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				PREFACE

				Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Jr., was not going to be late to his own farewell, a “momentous occasion,” as the invitation put it, celebrating his twenty-five years as publisher of The New York Times. It was the first week of June and an early hint of summer humidity hung in the air, but he intended to walk the one and a half miles from the Beaux Arts apartment house on West Seventy-first Street in Manhattan where he had lived for the past seven years to the Modern, the restaurant on the ground floor of the Museum of Modern Art, on West Fifty-third. He had curated the guest list himself, approved all 250 of the invitees, and he wanted to be there when the doors opened. He would stay until the last glasses were returned to the kitchen and the band was packing up.

				Sulzberger was sixty-six years old on this late spring evening in 2018, his face fuller and his hair grayer than when he posed with his father, Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Sr., who was known as Punch, for the portrait that appeared on the front page of The New York Times on January 17, 1992, announcing to the world that his father had passed the title of publisher to his son. Arthur was a picture of youth on that front page, with his full head of curls and a boyish whisper of a grin, the photograph arranged so he rose over his father. He would never look his age. And now he did not look old enough to have retired six months earlier as publisher of what was the most influential newspaper in the world. His son, Arthur Gregg Sulzberger, had taken over in an orderly succession at the age of thirty-seven, the march of family ownership reaching now into a fifth generation. The Times was the last remaining major family-owned newspaper in the nation, having been purchased in 1896 by Adolph Simon Ochs, a newspaper publisher from Chattanooga, and his descendants had no intention of letting it leave the Sulzberger family. Even after stepping down as publisher, Arthur would continue coming to work, now as chairman, for four hours a day, a few days a week, settling in a tiny windowless office in the company’s headquarters on Eighth Avenue, across from the Port Authority Bus Terminal. The fifty-two-story tower had been built in his second decade as publisher and stood as a testimony to his ambition, vision, and restlessness, but also, perhaps, to overreach and miscalculation, though only time would answer that question.

				Sulzberger stepped out of his twelfth-floor apartment onto the elevator, glancing at his watch—it was 5:45 p.m.—as he descended slowly toward the street. He walked briskly through the lobby, waving to a doorman, and continued across a courtyard and through the wrought-iron gates onto West Seventy-first Street. Sulzberger was wearing a gray suit, a purple shirt, and a lavender print Hermès tie, a gift from his second wife, Gabrielle. He stood out, even on the Upper West Side, in this season of tank tops and shorts. Sulzberger was one of the most powerful people in journalism, and one of the better paid: his total compensation for 2017, his final year as publisher, was $5.582 million. He had guided the Times through the most turbulent years of its history (some of the turbulence of his own making). He had led it into an era when the time-tested business of newspapering—of assembling the events of the past twenty-four hours into a coherent package of newsprint to be deposited at newsstands and front doors—no longer made financial sense. He walked unrecognized down the street, nodding hello to a homeless man on the corner, cutting into Central Park to take a shortcut down a dirt trail.

				Sulzberger arrived early for the reception. A small gathering of guests was already there, waiting for the doors to open, among them Floyd Abrams, the former counsel to The New York Times, who had advised Sulzberger’s father through the defining chapter of his years as publisher: the publication of the Pentagon Papers, the secret government study of the Vietnam War whose publication by the Times won a major legal victory for the First Amendment. Sulzberger shook his hand, walked past receptionists with iPads checking names against the guest list, and pushed his way through the glass doors. The tables had been cleared from the Modern’s dining room for this night. A Lucite lectern had been brought in for the speeches, and glass light globes with the Times logotype, replicas of the ones that had been affixed to the exterior walls of the old headquarters on West Forty-third Street, were scattered across the room. A half-dozen waiters stood ready, holding trays of drinks and platters of food. At 6:30 sharp, the doors opened, letting in a rush of people eager to be part of this celebration—of Arthur Sulzberger, Jr., but also of The New York Times itself: battered after these difficult decades, but still prosperous and preeminent in American journalism; a symbol of continuity that was outlasting yet another member of the Sulzberger family.

				Arthur had joined the Times as a correspondent in the Washington bureau at the end of 1978, at twenty-seven years old, after working as a reporter for the Associated Press in London. The Times that young Arthur found in 1978 was a successful but hidebound and risk-averse institution, run by a generation of men (and not women), almost all of them white, who were, with few exceptions, products of the same social, economic, and educational class, confident in their abilities and the superiority of the newspaper for which they worked.

				Over the next forty years, the Times would confront wave after wave of journalistic, societal, economic, and technological upheaval—outside its walls, but also in its newsroom—that would at times threaten its existence and its aspirations to excellence. It would struggle to come to grips with a changing business model and a changing world while attempting to protect what made it the Times, the reason it was read first thing each morning by a discriminating and powerful audience of world, political, business, and cultural leaders. It was a four-section newspaper then, with a daily circulation of 859,000 copies and a Sunday circulation of 1,407,000. The paper, dependent on the economy and the flow of advertising revenues, was awash in money—so much so that it was able to finance the ambitions of a newsroom that would send teams of reporters around the globe to cover not only huge moments of history but places, personalities, and conflicts that might interest only a handful of its most eclectic readers. Its sweeping ambition was one of the things that had always distinguished the Times in American journalism.

				A. M. Rosenthal was the executive editor, awarded the title by Punch Sulzberger just under two years before Arthur joined the paper. The newspaper was influential and incredibly powerful. It was often referred to as the newspaper of record, but mainly outside the newsroom, since that was not really an accurate (or realistic) description of its mission. But it was where its readers went to learn what they should think about their presidents and mayors, to educate themselves on the foreign policy issues that might come up for discussion at cocktail parties or dinner, to be told which books to read, movies to see, plays to attend, and restaurants to patronize. Rosenthal was self-assured to the point of arrogance, and in that, he reflected the newspaper where he worked. A young man applying for a job in the sports department walked into Rosenthal’s office in late summer of 1982 for his final interview; Rosenthal insisted on meeting every applicant for a job in his newsroom. Rosenthal ended their talk by asking the applicant, Michael Janofsky of the Miami Herald, if he had any questions. I’m curious, Janofsky responded, as he recalled the conversation. The paper has so many reporters filing stories from so many places around the world. How do you decide each day what readers are interested in reading on the front page?

				Rosenthal did not pause. We tell them what they should be interested in, he said.

