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Prologue

GAIL GREGG WALKED confidently up the gangway to join the small gathering on Barry Diller's yacht on a warm August night in 2007. Yet when she saw Rupert Murdoch, nemesis of her husband, New York Times publisher Arthur Sulzberger Jr., she forgot the promise of the evening and almost threw herself into the Hudson River. 

The tabloids would note the party briefly, but this event wasn't designed for mentions in columns with boldface names. No press passes had gone out to humble journalists. The powerful would mingle privately, exchanging pleasantries and tidbits, setting up potentially useful future exchanges. Relationships would evolve quietly under the setting sun. Yet beneath the clinking of cocktail glasses something else was taking place, namely, the latest phase of a competition involving the future of two of America's most important publications and a battle for supremacy over who would control what the nation read, thought, and believed.





The guests aboard Diller's beautiful 118-foot cruiser knew that reality was the creation of the highest bidder. Their media empires didn't merely report the news; they chose and shaped it. Yet tonight's stated purpose was not strictly business: at the top of the agenda was the viewing of Diller's new IAC/InterActiveCorp headquarters from the water, with a tour to follow. Diller, a comfortable host and a bit of a 
showman, had arranged things a week or so earlier. The evening light would perfectly showcase the rather controversial building, designed by architect Frank Gehry to evoke eight wind-whipped sails ready to glide out onto the river. But the strange and graceful edifice was no one's notion of the big news story on that particular evening. 

In the wee hours of that morning, Rupert Murdoch had secured a $5 billion deal to buy Dow Jones & Company and the Wall Street Journal from the Bancrofts, one of the country's last remaining newspaper families, who had owned the company for 105 years through thirty-three Pulitzers. The only other time Dow Jones had been purchased was for $130,000 in 1902 by Clarence Barron, whom some called the originator of financial writing but whom the Bancrofts referred to as "Grandpa." The founder of the Boston News Bureau, he had purchased the company with a $2,500 down payment loan from his wife, Jessie Waldron, whose cooking the five-foot-five, 330-pound patriarch had enjoyed as a longtime guest at Ms. Waldron's boarding house.

The purchase had ensured that the later generations of the Bancroft family were bonded together, however reluctantly or tentatively. Without it, the Boston-based clan would feel like "just another rich family," a status the elders in the clan were reluctant to embrace. As the generations progressed, their relationships grew ever more tenuous. Murdoch's money would allow them to be rid of one another. It would allow him something else entirely: the $5 billion purchase of the "daily diary of the American dream" was the likely culmination of his controversial career, which had helped shape the century. The paper would become the flagship of his News Corporation.





The seventy-six-year-old Murdoch, his auburn-dyed hair receded halfway back his head, his brow permanently creased as his smile emerged from the crevasses that lined his face, looked relaxed and vibrant in the stifling summer heat. He accepted congratulations in his softly accented Australian mumble. For almost two decades he had coveted just these plaudits. But the question of whether the purchase was actually a triumph would be avidly debated in the Hamptons and elsewhere as the summer came to its close. Some called his timing all but laughable, given the print medium's sorry state. Most noted that the man who had always indulged his penchant for what he called "populist" papers had now steered himself into an impossible challenge—engineering the subtle metamorphosis of a beloved, sophisticated publication with a dwindling audience in the midst of the scariest media moment in recent memory. 

Murdoch, worth $9 billion and ranked thirty-third on the Forbes list of the four hundred richest Americans that year, remained an awesome competitor. His challenges were just beginning. After capturing the Journal with a motley team of advisers and his shareholders' cash, he faced an inevitable battle with its staid newsroom along with emerging calamities that would transform what had seemed a trifle in his mammoth empire into a drain on his business—and his reputation.





Gail Gregg held a unique position as the first lady of Murdoch's biggest competitor, the Sulzberger clan who controlled the New York Times. She and her husband had fallen in love when they were both young aspiring journalists, in the days when, thanks to Woodward and Bernstein, journalism was steeped in romanticism. After Nixon's fall, reporting was glamorous; the country had loved the Fourth Estate. The adoration was short-lived.

It was no longer easy to enjoy being a member of America's most powerful publishing dynasty, reigning as Manhattan's all-but-official royal family. Online competitors mocked the self-importance of the once unassailable Times from cyberspace as the accountants forecast the demise of the entire newspaper industry.

Many of the other guests at the dinner party were also under siege and uncertain. Technology was upending the old monopolistic industry models, which had made newspapers one of America's great businesses. Media companies were collapsing as the nation fell out of love with publications upon which they once depended. Readers' patience was wearing thin. They had continued to subscribe to papers they perceived as lifeless, drained by their corporate owners of local muckraking, voice, excitement, individuality. Scores of papers across the country were closed or clinging to diminished existence, though the news—wars, terrorism, economic disaster—was more epochal than ever.


Even the proud Sulzbergers seemed insecure. Gail's entrance to the festivities didn't cause the guests to look up as quickly as it once would have. Yet, despite her earlier temptation to brave the waters of the Hudson, she was too tactful to make any sort of scene. Instead, as she spied Murdoch, she slipped off her shoes so she wouldn't scuff the gleaming white deck of the yacht, pulled her lips into a smile, and made her way on board. 





The year had been terrible for the Times with an ever diminishing paying readership and plummeting ad revenues. (The company would end up mortgaging its new headquarters, taking a usurious loan from Carlos Slim Helú, a Mexican billionaire.) Still, the Sulzbergers saw themselves as survivors. Among old-fashioned American journalism's most serious advocates, they were nearly unapproachable, closely engaged in the business, influential with editorials and endorsements, and involved in a modernization of the paper. But would they, too, be unseated? Would Murdoch or another usurper set his sights on their old Grey Lady? Would his ownership of their rival, the only other truly nationally influential paper, damage the Times by forcing it to become more commercial, or further weaken its already addled business?

For three anxiety-ridden months, Gail and Arthur had watched Murdoch struggle to snatch up the Journal. Throughout the pummelings of his earlier takeover battles, the press baron always seemed buoyed by his jousts with the "old guard" who disdained his screaming headlines and pulpy stories. But Murdoch's outsider status was yesterday's cliché. He had been a media titan around the globe for nearly half a century. Some may have seen his latest move as a brash upstart's most recent triumph over tradition—a view Murdoch encouraged—but it was much more complicated. Many of the Bancrofts, in fact, had come to see him as not a spoiler or a corrupter, but a savior.

The Sulzbergers begged to differ. Gail still called Murdoch "dreadful." It didn't matter that his instincts might just keep their medium alive. Those same instincts, they feared, would debase the country's dialogue. They knew that perhaps one (maybe two) strong survivors would become America's national newspaper or newspapers. Murdoch believed that the race would be between his own new flagship publication and the  Times.





The medium still fascinated Murdoch, who had come from a newspaper family and inherited his first, the Adelaide News, as a twenty-one-year-old fresh from Oxford. Within a few years he was acquiring (the Sydney Daily and Sunday Mirror) and in 1964 launched Australia's first national paper, the Australian. Forty-three years later, he controlled the 20th Century Fox movie studio, the Fox television and "fair and balanced" Fox News empire, the BSkyB and Sky Italia satellite businesses, and now the Journal.

Murdoch had inherited his taste for politics from his father, Keith, who, after having lost out to a rival reporter for the assignment to cover Australian troops in World War I, wrote a passionate letter critiquing the Gallipoli campaign. Frustrated with the censorship that didn't allow the press to report on the actual events at Gallipoli, he delivered the letter directly to the Australian prime minister. Though riddled with errors, the lacerating memo helped bring about the dismissal of the commander in chief of the campaign and, some say, the end of the campaign itself. Historians credit his letter with a greater impact on the events at Gallipoli than any articles published in the press.

Murdoch, like his father, didn't hide behind rules of journalistic objectivity; he wasn't too bothered by the occasional mistake. Murdoch was unafraid to use his media outlets, particularly his tabloid papers, as instruments of influence. In fact, he measured the success of his papers by their influence. In Britain, he achieved his greatest impact with the Sun. With nearly eight million readers, the Sun, in addition to its topless Page Three girls, carried more weight in its home country than almost any other paper in the world. It had steered the 1997 British parliamentary election to Tony Blair after Murdoch, alienated from Prime Minister John Major, led the Thatcherite British tabloid in an energetic campaign for the Labour candidate, who then won the election for prime minister in a landslide. The move shocked British Conservatives into nearly apoplectic fury. That was fine. Murdoch was no fan of pussyfooting in public, in private, or in print.


The Journal's conservative editorial page made it a natural Times antagonist; Murdoch would apply his predatory tactics to create an even tougher competitor to the more liberal institution. The Journal was the heartland's choice, but TV news programs, other newspapers, and magazines took cues from the Times. That rankled Murdoch, who sensed Sulzberger's politics on that paper's every page. The old posture of objectivity, Murdoch believed, was just a way to con Times readers into imbibing left-leaning perspectives. His Journal, never more feisty, would launch an old-fashioned newspaper war with guerrilla warfare and terrorist techniques. The battle for the future was on. 





