
Farewell to Editor Ben Bradlee 
E

D
IT

O
R

, From
 D

l 

respondence. A
nd B

radlee's w
ife and 

form
er P

ost reporter, Sally Q
uinn, 

said she'd w
aited 18 years to repeat 

th
e d

eflatin
g w

ord
s h

e m
u

ttered
 

over the cake at her farew
ell party: 

"Forgotten, but not gone." 
T

om
 W

ilkinson, assistant to the 

m
anaging editor, told a story about 

sending a young reporter by B
rad-

lee's office for a job interview
. W

il-
kinson had stressed the m

an's fine 
qualifications, his education, his re-
su

m
e an

d
 h

is p
olite d

em
ean

or. 
"E

chhhhhh," w
as the first response 

ou
t of B

rad
lee after th

e m
eetin

g. 
"N

othin' clanks' w
hen he w

alks." 

"A
fter that," said W

ilkinson, "I 
knew

 a little bit m
ore about w

hat 
B

en w
as looking for." 

E
ditorial Page E

ditor M
eg G

reen-
field said, "B

en m
ade T

he Post dan-
gerous. . . . T

hink of all those pic-
tures you've seen over the years of 

B
radlee getting out of a car in front 

of th
e courthouse . . . M

illions of  

them
. I don't think anyone, outside 

of [m
ob

ster) F
ran

k
 C

ostello, h
as 

been there so often." 
She held up a picture of B

radlee 
on the w

ay to court in the ultim
ately 

successful fight to resum
e publishing 

th
e P

en
tagon

 P
ap

ers. "
S

ee, h
e's 

even covering his face a la C
ostello." 

S
tyle E

d
itor M

ary H
ad

ar ran
 

dow
n a list of gaffes her section had 

put into print. B
radlee's "favorite 

W
hite H

ouse guest list," she m
ain-

tained, "included the nam
es of tw

o 
dead people." H

is favorite Style sto-
ry, about the N

ational Spelling B
ee, 

"m
isspelled the nam

e of the w
inner." 

A
nd his favorite Style headline (from

 
a food story): "Y

ou C
an P

ut P
ickles 

U
p Y

ourself." 
P

ublisher D
on G

raham
 cheered 

B
radlee's "verve and guts and zest 

for the big story, and the little story 
. . . and the determ

ination to get the 
best reporters and editors and pho-
tographers to join him

." 
A

t 5 p.m
.—

one hour into the re-
m

arks—
B

radlee shouted in exasper- 

ation: "W
hen are w

e going to put the 
paper out, guys?" 

T
h

ree telegram
s from

 foreign
 

corresp
on

d
en

ts w
ere read

. O
n

e 
from

 N
ora B

oustany in B
eirut: 

"W
henever I found m

yself alone in 
the streets of B

eirut, I w
ould A

st 
shrug off the shelling, the gunntin, 
and the dark corners. T

elling m
yself 

there is a distinguished em
inence up 

there, w
ho really understands the 

true m
eaning of courage in journal-

ism
, I alw

ays m
ade it to m

y destina-
tion safely and w

ith the story. 

"I find m
yself in B

eirut aggin," 
con

tin
u

ed
 B

ou
stan

y's telegram
. 

"T
he streets are a little calm

er now
, 

but for m
e you w

ill alw
ays be the 

grand, brave m
an of the new

s w
ho 

w
atched over m

e, and alw
ays m

ade 
m

e w
ant to give just a little bit m

ore. 
T

hank you for giving us all som
e-

thing special to believe in. Y
our fan 

forever, N
ora." 

T
hen it w

as B
radlee's turn. "I w

as 
doing okay until N

ora's telegram
," 

he said. H
is rem

arks w
ere brief and  p

raise-d
eflectin

g. "
I am

 over-
w

helm
ed by you," he said to the hun-

dreds assem
bled, "just as I have 

been since the day w
e m

et." 

H
e turned to his successor, L

eon-
ard D

ow
nie, and told a story about 

facing a m
eeting of the A

m
erican 

Society of N
ew

spaper E
ditors during 

perhaps the m
ost difficult period of 

h
is reign

—
after rep

orter Jan
et 

C
ooke w

as aw
arded a Pulitzer Prize 

for a series of stories w
hich film

ed 

out to be fraudulent. 
"T

here w
asn't one picture of m

e 

that day," B
radlee said, "w

hen the 
arm

 of D
on

ald
 G

rah
am

 w
asn

't 
w

rapped around m
y shoulders. T

his 
is w

hat I bequeath you, L
en: T

he 
loyalty of the publisher." 

T
h

e ch
eers fin

ally d
ied

 d
ow

n
. 

C
ake w

aited to be eaten. B
radlee 

turned to a nearby reporter. 

"Y
ou're a girl," he said. "C

ut it." 

E
arlier, a crow

d squeezed into the 
new

s conference room
—

lined the 
w

alls, sat on the floor—
for B

radlee's 
last "budget m

eeting," w
hen editors 

d
iscu

ss th
e con

ten
ts of th

e n
ext 

d
ay's p

ap
er. E

n
terin

g th
e room

, 
B

radlee threw
 a kiss—

a very large 



smack sound which he's perfected, 
no doubt, over the years. 

Editors tried, once again, to get 
his attention . . . but this time with 
phony news stories mixed in with 
the real ones—and read deadpan. 
National editor Fred Barbash 
claimed that Fred Rogers—Mister 
Rogers—had been "arrested in his 
neighborhood." He offered another 
fake, about a "team effort" science 
story which involved both the Big 
Bang theory and the ozone layer—
two subjects which have been boring 
Bradlee for years. 

In reading the day's foreign news, 
editor David Ignatius discussed a 
London story: "And a sad sign of the 
times, Turnbull & Asser [where 
Bradlee gets his shirts), has been ac-
quired by Mattress Discounters." 

Style editor Hadar read a bogus 
bulletin from the art world, sure to 
pique Bradlee's prudish side: "Na-
tional Gallery director J. Carter 
Brown has announced an upcoming 
exhibition, which he has curated 
himself . . . The Phalluses of Phoeni-
cia." 

Downie officiated, making outra-
geous Bradlee-esque comments  

throughout. During a discussion of a 
horrible disaster, he quipped a favor-
ite putdown: "Who are these people 
anyway? Debutantes? Heiresses?" 

Electronic noise-makers were also 
activated during the meeting. There 
were bomb sounds. There were bul-
let sounds (a flurry of them after the 
mention of Imelda Marcos). And, 
there were hand-held electronic giz-
mos that shouted expletives—none 
of them outside the Bradlee lexicon. 

When it was over, distinguished 
editors from all sections—imitating 
Bradlee's trademark end-of-meeting 
gesture—wadded up their budgets 
into tight balls and pitched them at 
him. 

At day's end, Bradlee prepared to 
leave with Quinn. The legendary edi-
tor walked through the news-
room—which he designed, and 
staffed, and where he has worked for 
two decades. A standing ovation 
sprang up. Waves of applause fol- 

• lowed him on his journey to the ele-
vators. He raised his fist in the air. 
He smiled. He said "thanks." 

And walking past the reporter 
covering hisissewell for the Style 
section: "I'm Offering cash for you 
not to write that story." 