				By the night of Sulzberger’s farewell in 2018, there were far fewer print subscribers—487,000 on weekdays and 992,000 on Sundays. But there were 3,360,000 digital subscribers who paid to read the news or to use specialized apps, such as Cooking. The Times was no longer just a product to be picked up at newsstands and front stoops. It was presented to its audience on newsprint, mobile devices and computer screens, and in podcasts and video. It still told stories with words and photographs but now was buzzing with graphics and videos and interactive forms of storytelling, enabled by advances in programming and code writing, some of it pioneered in the Times newsroom. Advertising revenues had, to a considerable degree, fled to the Internet, and the Times had responded with a paywall, charging digital readers the way it had for so long charged its print readers; digital subscriptions were replacing advertising as its primary source of revenue. Audience development—a metric-based analysis of the demographics, interests, and reading habits of its audience and potential audience, designed to deepen connections with existing subscribers and to reach out to the corners of the Internet for new ones—was as integral a part of the newsroom as the desk that assembled the front page. The newspaper still published some of the dutiful stories that had helped make it indispensable for so many people. And it continued to open its pages to the kind of coverage that distinguished it from its competitors: reviews of esoteric works of classical music, long dispatches about famines and wars in faraway places, Saturday profiles of foreign figures whom many of its readers had probably not heard of before. But it also found new ways to accommodate the leisure tastes of its growing audience with an expansion of the service journalism it first presented in the late 1970s: recipes and exercise routines, lists of places to go for a hike or a long weekend, and the product-and-service rating site called Wirecutter, which helped readers choose the best high-definition television or set of kitchen knives. Dean Baquet had been the executive editor since 2014: an investigative journalist from New Orleans and the newspaper’s first Black executive editor. He would talk about himself as “old-school,” but he had embraced these changes, or at least did not stand in their way, which distinguished him from his predecessors. There was much at stake over these years; as the Times tried to reinvent itself without becoming a Facebook or BuzzFeed. Through it all, there was never any serious discussion about abandoning the newspaper’s core identity, but the Times had turned into something that Rosenthal would not recognize.

				It had never been certain that this transformation could happen, and it was a messy and occasionally embarrassing exercise that had sometimes seemed destined for failure. But for the most part, with some important caveats, it appeared on this night that a magnificent but flawed institution had managed to ride out the most difficult years of its existence—through seven executive editors, and newsroom scandals that shook even its most loyal readers and employees—to emerge as something that could thrive in a new century. It no longer commanded the unequivocal respect and admiration it once had, or wielded the unchallenged power in determining the narrative of a day’s history—or the authority to tell readers what they should be interested in, as Rosenthal had put it. But that was as much a result of how society had changed as it was of the Times’s own foibles and failings. During the span of Sulzberger’s years there, it had made the kind of ambitious transformation that eludes most corporations as they reach middle age. The process was, at times, excruciating for a towering institution whose prestige and place in national life had always made it a hybrid of private company and public trust. It had to balance the scrutiny of older readers (and staff members) wary of any tinkering with a revered institution and younger ones impatient with the newspaper for standing by such seemingly outdated values as objectivity. There were times when its own editors wondered whether it would survive, and if it did, at what cost; whether it would do so in a seriously diminished state.

				A succession of mistakes and what-could-have-been moments accounted for an unsteady march during these years. Sulzberger was forced to dismiss two executive editors. The newspaper was roiled by a plagiarism scandal involving an ambitious young fabulist. Its credulous reporting about the threat of weapons of mass destruction in Iraq had helped to lead the country into a deadly and fruitless war. For many years, the newsroom—and particularly its senior ranks—was overwhelmingly male and overwhelmingly white; its failure to diversify its newsroom cast a cloud over the Times that lasted through Sulzberger’s time there.

				During this time, the newspaper faced hostile presidents and press critics who would chronicle its errors and question its competence and honesty. Its newsroom was quarrelsome and opinionated, filled with people whose personal contentment was determined by how they fared at the Times, making them the newspaper’s most caustic and informed critics, ready to disparage a decision by an editor or the front-page story of a colleague. It was an organization comprised of often brilliant journalists and company executives who jostled for advantage and power, whose own struggles sometimes spilled out into public view. The Times was the product of fallible human beings, and understanding who they are—their flaws and frailties, as well as their talent and intelligence—is essential to understanding the transformation of the Times that was being celebrated with Arthur Sulzberger on this night.

				Because for all its difficulties during these forty years, it remained at the pinnacle of American journalism. The guiding principles that Ochs set down after he bought the newspaper 122 years earlier—that his newspaper would operate “without fear or favor” and would offer its readers “all the news that’s fit to print”—could have been recited by anyone invited to the Modern that night. It remained the place where many of the nation’s most talented reporters, analysts, columnists, editorial writers, and critics came to document wars and presidential campaigns, space shots and famine, Congress and the Kremlin, restaurants and Broadway, books and Hollywood. It was still consumed every morning by a president who mocked it as “the failing New York Times” but who craved its recognition and approval. Its internal intrigues—what was conveyed by the placement of a story, who was elevated to the masthead or sent to London or the White House—were still a source of fascination for readers and competitors alike.

				

				* * *

				A waiter handed Sulzberger a chilled vodka martini—his drink of choice—as he came into the room; he had vowed to finish seven of them at a Times party celebrating the day it won seven Pulitzers in 2002. Waiters passed through the room with trays of caviar croustillant with crème fraîche, tuna tartare with summer truffles, scallop ceviche with toasted pistachio, and lobster sliders. Sulzberger took in the crowd. The editors and reporters—some still working, many retired. Members of his family, including his father’s oldest sister, Marian Heiskell, who was ninety-nine years old and sat in a wheelchair, drinking a Jack Daniel’s on the rocks. Senator Charles Schumer, an old friend, was there, as was Robert De Niro, who owned a house near Sulzberger in the Catskills.

				Seven men and women had served as executive editor from the day Sulzberger began there as a reporter, with different strengths, interests, and management styles that shaped the way the Times presented the news of the world. Five of the six who still survived—Abe Rosenthal had died twelve years earlier at the age of eighty-four—were there that night. The intellectual German immigrant who did not speak English until he was ten and who edited the newspaper as the Cold War came to an end. The starchy son of a rabbi who had to deal with how the Times would write about a blue dress stained with a president’s semen. The brilliant and opinionated Southerner who moved from hurling thunderbolts on the editorial page to curating the gray news pages, starting with the attacks of September 11, and who was fired less than two years after he was named executive editor. The investigative reporter and author from The Wall Street Journal, the newspaper’s first woman editor, who was fired less than three years after she took over the newsroom. One editor was not there: the Pulitzer Prize–winning foreign correspondent who struggled with whether to publish a story on a secret national surveillance program. The current executive editor, Dean Baquet, was the only one of the group who would speak, in a program that Sulzberger insisted be kept brief. “One never truly leaves The New York Times,” said Sulzberger. “My name is not Arthur Sulzberger Junior. My name is Arthur Sulzberger Junior of The New York Times.”