Born into privilege, Murdoch was Oxford-educated and pampered, but none of it showed. He revealed little and seemed the natural enemy of the overblown or lavish. He treated six palatial homes—in New York, Los Angeles, London, Long Island, Carmel, and Beijing—as more convenience than excess. The accouterments of wealth weren't what he was about. For Murdoch, the great game was its own reward; there was always the next move. There was a bit of theater to it all, and he went along with it, but he didn't put himself on display as an authoritative TV or social presence. He kept at the battle day by day and told his employees (there were almost sixty thousand) to call themselves pirates.

The Australian's conquest of Manhattan had begun in the 1970s when he snatched up the liberal New York Post and changed its political philosophy. He then moved on to New York magazine, where nearly all the staff walked out rather than face the new owner's reinvention of their magazine. Once, his breach of the Dow Jones fortress would have been unthinkable, but a series of lucky coincidences had given him his opening, and he had seized it.





Nearly eighty years after Clarence Barron's death, his family, to whom he left an estate of $1.575 million in 1928 ($19.4 million in 2009 dollars), had little in common with "Grandpa." None worked at his company or shared his passion for the business. (His last words were "What's the news? Are there any messages?") They lived off family trusts set up in the 1930s by Barron's adopted daughter Jane after she was widowed. Most of the money was tied up in the family business. Jane's three children, Jessie Cox, Jane Cook, and Hugh Bancroft Jr., who had lived comfortably off the fortune, entertained in their Boston Back Bay mansions and tended their horses. (Hugh, Jessie, and Jane died in 1953, 1982, and 2002, respectively.) 

Their sparring heirs formed the three branches of the family—each with a roughly equal share of the family fortune—who had faced down Murdoch. His $5 billion, $60-a-share offer boosted the value of the original Bancroft fortune by over half a billion dollars, enough to allow the thirty-five adult members of the family to envision a few more years in the lifestyle to which they had become accustomed. But the family had been deeply divided by the offer and was even further torn apart now that the decision had been made.

Rupert Murdoch was a suitor more similar to their founder, Barron, than any of the Bancrofts would have liked to admit. (The year of his death, Clarence Barron broke with Dow Jones's late founder Charles Dow's decree that the Journal never endorse a political candidate and called for a vote for Herbert Hoover.) Like Murdoch, Grandpa Barron had multiple residences and an elaborate entourage. He traveled with sixty pieces of luggage, a secretary, a chauffeur, and a male nurse who buttoned his pants and tied his shoes for him since his girth prevented such exertions.

As his company passed through the generations, Barron's descendants turned their lack of interest into a virtue, protecting their precious heirloom with a policy of noninterference. "Leave it to the professionals" became the mantra. Such benign neglect worked as long as the family had a clear leader, and for much of the newspaper industry's halcyon years that leader was Barron's granddaughter Jessie Bancroft Cox—irreverent, boisterous, and horsey in the Boston way. As her family gathered in April 1982 at Manhattan's '21' Club to celebrate Dow Jones's hundredth anniversary, the round grandmother entertained with characteristic stories—she once caught future president Franklin Delano Roosevelt trying to cheat her in a game of mahjong. She had lived her life in Boston and spent the summers a short drive away at the family's lavish twenty-eight-room summer home, "The Oaks," on Cohasset Harbor, complete with tennis courts, a boat dock, and equestrian-inspired china that acknowledged Jessie's passion for horses. The house, originally designed by Barron as a wooden Victorian, had been torn down after his death by his son-in-law Hugh Bancroft, who rebuilt it in brick as a wedding present for his daughter Jessie. She had entertained President Eisenhower there and hosted elegant equestrian events, helping create what the local historian in Cohasset called "an illustrious chapter" in the town's history. At the time of the dinner at the '21' Club, Dow Jones was at the height of its success and power. Jessie's son, William Cox Jr., called the  Journal "the best damn paper in the country."

But that evening, Jessie was in a foul mood. As a Bostonian and a sports fan, she had developed a strong affection for the hometown baseball team. The Red Sox had lost six out of the last ten games and she was upset about the losing streak. When another dinner guest mentioned the losses, she responded angrily.

"What the fuck's the matter with my Red Sox?" she cried, promptly knocking against the adjacent table before falling to the floor. She was rushed past her stunned relatives and died shortly afterward. With her died any remaining cohesion in the Bancroft family, and the "professionals" slowly adopted an ever more powerful role, dictating many of the family's financial decisions. That was until thirty-two-year-old Elisabeth Goth, the great-great-granddaughter of Clarence Barron, descended from the Hugh Bancroft branch of the family, decided to join forces with her third cousin Billy Cox III, Jessie's grandson, to challenge "the professionals."

Despite their occasional eruptions, the Bancrofts had become one of the lesser-known dynasties, lacking the blood rivalries of the Kentucky Binghams, the visibility and influence of the DC Grahams, and the social cachet of the California Chandlers. At the start, after the early sizing up, Murdoch may have wished for better sport, but he would learn that where money and New Englanders are concerned, the process of seduction takes more than a few clambakes.

The Bancrofts believed in the Journal name. Unambitious, a bit panache-deprived, they remained dedicated to their paper, from a distance. They never bowed, as others had, to the conglomerates, which would have stripped the publication of its identity and then puzzled over its failure. Unlike Murdoch, however, the family allowed their paper to espouse political views with which they disagreed wholeheartedly. The Bancrofts had, despite their largely liberal leanings, defended the  Journal's deeply conservative editorial board, whose philosophy, "free markets, free people," and its flame-throwing editorials made it the vanguard of the conservative movement. That summer, however, Murdoch had presented a $600 million decision: turn down his offer, and they could watch the shares continue to founder at around $35, where they had been trading before he came on the scene. (There was the strong possibility that the shares would plummet, too, leaving the family stuck with their dwindling prize.) Or, they could accept Murdoch's offer, which boosted the value of their Dow Jones stake by more than half a billion dollars, and leave Dow Jones, once and for all, "to the professionals."





The Hudson glimmered in the sun as Diller's party of fourteen guests surveyed his new $100 million building, which would mystify passersby and was home to IAC's holdings such as the Home Shopping Network, Ticketmaster, and LendingTree. Diller's decision to include Murdoch—his old boss, friend, and occasional tormenter—had been spur-of-the-moment. He had called Rupert that morning to congratulate him and found himself issuing an invitation. The two had a history.

Diller had been instrumental in the creation of Murdoch's wildly successful Fox television network, which had taken on what seemed at the time the ironclad dominance of the big three networks. After nearly a decade of devotion to all things Murdoch, Diller left unexpectedly after Murdoch refused to give him partnership in the business he had helped build. Even then, Murdoch had an instinct for self-preservation through family control, though his own clan had weathered its difficulties, beginning in a predictable fashion when Murdoch became attracted to a younger woman.

As he was falling in love in the 1990s with the opportunity that was China, he was simultaneously diverted by a young Chinese employee at Star TV. Wendi Deng, the daughter of a factory manager, was almost forty years Murdoch's junior. Unlike his second wife, Anna, Wendi didn't urge him to work less or spend more time at home. 
Romance blossomed—one that to this day Murdoch denies having begun until separating from Anna. Even his children—he had three with Anna and one with his first wife, Patricia Booker—doubted his version of events. "Absolutely it was going on. I know from his friends," one confessed. "He'll deny it to his dying day." 

On the night of the Diller fete, Wendi was traveling, unable to join the festivities. Anna Murdoch had held a spot on the News Corp. board, occupied an office in the headquarters, and had her own assistant. But in her position at the company she rarely ventured far afield from organizing social events for executives and their wives and protecting her children's future stake in the empire. Unlike Anna, Wendi launched herself, however peripherally, into News Corp.'s business, consulting on the company's MySpace online social network site in China. She was also planning to start up a production company with film star Ziyi Zhang. (Wendi had introduced her countrywoman, on Murdoch's own yacht, to Vivi Nevo, the Israeli venture capitalist and single largest shareholder in the Time Warner company. The two became a couple.)

Lately, despite the efforts of his young wife, who was pushing Murdoch into the twenty-first century and into trendy black shirts, his age had begun to show. His eyes sagged. He meandered even more than usual in conversation and appeared, on occasion, more grandfather than rapacious mogul. Some of his executives saw his soft spot for the Wall Street Journal as evidence of his decline.

When Diller reached Murdoch on the phone that morning, he had congratulated him and quipped, "I know you have nothing else going on, but I'm having some people on the boat tonight and wanted to see if you'd join me." Many empire builders would have had their own victory party planned, but Diller knew that Murdoch was neither a social animal nor a seeker of publicity. Murdoch had uncorked a bottle of Shiraz the previous afternoon with a few of his executives, but he had no wide group of friends to tap that night.

"Well," Murdoch replied, "I'd love to come."

