funny—just classic,” read the copy. But “The Classic New York Jokebook” was also a chance for some of the cleverest illustrators in town to show their stuff, in a comic-book format that they’d pretty obviously admired as kids.



Bernard: Because you couldn’t send it back to Philadelphia to get an e fixed.

Glaser: It was the most perversely inappropriate way to put a magazine together you could imagine and yet somehow we did it every week.

Sheehy: You would arrive at the top of the stairs out of breath. The messengers, you always thought they were going to have a heart attack before they got into the newsroom. I had to borrow a desk. We had to wait until somebody went out to lunch.

Harkins: I sat under the skylight, which would drift snow down over us in the wintertime. We would sit there with gloves on to do our typing.

Bernard: We complained to the landlord, but he was ruthless.

Glaser: I wasn’t going to give them a thing. [Laughs] Everybody, including Ruth Gilbert, who weighed 350 pounds, had to walk up those four flights every day, poor darling, and sit jammed up to somebody else.

Denson: She did “In and Around Town.” Ruth was a tough customer. I was related to her, but boy, you got on her bad side, sometimes we didn’t talk for a whole year.
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We covered our readers’ other weekly appointment.

“Long before I got here, Gail Sheehy and others had done these wonderful stories about psychology and interpersonal dynamics. When I got there, to write about something as bizarrely personal-seeming as the comedy of breaking up with your therapist, or the paradox of parenthood—where parents are less happy than those without children—New York Magazine was maybe the only place where you could write 6,000 words and no reader, or editor, would bat an eye.”

—Jennifer Senior (writer, 1997–2015)



Harkins: A woman from an art gallery called to say we’d not printed the name of her show, which was called something with “Excrement” in it. And Ruth told her, “Oh, go down on your grandmother!” I’d never heard anything like that—I was from Philadelphia, very proper. And then the woman called back, and told Marion, on the switchboard, “I want to speak to her supervisor,” and Marion said, “I’m her supervisor.”

Denson: There was a row of flat files in the center—Byron Dobell and Shelly Zalaznick and Milton and Clay would be standing around them discussing a story. It wasn’t like an editorial meeting at a newspaper or something where you’d sit around the table.

Sheehy: Clay didn’t really pencil-edit. I mean, his way of pencil editing—he’d say, “You’ll need this on page three.” He’d say, “This guy is the real story, is the lede.”

Reeves: Clay was a great actor, when he was trying to push someone around—he’d be on the phone yelling at people as if he was totally out of control, and then he’d hang up the phone and turn and say, “Now, what were you saying?”

Patricof: People who were in my office then remember Clay calling me up and shouting at the top of his lungs. What I subsequently learned was that he was doing this, to a great extent, for the people sitting around him in the open office, so that they could hear him in this aggressive fashion, demonstrating his macho or whatever. I’d just put my hand over the speaker.

Harkins: The walls went only partway up, so we could hear everything. He would yell, mostly at Milton Glaser, and Glaser would boom back at him. We called them the Twin Towers.

In the fall of 1971, Steinem was planning a new magazine devoted to women and the women’s movement. The 30-page preview issue of Ms. was bound into the center of the December 20, 1971, issue of New York.

Steinem: Clay, who had a great news sense, understood that there was something burgeoning out there that you might call the women’s movement, and he had two answers to it. One was that he actually gathered together the women writers of New York and took a photograph of all of us, because he was thinking that he would do an issue or a magazine, or both, himself.

But his idea for the first cover story was the importation of more maids from Barbados and other places, because he was convinced that the problem was that women had two jobs. Which is not wrong! But he didn’t get that it was a problem that could not be solved by the importation of maids, and that maids were part of the movement. So once he came up with that, I said, “Clay, you cannot. This is not something that can be done in this way. It has to happen autonomously.”

And Clay, to his credit, said, “Okay, I need a theme for the year-end issue.” There was always a big double issue in December. “So if I can pick 30 pages from your first preview issue, then I’ll pay for the production as a sample.”

Reeves: One of the things that made Clay successful was that he really liked and trusted women. People like [future literary agent] Binky Urban, Ruth Gilbert, and Gloria. I think a lot of men at that time, in that day and age, didn’t want women around, or at least didn’t want them around with power.

Steinem: He was thinking editorially and he well understood that this was news. He saw a solution for his year-end double issue, and also a way of testing whether or not this magazine could succeed on the newsstands. Had it not been for that test, we never could have raised money. And, to his credit, he never asked for a stake.

Wolfe: That was her start-up: a debut under the aegis of the most talked-about magazine in the country.

The magazine’s ability to generate buzz also made writers eager to join up.

Sheehy: The fact that it was tiny and daring and on the edge is what made us believe in it. I mean, there wasn’t anything else out there that was anything like it. The thing that you got back from people was not always Oh, I loved your story—it was, How could you say that?

Steinem: The initial group of writers had stock, a small amount—about $15,000. The reason I remember this is, I put it up for bail. You know the old women’s prison that was in the Village? Well, there were friends in that prison that needed to get out for medical reasons—abortion reasons, actually. Clay got angry at me. He said, “You can’t do that!” But he didn’t keep me from doing it.
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May 14, 1973: The Nixon Eggplant.



Sheehy: Jimmy Breslin and Tom Wolfe were constantly doing sociopolitical commentary on street life. With Breslin it was all about pimps and prostitutes and kneecappers and bail bondsmen, these great characters he created, and then Tom was constantly investigating status—such an important part of New York, with so many levels and sublevels. Tom’s piece “The Me Decade”—he was such a master of language and satire, and that took up most of the issue. I remember one of the biggest thrills of my life was to get a personal note from Tom Wolfe, typed, with his big flourishing signature, congratulating me for writing about “caste and class in the hustling trade.” Because I was writing from the streetwalkers up to courtesans.

Reeves: I was doing pretty well at the Times, and Clay came up to me and said, “Why aren’t you writing for New York Magazine?” I said, “Well, nobody ever asked me.” I didn’t take Clay seriously. I mean, New York was nice, but I wasn’t about to move. Then, a few months later, I lived on West 11th Street, and there was a soup-and-sandwich café there, and Milton Glaser, who was then writing “The Underground Gourmet,” did a piece on it saying this stuff was great. I looked out the window, and there was a line around the block, and I thought, “Oh, people are really reading this stuff.”