				This is an unfinished story. A foundation has been built: the online subscriptions and the expansion of the paper’s reach across the nation and the globe, its advances in digital storytelling and audience development. But it is a prologue to this newspaper’s next chapter, to the new and in some ways more complicated challenges Arthur Gregg Sulzberger faces as he settles in for what he can only hope will be his own quarter-century as the publisher of The New York Times.
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			NOTE TO READERS
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			PART I

			KEEPING IT HONEST

			1977–1986

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER 1

			A Man of His Times

			It was December 17, 1976, a cool and cloudy day in New York. Jimmy Carter would be sworn in as the thirty-ninth president in just over a month. There were threats of a destabilizing oil-price war in the Middle East. The nation was emerging from a three-year economic downturn that had been particularly debilitating for New York City, which was struggling through its own financial crisis, as employees of The New York Times were reminded when they walked to work through Times Square, with its boarded-up stores, pornographic movie theaters, and street-corner drug dealers. A revival of Fiddler on the Roof, directed by Jerome Robbins and with Zero Mostel reprising his role as Tevye, was about to open at the Winter Garden Theatre. Rupert Murdoch had just purchased the New York Post, and the newsstands offered a morning tabloid splash of headlines about crime, sex, and the fiscal crisis, including the latest cuts in subway and bus service. This was the season of the Son of Sam shootings, and New York was on high alert.

			On this day, A. M. Rosenthal wrote a note to his staff about his future, and the future of his newspaper. It was slipped into mailboxes and posted on bulletin boards in the fifteen-story building off Times Square that had been the headquarters of The New York Times since 1913. Abe Rosenthal, as he was known, was fifty-four years old and had joined the Times in 1943 as its campus correspondent at City College of New York. He had covered the United Nations, Japan, India, and Poland, where he won the Pulitzer Prize for his “perceptive and authoritative” coverage of the Communist regime. He had been a metropolitan editor, associate managing editor, assistant managing editor, and managing editor. No one defined The New York Times—and by virtue of that, American journalism—as much as Rosenthal. A package of brilliance and insecurities, a remarkable foreign correspondent and editor, he paraded both his love of journalism and his contempt for reporters and editors he considered mediocre or politically suspect. His Times was read by presidents, cabinet secretaries, mayors, foreign leaders, members of Congress, Hollywood directors and theater producers, university presidents, scholars, publishers, business executives, television news executives, and rival editors.

			You have to understand this, Rosenthal once said to a young reporter in his office, his vibrating, nasal voice resonant of his years growing up in the Bronx. When an educated, important person anywhere in America runs into another educated, important person anywhere in America, each will have assumed of the other that they have read The New York Times.

			Rosenthal held the newspaper in the highest regard. “I do believe this would be a lesser country without The New York Times,” he said in an oral history in 1986. And he held himself in just as high regard. “I’m a very good editor,” he once said. “I know that. And that’s putting it mildly.” Few would dispute either of those assertions. Rosenthal took over the newsroom in 1969, after James B. Reston, the paper’s chief Washington columnist, served a brief and unsuccessful turn as executive editor. Reston would not give up his column or his home in Washington, making a weekly commute to New York, and those distractions were reflected in his performance. “A disaster,” Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Sr., the publisher, later said of Reston’s time as executive editor. But Punch Sulzberger was loyal to Reston, a family friend and himself an institution in journalism of the 1950s and ’60s, and, with due deference, said the appointment was always meant to be temporary as he sent Reston back to Washington. Sulzberger retired the title of executive editor and asked Rosenthal, a deputy to Reston, to settle for the lesser title of managing editor, but with all the responsibilities and authority Reston had as executive editor.

			No one was surprised when Sulzberger, resurrecting the title seven years later, and broadening its responsibilities to include what had been the separate Sunday newspaper, awarded it to Rosenthal, choosing him over another former foreign correspondent and editor, Max Frankel, who had run the Sunday newspaper. Frankel would become the editorial page editor. Sulzberger left it to Rosenthal to make the announcement, and that was the purpose of the memo he distributed that December day.

			
				The Publisher will announce today the following promotions and additions in the top news group of the paper effective January 1. I will become executive editor.

				Happy holidays to all!

			

			Even at this high point in a career filled with high points, and with more to come, Rosenthal was difficult and disconsolate, the way he had always been and would always be. “I am quite unhappy about some things I have been seeing in the paper, not seeing, or seeing too late,” he wrote his editors a few weeks before his appointment, distressed that Newsweek had obtained the first interview with Cyrus Vance, the incoming secretary of state. Rosenthal realized the Times would come in second from time to time, he said, “but, believe me, I know the difference between that and a lumpish rhythm.” Yet for all his unhappiness, the newspaper, after suffering through an economic downturn, was rounding a corner. Rosenthal’s command over the Times had never been as sweeping as it was this December, and the world of journalism celebrated his promotion. Welcome to the kingdom and power of executive editordom, whatever it may be, Ben Bradlee, the executive editor of The Washington Post, wrote him in a telegraph, drawing on the title of Gay Talese’s book on the Times, published in 1969: The Kingdom and the Power.

			Frankel and Rosenthal were rivals, all the more so after this appointment, but that was papered over for this moment. “Abe: By any other name, you still lead a great crew,” Frankel said in a hand-written note.

			“Titles, schmitles!” Rosenthal responded on Christmas Eve. “It’s all a lot of fun! Thank you for that sweet note.” His note, addressed to “Mr. Frankel,” was typed.

			Sulzberger would remain loyal to Abe Rosenthal for another nine years, dazzled by his talent, their partnership, and the quality of the newspaper published day after day on his watch. Rosenthal had helped establish The New York Times as a prosperous business, and more importantly, as a model of daily journalism. But gradually, his eccentricities, excesses, and abuses would become impossible to ignore.