Diller never liked his waters too calm. Releasing Sulzberger and Murdoch in the same room on this particular night added an interesting undercurrent. It was a worthy dramatic effort for Diller, a former Paramount chieftain whose social life seemed about as recreational as open-heart surgery. The other guests would enjoy sizing up the competitors. 

In the early-evening sun, Murdoch had slipped on board quietly and made his way with his uneven gait to New York City mayor Michael Bloomberg, the succinct former businessman whom he greeted with what appeared to be genuine warmth. Practical and pragmatic, Murdoch preferred politicians to Hollywood types, and Bloomberg's business background and higher ambition made him a friend who would almost certainly be useful. Bloomberg could talk engagingly about Murdoch's true loves: media and politics. The mayor's date and longtime companion, Diana Taylor, the city's regal and unofficial first lady, chatted with Anna Wintour of Vogue, who had admired Taylor's style enough to feature her in a five-page spread in the magazine several years earlier.

Film director Mike Nichols and his wife, Diane Sawyer, talked nearby, pleasant fixtures when Diller held court. Vanity Fair editor Graydon Carter had become a Diller devotee after the mogul helped Carter establish Vanity Fairs legendary post-Oscars fete in Hollywood. On the yacht, Carter chatted with John Huey, editor in chief of Time Inc., and Lally Weymouth, whose family controlled the Washington Post Company. Weymouth's daughter Katharine would soon take over as publisher of the Post. Steve Rattner, a former Times reporter who had become a powerful media financier and confidant of the Sulzbergers, talked with Carter's wife, Anna.

As Murdoch moved on to greet the other guests, Sulzberger and Diller chatted with Bloomberg, whose company had not long ago completed construction on a gleaming monumental headquarters building of its own. All three men had, in fact, braved the difficulties of construction. Sulzberger had just overseen the completion of the new Times headquarters on Eighth Avenue, a creation of architect Renzo Piano that resembled a minimum-security prison. Critics noted that the building reflected that part of the Times's ethos that tried too hard to show its import. Still, that special kind of ambition had produced the paper's thirty-five bureaus around the world and its global perspective. The Times had always been committed to 
giving its readers the world beyond our shores and our Brangelinas. The creation of an American publication comparable to the  Times or the Journal seemed unimaginable now. Some at the party wondered, Could Murdoch have built such an institution, or was it his role to just buy one?

On the boat, Sulzberger pulled Murdoch aside. "I don't really feel that we can have dinner together without my telling you that we have an editorial about your takeover of the Journal in tomorrow morning's paper. And I have read it, and I can assure you I don't feel it's faintly anti-Murdoch." Murdoch thanked Sulzberger for the heads-up. The two continued chatting, sharing their thoughts on the state of their business. Despite their differences and the tussles still to come, they were united in a special way, for there were probably no other two men on the face of the Earth more committed to the future of newspapers. Murdoch, straightforward as always, talked about what he hoped to do with the Journal and did not conceal his irritation at the Times's coverage of the Dow Jones deal. Despite the tension, their conversation was friendly, almost playful.

As the boat neared the Statue of Liberty, the guests gathered around a large rectangular table for dinner, exchanged pleasantries, and avoided the potentially awkward topic of Murdoch's latest purchase. They returned to Diller's building for a quick tour, dutifully praising the plump, cavernous structure. As the evening came to its close, the Sulzbergers walked out onto the street. All the other guests, the moguls, editors, and moviemakers, had cars and drivers waiting in expertly chosen locations to whisk them off to their splendid sheets. The Sulzbergers found themselves contemplating the near impossibility of finding a cab on the piers on the far West Side of Manhattan at that hour. Taking pity, a fellow partygoer offered them a ride in his car, which they accepted. As they clambered into the car, Arthur laughed like a kid, very much unlike the media titan he was. "Wow," he said. The star-studded evening had left its impression.





The next morning, Murdoch was in his office working on his next potential acquisition, swapping his once coveted but now stagnating social networking site MySpace for a stake in Yahoo!, and fuming. Under a spare headline—"Notes About Competition"—there was the editorial Sulzberger had warned him about. Far from an innocuous mention, the  Times had, Murdoch felt, fired a shot across town to let him know the newspaper was watching him. "If we were in any other business, a risky takeover of a powerful competitor might lead to celebration," the editorial began. "Not in our business. Good journalism, which is an essential part of American democracy, thrives on competition."

The piece did some predictable tut-tutting about the cutbacks in national and foreign coverage at the Times's impoverished competition, "such formerly formidable competitors as The Los Angeles Times," before praising the pre-Murdoch version of the Journal. Then, as Murdoch read on, the tone of the piece changed and he became the center of its attack: "The Times and the Journal have reported extensively about Mr. Murdoch's meddling in his media properties: How he reneged on his promise of editorial independence for the Times of London and how, to curry favor with China's leaders, his satellite broadcaster, Star TV, stopped carrying news from the BBC." The editorial concluded by suggesting, "The best way for Mr. Murdoch to protect his $5 billion investment is to protect the Journal's editorial quality and integrity." Doing so would "be good news for all Americans."

Murdoch, who prided himself on being direct, stewed at Sulzberger's false assurances the night before. Here it was again, a piece attacking him in all the most predictable ways, dredging up examples he had long tired of answering for. "If that editorial wasn't anti-Murdoch," he thought, "I'd hate to see his version of what is." Murdoch dashed off a letter, beginning a new game of jousting with his crosstown enemy.

"It was a pleasure seeing you again last night, although I don't agree with your characterization of today's editorial," he wrote. Then he stridently denied the Times's accusations point by point: "I don't know how many times I have to state that I did not take the BBC off Star TV for political reasons, nor have I ever given any sort of political instructions, or even guidance, to one editor of the Times or the Sunday Times." Toward the end of the letter, he penned a sentence that played to Sulzberger's vanity—as a scrupulous owner who never interfered in coverage—but that Murdoch meant as a dig. "On 
a broader basis," he continued, "I promise you that I will treat you as an example in my relationship with editors." It was a fitting ambiguity, similar to Sulzberger's "don't feel it's faintly anti-Murdoch." What type of example would Sulzberger be when Murdoch spoke to his editors? 

Murdoch couldn't resist a final dig. The last line of the letter stood alone in simple type.

"Let the battle begin!"



1. The Fix

DOW JONES SEEMED destined for Rupert Murdoch long before the official dealing had begun. For decades, Murdoch had coveted the Wall Street Journal. His children couldn't remember a time when he wasn't talking about it. His most trusted colleagues called it a "preoccupation" for him (even more than the Financial Times, which he had tried and failed to buy, or the New York Times, which he also eyed). He was open about his admiration, and among Wall Street's bankers, brokering a deal between the Bancroft family and a deep-pocketed media mogul such as Murdoch was a tantalizing opportunity. 

So in the summer of 2002 when James Bainbridge Lee Jr. stood in his dark-wood-paneled office on the executive eighth floor of JPMorgan Chase & Company's midtown Manhattan headquarters, he prepared carefully for his upcoming call. He was contemplating how to break into one of the most difficult-to-crack media families in the country, the Bancrofts of Dow Jones & Company and the Journal.

As Jimmy checked the market movements and news on the five computer screens on his desk, his image stared back at him from the framed Forbes cover on his bookshelf. Under the headline "The New Power on Wall Street," the photo displayed a slightly younger version of the Wall Street banker in his cufflinks and suspenders, his graying hair slicked back and curling slightly below the ears. The piece invited readers to "Meet the New Michael Milken." Jimmy, as he was 
known on Wall Street, could have served as the model for "investment banker" if the Museum of Natural History mounted a diorama of the species, but his thoughts that day were not on his appearance. 

Jimmy had made his reputation more than a decade earlier as a young banker making big loans to clients who wanted to make even bigger deals. His Rolodex was the source of his power, and he used it. He was sometimes derided as a glorified matchmaker. Every day, he started a new page on his yellow legal pad, jotting down in his all-caps scrawl a list of names to contact. By evening, after his usual frenetic day of jokes and ingratiating storytelling, the names were crossed off with his thin royal blue marker.

That midsummer day in 2002, he had already scribbled through one page and had moved on to the next when he dialed Richard F. Zannino's number. Zannino had just been named the chief operating officer at Dow Jones & Company, an elevation that put him a single step away from the spot where Jimmy wanted him for the match he had in mind. Dow Jones, while a storied media firm, seemed increasingly small and outpaced alongside entertainment conglomerates such as Viacom Inc., Time Warner Inc., and News Corp. Even pure news outlets such as Bloomberg LP and Reuters PLC now dwarfed the parent of the Wall Street Journal, which had been struggling since the implosion of the Internet bubble in the spring of 2000 had dried up much technology and financial advertising. The Journal was in the process of losing more than $300 million in advertising revenue, and the paper would spend the next three years losing money. The company's stock had peaked near $78 a share in the summer of 2000. Currently it was trading in the low $40s.

