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'm one 0f the few people ir Chicago who
I get the Wosftiagton Posf," says Carol
Felsenthal. 'It's required reading." So, too,
for many bigwigs in the nation's capital
will be her book Poraer, Priuilege, and thz
Post: The Katharine Graham Story (h)t-
nam). The book is the biography of the
woman who took over the Washington
Posl in 1963 following her husband's death
and has guided it through its emergence
as one of the country's great newspapers.

Graham, who is writing her memorrs,
didn't cooperate with Felsenthal, and ifshe
reads the book, she's unlikely to be entirely
happy: tr'elsenthal's accomt is tough. She
iells of husband Phil Graham's reckless
narital infidelity, mental illness, and, ulh-
mately, suicide in ihe bathroom 0f their
country estate; she portrays Graham's
management style as insecure, and sug-

gests that
the publish-
er had a pro-
found sense
of worthless-
ness, even as
she remade
hersel f  and
the Post into a
success, uGiven her
enormous achieve-
ment, power, wealth,
and circle of liiends,"
says Felsenthal, "she

still falls apart before
giving a speech, gets
tongue-tied, and physically shakes.'

Though Felsenthal takes Graham, who
is now 75, to task for many character
flaws, including anti-Semiiism, she still
finds much t0 admire. 'She could have
gone to Europe [after the suicide] and
played tennis and done charity work,'
says Felsenthal, 'but instead she decided

to tum the Pos, into something ttrat
would be worth passing on to her son.'

Under her guidance the Posf broke
ihe Watergate story and, concurrent$
wiLh Thc Naw lor* ?irzc.s, publishcd
the Pentagon Papers. "She gave her
editors independence even in the face
of threats from Nixon's people,' says
Felsenthal. 'She made the rieht deci-
sions when they counted.'

For Felsenthal, who lires in Old Town
with her husband and three children,
Graham was the perfect subject. 'I'm a
writer, and I've always been fascinated by
publishing and the media," she says. A
1982 story in this magazine on ihe f,qual
Rights Amendment led to a biography of
Phyllis Schlafly, the leader of the anti-
ERA movement, and ihen to a biography
of Alice Roosevelt Longworth.

Still, says Felsenthal, she can relate a
bit to Graham's lack of confidence. *I have
this lcoling oIparric sorrrctinrrx in thc nrid-
dle of the night. I'm just a kid from an un-
remarkable family in Rogers Park-who
am I to wlitc aboui somebody like Kay
Graham? Even now I still wonder about
that." -DAll SANIoW
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iF&and Michael Sanders are their new restaurant and bar,
an unlikely pair of dharma ai 340? North Paulina Street,
bums. They don't wear black Kerouac Jacks.
turtlenecks. They don't have , 

'It's not a shrine to Ker-
. t
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Ed. Bcrry (left)
and.Michael
Sawlers, Iookiry

foranatlost
generation

goatees.  And
they don't know
how to play the
bongos.

But they do
share an appre-
ciation for the

N I G I { T L I F E beatnik approach to life, which

ouac,' says Sanders, 33. 'But

we're inspired by his aititude."
Neither Berry, 35, nor San-

ders has any experience in the
restaurant business. They
'work in the Midwesi sales of-
fice of RoLling Snrc magazne,
where Berry is an advertising
manager ald Sanders is an ac-
count manager. But its work
that they believe might come in
handy in this new endeavor. 'It

used to be taboo to play pro-
gressive music while people are
eating,' says Berry. 'lt was too
upsetting. Well, i don't believe
that.' So ihe bar will play new
music. ulf you want to know
who is the next Nirvana-hey,
we'll tum you on to it because
we'Ye got a bit of a scoop work-
ing aL Rolling Stone."

Just  so no would-be bo-
hemian misses the place, a
f ive-by-seven set  of  bongo
drums shoots out ofthe fagade.
Inside, the kitchen will be
serving tapas and other "small

foods." Berry and Sanders like
to imagine the place being a
continuous loop of a road trip,
so the interior walls are paint-
ed a muted green-suitable for
a 1950s sedan.

Up front, the Bongo Bar
features-what else?-bongos.
In fact, Berry says, he just got
a call. 'The bongos have just
arrived," he tells Sanders.
Then he corrects himself. "I

mear; the bongos havejust ar-
rived, daddy-0."

And the beat goes on.
-MARoA rRoftKr (08tjRl,l
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