			

			* * *

			At the end of 1962, Turner Catledge, the paper’s managing editor, flew to Tokyo to meet with Rosenthal, who was then the paper’s correspondent there. Are you happy here, Abe? Catledge asked as they traveled around Japan. Catledge really wasn’t looking for an answer; his decision was made. He wanted Rosenthal to return to New York to run the city desk. Rosenthal left reporting for editing and proceeded to reinvigorate what was probably the weakest and most neglected news desk at the Times. “This is the candor department?” Rosenthal responded when asked years later to describe his first impressions of the city desk, which would later be known as the metropolitan desk. “I was stunned and shocked, frankly.” He described a dispirited, indolent staff producing unpublishable copy. Rosenthal seized Catledge’s mandate to transform the metropolitan New York coverage, pruning the old-timers who would disappear for long lunches or drop their heads down when the editors were looking for a reporter to dispatch on a story. He had no patience for the tradition of valuing seniority over talent and energy. He had fresh ideas about what made a story for the Times—for instance, a long article exploring the increased visibility of homosexuals on the streets of New York, which he had noticed upon his return from overseas. The Times would be bolder covering its own backyard, never an easy matter for a New York–based newspaper that viewed its primary mission as chronicling Washington and the world.

			Rosenthal pushed his staff hard, and he played favorites, and before long, he would glance up from his desk, which he had turned around so his back was no longer facing the rows of reporters, survey the newsroom that stretched nearly a block before him, with the coffee-stained carpets and drab metal desks under a haze of cigarette smoke, and realize that his reporters did not like him. And he would begin asking his editors a question that he would pose repeatedly over the years: Why do they hate me? It was a melancholy and no doubt manipulative query that often came after he’d had a few glasses of wine. He would try to win them over, popping by in the evenings to join reporters for drinks at Sardi’s on West Forty-fourth Street. But Rosenthal could not hold his liquor. He would talk too openly about reporters and his own editors who were not at the table and awake the next morning in a cloud of regret about his indiscretions.

			From his earliest days at the newspaper, Rosenthal believed that the Times was different from every other newspaper and that it was obliged to stand apart from, and to rise above, the world it was chronicling. He was the embodiment, however imperfect, of traditional New York Times aspirations to quality and objectivity, trying (and sometimes failing) to steer the institution through a period of immense social upheaval—the protests against the Vietnam War, the civil rights marches, the rise of feminism, and the beginning of the modern gay rights movement. It was a never-ending battle, he would say—protecting this institution against the onslaught of generational and political turmoil that swept the nation in the 1960s. Rosenthal had been distressed at the stories being filed by Times correspondents from the 1968 Democratic National Convention in Chicago. Too many of them, in his view, were biased in their recounting of the student demonstrations and the tough response of the Chicago police, and of the maneuverings inside the International Amphitheatre on Chicago’s South Side as Democrats delivered their endorsement to Senator Hubert Humphrey of Minnesota, the establishment candidate. Rosenthal did not trust this new generation of reporters.

			Do we become part of this movement, or do we report this movement? Rosenthal demanded of Reston, the executive editor. We make our reputation on playing it straight, and the copy is not playing it straight. Reston could override him, of course, but Rosenthal made clear what a mistake that would be. If you do, Rosenthal warned him, you will go down in history as the man who decided that the Times was going to become partisan in its coverage of the news.

			Reston deferred to Rosenthal’s strong hand.

			As reporters returned to Washington and New York from Chicago, Rosenthal sent Reston a memo warning that the newspaper faced a challenge in “maintaining its character” because of these new correspondents. It is “inevitable as time goes on that the radical or militant element in the Times staff will increase in size…. It also strikes me as quite likely that in addition to young people who are genuinely torn or confused we will have on our staff people who quite deliberately set out to radicalize the Times.” Rosenthal sent a similar note to Punch Sulzberger when he took over the newsroom a year later. It was his responsibility, Rosenthal told Sulzberger, to maintain “the basic impartial character of the Times, which strikes me as essential not only to American journalism but to American life.” He made the same point in an inaugural memo to his reporters.

			“The turmoil in the country is so widespread, voices and passion are at such a pitch that a newspaper that keeps cool and fair makes a positive, fundamental contribution without which the country would be infinitely poorer,” he wrote. The basic responsibility, he said, lies with the reporter and not the editors: “The desk should not be cast in the role of a policeman, always on edge to catch a loaded phrase that a reporter might put in to see if he can get it by.”

			Rosenthal was hardly alone among members of his generation struggling to understand the world changing around them, and he had the additional burden of returning to a much different country after his tour abroad. Rosenthal had been expelled by the government from Poland as a correspondent, a formative experience which had reinforced his contempt for Communism. He did not hide his disdain for what was going on in his country: the antiwar demonstrations, the heckling of establishment politicians, the unruliness on college campuses. He later told Charlotte Curtis, the paper’s op-ed editor, that his “greatest nightmare” when he was presented with the Pentagon Papers was that they would turn out to be a trap, “written by a thousand SDS kids in some loft at Harvard”—a reference to the Students for a Democratic Society, a leftist student organization. A few months before the Democratic convention in Chicago, Rosenthal had visited Columbia University as it was roiled by student demonstrations. In a departure from Times practice wherein the covering of events was left to reporters, he wrote a story about what he’d witnessed. It opened with a sympathetic depiction of Grayson Kirk, Columbia’s president, returning to his office at four-thirty in the morning and finding it ransacked. Kirk “passed a hand over his face” as he surveyed the damage, Rosenthal wrote, and proclaimed, “My God: How could human beings do a thing like this.”

			Rosenthal as an editor would surely have objected to a story like the one he produced from Columbia, taking sides, assigning blame on the students. One of his reporters, Steven Roberts, wrote an essay for The Village Voice that presented a different perspective of the events, calling Kirk “haughty and blind to the end” and saying that “he had failed to understand for years that Columbia just could not trample on the people of Morningside Heights whenever it suited its imperial purpose.” Rosenthal confronted Roberts for that, saying he “used extremely bad judgment in taking a sharp editorial position on a story which he was covering.” But Rosenthal’s story out of Columbia would help to color his reputation for the rest of his career. “Not to be Nixonian about it, but my life would have been pleasanter if I had not written that piece, if I had taken the easy way out,” he told Sydney Gruson, a former correspondent who had become the publisher’s top adviser.