That Zannino would pick up the phone at all to chat with a banker like Jimmy represented a change at Dow Jones. Zannino's boss, Dow Jones CEO Peter Kann, would never have thought to befriend someone like Jimmy, much less talk on the phone with him on a summer afternoon. For Kann, even speaking to a rogue banker about company strategy was a step outside the bounds of Bancroft-approved isolationism. Kann, who often spoke slowly, his hand rubbing the top of his balding head, which pitched ever so slightly forward when he addressed a group, had served as the company's CEO since 1991 and was a Wall Street Journal journalist who had risen through the ranks. At another publication, the ascent would seem unusual. But at Dow Jones, the best journalists wound up running the company, and so it had been with Kann. He was awkward in front of crowds; his presence was unassuming until he started to write. Then his prose enchanted, something his performance as an executive had never managed to do. More than any living Bancroft, Peter Kann embodied the understated spirit of Dow Jones. He once wrote in a letter to  Journal readers: "We believe facts are facts and that they are ascertainable through honest, open-minded and diligent reporting. We thus believe that truth is attainable by laying fact upon fact, much like the construction of a cathedral. News, in short, is not merely a matter of views. And truth is not merely in the eye of the beholder." As CEO, he had assembled a management team of polite Ivy League executives. He had also promoted his wife, Karen Elliott House, to publisher of the Journal. Her proud Texan twang announced her as a standout in the otherwise meek crowd. The journalists called him "Uncle Peter," sometimes affectionately, sometimes with derision.

Kann knew Dow Jones only as a Bancroft-owned institution. He had grown close to the elders in the family and often praised their support of Dow Jones and the Journal. He fostered the notion that Dow Jones was a "quasi-public trust"—as was once stated in the company's proxy—and that the family was a worthy defender of one of the finest journalistic institutions in the country. He believed fervently that family ownership at Dow Jones was what gave the institution the independence to pursue its stellar brand of journalism. The best papers in the country—the Washington Post, the New York Times, and the Journal—were all owned by old families with a legacy to protect. During his tenure, he had assiduously established the relationships he needed to keep the company independent.

Kann's tenure as CEO was marred by serious management missteps, capital misallocations, and a foundering stock price, but he waved off critiques of these problems. He had managed something far greater in his mind: the journalistic integrity of the Wall Street Journal. And even though he didn't think they were the brightest bunch, he had the Bancroft family to thank for that.

Zannino didn't blend in at the company, where he'd arrived from the rag trade, the son of an Italian Catholic longshoreman who took 
occasional work at the local bar in Everett, Massachusetts, and an Irish Catholic stay-at-home mom. Married right out of Bentley College, where sometimes it seemed he'd majored in financial aid, he started a family, worked two jobs, and slaved at night for an MBA. At forty-three, he still hadn't shaken Boston's rougher precincts from his voice. Though comfortable at Dow Jones, he had never taken on the company-wide aversion to selling the place. One of his big critiques of the  Journal, which he kept mostly to himself, was that it lacked positive stories about successful CEOs and their companies. He was a businessman. Take it or leave it.

Jimmy and Zannino had worked together before. When Jimmy was an investment banker at Chemical Bank, Zannino was chief financial officer of Saks Fifth Avenue and later Liz Claiborne. They became Connecticut neighbors when Zannino moved to Greenwich (Jimmy lived in nearby Darien), home to hedge fund managers, CEOs, and their bankers. There he coexisted peacefully with all the other executives, and his son, Joey Zannino, played on the same ice hockey team as Jimmy's son, Jamie Lee—the Brunswick Bruins. As parents often do, Zannino and Jimmy chatted at games and bonded over their kids.

Zannino, with thick dark hair and square-jawed good looks, carried himself with sporty, casual ease. He had often talked to Jimmy about how he couldn't do big enough deals. Dow Jones was small and shackled to the Journal, which howled at the tiniest budget cut that diminished its reporting resources or staff. "I can't roll the dice," he told Jimmy. Zannino, with his Pace MBA and blue-collar bite, was greeted with some suspicion by the Ivy Leaguers of Dow Jones. But, despite their frosty attitudes, these naysayers hoped that he would be able to figure out what to do about the company's dire business prospects.

In the year before Jimmy's call to Zannino, the Journal had been tested. The terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001, had decimated the company's headquarters. As the World Trade Center towers fell, the impact shattered the windows of Dow Jones, blowing heavy debris across desks, blanketing the Journal newsroom with white ash. The Journal's long-serving managing editor, Paul Steiger, led reporters and editors across the river to Dow Jones's offices in New Jersey, where a skeleton staff produced a paper that appeared—remarkably—on doorsteps the morning of September 12, complete with a harrowing eyewitness account of the towers' fall. The paper won the Pulitzer Prize for breaking news for its coverage of that day, which was, the Pulitzer committee said, "executed under the most difficult circumstances." It was a defining moment for the paper. As if the decimated offices weren't enough, just months after the attacks talented feature writer Daniel Pearl, South Asia bureau chief, was abducted and brutally murdered while investigating Al Qaeda links to the "shoe bomber," Richard Reid. 

The Journal and Dow Jones felt under siege. In a normally skeptical newsroom, there was suddenly shared purpose with everyone from the Bancrofts to Peter Kann. All rallied to support the institution, and Steiger, already beloved, became something of a saint. The Dow Jones "family," as Kann called it, drew together. The newsroom, always aware of its status as belonging to one of a chosen few elite papers in the country, was newly devoted to its mission and the family who allowed them to pursue their craft without the meddling of a more business-minded corporate parent. But such sentiment couldn't beat back the business pressures plaguing the company. The steep drop in advertising revenue that plagued the Journal following September 11 was dragging down the entire newspaper industry.

Zannino arrived at Dow Jones in February 2001 as chief financial officer. Seventeen months later, he was on the phone with Jimmy Lee, who loved to chide his pal. "You're too small," he would say about Dow Jones. "You can't take a gamble." But it was all just fun: Jimmy knew he was dealing with a guy who understood the world as he did, through stock prices, profits, and fees. Zannino, he knew, wanted to make his company a place where good journalists practiced journalism and good businesspeople took care of the business. Jimmy thought, "Maybe this is the guy who provides the bridge. And I know someone who can cross it." The person he was thinking of? Rupert Murdoch. Of course.

As Jimmy stood in his office on that morning in July 2002, pen poised, waiting for Zannino to pick up the phone, he thought, "I can deliver this." After congratulating Zannino on his new appointment as chief operating officer, which had been announced earlier that month, and making the requisite small talk, Jimmy launched into the purpose of the call.


"So, isn't it time for you guys to do a deal?" Jimmy asked. 

"The Bancroft family holds all the cards," Zannino replied, in what would become a standard refrain.

Jimmy took his pen and wrote down his notes from the conversation.

The words stared back at Jimmy, their bright blue lettering discouraging and predictable: "BANCROFT FAMILY HOLDS AN CARDS."

The Bancrofts controlled 64 percent of Dow Jones through a class of super-voting stock that gave them ten votes per share on any issue that came before shareholders, namely, takeovers. Jimmy knew this; it was stated plainly in the company's public filings. But that protected stance was something Jimmy viewed as his job—his duty—to circumvent. He wanted Zannino's help.

"Well, how do I get to them?" Jimmy asked. "I guess it's like anybody else, you've got to make a compelling pitch with some value to get their attention."

"Sure," Zannino said. "Make a compelling pitch. Value always gets people's attention."

"Should I call Peter?" Jimmy asked.

"If you call Peter—" Zannino paused. "I mean, nobody has put a number to them, so it's easy to say it's not for sale."

It was true. The family's stance remained untested. They had been carefully shielded, it seemed. Later, some in the family would describe what they termed the "unholy alliance" between Peter Kann and Bancroft trustee and Hemenway & Barnes lawyer Roy Hammer.

Hemenway & Barnes, one of the oldest law firms in Boston and a specialist in managing the city's old, private money, relied heavily on the Bancroft account, which was its main source of business. The firm's relationship with the family dated back to World War II, when "Grandpa" Barron's daughter Jane, left alone after her husband's suicide—he was a depressive who some in the family say was driven mad by his father-in-law's abuses—hired the firm to protect the family fortune. Since then, the thirty-lawyer practice—with the motto "A Wealth of Experience"—had grown in power within the family with each successive generation. As family trustees died, Hemenway lawyers typically replaced them. The trusts paid Hemenway 6 percent of any income generated, which meant that the generous dividends from Dow Jones's stock produced a reliable stream of money for the law firm—all for keeping things exactly as they were. 

Hammer had sold some of the family's stock and bought other investments, an effort to diversify their wealth. Now, Dow Jones stock made up less than half of their assets. But the company was still the greatest single asset the family held in common, and the structure of the trusts automatically divided the generations. Jessie's, Jane's, and Hugh Jr.'s children, known as the "upper generation," received automatic disbursements from the trusts, which came mainly in the form of annual dividends from Dow Jones's stock. They decided how much cash their children received. Mostly, however, the kids could get to the fortune only after their parents' death.