Frank Rich (writer, 2010–present): I was in college, and I was captivated by it. The New York part of it was fascinating to me because I had always had a childhood fantasy of moving to New York, and Felker’s New York brought home the glamour and the conflict and what we would now call the buzz of New York—the conversation about politics and culture—as nobody else did. It was so different from, at that time, the unbelievably dull and obligatory New York Times Magazine. It had ballsy critics—John Simon, Judith Crist. And a jazzy package that was so original and energizing in contrast to any conceivable competitor. And Nora [Ephron], who I’d later become friends with but who I was already reading when I was in college.

Corky Pollan (writer and “Best Bets” editor, 1976–2000): Binky Urban, who is now a big agent, hired me. I was responsible for getting Richard Reeves’s column over the phone. He was in D.C. then, and he’d dictate it, and the errors were amazing because I had no idea what he was talking about.

Michael Wolff (columnist, 1997–2004): I had a story in the Times Magazine in 1974, and everybody called me, and I went to see Clay. I ultimately became very fond of Clay, but I had a bad reaction—he was intimidating, distracted, you could go through a list. So I didn’t do it. I went to work for New Times, which was a kind of New York Magazine clone. Among the list of things you have to kick yourself for, that was certainly one.

John Ashbery (poet; New York art critic, 1976–1980): This was back in the typewriter days, when I was obliged to come in, personally, and wait around while the editorial changes were made. Once, I thought I was really going to have a complete nervous breakdown. I’d typed my article up, at home, and grabbed a taxi on 23rd Street, and the driver had just had the aerial of his car ripped off and was in this insane rage. Then I somehow dropped my wallet in the street—there was snow on the ground—and I got to the office and I was just shaking and mildly hysterical.

Perhaps the most eccentric story of all walked through the door one day in late 1972.

Glaser: This woman walked in, huffing and puffing, having done the four flights. And she says, “Is Glaser here?” Someone pointed her in my direction. And she said, “I have a Nixon eggplant.” I said, “I don’t know what that is.”

RitaSue Siegel (subscriber): I don’t remember where I found it—it says Gristedes on the page, so I guess it was a Gristedes. I loved the magazine at that time. I had always admired Milton, and I thought this would be perfect and he’d appreciate it. Where else would I have taken it?

Glaser: She said, “Well, I have it with me.” I said, “Okay, you want to show it to me?” And she took out a cardboard shoe box, and she opened it up. And there was this eggplant. And I said, “What’s the big deal? It’s just an eggplant.” And she said, “Oh, yeah?” And she rotated it around, and there it was. The complete indication of art imitating life. I couldn’t believe it, and I asked her if we could borrow it and photograph it, and she was very nice about it. Then we put it into the magazine with an authenticity stamp, saying that we didn’t photo-retouch this thing. Mother Nature herself! It’s still one of my very favorite things that we ever ran.

By 1976, the company had gone public. Felker had created a mini magazine empire, buying The Village Voice and starting a California counterpart to New York called New West. The office had moved from the walk-up on 32nd Street to a much larger space on Second Avenue near 41st Street, behind the Daily News building.

Reeves: Clay was always a big kid—a titan, but the truth is, he threw money away, and the problems he ran into were because he was spending too much.

Patricof: New York may have touched into the black for a quarter, then out of it, but it was never significantly profitable.

Reeves: Clay had utter contempt for the money people. He considered them lesser beings.
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Joe Armstrong (editor-in-chief and publisher, 1977–1980): New West was [expected] to have lost I think $1.2 million its first year, and it lost four-something. Felker, spending just blank checks, bought the set of All the President’s Men, and that became the furniture in the office. We were catty-corner with the Beverly Wilshire Hotel, the most expensive real estate in California, maybe the country. And that’s why the shareholders wanted to sell.

John Berendt (editor, 1977–1979): The board of directors was really angry at him. Carter Burden, who was one of the major stockholders in the company—Clay antagonized him unnecessarily: “No one’s going to give you a tin hat that says publisher written on it.”


[image: image]
January 17, 1977: After Felker’s staff walked out, the next issue carried a note about “production difficulties.”
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April 26, 1976: New West, the California counterpart to New York, launched.



Patricof: I remember, like it was yesterday, having lunch or dinner with Clay and saying, Clay, you’ve got a board you don’t like, you don’t like the structure, you think you’re being impeded by everyone—if I were you, I’d control my own destiny, and I would find someone that will buy the magazine at a reasonable price so you don’t have to deal with all of us! That was a friendly gesture. I know, for a fact, that was 1975. And he floated the idea with Rupert Murdoch of buying the company. And it fell apart; Clay didn’t like the terms.

At the end of 1976, Murdoch and Felker found themselves at Elaine’s one night, talking. Murdoch let on that he was having trouble buying the Observer, in London, because the paper’s board was trying to block his bid. Felker, in turn, told Murdoch that he too was having a lot of trouble with his board. Over the next couple of weeks, as Felker tried to fight him off, Murdoch persuaded Burden and the rest of New York’s large stockholders to sell in what amounted to a hostile takeover, and Felker knew he would lose his magazine.

Patricof: I was friendly with a guy named Stanley Shuman, who was at Allen & Company—still is—and Stanley said that Rupert would really like to buy it. And I said, “Stanley, does he understand that if he buys it, he’s buying Clay and has got to take on the responsibility of dealing with Clay, who will not be a happy person?” But I was worried that we were going to run out of money. Stanley talked to Rupert, and maybe I met with Rupert—I must have—and I told him the facts. “The financials are public; the board is just tired of dealing with Clay.”

Denson: It was such a betrayal. It still seems so traumatic to see how Clay was treated.

Sheehy: We had the horrible meeting where we were brought in. “We’ll have the writers now,” and we were brought in like a bunch of scruffy dogs. Byron Dobell made an impassioned plea: “You people don’t know what a talent package is.” Then Murdoch pitched Clay right on the spot to stay and be his editor, and Clay said, “I can’t do that.” He knew that he couldn’t work for anybody, really.