			Throughout his years at the Times, Rosenthal sent scolding notes to editors, seizing on the slightest hint of ideological bias in a reporter’s copy, such as one story in which a reporter used the word “socialist” in describing Communist countries. “To call a Communist dictatorship a Socialist country is Orwellian,” Rosenthal wrote to the foreign desk. He objected to a story about college activism by a young Robert D. McFadden, who would go on to become one of the Times’s premier correspondents. “I found McFadden’s story about the campuses—particularly the first few paragraphs—editorialized in the extreme and terribly naïve,” he wrote editors on the metropolitan desk. “For ten years I have been struggling against editorialization. We have succeeded in eliminating most of it. But consistently, I am sad to say, the metropolitan desk allows stories to be printed that give me nightmares.” He demanded the names of the editors who had handled the story. “I intend to talk to them personally.”

			Rosenthal was always suspicious of the Washington bureau, a collection, in his view, of sharply dressed Ivy Leaguers who displayed the kind of ideological bias he was trying to contain. He complained to Frankel, the bureau chief, that a story on a crime bill passed by Congress allotted more space to the objections of liberal opponents than to the applause from conservatives. There is “a distinct tendency, perhaps subconscious, but troublesome nonetheless, in many stories from Washington” to “emphasize the opinion of the liberal opposition and slight the opinion of the conservative majority,” he wrote Frankel. Rosenthal later promoted Bill Kovach, who had worked in Washington and New York, to run the Washington bureau, despite their history of argumentative exchanges, often fueled by drink, over Rosenthal’s professed concerns about Kovach’s ideology. Rosenthal celebrated Kovach’s appointment with a party at his penthouse on Central Park West, at one point taking Kovach to the balcony to toast his appointment. But goddamn it, Rosenthal said, abruptly changing moods, what I’m afraid of is I probably turned the bureau over to a Communist.

			“I almost quit twice over it,” Kovach said years later. Their bickering became so constant that the two men made a pact not to drink when they were together.

			Rosenthal would describe himself as the person who “kept the paper straight,” and later, at his direction, those words would be carved into his tombstone. They were integral to how he thought of himself, to how he wanted to be remembered. Rosenthal did not always adhere to this standard, but it was a useful prism through which to view him. “It is a very goddamn difficult thing to do, Sydney,” he explained to Gruson in the early 1980s. “You have to reject copy, you have to teach, you have to nag, you have to say no.”

			

			* * *

			Rosenthal was not a handsome man: the messy wave of hair flopping over his head, the oversized black-rimmed glasses, the coat-shirt-tie askew. Gay Talese, who had become close to Rosenthal after he left the Times to write The Kingdom and the Power, was strolling through Central Park one afternoon and encountered Rosenthal, dressed, as Talese later put it, as if he were attending a tailgate party at a football game. You are the editor of The New York Times, Talese told him. You must dress like the editor of The New York Times. Rosenthal was five feet, nine-and-a-half inches, which he sometimes in conversation stretched to five-foot-ten, and weighed 151 pounds. He smoked a pipe, as did many professional men of his generation. He came to wear suspenders because, as Shirley Lord, his second wife, explained, he had “no bottom,” and otherwise his pants would fall down.

			Rosenthal was fussy in his habits and demands. Clerks and copyboys were assigned to attend to his needs, professional and personal, which included ferrying his briefcase to his penthouse at 262 Central Park West, a building known as the White House. One of those copyboys was a young Adam Moss, who had just graduated from Oberlin College. He would return to the Times years later to edit the Times Magazine before becoming the editor of New York magazine. Rosenthal would leave the office for a waiting car; Moss would hop a West Side subway, drop off the briefcase with a housekeeper—or on occasion, Rosenthal’s son, Andrew, who would grow up to become a senior editor at the Times. Rosenthal’s secretary instructed Moss not to glance at the executive editor should he encounter him in the elevator in Rosenthal’s apartment building. Another of Rosenthal’s clerks, Richard J. Meislin, juggled the personal and professional needs of the editor. One day, Meislin would be calling the Brooklyn Botanic Garden to inquire about the ailing Japanese black pine tree Rosenthal had installed on his penthouse terrace. Another, he was carting bricks and dirt up to the rooftop garden. And on yet another, Meislin would scan newspapers from across the country, compiling a list of stories that had appeared in competing publications but not in the Times.

			Rosenthal was what Anna Quindlen, who he appointed to the metropolitan desk as an editor, called “a holy-shit newspaper man,” the kind of editor who would leap to his feet and shout, You, you, you, you: get out to Astoria! He had his rules for his empire of correspondents and editors. “Attributing information to confidential or anonymous sources is the least satisfactory form of attribution,” he declared in 1974. No use of pejorative quotations from unnamed sources. “Mr. Roberts: I think that the rules against anonymous attacks should be followed by Johnny Apple as well as by anyone else. Please tell him so for me,” Rosenthal said in a note to his national editor, Gene Roberts, a reference to a story R. W. Apple, Jr., one of the paper’s top correspondents, had written about Raymond P. Shafer, the governor of Pennsylvania. Reporters offering a critical assessment of their subject, he said, should pause and consider how they would feel reading those same words about themselves. “We should not use a typewriter to stick our fingers in people’s eyes just because we have the power to do so,” he wrote. He was distressed to read a complaint from the owner of a restaurant in London, Simpson’s in the Strand, because Apple, in a travel piece on London, advised his readers to “avoid it like the plague.” That phrase, Rosenthal wrote his travel editors, “is ugly, overdrawn, and not in keeping with what I would hope would be the civilized level of discourse of the Times.” And Rosenthal despaired at what he called “aha! journalism.” It was a form of journalism he would attribute mainly to the left, particularly when it was used to criticize the Times.

			Much of what he decreed was hardly radical. His views on newspapers were set in the context of the political environment and the rise of new journalism, with long-form, literary writing filled with lively, re-created scenes and conversations. Some of its most admired practitioners were drawing loyal readers precisely because they pushed the boundaries of traditional journalism: Talese, Tom Wolfe, Truman Capote, Pete Hamill, and Joan Didion among them. Rosenthal liked good writing, but he was resisting what he saw as journalistic excesses. He was stark, unyielding: sometimes admirable in his defense of journalistic standards but just as often pedantic and bullying. He could not understand how anyone could not share his devotion to the Times. When Quindlen, with one son at home and another child on the way, decided to quit, Rosenthal took her to lunch at the Four Seasons—where he ordered a bottle of wine, which he finished himself, since Quindlen was not drinking through her pregnancy—to urge her to reconsider. (He failed, though she would return later as a columnist.) As they were leaving the restaurant, where Rosenthal was such a regular that he had a usual table in a corner, Rosenthal put an arm around her shoulder. Promise me you’ll never work for another newspaper, Rosenthal said. Rosenthal seemed baffled when he was once asked why he had always wanted to work at The New York Times. “Why the Times?” he responded. “Why do you want to be President? The Times was the greatest paper on earth, so you wanted to work for the New York Times.”