For years, Kann and Hammer successfully rebuffed overtures from interested suitors in an effort to protect the Wall Street Journal and their position in the constellation of players who derived both prestige and a sense of self-satisfaction that came from proximity to such a national treasure. Anyone who talked to Kann would hear the same response: that the family was not interested in selling. If he needed confirmation, Kann would call Hammer, an imperious man with an aristocratic air, who repeatedly assured Kann the family hadn't changed its mind. Hammer turned down expressions of interest and informed Kann afterward.

Jimmy scribbled:


MAKE COMPELLING PITCH. VALUE TO GET ATTENTION

CALL PETER—NOBODY HAS PUT A NUMBER TO THEM—EASY

TO SAY IT'S NOT FOR SALE



"You'd need to talk to a board member who gets it," Zannino said. "If you go to Peter, he doesn't even report to the board until after the fact," Zannino added. "Go to Roy with a number."

Jimmy's pen busily noted the instructions:


2. BOARD MEMBER WHO GETS IT

3. GO TO PETER—DOESN'T EVEN REPORT

4. GO TO ROY WITH #.


 

Jimmy had studied Dow Jones for years, but now he had an insider. Zannino had just handed Jimmy a playbook for how to scale the seemingly impenetrable wall that surrounded Dow Jones. 

Jimmy continued to press Zannino about the best way to approach the company. Zannino knew enough of the directors to provide some insight into the dynamics on the board.

Jimmy started a new page on his notepad.

Jimmy had to understand, Zannino explained, the family thinks they are protecting the Journal by keeping Dow Jones independent. Despite the failing stock price, some in the family thought selling a single share in the company was an act of disloyalty. "That's what they believe and that's what Peter believes," he said. They would sell only if they could have some kind of assurance that the company would remain at least partly independent.


FAMILY WANTS ASSURANCE—COMPANY STAYS INDEPENDENT.



"It's like somebody making an offer for your store; you still want to be able to manage it," Zannino offered. "They care about the independence of the Journal."


OFFER FOR YOUR STORE—INDEPENDENCE OF THE JOURNAL



Jimmy understood all that, and it sounded like the typical noises of a family business before it sold. The Bancrofts, he perceived, all wanted assurances and to be dragged across the finish line. What he needed to know was how to make the approach.

"Who else is on the board?" Jimmy wanted to know. "Who might 'get it'?"

Zannino mentioned four board members. Three of them had been nominated in 1997 to bring some outside voices to an insular board: former American Express chief Harvey Golub, former Bankers Trust chairman Frank Newman, and former Pfizer CEO Bill Steere. Former Hallmark CEO Irv Hockaday was a long-serving board member and the company's lead director. Of those four, Harvey, Irv, and Frank were the closest to Peter Kann.



HARVEY NEWMAN HOCKADAY STEERE

OF THEM, HARVEY, IRV & FRANK 



After the two hung up, Jimmy filed his notes away in a thin red folder marked "DOW JONES." He called Rupert Murdoch to update him on the conversation. He told Murdoch, again, that Zannino understood the company's strategic dilemma. There were many hurdles yet to clear, but Jimmy sensed, as he put down the phone that day, this time it really could happen.





Peter Kann's love of journalism began early. At age nine, he started publishing the "Jefferson Road Snooper" (with the help of his mother) in his leafy Princeton, New Jersey, neighborhood. In high school, he worked for his local paper, the Princeton Packet, owned by Barney Kilgore, who transformed the Journal from a narrow investment daily to the nation's business paper. At Harvard, Kann reported for the Crimson. After college, he was hired by the Journal as a reporter in the Pittsburgh bureau in 1964.

Glynn Mapes, who started at the Journal a year before Peter Kann, remembered the young reporter: "He was a really nice guy who didn't give a damn about business stories. The word was he never wrote one, and he never wore a wristwatch. He also rarely had a word changed by any of his editors." From San Francisco, Kann quickly moved to Los Angeles and then abroad to Asia, where, at twenty-four, he became the paper's first resident reporter in Vietnam. (One of his stories told of a nine-nostriled water snake that South Vietnamese villagers feared more than the Vietcong.) By the early seventies, when he won a Pulitzer for his coverage of the 1971 India-Pakistan war, Kann had become something of a romantic figure. For ten years he lived in an antique-filled apartment halfway up Victoria Peak in Hong Kong. He owned a motorized junk and hosted what became legendary poker games.

Kann's worried mother, if she hadn't heard from him for several weeks, would call the paper's Page One editor, Michael Gartner (later of NBC News), to check on her son's whereabouts. The first time she contacted him, Gartner heard her heavy Austrian accent— 
she and her husband were refugees of Jewish descent who arrived in the United States during World War II—and answered her question truthfully: he hadn't heard from Kann in weeks. This news upset her greatly, and so the next time Gartner stretched the truth. "I just out-and-out lied to her," he remembered. "I'd say, 'Oh, yes, I just talked to him yesterday.' Or this morning. And she'd say, 'Where is he?' And I'd say, 'He's in a hotel room somewhere.' And then I'd send him a wire: Peter, call your mother." 

In 1974, the Journal hired Karen Elliott, a tall, outspoken blonde reporter from the Texas panhandle, to work in its DC bureau. She worked her way up through the ranks of the Journal with the same intelligence and grit she had developed in the tiny town of Matador, Texas, from her churchgoing parents, who forbade a television or phone in the house and didn't allow her to date. In 1975 she married Art House, a Connecticut-bred power broker in Washington who later served as staff director to Senator Robert Byrd. In 1978 she became the paper's diplomatic correspondent.

It was around this time that Kann revealed his surprising interest in more managerial pursuits. After charming the company's CEO, Warren Phillips, Kann won the task of starting up the Asian Journal in 1976. To do it, he conscripted the paper's Tokyo bureau chief, Norman Pearlstine, who would become a close friend. Back then, the business and news sides of the company were divided by almost religious writ. In the Journal's San Francisco bureau, sales executives and reporters played handball together outside the office, but when Monday morning came around, the salesmen were forbidden to step inside the paper's newsroom. In New York, the advertising staff was similarly banned from physically entering the reporters' sphere.

"Peter was the most talented storyteller and writer I've ever met, and I never understood why with that much raw talent would he not want to continue writing," says Pearlstine. "He had the gift, so why didn't he want to be a better Halberstam, or a better Talese? I'm not saying he didn't have to sweat his stories, but I saw that gift as almost supernatural."

By 1980 Kann was the associate publisher of the Journal in the United States and widely recognized as the company's likely next CEO of Dow Jones. He and Karen House met at a party in Washington in 1981. They were both still married but separated from their spouses. House was dating a Washington, DC–based television anchor named Charlie Rose at the time. Her relationship with Kann became common knowledge by 1982 among some in the  Journal's New York bureau. After telling the paper's executive editor, Fred Taylor, that he and House were together, Kann added that since House didn't report to him, he didn't think it would pose a problem.

Kann's first wife died in July 1983. House and her first husband were divorced in August. Word of their relationship officially emerged when Kann joined House, then the Journal's assistant foreign editor, on a trip to the Middle East in 1984, where she was following Jordan's King Hussein. She had just filed a series of stories on him to Page One and called then–Page One editor Glynn Mapes to complain about his editing. The conversation became heated, and soon House and Mapes were shouting at each other.

"Your stuff reads like a book jacket," Mapes yelled as his editors listened, engrossed. (The lead-in to her first piece was a series of quotes strung together without transition.) And then, after a pause, "Oh, hi, Peter," Mapes said.

Always the conciliator, Kann had picked up the phone. He told Mapes, "You two should cool on this for a while and you can get back together when tempers have mellowed." The series ran days later on the front page of the paper as the gossip surged.

Thanks to the call, what had been insider knowledge among those in New York quickly spread through the newsroom and out to the bureaus. Kann and House married shortly after she won the Pulitzer for her series in the spring of 1984. That same year, House became the Journal's foreign editor. But by the time Kann was named publisher in 1989, House's temper and forthrightness had created enemies throughout Dow Jones's empire. Kann's promotion to CEO of Dow Jones in 1991 left many House haters cringing.

As Kann and House soared, the company declined. While competitors such as Bloomberg, Reuters, and Time Inc. kept growing, Dow Jones struggled to expand beyond its core businesses, the Journal and Dow Jones Newswires. A piecemeal purchase of financial data provider Telerate—totaling $1.6 billion—was beginning to fall apart. That same year, just after Kann took the helm, Dow Jones bungled 
an opportunity to acquire Financial News Network, a business cable channel later picked up by General Electric Company and merged with its existing business channel, CNBC. 

Gun-shy from such failures, Dow Jones's management and board of directors became increasingly risk averse. As the company's profits diminished, an increasing proportion of them went to dividend payments largely destined for the Bancrofts.