Harkins: We were horrified that Clay had been bounced. We met in some restaurant and he explained what had just happened, and Byron Dobell and the other two top editors initiated a strike—which turned out to be a one-day strike.

Reeves: There was a bar across the street where we met in our revolt. Walter Bernard had hidden the pages for the next issue, and frankly I think we all knew where they were hidden. Win Maxwell [husband of Jane Maxwell, Felker’s assistant], who felt that was committing a crime, went back into the building and got those things for Murdoch. I don’t think he ever worked for Murdoch—I just think he thought it was dishonest and wrong. We all knew he did it. They would not have been able to come out for two issues.

After the walkout, James Brady, a former editor of New York’s “Intelligencer” column who had moved over to work for Murdoch, came back in to run the magazine for a few months before the reins were handed over to Joe Armstrong, hired from Rolling Stone.

Armstrong: I remember one key thing that made me really want the job. In the summer of ’77, there was the blackout, and New York Magazine, just after the blackout, had a cover: the chocolate-chip-cookie wars. And there was another one about plants. Plants! So I just thought, I have to go have that job, to make that magazine relevant again.

Berendt: Murdoch knew of Joe and asked him to be editor.

Armstrong: New York’s ad revenues were down 16 or 17 percent. And New West was another story: It was losing, I’d say, $4.6 million a year—a house on fire. The economy was terrible, inflation out of control. I really thought New York and New West deserved to be saved, and there was so much to do. What I did not know until I got the job is that they had taken every Rolodex. They had taken the index—we didn’t even know what had run when! The files were all gone, and we still had to put out a weekly magazine.
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Berendt: It was clear that Joe didn’t have any background in editing the magazine, and that’s when he brought me in. I felt terrible for Clay, and when I was offered the job of editor, I mentioned it to him. He said, “Do what you can—do it.”
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October 24, 1977: The bloodless Bloody Mary, unmasked.



Armstrong: When Murdoch would want things put in, or taken out, I couldn’t tell people on the staff some of the things that he would say or do. David Begelman was the head of Columbia Pictures. We came out with an article that showed that when he’d been an agent, he had forged Judy Garland’s checks, all this other stuff. Well, I had the article off the printing press and flew back to New York and told Murdoch I had to come see him on Sunday night. His bankers were Allen & Company—they ran Columbia Pictures. Showed him the article. He threw it across the room. He said, “This better be true,” but he was so pissed off.

Berendt: On Studio 54, the writer, Henry Post—he was terrific. He got into the personalities involved. He was friendly with the owners, Steve Rubell and Ian Schrager. He knew what was all going on. I mean, he was back there snorting coke, I gather.

Armstrong: I’d run a picture in that story of Roy Cohn cuddling with Steve Rubell, with his arms all around him and everything, and that really set [Cohn] off because he was so homophobic.

Berendt: I was not interested in service journalism at all. But I had had a couple of Bloody Marys at Maxwell’s Plum, and they didn’t light my fire.

Armstrong: Maxwell’s Plum, which was on First Avenue and 64th, was the biggest, hottest place in town. Warner LeRoy had started it.

Berendt: So I assigned some editors go out on a Sunday to all of the brunch places—like 20 of them—and order Bloody Marys and pour them into a specimen container and take it to a lab to see how much alcohol was in them. Maxwell’s Plum had zero—the only one that had zero—so that was a story. Eventually, Maxwell’s Plum served Bloody Mary mix in a big glass and a shot glass of vodka on the side, so that people knew what they were getting.

Armstrong: Warner LeRoy did send me a case of vodka—the strongest-proof vodka that you could have. I sent Warner LeRoy a case of Breathalyzers.

Armstrong and Berendt’s relationship soured, and Berendt was fired in 1979. A few months later, Murdoch removed Armstrong as well, replacing him with Edward Kosner, who’d run Newsweek.

Edward Kosner (editor-in-chief, 1980–1993): One really cold, grim winter afternoon, the phone rang, and when I picked it up it was Murdoch. And without any foreplay he said, “Would you be interested in talking about being the editor of New York?” And I said, “Sure.” And I went up to meet him. I came equipped with a mental list of the points I was going to make about what would be needed to revitalize New York—improving the service pieces, getting the real writers back, making the ideas better, the covers better, the captions better, the whole business. And the importance of having cover stories about subjects that people in New York were interested in. Before I took over, one cover was “New York’s Windiest Corners.” They’d lost the thread. Anyway, before I could open my mouth he gave me a three-minute recitation of what he thought needed to be done. Which was precisely what I had come to say, so I knew that it was not going to be a problem.

Armstrong: They bought Cue magazine, just a bunch of listings, the day after I left. I’m sure it improved the circulation numbers.

Kosner: In the best periods of New York Magazine, the service stuff is always great. You had to have the topical, interesting stuff, but you also had to have that undercarriage of useful service, which would be something that would bind people to the magazine, more so than the itinerant pleasures of what any particular cover story might be.

The other thing was the trend stories, some of which were frivolous but some of which were very good—like “Downward Mobility” and “Forever Single” and “Living in Tight Spaces.” You don’t want to be too serious; you don’t want to be shallow. But you don’t want to be too parochial either. Julie [Baumgold], my wife, did a two-part piece on Truman Capote, which was called “Unanswered Prayers,” and the cover was a Warhol of Capote, or something that looked like a Warhol of Capote, and she uncovered all this stuff—Capote had actually not written anything, although the myth went around that he had this great masterpiece. And Michael Daly did a series of true-crime cover stories over the years that were just great. People loved them.
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April 24, 1978: An odd cover choice.



Pollan: Nancy McKeon was hired to do the first entertaining issues—and we had no idea what we were doing. I think we didn’t know that most magazines doing those kinds of issues had a whole crew doing it. We would find people who were going to have a party; we would go with photographers and shoot the party.
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“It had a Jewish spine.”

“There’s no understanding New York without understanding that context—this Eastern European ironic stance coupled with this incredible desire for accomplishment.”