			For executive editors, controlling what ends up printed in the final newspaper—trying to steer what is in effect a large ocean liner with as many as a thousand employees, many of them strong-willed and by nature skeptical of authority—is a constant frustration. There is a fine line between meddling and managing, and Rosenthal had trouble straddling it. “I found the paper dull today,” he wrote his editors one morning. He singled out, by name, colleagues whose work displeased him. “Our Paris bureau and our Paris Chief correspondent have virtually disappeared from the paper,” he wrote the foreign desk. “I want you to call Mr. Eder today. Tell him the absence of his filing is embarrassing, both to him and to the paper.”[*] Frankel, when he was running the Washington bureau, would come to dread when a clerk announced that “Mr. Rosenthal” was on the telephone. Frankel found him dismissive and belittling. “I hated getting phone calls from him,” Frankel said. “I was glad to be two hundred miles away.”

			Newsrooms as a rule are unhappy places: roiled by self-doubt, anger, competitiveness, resentments, and vindictiveness. There may well have been no newsroom in the country as unhappy as the one Abe Rosenthal ran for those seventeen years. But few were as good. Rosenthal knew that. And so did Punch Sulzberger.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				* Rosenthal’s memo about the Paris bureau was an example of a memorandum written but not sent; a note on top said he discussed it with Craig R. Whitney, an editor on the foreign desk. Rosenthal is referring to Richard Eder, the Paris bureau chief.

			

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Do This for Me

			The New York Times was filled with people who were at once confident in their abilities and indifferent to their faults. Abe Rosenthal fit in well. Punch Sulzberger liked that about him; he enjoyed Rosenthal’s drive, brashness, creativity, and even his orneriness. “You paid your salary,” the publisher wrote Rosenthal, praising his “stroke of genius” for assigning a front-page profile of John Mitchell, the former attorney general, to appear on the day he testified before the Senate Watergate Committee. (Sulzberger could not stop himself from ending his note with a needling postscript: “What are you going to do for me tomorrow?”) Their relationship was competitive, cooperative, and mutually dependent, a rich collaboration that was a New York version of the alliance between Katharine Graham, the publisher of The Washington Post, and Ben Bradlee, its executive editor. They were partners, and they were, in their own transactional way, friends: they vacationed together, spent weekends together, and were dinner and drinking companions.

			Rosenthal called Sulzberger the best male traveling companion he had known. Their travels would take them to London, Sulzberger’s choice, where they stayed at Claridge’s Hotel in Mayfair, or to India, the country that had captured Rosenthal’s imagination from his days as a foreign correspondent. After the late-afternoon Page One conferences, where Punch Sulzberger would sit quietly to the side as the editors debated the news of the day, offering questions but not opinions, they would retire to Rosenthal’s private office to share a bottle of wine and trade gossip about correspondents and salty jokes about pretty women, the kind of banter that was accepted from powerful men in that era.

			For seventeen years, these two New Yorkers shaped the Times and thus much of American journalism. As mired in tradition and precedent as they were, Sulzberger and Rosenthal came to recognize the evolving economics of the newspaper business and the evolving tastes and demands of their readers. They discovered that the newspaper—its reporters, editors, and business executives, but also its audience and advertisers—had a greater capacity for change than they might have expected. They steered it through the standoff with the federal government over the Pentagon Papers, and a redesign born of necessity after a recession nearly bankrupted New York City and sent readers fleeing to the suburbs. The Times, by the end of the 1970s, was a different newspaper than it had been when Sulzberger put Rosenthal in charge of the newsroom in 1969. It had been enhanced by new sections brimming with features on the arts, home decorating, cooking, and entertainment, illustrated with lavish photographs and drawings. Newsroom editors and their corporate counterparts had collaborated, if uneasily and within limits, on designing a newspaper for a new decade. The Times, as Arthur Gelb, Rosenthal’s deputy, put it, could be a place “to relax the reader, to give him pleasure and enjoyment, to make him smile.” The New York Times did not have to be all spinach. That meant more readers, and it meant more advertisers. And it meant more money.

			Decades later, the financial crisis that the newspaper overcame in the 1970s would seem less severe, the writing and the redesign of the newspaper less adventurous. The relationship between Sulzberger and Rosenthal would fade. But this transformation of the Times that occurred on their watch was a lesson: it showed that the paper, as entrenched in tradition as it was, was capable of change.

			

			* * *

			Sulzberger and Rosenthal were different in so many ways that their friendship seemed improbable. Sulzberger was fastidious and self-effacing, with a disarming sense of humor that masked an underlying intensity and focus. He was warm and engaging but controlled and a little distant, a barrier that few managed to penetrate. Sulzberger avoided confrontation until he felt backed into a corner. “If someone walks in the door and says, ‘If you don’t do this, I quit,’ well, they quit,” as he put it in 1983.

			He was punctual and took notice of people who were not. In 1951, when he was a young man learning his way around the Times—as part of the tutorial designed by Arthur Hays Sulzberger to prepare his son to be publisher—Punch Sulzberger spent weeks shadowing Arthur Gelb on his rounds as a reporter. Gelb arrived at work at ten o’clock in the morning to find Punch waiting. The next day, Gelb arrived fifteen minutes earlier. Punch was there. “That was my first glimpse of his obsession with punctuality,” Gelb wrote years later.

			People liked him. He had the bearing one would expect from a publisher of The New York Times. He attended the Loomis School—an all-boys boarding school in Windsor, Connecticut—and Columbia University. He traveled the wealthy lanes of New York City society, with a Fifth Avenue apartment and a weekend country estate and a seat on the board of trustees of the Metropolitan Museum of Art. He enjoyed cigars, even wondering if the Times restaurant critic, Mimi Sheraton, should note in her reviews whether the establishment allowed a patron to indulge in a post-dinner cigar. “I would not voluntarily go to a place that did not permit cigar-smoking,” he wrote Gelb. Sulzberger would shop for antiques with James L. Greenfield, a Times editor, on their trips to London, where he took a hand in decorating the apartment there that was used by the newspaper’s correspondents. After that, it was off for a few days to a rented country house in the Cotswolds. Sulzberger prized order and organization—his desk was a model of tidiness, and he would blanch when he walked through a newsroom piled with stacks of papers, soiled coffee cups, and overflowing ashtrays. “I know we are a newspaper office, but we do not also have to be a pig pen,” Sulzberger complained at one point, threatening to dispatch teams of maintenance workers into the newsroom. But he made an exception for his new executive editor, “a guy who can’t even keep his shirt tucked in,” as he once put it.