2. Cousins

FISSURES IN THE Bancrofts' normally united front of the Dow Jones family may have first appeared after Jessie Bancroft Cox dropped dead at the '21' Club in 1982. But the world had no notion of the rifts until another of the family's grandes dames met her demise. When Elisabeth Goth's mother—Bettina Bancroft—died of cancer in 1996, Elisabeth (an only child after the tragic death of her younger brother, Michael) became the woman to please. Thanks to the structure of the family's trusts, the thirty-two-year-old heiress was the only member of the family who received the trust's income and, because she had no children, remained a beneficiary. 

Elisabeth grew up in the most removed of the Bancrofts' three branches. Of Clarence Barron's three grandchildren, Jessie Cox's restive contingent spent summers at her lush Cohasset estate; Jane Cook's children and grandchildren also gathered in New England. But Hugh Bancroft Jr.'s descendants—among them Bettina Bancroft and her daughter, Elisabeth—traded the East for more pioneering locales out West. Adding to their isolation, Hugh Jr. had divorced Bettina's mother, then remarried and had three more children. Bettina became a stepchild in her own family.

Elisabeth's parents—Bettina and her first husband, Michael Goth Sr.—married young and wandered free. "We moved constantly," Elisabeth later remembered. By the time she was ten, she had been uprooted eight times, moving between bucolic Dutchess County in New 
York State to Corona del Mar, California; Greenwich, Connecticut; Riverside, California; Palm Beach, Florida; Amherst, Massachusetts; and finally Los Angeles, where the family settled. All the while, her young parents fought and occasionally lived apart. At one point, Bettina moved back to California to finish her studies; Michael moved away to race cars in England. As a result, Elisabeth and her brother shuttled between coasts to follow their parents and kept up as best they could with the fast pace. As a child, Elisabeth developed a love for horses, where she found a welcome consistency in her otherwise tumultuous world. "The whole environment that my brother and I grew up in wasn't really like, oh, happy family time." 

Before L.A., the only sign of her family's wealth and power was that she lived in the biggest house on the block—Elisabeth didn't know her family owned the most powerful business paper in the country. But by the time she was an adolescent and spending much of her time in Bel Air, she was surrounded by the likes of Billy Wilder, Merv Griffin, and the Disney family. When Mel Brooks and Anne Bancroft were playing tennis in her friend's backyard, Elisabeth realized that the Goth residence wasn't any ordinary household.

Soon after the move to Los Angeles, following near-constant arguments and occasional infidelities, Elisabeth's parents divorced. Elisabeth, who was beautiful and blond, with tightly drawn features and quick, almost birdlike movements, started drinking and smoking pot. She was drawn in by the glamour that surrounded her. It was around this time that her mother told her of the family connection to Dow Jones. She occasionally joined Bettina for pilgrimages to New York and the Carlyle Hotel for meetings at the '21' Club, where Jessie Cox presided on the eve of the company's annual meeting each spring. It was the first time Elisabeth had met many of her cousins.

Elisabeth started experimenting with cocaine and heroin as a teenager, and her habit put her in and out of rehabilitation clinics, a source of great pain for her mother, who couldn't quite manage to get her daughter under control. (A friend of her mother's lived with the family in Hollywood for a time and provided Elisabeth with cocaine, which she sometimes sold.) When Elisabeth was twenty-one and relapsing from yet another attempt to get sober, she called both her father and her mother, who were by then long divorced, and begged them to pick her up from the Pasadena psych ward where she was being held after her latest exploit. Convinced, rightly, that she was not mentally ill but an addict, she wanted the right kind of help. But she couldn't avoid a bit of drama. Elisabeth's mother had been dating a good-looking art collector named Andrew Klink. The relationship was serious, and Bettina had hinted at marriage. But Elisabeth saw a problem: Klink's bisexuality. 

Bettina willingly overlooked this trait in Klink, but it troubled Elisabeth. And in the car that day on the way to the clinic, she took a stand. She blurted out to her mother that Klink was gay. Her mother flew into a rage. But her protest had little effect; Bettina and Klink were married the following year.

Klink returned Elisabeth's ill will. He remembers her in the least flattering terms. "Heroin, coke, speedballs—she was fucked up all the time," he recalls. "I had to go to the hospital to pick her up after an overdose one night. I got a call from one of her girlfriends saying they thought her heart had stopped.

"She was a problem child from day one—she's a bitch on wheels; spoiled, bright, self-centered, beautiful, but so conniving. She played her mother for everything she had."

At home, Bettina and Klink led typical Hollywood lives: their parties were lavish, they graced only the finest restaurants, and wherever they went, Bettina's fortune guaranteed fawning and the best table in the house. Bettina was a champion rider and "looked like $35 million when she was dressed up," Klink remembers, recalling a particular dress of ostrich plumes. The couple attended cattle barons' balls in Texas for the local ranchers and landowners. In the south of France, they went to parties with Bettina's half brothers, Christopher and Hugh Bancroft III, known as "Wink," who split his time between Switzerland and Monaco with his first wife, a Dutch-Brazilian model, working on a prototype for a racecar. Elisabeth saw the darker side of her mother and Klink's life together: "I knew she was unhappy with him. I have all her diaries."

The Bancrofts' ownership in Dow Jones was funneled through an overlapping web of trusts. Many of the trusts were generation-skipping, which meant that the trustees (Bettina's generation) received income from the shares in the trusts, typically through Dow Jones's 
quarterly dividends, and their offspring (Elisabeth) were the beneficiaries, dependent on the value of Dow Jones's stock. With Bettina's death, Elisabeth had become, for the purposes of family wealth, a member of two successive Bancroft generations. She inherited most of the roughly seven hundred thousand shares her mother owned in Dow Jones—worth about $23 million at the time. But most of her fortune and influence stemmed from her position as one of four beneficiaries of the family's largest trust—Article III, worth about $350 million. The problem with that wealth was that it was invested in Dow Jones, and the proceeds wouldn't be distributed to the beneficiaries of the trust until the last member of Bettina's generation died. With some in their fifties, they had a long way to go. Elisabeth met with family friend and financial adviser Brian McNally, who painted her a grim picture of the company and its prospects. Thanks to the performance of the Telerate business, Dow Jones had become the worst-performing stock in the'S&P 500 publishing index the year of Bettina's death. 

Elisabeth, less sentimental than her forebears, faced a choice about how to deal with the legacy—and fortune—she had inherited. Would she continue to politely ignore the performance of her family's company? Or would she, in an unprecedented manner, challenge the status quo that her mother had accepted? Even though she knew about the company's lagging performance, when she looked at the effect of it on her inheritance, she was shocked. Dow Jones was in a deep slide and her fortune was in peril. Her horses, the leisurely life in California, all of a sudden seemed more precarious. Since her mother's death, she had battled for what was rightfully hers. She fought Klink over Bettina's will. (A particularly memorable battle broke out over who would walk away with the Hermès beach towels. Klink, desperate for money, held a garage sale at Bettina's home.) Then she took on the family's lawyers, who had been omnipresent since the funeral. Accustomed to acquiescence, the attorneys seemed to be attempting to use her lack of experience to exert even more control over how she dealt with her Dow Jones stock.

Roy Hammer had been the Bancrofts' most powerful representative at Hemenway & Barnes since he took over the lead trustee role for the family in the 1970s, a quarter of a century before Bettina's death. Tall and slim, with expressive white eyebrows, Hammer was careful with his words—the pauses between his sentences could seem interminable. He guarded the relationship with the family fiercely in his laconic, high-handed way. Years before, Hammer had feuded with the elder Bancrofts—Jessie Cox and Jane Cook, "the old ladies," as they were known at Dow Jones—after he sold shares in the company in the 1980s. It was an act of disloyalty they wouldn't abide. The relationship healed, but the younger Bancrofts often felt dismissed by him. 

"Roy Hammer was like the don and all the rest were really the henchmen that were sort of carrying out his orders," complained Elisabeth's third cousin Billy Cox III, who, when he wasn't voicing displeasure with Hemenway & Barnes, was often heard deriding the company's management—Peter Kann in particular—and his father's loyalty to both. By the time Elisabeth's mother died, he was itching for a fight.

Hammer and his younger partners, Michael Puzo and Michael Elefante, knew of Elisabeth's reputation within the family: she was a dilettante, and then there were the well-known drug problems. (Hammer had personally helped her out of a few jams.) She wasn't what anyone in Boston envisioned as the most reliable of stewards. Elisabeth, who detected their unarticulated disapproval, put her foot down. She was sick of Hemenway's attitude. She saw them in cahoots with Peter Kann in diminishing her fortune through neglect.

Billy Cox III was one of the few family members ever to have actually worked for the company, most recently as managing director of Dow Jones Global Indexes. He shared Elisabeth's lack of sentimentality, her disdain for the frosty lawyers, and her aversion to losing money. He was more than willing to help Elisabeth exert her newfound influence. He looked up to his grandmother Jessie Cox, and felt that his father, Bill Cox Jr., who also worked for the company in a middle-management role, hadn't stepped into the role of patriarch that Billy wished for him. Billy had met Elisabeth as a child, on her occasional trips to join his family in Nantucket for summer vacation. The two had always been friendly. Now, with Bettina's death and Elisabeth's new inheritance, he found his opportunity. He approached her at the Hotel Bel-Air reception Elisabeth was hosting 
after the funeral. He wanted to commiserate over mismanagement at the company. 