—Milton Glaser



Chris Smith (writer, 1986–present): Kosner’s magazine was a place of definitive takes—you had Patricia Morrisroe on Mapplethorpe and Jeanie Kasindorf on Bess Myerson, for instance. It was a place that spotted trends and coined terms—Amy Virshup with “Club Kids” and David Blum with “The Brat Pack.” It was a place that had the power to make or break restaurants (with Gael Greene) and shows (with John Simon) and stores (with Corky Pollan).

Jean-Georges Vongerichten (chef): A Gael Greene review from 1986 changed my life. At the time she had a sharp pencil; it was not the most flattering. She made me understand New York. I had no idea what people were expecting. I thought people in New York had, like, three hours for lunch and five hours for dinner. In France, people go to a high-end restaurant for special occasions; they eat at home every day. I didn’t realize that in New York people eat at home as an occasion and go to a restaurant every day. So the food has to be faster, lighter, healthier. I started to do the juices, the vegetable products. The first time [I offered] as a special a lentil soup like my mom would do at home, people were on their knees: “My God, do this again!” That review—it made me throw everything out and start from scratch.

Kosner: Murdoch understood that New York had to be an upscale magazine. The more upscale stuff we did, the happier he was. He never, ever wanted New York to have any tabloid dimension at all. In the periods when the magazine strayed from that, that’s when it’s gotten into trouble.

I worked for him for 13 years and he had one negative comment about a story. One! Marie Brenner did a piece about Cornelia Guest, the daughter of C. Z. Guest, kind of a satirical column—not nasty, but with an edge. And the phone rings and it’s Murdoch, and he says, “You know, that Marie thing, she’s really only a kid. She’s 18. You think that was right?” I said, “Yeah, it was a little sharp.” And that was the only editorial criticism I ever got from him in 13 years.

Armstrong: What Ed wants you to think is, Murdoch left him alone because he’s so respected. No. He went off and bought the London Times, and then 20th Century Fox. He was onto other conquests. He wasn’t interested anymore! Had nothing to do with “now we have a grown-up in the building.”

Kosner: We were making money, he liked that his friends would tell him that they liked the magazine, and his real political interest then, before Fox News, was in newspapers. We were making $8 million, $9 million, on $50 million revenue. I mean, to be making a 20 percent margin on a weekly magazine was unheard of.

Anna Wintour (fashion editor, 1981–1984): There were incredible writers, people covering crime and politics—at that time very male-dominated areas—and they didn’t really absolutely know what to do with me. They gave me a desk next to the ladies’ room. I think that they had had a somewhat bumpy run before me, so I think Ed was just relieved to have someone that loved fashion, and loved designers. But—and I learned this from him early on—once he understood that someone knew what they were doing, he would leave them alone. He was a great delegator. There’s something that was so much fun about working on a weekly—if it was great it was out there, and if it was bad it was gone quite quickly. I miss it to this day.

Pollan: Well, Anna hated “Best Bets.” Absolutely hated it. She was on vacation, and her very sweet assistant, Ginger, was told to please take a look at “Best Bets” because it always looks so horrible. And she left that memo in the copy machine, where someone found it.

Wintour: One of the shoots that I remember most clearly was of Basquiat and David Salle and all those artists coming out of the New York scene, and instead of just shooting the clothes, I asked all those different artists to paint them, and we shot the looks in front of the finished canvases. [See page 388.] Ed gave you so much creative freedom. He really taught me to be an editor.

Adam Moss (editor-in-chief, 2004–present): In 1988 I became the editor of a new magazine called 7 Days, which was meant to sit in the market between The Village Voice and New York. My sense of New York then was that it seemed very Establishment, big, un-idiosyncratic, very much of the Upper East and Upper West Sides. It was the Man, and we saw ourselves as the little guerrilla operation against it. But it turned out that New York was a far more formidable competitor than we ever imagined. We wrote from the outside, they wrote from the inside, and the inside was a powerful place to occupy.

Wolff: Even with these disparate owners, New York manages to maintain a sense of itself. I might even argue that New York Magazine becomes the New York Magazine we know under Kosner, and not under Felker.

Smith: The magazine thrived commercially and journalistically by being at the center of an explosion in upper-middle-class mobility, in things like food and condominiums and travel. Nobody was better than Julie Baumgold at covering crazy Upper East Side rich people. And we covered a hell of a lot of Trump. Joe Klein—he put Bill Clinton on the national-media map in a way that was extraordinarily important at the time. He validated Clinton at a moment when people didn’t really know who he was.

Kosner: The headline [see gatefold 2-H] was “Who Is This Guy?,” which was exactly the question that everybody had in January of 1992, as the election year was really beginning. And if you look at the story, it’s pretty good! It captures a lot of Clinton—his grasp of the issues and his charm—and it took you into his world, and the world to come.
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Smith: My first day as Joe Klein’s assistant, I heard him yelling, long and loud, at someone on the phone. Joe hangs up and says, “Mario.” Cuomo. The governor.
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August 5, 1996: A story that may have pushed the magazine’s owners too far.
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October 14, 1996: Stainless-steel kitchens begat a stainless-steel cover.



In 1991, Rupert Murdoch cashed out of most of his magazine holdings, selling New York to K-III, a subsidiary of the investment firm Kohlberg Kravis Roberts that owned more than 200 hobbyist and trade magazines.

Wolff: K-III—that was a weird company. Wackadoo stuff. They owned National Hog Farmer—hundreds of those magazines.

Kosner: Don’t get me started on K-III. They thought that they were smarter than Murdoch. And they thought that they could come in and do the standard private-equity game, where they buy the thing, increase the profitability by running it more efficiently, and then cash out after five years. I told them, “You know, Murdoch ran a very, very frugal operation. There was no fat to cut.” And they rapidly discovered that. So when the economy tanked and ad sales suffered, the profits began to melt like an ice cube on a stove.

The new owners began pressuring Kosner to economize, and three years later, he left to edit Esquire. K-III then hired Kurt Andersen, the co-founder of Spy, to remake the magazine.

Kurt Andersen (editor-in-chief, 1994–1996): They wanted to put some edge back in the magazine.Edge was what they wanted—they used that word, many times.

Michael Hirschorn (executive editor, 1994–1996): Spy altered the world of magazines in such a fundamental way that anything that lacked that bite and extra ten IQ points suddenly started feeling a bit bland.