			As the only son of Arthur Hays and Iphigene Ochs Sulzberger, there had been little doubt he would be publisher one day. He had had three sisters, but in that era, in that family, women were not contenders for the job. Punch Sulzberger found himself in charge sooner than anyone had expected, his elevation hastened by the untimely death of his brother-in-law Orvil E. Dryfoos, the husband of Punch’s eldest sister, Marian. Dryfoos had been publisher for just two years when he died at the age of fifty in 1963. At thirty-seven, Punch Sulzberger was the youngest publisher in the history of the newspaper and spent the next decade trying to prove that he was up to the job.

			Rosenthal, by contrast, was an unkempt product of the newsroom: irritable, combative, emotional, scolding, and judgmental. He was difficult to like. Rosenthal’s childhood—in Sault Ste. Marie, Canada, where he was born, and later in the Bronx—was marked by trauma that shaped him as an adult. Before he was thirteen, his father was killed falling off scaffolding while painting a house, and four of his five sisters died while he was a child. Rosenthal was afflicted with osteomyelitis, a debilitating bone-marrow disease, that left him bedridden for months. After one unsuccessful operation, he was encased in a cast that went from his feet to his neck, and he was told he might never walk again. His family appealed for help from the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota, which took him as a charity patient. There were more operations, and he recovered, but it was a searing passage of his life. When he and Gelb would go drinking alone at Sardi’s, Rosenthal would tell this story of his upbringing, and he would begin to cry, and then Gelb would begin to cry. Those who learned of Rosenthal’s early life would find it easier to understand his raw emotions, his flights to anger and tears, the high standards and impatience for any reporter or editor he considered intellectually lagging or of suspect character.

			Punch Sulzberger was born into New York society, but Rosenthal—who went to DeWitt Clinton High School in the Bronx and then City College—would have to push his way in with his Central Park West penthouse, his table at the Four Seasons, and his dinner parties with the likes of Beverly Sills, Barbara Walters, Henry Kissinger, and Donald Trump. Rosenthal had lunch with Trump, at the time a New York developer, at the 21 Club, and supper at Café des Artistes. Trump was a guest at a dinner party Rosenthal and his wife, Ann, hosted at their apartment. Trump apologized after Rosenthal complained he had been treated rudely when he visited Trump Tower on Fifth Avenue. When Rosenthal sent Trump condolences upon the death of his father, the developer responded with a warm note of thanks, scratching out the word “sincerely” to write in “Love” before signing it “Donald.”

			Rosenthal was four years older than Sulzberger, and their relationship was weighted with all the complexities inherent in that imbalance between age and authority. Even beyond their age difference, Punch Sulzberger wrestled with the complications that face every Times publisher: managing an executive editor who considers themselves intellectually superior to the publisher. This could be a matter of frustration to Sulzberger. When a New York communications executive asked Sulzberger if the Times could cover the announcement of the creation of the Weather Channel, he pleaded with Rosenthal, “Abe, PLEASE, PLEASE staff this news conference. I believe it is newsworthy and I want this done.”[*1]

			But they were of the same generation, men of a vanishing era in New York. They shared an unease with forces that were transforming society and advancing, if slowly, into their white, male, and straight newsroom: feminism, affirmative action, and gay rights. It was reflected in their bawdy jokes about women, their often-grudging response to lawsuits that documented discrimination against women, Blacks, and Latinos, and their recoiling at homosexuality. Sulzberger worried when Rosenthal told him he wanted to create sections devoted to lifestyle. “I’m left very cold, indeed, by the thought of a section of sociological problem-raising—the article we ran on lesbian mothers coping with raising children inevitably comes to my mind,” he wrote, referring to objections his mother, Iphigene, had registered about a story, which had sent her son running down to the newsroom in despair. Rosenthal reassured him he had nothing to worry about. “It definitely would not be a section devoted to Lesbian mothers,” he said.

			In their personal lives, both men engaged in marital indiscretions at a time when such behavior did not draw public attention. When he served as the assistant to the publisher in 1956, Sulzberger had a brief affair with a widowed Times reporter, Lillian Bellison Alexanderson, who became pregnant and accused him of being the father. He denied it but settled a paternity suit and agreed to pay child support and medical costs. The night shift editors learned to work around Rosenthal’s affairs when he would leave the office for someplace other than his home. It would fall to Seymour Topping, one of his senior deputies, to track him down when they wanted to take a story off the front page or move a foreign correspondent to be on the ground in the morning to write about an overnight disaster or coup. Rosenthal would leave a telephone number, and on some evenings, someone would answer. At other times, the telephone rang and rang. “I would do everything I could to get in touch with Abe so I could consult with him and talk with him,” Topping said years later. “I valued his judgment; if I thought that there was something he was really desperately interested in being involved with, I’d just break my ass trying to find him.” In the end, as the presses prepared to roll, he would make the decision on his own.

			

			* * *

			Rosenthal understood what was elemental to being a successful executive editor: earning the trust and loyalty of the publisher. He would alert Sulzberger to a sensitive story before it was published. He took care to keep him apprised of major staff shifts. He made sure to accommodate any request from the Sulzberger family, such as publishing the wedding announcement for a friend, or an article chronicling the tenth anniversary of Mortimer’s, the Upper East Side restaurant frequented by people who ran in Punch Sulzberger’s circles. “As it is such a well-known place, it might be worth noting in the paper,” Sulzberger wrote. (Noted it was—in two separate stories over the next two weeks.) Sulzberger passed on a handwritten “Dearest Punch” note from his mother, suggesting the book editors consider reviewing A Snowflake in My Hand, an account of an oncology clinic for cats. “Don’t quote me,” Iphigene wrote her son, “but they do review a lot of unreadable books, to my mind, but of course I am no expert.” Sulzberger asked if Rosenthal might accommodate his mother. “Very few things are pleasanter than obliging your mother!” he responded, promising a review would appear “as rapidly as possible.”[*2]

			Sulzberger could be a meddler. He would send notes to his editors on matters picayune and substantial. Why, he wondered, has the Times begun spelling the word “employee” with two e’s rather than one? Was this a new style? (Yes, it was.) He could be displeased with a bad headline, a poorly chosen photograph, or even a single word in a story, which he would circle and send to Rosenthal with a sharp note. Editors would arrive to complaints from Sulzberger that often seemed trivial, like comments on a recipe: “I like to cook, but I have absolutely no idea what the expression ‘stir down’ means.” He would protest an article that he considered politically biased, prurient, or hostile to business, complaining in one instance about a critical story on tax-free benefits for executives. “We have country club memberships for Bill Davis, executive dining rooms in which you eat, company automobiles for Jack Harrison and others, executive washrooms galore. What I object to is the feeling that permeates this article that there is something evil about these things.”