Billy, who considered himself more of a businessman than anyone else in his clan, had weeks before been reading through Warren Buffett's 1993 letter to shareholders, when he came upon a paragraph that mentioned Dow Jones. Buffett, the legendarily wise Omaha investor who regularly doled out advice to worthy listeners, had mentioned the firm and its uninvolved owners. Billy was intrigued. He asked a friend if he could help set up a meeting. Then came Bettina's funeral, and Elisabeth. Billy thought his cousin, with her newfound power over the family fortune, might be just the right person to come with him to see Buffett.

Bancrofts—proper, unemotional, reticent in all ways—rarely discussed money or business. ("My mother would rather discuss pornography," one said.) Amid all the drama of the funeral and the inheritance, Elisabeth wasn't quite prepared for Billy's approach—but she wasn't surprised. She knew him well enough to expect some rabble-rousing from this like-minded soul. When Billy asked the young heiress if she would come to Omaha, Elisabeth looked past her grief and agreed to accompany Billy to the meeting. The times, quite suddenly, were changing.

The following year provided a whirlwind education for Elisabeth and her cousin in the subtleties of family control. A few weeks after her mother's funeral, Elisabeth was on a plane to meet Buffett. Awed by the prospect of meeting such an esteemed investment mind, Elisabeth dressed up in her favorite white Chloé suit. She prepared herself to hear what kind of advice the mentor to the Washington Post Company's Kay Graham might have. Elisabeth was a newspaper heiress of a new generation and of a different ilk from Mrs. Graham. She didn't want to run the company; she just wanted it to make money for her. With Billy at her side, she approached Buffett's legendarily modest Berkshire Hathaway headquarters and explained their situation to him. They were frustrated with Dow Jones's management and their inability to break through with Hemenway & Barnes. Billy's frustration showed, and he appeared petulant in front of Buffett. Elisabeth, the more savvy and self-aware of the two, made a better impression.


They thought Dow Jones's management was doing a poor job of running the company, but they couldn't find anyone in a position of power to give them a serious hearing. At the time, Billy's father, William Cox Jr., and Elisabeth's uncle Chris Bancroft, who had taken over Bettina's seat at her request, both served on the board. But even their relatives, or rather, especially their relatives on the board, wouldn't hear of any complaints about the company. Chris Bancroft lived in suburban Dallas with his wife, an accomplished bassoonist and arts philanthropist whom George W. Bush named to the Texas Commission on the Arts while he was governor. Tall and athletic and an avid sportsman, Chris ran a small investment company where he mainly managed his own fortune. He was a disappointment to many in the family, who had expected him to take a more active leadership role, perhaps even as a patriarch. He felt more comfortable on the sidelines. Yes, the performance was disappointing, but the "professionals" were taking care of it. Certainly neither Billy nor Elisabeth had the expertise to judge the company's management, they were told time and again. Elisabeth met Buffett alone several times after that first meeting and spoke with him regularly. 

Buffett told them something different: they had standing at the company, especially Elisabeth in her new role as an income beneficiary of the huge Article III trust. They should use it to prod management, Buffett advised. "Act like owners," he said. He suggested they contact Tom Murphy, who ran Capital Cities/ABC with Buffett as his largest shareholder, to sound him out about taking on a role at Dow Jones.

Elisabeth went about hiring a team of advisers better equipped to mount a company takeover than to advise a young thirty-two-year-old woman on her inheritance. Her financial adviser McNally was a friend of Nancy Peretsman of the boutique media investment bank Allen & Company, whose yearly summer Sun Valley conference was a breeding ground for stratospheric media networking that sometimes led to very lucrative deals. (The seeds of Disney's acquisition of Capital Cities/ABC began there when Michael Eisner sat down with Buffett and Murphy and proposed buying the firm.) Elisabeth and Billy went to see Peretsman, who listened carefully to their complaints. She then laid out the dismal prospects of Dow Jones. The 
stock was trading at around $36 a share in 1996, down from its then high of $56.25 in 1987 (missing one of the great bull markets in history). Profits had been roughly flat for the past ten years, at about $185 million. When Peretsman compared the company to its peers, she offered a stark picture: ten years before, Dow Jones and Reuters had the same market capitalization of $3.5 billion. In 1996, Reuters's market capitalization was more than $20 billion, while Dow Jones's stayed stuck at $3.5 billion. The only number that had continued to rise consistently over the past decade, Peretsman noted, was the amount the company had paid out in dividends, much of which went to the Bancroft family elders. In 1986, dividends totaled $53.6 million and were the primary source of income to the trusts. Ten years later, the number had climbed to more than $90 million, about 50 percent of Dow Jones's net income. To the untrained eye, it looked as if Dow Jones was paying off the Bancroft elders to keep them out of company affairs. 

Nancy Peretsman became Elisabeth's close confidante in the ensuing months. (Stan Shuman, Allen & Company's managing director, was Rupert Murdoch's banker, a connection that was, at the time, unspoken and unnoticed, at least by Elisabeth.) Peretsman introduced Elisabeth to Ira Millstein, the influential corporate governance sage of Weil, Gotshal & Manges, who quickly took on the cousins' case. Elisabeth soon had some of the most powerful names in Corporate America on her side battling the entrenched lawyers at Hemenway & Barnes.

Early on, she wanted to confide in her new group of advisers. "I had been arrested for drugs. I had a felony charge. I wanted them all to know right up front because I knew it would come out," she remembers. Buffett, in particular, didn't care. He encouraged her to seek a seat on the board. "Warren did say, 'Well, who are they comparing you with, Jesus Christ? Everybody's got skeletons in the closet. That's ridiculous.'"

The confession—and absolution—emboldened Elisabeth. She and Billy called on cousins of their generation who might be sympathetic to their cause, and family elders who were not. Whenever she doubted her path, there was an army of her advisers cheering her on, unlike her family, who seemed only to withhold and judge.


Billy could not contain his enthusiasm for the progress they seemed to be making. "Finally," he thought, "we'll get the company to where it needs to be." As he and Elisabeth continued their crusade, word eventually trickled out—"It was very orchestrated," Billy remembers—about the dissatisfaction within the family. "Disgruntled Heiress Leads Revolt at Dow Jones" appeared in the February 3, 1997, issue of Fortune magazine, publicizing the cousins' attempt to challenge Peter Kann and the lawyers at Hemenway & Barnes. The piece laid out all the company's ugly numbers and talked about family rifts. 

Even the elders who wanted to gloss over the troubles couldn't deny them: "I think Lizzie is very much behind the company," Martha Robes, a family board member and one of Jane Cook's New England daughters, told Fortune at the time. Robes was particularly close to Kann and lived in Etna, New Hampshire. She was a member of the older generation and had inherited her mother's blind loyalty. "But she's listening to a lot of outsiders ... who are getting her all wound up." Later that year, Robes resigned from Dow Jones's board from her sailboat, where she and her furniture-maker husband had begun a six-and-a-half-year circumnavigation of the globe.

Though there had been tension before, airing the dirty laundry in the press was a step too far. Elisabeth's uncle Chris barely spoke to her. Billy left his job at Dow Jones just before the article appeared. (He wrote a resignation fax and left a voice mail for his boss; he packed his office over the weekend.) After the story appeared, Hemenway & Barnes called an emergency meeting of the family, extracting loyalty oaths from each of the attendees. The four family members on the board—(Elisabeth's uncle) Christopher Bancroft; (Billy's father) William Cox Jr.; his sister Jane MacElree, the Hill family matriarch; and Martha Robes—decided to make their own public statement, which they did to the Wall Street Journal and Fortune. The outrage under the surface was hard to detect in the tight-jawed statement:


We are members of the Bancroft family and directors of Dow Jones & Co. On behalf of the family, which has controlled the company for nearly a century, we want to respond to your recent articles so that there can be no misunderstanding about our family's long-term commitment to Dow Jones.


The Bancroft family met this past weekend at one of our regular meetings. At that meeting family members representing all parts of our family unanimously reaffirmed their commitment to Dow Jones's remaining an independent public company and the world's premier business news and information company. The family has absolutely no interest in relinquishing control of this important and unique enterprise. At the same time, as owners, we, along with the rest of the board of directors and management, want to see increasing shareholder value over the long term. 

A sound system of corporate oversight is critical to the success of the company. Dow Jones has a long history of strong and capable independent directors. We all believe that this tradition should be continued.

The family is confident about the future of this great company and fully intends to be part of it.



The cozy relationship between Dow Jones and its ruling family was never the same. Billy and Elisabeth were thrown together by the circumstances of their rebellion and grew closer. But their actions catapulted Dow Jones & Company into a most unwelcome spotlight and put Elisabeth and Billy at bitter odds with the elder generation of Bancrofts. They forever cemented their joint reputation as Bancroft family rogues.