Andersen: I felt like this was really an uptown magazine, for Upper West Siders and Upper East Siders, with the occasional editorial forays into my downtown world. I was 39 when I got the job and living in Brooklyn. And, well, that’s a different person. Generationally, too. I thought it was this incredibly great thing—a franchise that could be updated and made interesting and exciting in new ways.

Hirschorn: To a shocking degree, the readers of New York Magazine lived between 60th and 96th Street on the East and West Sides. It was astonishing—I think it was the case that 50 percent of all residents in those two areas were already subscribers. Spectacular market penetration, with an obvious ceiling. The Brooklynization of New York was just beginning to happen. So, in making it a little cooler and less bougie, we would start tapping into some of those transformations that were happening.

Andersen: One thing I remember was the premodern nature of the place. There were some computers, but the art department was putting layouts together with, like, wax.

Hirschorn: We were definitely understaffed—I don’t think I ever worked harder. We were there regularly till two in the morning.

John Homans (editor, 1994–2014): Massive snafus. I do remember working till nine in the morning on one of those issues.

Hirschorn: But it sort of seemed cool somehow. Everybody was in their 20s or early 30s; everyone was kind of cute. Gwyneth Paltrow’s entire Spence class, sans Gwyneth Paltrow, was working there. It was not a hugely diverse place, but we had a really deep roster of quirky people who brought an infusion of weirdo energy. I think Jerry Seinfeld was reading New York Magazine, so a number of the stories we did, they would then end up as a Seinfeld episode. Without ever talking to each other, we had a kind of symbiotic relationship.

Andersen: I remember trying to convince a few bossish people at the time that this online thing—we should really get in on this. We need to have a website. I remember thinking, Wow, “Best Bets” on the web. What could that mean?

Hirschorn: It was a different time in the sense that I don’t think media properties were hyper-market-tested expressions of broader corporate strategy, in the way they are now, with the notable exception of New York Magazine. So the idea of the auteur-editor was one that people still believed in. I don’t know that the magazine was overly downtown or young, but it was very Kurt. If you didn’t like that, it was bad. If you liked that, it was good.

Andersen was abruptly fired in the summer of 1996, and Caroline Miller, from Seventeen magazine, replaced him.

Hirschorn: I’ve always struggled with the slight fear that I’d gotten Kurt fired accidentally. We did a package on the Hamptons that I think was awesome: a team of about 15 people spending 48 hours in the Hamptons to do a sociological critique of the hidden energies and economic power structure—the gardeners, contractors, bartenders. It ended up outraging [KKR partner] Henry Kravis, because he felt that it was mocking the world he inhabited and that he believed New York Magazine inhabited.
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Andersen: The only shit I had ever gotten—and it wasn’t even shit—was Henry Kravis inviting me to his house for breakfast and saying, “Don’t cover Wall Street. It’s inconvenient and awkward for me to have this magazine that I own covering Wall Street.” I said, “Sir, it’s New York Magazine. Occasionally, we’re going to be covering Wall Street.” When I was called up there to be fired, I really felt like, What’s this about? Maybe they want to give me a bigger job.

Hirschorn: After Kurt was fired, I was put in charge of the magazine, and told that I was very likely to be the next editor, and it was obvious within a day or so that they were just lying to me to keep me around. I remember taking some really bold risks. The all-stainless-steel cover— that felt like a risk we could take without paying much of a penalty for it. The audience for New York Magazine was so attuned to what we were doing. It felt like a mind meld between us and the audience.

Wolff: The magazine had a moment of controversy when Kurt was pushed out, Kurt being a particular darling of a particular set.

Caroline Miller (editor-in-chief, 1996–2004): I had a conversation with Clay Felker at the beginning, and he said, “New York is a meritocracy, and the most recent incarnation of the magazine doesn’t get that. It should be for people who are aspiring, to give them a road map to help them understand where they want to be going.” My marching orders were really to make it more tuned into the sensibilities of New Yorkers in a broad way.

Homans: It was a fascinating but problematic era in New York City, that Sex and the City era, in which there was this enormous commercial social life. It was a kind of interesting subculture to some degree, but there was something corrupt about it. The magazine had to negotiate that, and we did a pretty good job.

Jared Hohlt (editor, 2001–present): I remember going through my training and seeing this totally strange array of magazines. Caroline was an editor who wanted big stories, and was up against a tight budget, and a corporate structure that was increasingly pushing forth things that they understood in the marketplace. She figured out a way to navigate through that.

Miller: There were quite a few people that I was dying to hire, but we had very little money, so our biggest successes were people who were younger and extremely talented: Ariel Levy and Vanessa Grigoriadis and Jen Senior and Bob Kolker and Sue Dominus. We grew a lot of talent that The New Yorker later took advantage of, and the Times. Robin Raisfeld and Rob Patronite, speaking of homegrown talent—they’re able to write about food in a way that was unpretentious but extremely colorful and appealing and not extreme.
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How much do you make? How about
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study in political paranoia is Alan J. Pakula’s The
Parallax Yiew (1971) a moody Warren Beatty vehi-

14

cle in 70s malaise and sporting a truly killer plot
twist. We understand if you had a weakness for his
His Little Black Book: We, too, keep awaiting a
full-on renais sance of screwball DVD. We won't
spoil it for you, DVD. We won't spoil it for you,
But to appreciate how very far we have to go
before that day arrives, check out the DVD of
BOOKS Preston Sturgis's The Lady Eve (1942), a
wicked, relentlessly paced, hilarious look at how is

the dirty secret of all true love. couldn't be happier
for Zach Braff and Garden State: Both the direc-
tor and the film are prime exhibits that our peren-
nially disparaged neighbors to the south have
much more to offer than political corruption and
Sopranos re-runs. Yet we are also DVD. BANDS
We won't spoil it for you, charmed—if that's the
right word~by the awkward misanthropic glory of
Todd Solondz’s debut descent into all squalid
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Your friendly hometown

You used to spend Monday lunches swapping Breslin
stories at Costello’s.

You used to descend bravely on Bergdorf’s armed with
the latest news from Eugenia.