			Little escaped his view. He complained when a tiny hand-drawn sketch appeared, notwithstanding the Times’s history of not publishing comics, in the Inside box on the front page. “Now that we have put the comics on page one, can we put it in the Guinness Book of Records and leave it there?” he asked sarcastically. Rosenthal handled these diplomatically: “I have paid you the highest possible compliment: I simply re-dictated your comments and put out a memo on them under my signature.”

			But the rules of engagement by a publisher are murky, and Sulzberger could push too far. Senator Daniel Patrick Moynihan, the New York Democrat, complained to Sulzberger about an article that quoted Senator Jacob Javits, his Republican counterpart, but failed to quote Moynihan. Sulzberger held Moynihan in high regard. He had overruled John B. Oakes, his editorial page editor, and endorsed Moynihan over Bella Abzug, a member of Congress, for the Democratic nomination for Senate in 1976.

			“Do we have any kind of a problem here?” Sulzberger asked. Rosenthal was not sympathetic. “We can’t really decide on every single quote that Moynihan wants to get into the paper as to whether he was right or wrong.”

			At another point, Sulzberger was upset about a critical article in The New York Times Magazine about a friend, Armand Hammer, the billionaire industrialist and chairman of Occidental Petroleum Corporation, who pled guilty to making illegal cash contributions to Richard Nixon’s reelection campaign in 1972. Hammer wrote a 7,500-word letter of rebuttal, and Sydney Gruson, Sulzberger’s lieutenant, told Rosenthal that Sulzberger wanted the newspaper to publish it in its entirety. Rosenthal refused, calling Hammer’s letter “a mishmosh of weak denials, misinformation and self-justification,” and telling Gruson that publishing it “would destroy the magazine and the ethic of the paper.”

			“This is not the first time this kind of thing has happened,” Rosenthal wrote in his journal. “I like Punch enormously and think on the whole he’s been an excellent publisher. But time after time, under pressure from peers, he is ready to crumble.” Rosenthal’s private criticism of Sulzberger contrasted with his warm public praise, and it is fair to wonder if he memorialized this episode with an eye to future histories. In the end, the Hammer letter was printed but cut to 1,200 words.

			Sulzberger, in turn, was aware of Rosenthal’s managerial style—“He’s got a bunch of bullshit inside him” was how the publisher once put it—and the tense newsroom it fostered. “Sure, he probably has moods, he has personal problems, as we all do, that affect his life, that I assume get reflected in his office,” he said at one point. “But they all sit downstairs, you know, with their antennas up, waiting to see whether he’s coming in smiling or whether he’s coming in frowning. Thank God I don’t have to watch that.” Still, Sulzberger was concerned enough to talk to Rosenthal about his temperament. You don’t delegate enough, Sulzberger told him. You run a very personal paper.

			Gruson would say Sulzberger was unaware of how much bitterness the executive editor had engendered with his “autocratic, dictatorial methods.” But, Gruson added, “Punch liked the results.” Rosenthal was what he was, Sulzberger would say, and he was not going to change—and really, Sulzberger did not want him to change. “It’s got enormous benefits to it in terms of the kind of a newspaper you produce, and it’s got enormous deficits associated with it in terms of staff development,” Sulzberger said. “And if you don’t want that kind of executive editor then you get rid of Abe Rosenthal.”

			

			* * *

			“There is one item that I want to give the lie to directly and flatly,” the publisher said in a note to his top editors and managers. “It is the suggestion that my family may sell the Times.”

			This was the summer of 1976. A cover story in Businessweek had declared that the “financial health of the Times has seriously deteriorated,” as the Times struggled to keep afloat during the downturn. Weekday circulation had dropped from around 940,000 in 1969, when Rosenthal took over, to 796,000 in 1976, according to figures compiled by what was known at the time as the Audit Bureau of Circulations; advertising had plummeted from seventy-seven million lines in 1970 to sixty-nine million in 1975. “Unless drastic changes are made, it seems certain that our best newspaper will slip into the red within a few years,” New York magazine declared. Sulzberger was confident that the company’s long-term strategy of buying regional newspapers, magazines, and television stations gave it the economic cushion to survive any cyclical drop in revenues. But the anxiety ran deep. The expensive labor contracts and mechanical inefficiencies that the Times could overlook during flusher times were becoming harder to justify. The cost of newsprint was on the rise. “For the first time, I began to worry if the paper might go the way of the Herald Tribune,” Arthur Gelb said years later, recounting the day he walked into a meeting in the fourteenth-floor boardroom to see a row of charts depicting circulation numbers and advertising revenue with steeply sloping arrows. Gelb—a towering bundle of energy and excess—turned to a colleague: “Let’s open the window and jump right now.”

			The difficulties reflected the downturn in New York City, and the exodus of readers to the suburbs and suburban newspapers like Newsday on Long Island and the Gannett newspapers in Westchester. But it was hard not to read the dropping circulation as a verdict on the Times itself. “The conclusion is inescapable that we have difficulty selling the daily paper because there is something lacking in the product,” Walter E. Mattson, the general manager, wrote in a memorandum for his files. “This is tough for many of us to swallow because we feel—and rightfully so—that we have the finest newspaper in the world—and most people agree with us.” Even Rosenthal came to acknowledge that “people liked it more than they read it.” And he had noticed the success of New York magazine under Clay Felker, its co-founder, with features and service journalism—lists of the best places to buy roses on Valentine’s Day—presented in a visually appealing and intellectually stimulating way. Clay Felker is on to something here, Rosenthal told his editors.

			This was the backdrop when Sulzberger ordered newsroom executives to join business executives in devising a plan to win back readers and advertisers. It was an extraordinary request for collaboration between two departments that had always kept their distance. Rosenthal had a history of resisting anything he saw as an encroachment on the news-gathering operation—from outside or inside
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