The articles heightened Murdoch's interest in Dow Jones, and he lined up with the other circling CEOs—among them Don Graham of the Washington Post Company, Arthur Sulzberger of the New York Times Company, and Marjorie Scardino of Pearson PLC—to see Kann. Murdoch, obviously not the most prized suitor on this occasion, eventually got a meeting. He had heard about Kann—the Pulitzer Prize–winning CEO with the close relationship to the Bancroft family. Murdoch told Kann he'd love to own Dow Jones; Kann told him it wasn't for sale. He might as well have added the words "especially not to you."

Though he had a global empire of cable networks, movie studios, and satellite businesses, Murdoch loved to think of himself as a newspaperman at heart. The identity, inherited from his father, Keith, was as important to him as the trappings that came along with his wealth and held far more appeal than the other entertainment holdings Murdoch had acquired. The  Wall Street Journal and the New York Times were the best newspapers in the United States, Murdoch's adopted home. Owning either paper would be the epitome of being a newspaperman. (Owing to its conservative editorial page and its devoted coverage of the business world, Murdoch had always preferred the Journal. He had once joked in front of a crowd of admiring CEOs, "I'd love to buy the New York Times one day. And the next day shut it down as a public service.") And he always enjoyed owning a hometown paper. "From 1988 to 1993 were probably the unhappiest years of his life," notes his longtime former general counsel Arthur Siskind. "It was the only time in his adult life that he lived in a city [where] he didn't own a newspaper."

Despite the pressure, Kann survived, though even his most loyal supporters had begun to doubt his skill as a CEO. The nepotism factor, too, troubled the Bancrofts. In an age when modern boardrooms were bowing to shareholder pressure and demanding CEO performance, a husband-and-wife team atop a publicly traded company was difficult to defend. To appease the family, Dow Jones appointed some new independent directors to its board in 1997, ones who were meant to increase the professional quotient on the board and keep management in check. The family, eager for a more forceful presence on the board, pushed for Hammer to take a seat as a director.

Murdoch would remember his meeting with Kann for years to come. Kann dismissed the meeting so entirely that ten years later, he couldn't be sure it had even happened.





After the Fortune piece surfaced, Jimmy Lee called Roy Hammer and asked him, "What do we need to do?" There was a motive, of course, in this method: he thought the financial stress of the Telerate debacle—Dow Jones had to take a nearly $1 billion write-down in its investment in the firm the year after Bettina died—might help move the Bancrofts toward selling. But Hammer, loyal to the family elders and mindful of his 6 percent fee derived from the company's generous dividends, was characteristically standoffish and gave Jimmy little hope.


Jimmy had continued to think about ways the mogul Murdoch might move on his prey, and he broke through personally with him at Herbert Allen's Sun Valley conference in 1998, nearly a year and a half after the world learned of Elisabeth's revolt. Jimmy was pleased to be attending the conference; he was the only investment banker allowed inside the exclusive gathering of the world's most powerful media executives and their families. He had been coming since 1994, and every year he plotted his movements carefully. Ever since the meeting here between Buffett, Michael Eisner, and Tom Murphy in 1995 sparked the merger between Disney and Capital Cities/ABC, the demand to attend the gathering had exploded. The guest list expanded, and the relaxed cocktail parties, hayrides, and white-water rafting outings promised billions of dollars in business to attendees who made the most of their visit. 

One by one, the gleaming Cessnas, Falcons, and Gulfstream jets filed into the small Hailey airport, on the edge of the Sawtooth Forest, their passengers transferring to SUVs that whisked them to the green oasis that was the Sun Valley resort in the shadow of Dollar Mountain, transformed every year into a high-powered playground for media barons. The conference took over the entire town that week. Herbert Allen was one of the most powerful bankers in the entertainment and communications business, and he drew his pick of influential and rich moguls each year to the resort where Ernest Hemingway had started to write For Whom the Bell Tolls. The conference had grown considerably to four hundred or so attendees and now included tech geeks such as Microsoft's Bill Gates and Intel Corp.'s Andy Grove—but Allen still reached for the old Hollywood glamour that had initially defined the gathering. Everything was studiously casual, and Allen wrote a personal note to every conference goer that was waiting in his or her suite or cottage upon arrival, often perched on the fleece jackets Allen doled out each year for chilly nights. Jimmy kept close tabs on who would be invited to the chalet-style resort, and once in his room, he carefully looked through the meticulous conference agenda and list of attendees.

He had come that year to Sun Valley troubled by the fact that while JPMorgan had a leading relationship with almost every big media firm in the world, there was a glaring hole: News Corporation. As he looked through the conference schedule of speakers and their topics, he noted the mix of mogul and celebrity—Barry Diller, Edgar Bronfman Jr., Harvey Weinstein, Diane Sawyer, Tom Brokaw—and his eyes stopped and lingered on three names: Lachlan Murdoch, Rupert Murdoch, James Murdoch. 

His opening to introduce himself to this dynasty came at the cocktail party by the resort pool Friday night, where Jimmy had arrived early. He grabbed himself a beer and amid the quietly gathering crowd, he noticed the three Murdochs, off by themselves, seemingly unaware of any alternative purpose to the night other than enjoying a beer in the evening sun. Murdoch was tanned from time on his yacht, the Morning Glory, where he worked as obsessively as he did in his office in midtown Manhattan. The only difference was that on the yacht Murdoch traded pinstripes for casual slacks and open-necked shirts.

The Murdoch sons were conspicuously young—in their late twenties and vulnerable after the shock of their father's separation from their mother a few months before, which they still thought might just be temporary. All their lives, the younger men had alternately sought or shunned their father's approval, but on that night, as the CEOs and founders hovered, the three Murdochs appeared relaxed and supremely comfortable with one another, despite the marital discord. Surrounded by his sons and his fellow robber barons, Murdoch was in his element.

As Jimmy Lee approached this triumvirate of casual ease and staggering wealth, he saw generations of business before him. Happy-go-lucky Lachlan was the deputy chief operating officer of News Corporation, running the company's thirty-five TV stations, its Australian newspapers, the New York Post, and HarperCollins. As the elder son, he was the heir apparent (temporarily, as it played out) to all his father had created. Murdoch said at the time that the children had reached a "consensus" that Lachlan would take over for him. "The children selected him," he said. "It was their vote." James was fifteen months younger than Lachlan. He had yet to rise to the role of his brother's challenger. Lachlan was still seen as the Murdoch most like his father. He had started out working as an apprentice with the printers in the pressroom of Murdoch's Adelaide paper, the one 
from which Murdoch had grown his empire. He was also, at least at this time, the least rebellious of the children. James had dropped out of college but quickly came back into the fold, joining News Corp. in 1996, and was at the time working, with only limited success, on scouting out digital investments for News Corp. Their sister, Elisabeth, almost thirty, was at the time of the conference running digital operations for Murdoch's SkyTV satellite operator. She had given birth the previous year to her second child with Vassar classmate Elkin Pianim, the son of a once imprisoned opposition figure in Ghana. More recently, Elisabeth had begun an affair with public relations impresario Matthew Freud, great-grandson of Sigmund, much to the delight of the British tabloid press. She and Pianim divorced, and her father hadn't approved of any of it. Prudence, Murdoch's eldest daughter and only child of his first marriage, lived in Australia and stayed out of the succession race. 

At the time of Jimmy's approach, the sons and their father were in the middle of talking about a subject near and dear to their hearts: their workouts. James was slim, a black belt in karate; Lachlan, a hunkier-looking athletic type with spiked hair and a tribal tattoo. The men compared notes and swapped stories. "Do you lift?" Jimmy asked. "Do you run?" It was a comfortable, manly conversation between a banker and moguls, and Lachlan asked Jimmy if he would like to work out the following day.

"Geez, I'd love to. No sweat," Jimmy replied. "What time?"

"Oh, around five," Lachlan said.

"Great, but doesn't dinner start then?" Jimmy asked.

"No," Lachlan corrected. "We meant five in the morning." Jimmy got up early to make the appointment.

Murdoch, always seeking to guarantee his longevity, was accompanied by the former captain of the Australian Rugby team, who was traveling with him. The men worked out together and discussed, among other things, Dow Jones. After Jimmy flew back to New York, he drew up a "book"—a financial brief—outlining how Dow Jones could fit into News Corp.

Soon after, back in New York at a Fox News party, Jimmy sought out Murdoch to tell him, "I've done a lot of work on Dow Jones." He presented the book to Murdoch and his loyal chief financial officer, Dave DeVoe, with whom he discussed the logistics of how such an offer might work, such as whether to offer News Corp. stock to buy the company or just cash, or a combination of the two. Jimmy was determined that JPMorgan would land some News Corp. business, and so he stayed in touch, always looking for ways to be useful to Murdoch. With Hammer and Kann still in place at Dow Jones, however, no one could make much progress. "The art of the possible wasn't possible while we had guys who wouldn't have the conversation," Jimmy remembered. 
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