You even began to acquire a reputation as rather a wit
simply by quoting Judith Crist and Tom Wolfe at the right
moment.

And every Saturday night you’d run down to the corner,
pick up the Sunday Herald Tribune, pull out our New York
magazine supplement, and re-fuel for another week. Even
after the Trib became the World Journal Tribune.

Then, one Saturday night, the WJT wasn’t there.

And neither were we.

That was 9 months ago. And this city has been without
its own magazine long enough.

We're coming back. April 8th.

Not all wrapped up in two pounds of Sunday newspaper.

But on our own. Right in the middle of the week.

Breslin and Sheppard. Crist and Wolfe. Clay Felker, the
guy with his feet up on the editor’s desk. The pseudonymous
“Adam Smith,” phantom of Wall Street. Even the lady who
made our TV listings more fun to read than the programs
were to watch.

NEWYORKNAGAZINE0ZERSTS 13T NEWYORK Y 10016

e a— &

Zlassy, glossy paper. Designed from cover to cover
by Milton Glaser. In a more traditional size, so we’ll look
like a real magazine and not a Sunday morning hybrid.

And at a respectable 40c price.

Harold Clurman will be at our drama desk. Richard
Goldstein, the guy who took on Sergeant Pepper single-
handed, will write on the pop scene. And Gloria Steinem,
New York’s most articulate beautiful person, on her not-
always-beautiful friends.

But the chief contributor will still be this crazy city.

This bedlam, where eight million people holler if one
stretch of ugly pavement is torn up, or one dowdy, lovable
brownstone is torn down.

Well, we're going to be the guys who holler for you. And
kick and yell and punch little holes in the big, pompous
balloons that bug us all.

Because we've got the strongest weapon of all.

Good writing.
Things have been
uiet around here lon;
o | ONEWRYORK
‘We’re coming back.
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HANPTON

FORTY-EIGHT HOURS AMONG THE SWELLS, STRIVERS,
SEEKERS, SELF-PROMOTERS, SAVANTS, SYBARITES, AND
STARS OF THE RESORT THAT FORGOT IT WAS A BEACH

MADE IT: BRUCE DAVIS WITH WIFE (PAMALA) AND CAR (HUMMER) ON THE BEACH.
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Plum worst: Maxwell’s Plum serves the weakest Bloody Mary we ran across in fielc
our testing of popular brunch spots—and did so consistently. Tests A and C S
below were run by Jacobs-Winston Labs; Test B, by Associated Analytical Labs.
Both do extensive alcohol testing. Drink prices were for drinks at the bar (where pea

available) on Saturdays and Sundays during brunch hours. 105};3
1
B

_ The Blood Count it

Test A Test B Test C Price ;‘l’l';‘

Anemic cock
Maxwell’s Plum 1.4 proof 8.6 proof 0.0 proof $2.35 ;::
Tavern-on-the-Green 49 19.4 19.2 2.50 Le
T. G. 1. Friday’s 13.1 11.4 20.9 1.75 Mar;
J. G. Melon 13.4 18.8 18.0 1.95 8ross
Hopper’s 134 226 18.6 1.75 :gl‘es'
: one-
AV‘rﬂgG drin}
Plaza 4.9 19.2 31.0 2.95 all (
Kitty Hawk’s 19.3 19.8 17.0 1.65 sume
Martell’s 12.6 214 28.2 2.10 || woul
Sign of the Dove 18.0 234 27.4 280 || S
Café des Artistes 275 22.0 20.1 2.00 | Junc
(incl
Robust evapc
Library 15.8 334 373 1.75 If
Clarke’s (P.J.s) 284 40.8 13.0 2.00 :::;e
Brew’s 29.8 33.2 20.4 1.50 Al
Peartree’s 18.1 51.0 25.3 2.00 | grink
| One Fifth 17.5 58.2 41.2 200 | tle (v
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of

/

38 NEW YORK/OCTOBER 24, 1977

e





ops/images/f0012-02.jpg
> B CKS 10 BUy'RIght Now
In Purswt of the Perfect Pasta
The Hidden Fight That Made MCA Great

APRIL 26, 1976

Special
Report

thers





ops/images/f0012-01.jpg
IN AND AROUND TOWN

BECAUSE OF PRODUCTION DIFFICULTIES, CERTAIN LISTINGS MAY BE OUT OF DATE.
‘A CRITICAL GUIDE TO ENTERTAINMENT IN-THE NEW YORK AREA

ITED BY RUTH GILBERT

Theater

Most theaters honor “Ammex” and “Diners
Ciub” credit cards, and some accept
reservations by telephone.

of chorus-line aspirants, James Kirkwood and Nich-
olas Dante have fashioned a shiny romance, and it
bounces agreeably off Marvin Hamlisch’s paper-thin
score. Michael Bennett's taut, energetic direction
covers a multitude of inadequacies. Shubert, 225
W44 (246-5990).

cannot obliterate this memento of popular musical
theater’s brightest creation. Christine Andreas’s El-
iza sounds better than it looks, but lan Richardson
is a flinty Higgins, and George Rose a roistering
Doolittle. Tues thru Sat; evenings at 8 p.m. Wed &
Sat at 2; Sun at 3. Lunt-Fontanne, 205 W 46th (JU
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Fill out coupon below, put in envelope, and send to
The New York Magazine Poll, 207 East 32nd Street, New York, New York 10016

SHOULD NEW YORK CITY
BECOME THE S5ist STATE?

Tear Here

YES

Should the five boroughs become
; separate cities? s[] no[]
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On this page we present, as food for thought, a picture of
an eggplant bearing an uncanny resemblance to the Presi-
dent of the United States. Although we have had this
picture in our files for the past seven months, in the national
interest we decided it should never see the light of day.
Recent events have shaken our conviction in the matter and
now we feel that, rather than take the easy way out, we will
publish it—without apologies and without reservations.

1942
39¢ 1b.

Neither the eggplant nor the photograph has been tam-
pered with in any way (see notarized statement below),
which is more than we can confidently say about the way
food prices have been soaring in the country. (Remember
the milk industry’s contribution to the Republican cam-
paign fund just before they won a boost in price supports?)
Everyone knows that nature follows art, but who would
have thought that nature followed politics. too?

195

=
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55¢1b.

Photographed by Peggy Barnett
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Inside This Issue
Methadone O.D. Deaths in West-
chester, by Walter Anderson

O.T.B.’s Hassle With T.V., anal-
ysis by Pete Axthelm

The Return of “Contact” Danc-
ing, by Judy Rand

NEWYORK,

Weather
Fresh mass of new information,
driving out occluded front of old
notions about what “journalism”

does and doesn’t do. Better reader
insights likely today and tomor-
row despite high winds and oc-
casional storms of protest.
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40 CENTS

THE BIRTH OF ‘THE NEW JOURNA

LISM:

EYEWITNESS REPORT BY TOM WOLFE

PARTICIPANT REVEALS MAIN FACTORS
LEADING TO DEMISE OF THE NOVEL,

RISE OF NEW STYLE

COVERING EVENTS

[1] THE FEATURE GAME
By TOM WOLFE

I doubt if many of the aces I
will be extolling in this story
went into journalism with the
faintest notion of creating a
“new” journalism, a “higher”
journalism, or even a mildly
improved variety. I know they
never dreamed that anything
they were going to write for
newspapers or magazines would
wreak such evil havoc in the lit-
erary world . . . causing panic,
dethroning the novel as the num-
ber one literary genre, starting
the first new direction in Ameri-
can literature in half a century
. . . Nevertheless, that is what
has happened. Bellow, Barth, Up-
dike—even the best of the lot,
Philip Roth—the novelists are
all out there ransacking the lit-
erary histories and sweating it
out, wondering where they now
stand. Damn it all, Saul, the
Huns have arrived . . .

God knows [ didn’t have any-
thing new in mind, much less
anything literary, when I took
my first newspaper job. I had a
fierce and unnatural craving for
something else entirely. Chicago,
1928, that was the general idea
... Drunken reporters out on the
ledge of the News peeing into the
Chicago River at dawn . . . Nights
down at the saloon listening to
“Back of the Stockyards” being
sung by a baritone who was only
a lonely blind bulldyke with
lumps of milk glass for eyes . . .
Nights down at the detective
bureau—it was always nighttime
in my daydreams of the news-
paper life. Reporters didn’t work
during the day. I wanted the
whole movie, nothing left out...

I was aware of what had re-||

duced me to this Student Prince
Maudlin state of mind. All the
same, [ couldn’t help it. I had
just spent five years in graduate
school, a statement that may
mean nothing to people who
never served such a stretch; it is
the explanation, nonetheless. I’'m
not sure I can give you the re-
motest idea of what graduate
school is like. Nobody ever has.
Millions of Americans now go to
graduate schools, but just say the
phrase—“graduate school”—and
what picture leaps into the brain?
No picture, not even a blur, Half
the people I knew in graduate
school were going to write a
novel about it. I thought about
it myself. No one ever wrote
such a book, as far as I know.
Everyone used to sniff the air,
How morbid! How poisonous!
Nothing else like it in the world!
But the subject always defeated
them. It defied literary exploita-
tion. Such a novel would be a
study of frustration, but a form
of frustration so exquisite, so in-
effable, nobody could describe it,
Try to imagine the worst part of
the worst Antonioni movie you
ever saw, or reading Mr. Samm-
ler’s Planet at one sitting, or just
reading it, or being locked inside
a Seaboard Railroad roomette,
sixteen miles from Gainesville,
Florida, heading north on the
Miami-to-New York run, with no
water and the radiator turning
red in an amok psychotic over-
boil, and George McGovern sit-
ting beside you telling you his
philosophy of government. That
will give you the general atmos-
phere.

In any case, by the time I re-
ceived my doctorate in American

e ————————————————————————

Art
Best
City Politic
Classified

Crossword
Letters

Underground Gourmet .

Urban Strategist

:[‘om Wolfe in 1968: Participant

and observer in a time of change.

studies in 1957 1 was in the
twisted grip of a disease of our
times in which the sufferer ex-
periences an overwhelming urge
to join the “real world.” So I
started working for newspapers.
In 1962, after a cup of coffee
here and there, I arrived at the
New York Herald Tribune . .

This must be the place! . .. 1
looked out across the city room
of the Herald Tribune, 100 mold:
ering yards south of Times
Square, with a feeling of amazed
bohemian bliss . . . Either this is
the real world, Tom, or there is
no real world . . . The place
looked like the receiving bin at
the Good Will . . . a promiscu-
ous heap of junk ... Wreckage
and exhaustion everywhere . . .
If somebody such as the city edi-
tor had a swivel chair, the uni-
versal joint would be broken, so
that every time he got up, the
seat would keel over as if strick-
en by a lateral stroke. All the in-
testines of the building were left
showing in diverticulitic loops
and lines—electrical conduits, wa-
ter pipes, steam pipes, effluvium
ducts, sprinkler systems, all of it
dangling and grunting from the
ceiling, the walls, the columns
The whole mess, from top to bot-
tom, was painted over in an in-
dustrial sludge, Lead Gray, Sub-

way Green, ot that unbelievable
dead red, that grim distemper of
pigment and filth, that they paint
the floor with in the tool and die
works. On the ceiling were scald-
ing banks of fluorescent lights,
turning the atmosphere radium
blue and burning bald spots in
the crowns of the copy readers,
who never moved. It was one
big pie factory . .. A Landlord’s
Dream . . . There were no interi-
or walls. The corporate hierarchy
was not marked off into office
spaces. The managing editor
worked in a space that was as
miserable and scabid as the low-
ast reporter’s. Most newspapers
were like that. This setup was in-
stituted decades ago for practical
reasons. But it was kept alive by
a curious fact. On newspapers
very few editorial employees at
the bottom—namely, the report-
ers—had any ambition whatso-
ever to move up, to become city
editors, managing editors, editors-
in-chief, or any of the rest of it.
Editors felt no threat from below.
They needed no walls. Reporters
didn’t want much . . . merely to
be stars! and of such minute
wattage at that!

That was one thing they never
wrote about in books on journal-
ism or those comradely blind-

(continued on page 30)
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est. People hesitate, a girl covers up her
breasts because she is embarrassed to
show them to you. In Andy’s movies peo-
ple are honest and frank and open. Most
people aren't like that at all. Like my
parents, everything in their lives is struc-
tured by their religion and their politics
and their social relationships and any-
thing that doesn’t agree with what they
think is wrong. Anyway, this whole Puri-
tan atmosphere has one advantage . . . it
makes everything seem more exciting
when you break away from it.

4, . . “The whole Puritan thing at
home has one advantage: it makes
everything seem exciting when
you break away’ . . .""

“I don't put my parents down, though.
They had nine kids and the kids are all
against everything my parents stand for so
they couldn't have done everything wrong.
If they had, the kids would just be carbon
copies of them.”

Viva stood up, tripped over a cup,
ked at it and said angrily, “I can’t stand

this place. You'd think I'd move to the
country, right? Right. But I don’t. Who
am 1 going to talk to? Almost all my
friends are around The Factory. It's just
easier to live here and I'm away on college
lecture tours with Andy a lot of the time.
We pick up a lot of kids on those college
tours. That's where we got Tom Hom-
pertz. We show part of our 25-hour movie
and we speak to the kids. We tell them we
don't believe in goals, no goals, no pur-
pose. We don't believe in art. Everything
is art. The only point is to make a movie
to entertain.

“I'm nude because Andy says seeing me
nude sells tickets. It's hard to believe. I
think I look like a parody, a satire on a
nude, a plucked chicken. Since I got an
LU.D. (intrauterine device) and stopped
taking birth control pills, I don’t even
have any breasts. But lately 've gotten a
ot of attention and publicity. Some dumb
reporter said ‘Viva has dropped out of the
ratrace.’ A lot she knows. I've just entered
the rat race, I want money and I guess a
career, Trying to plan ahead puts me in a
terrible state. 1 can tell you what I'm
doing at the moment, but if I think about
the future I get all neurotic.

“I have Andy now to think ahead and
make the decisions. 1 just do what he tells
me to do. Andy has a certain mystique
that makes you want to do things for him.”
Viva looked up, her eyes blank. Then she
said slowly “Sometimes though when I
think about Andy, 1 think he is just like
Satan. He just gets you and you can’t get
away. I used to g0 everywhere by myself.
Now 1 can't seem to go anywhere or make
the simplest decision without Andy. He
has such a hold on all of us. But I love it
when they talk about Andy and Viva.”

The names coupled that way made me

40

think of a time when it was Andy and
Edie, so I asked “What happened to
‘Superstar’ Edie Sedgwick?” “Oh,” said
Viva, circling her lips with the point of her
tongue in a nervous mannerism, “Edic
looks fabulous. I visited her in the hospi-
tal. She's been there for a long time. T
brought her a cactus plant because of its
shape. They kept a nurse in the room with
us the whole time because before I visited
somebody gave her an amphetamine.”

Viva stood up and took off her slacks.
She kneeled before me, naked from the
waist down, and began searching through
the pile of clothes on the floor. “T've got
g0 as soon as I find something to wear,
she said. “Eye magazine is making an
official group photograph and they need
me.

‘At Max's Kansas City, after the photog-
raphy session, Viva, Warhol and Ingrid
Superstar and Brigid Polk, both of whom
are featured in Warhol movies, sat at a
Jarge round table in the corner. The res-
taurant accords them celebrity status;
Viva sent back her fish, then a steak,
meanwhile sniffing methedrine offa spoon,
“I take it every three hours,” Brigid said.
“Don't let anybody tell you speed kils.
I've been on it for years.”

“T just got out of the hospital,” Ingrid
Superstar said, “and I'm all set for ac-
tion.” She held up a packet of condoms.

Brigid said, “Excuse me for a minute,
it's time to wake myself up,” and she
headed for the ladies’ room

Viva put her head on the table. “I'm so
tired and this place is depressing me.”
She picked up her bag and left.

Later, Viva returned to The Factory, a
loft in a business building. The down-
stairs door was locked. Viva looked for a
telephone to summon someone o open
the door. The first five booths had been
vandalized and were inoperative. From
the sixth she grated “Listen you bastard,
this is Viva. Get down here fast and open
that goddamned door.” Incredulous, she
stared at the phone. “He hung up,” she
said. Viva then dialed Warhol's home
number and got the answering service.
The voice asked if she would like to leave
a message. “Yes,” she said and proceeded
to express it. The answering service hung
up.

Viva flung the phone across the booth
and walked back to the locked door to
wait for somebody to come in or go out.
“ll show them,” she raged. “They locke
me out, and I'm going to lock them in.
With a dime and a bobby pin she at-
tempted to remove the doorknob.

During this operation Warhol arrived.
“Why don't I haye a key to this place?”
Viva shouted. “I'm not treated with any
respect around here.” Warhol regarded
her, bland as farina, whereupon she flung
her handbag at him catching him across
the side of the face. “You're crazy, Viva”
he said dispassionately. “What do you
think you're doing?” -

Photograph by Disne Arbus.






ops/images/f0009-01.jpg
14 CRAMEHR. MY Bk

Foant arxd Dangskss Iy thve Carfbtrnam
St I U i

-

NEWYORK,, w*"u' RK

What Your Shrink Divorcing Your
Really Thinks of You ~ THerapist - e





ops/images/f0007-01.jpg
Family Outings: One-Day Trips Out of Town
The Underground Gourmet on Hand-Held Foods

The (Liberated) Woman of the Year
You've Come a Long Way, Baby

&£






ops/images/f0008-01.jpg
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Musier these Eight Classic New York Jokes — as interpretod here by notabile
cartocséuts of the day — and the worhd shoakd Bll down, laughing, st your
feen. M this docsa't Bappen, thers ars throe possibilities: (1) Your andience
hias heand the joke before and doesn't shink it's funny; (2) You have not yet
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the psture of & lussic 38 opposed (o & funry joke. T, fiest, les 1 introduce
You 10 our cast of wits and butts

The Classic Irish Cop Joke

By Marvin Mattelon

The Classic Bagel-and-Lox Joke

By Seymines Clrmast









