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William Byers

1831-1903 ¢ Editor and founder

William Byers
launchedthe
Rocky Mountain
Newsin 1859, beat-
ing a competitorby
20 minutesfor the
titleof Denver’s
first newspaper
duringthe Colo-
rado gold rush.

Butthat wasjust
the beginningfor thisrisk-taking,
big-dreamingpioneer,who had already
helped found Omabha.

Besidesstartingthe newspaper, he
became Colorado’sbiggest champion,
pushingstatehood,helping tofound the
University of Denver, the Colorado His-
torical Society,the Natural History
Societyand the city’sfirst library.

“Byerswas a pioneer,an opener,a
pass-crosserofa pure Americanbreed,
one for whoman untroddenpeak wasa
rebukeand a shameto an energetic
people,”’celebratedWesternauthor
Wallace Stegnerwrote.

He sold the paperin 1878 and died in
1903 at 72, one of thelast of the’59ers.

APRIL 23, 1859

Byers sends first Rocky forth to the world

ith ourhat in our hand and our
bestbow we this weekmake
our first appearanceuponthe
stagein the capacityof Editor.
We make our debutin the far west,
wherethe snowy mountainslook down
uponusinthehottest summerday as well
asinthe winterscold; here where a few
monthsago the wild beastsand wilder

MAY 5, 1878

Indiansheld undisturbedpossession—
wherenow surgesthe advancing wave of
Anglo Saxon enterpriseand civilization,
where soon we fondly hope will be erected
agreat and powerfulstate,anotherem-
pirein the sisterhood of empires.

Our courseis marked out; we will ad-
heretoit with stedfastand fixed determi-
nation, to speak, write and publishthe

truthand nothingbut the truth,letit
workus weal or woe.

Fondlylooking forwardto along and
pleasantacquaintancewith ourreaders,
hoping wellto act our part, we send forth
tothe world the first numberofthe Rocky
Mountain News.

Goodbye from a champion of Colorado

teenyearsof daily repeatedtasks;of

constantsolicitudeand anxiety, how
bestto performa great dutyto the public;
ofintimate associationwith all the news-
papersthat have everrisen,lived and
died, orthat yetlive,in Colorado;ofper-
sonalacquaintancewith so many —it
seemstome with all—ofthe people ofthe
state,tolay downthe editorial pen with-
out sad and strange emotions. These
yearshave compassedalarger part of my

I tisimpossibleafter more than nine-

life than can be given to any otherunder-
taking, and they were of what should beits
best for work.

Undertakenby accident,the newspaper
businesshas had for me a strange fascina-
tion. Not educatedas ajournalist,I have
not beenconfinedtothe straight and
narrow path ofthe profession. My feelings
havebeenthose of personalchampion-
ship for a statein which I have felt a deep
personalinterest;of neighborlyfeeling for
everypersonwho has becomea citizen of

the state.

Iknowthat my workhas beenroughly
done andthatIhave made many mis-
takes.IfThave seemedtoo earnestit was
not withmalice,and I crave the pardon of
eachand everyone whomImayhave
unintentionallyoffended.

Towardmy brethrenofthe pressI
havenonebut the kindest feelings. All
differencesare forgottenand only pleas-
ant recollectionsof them shall dwellin my
memory.

ack Foster

1906-1978 « Editor

JackFoster—
oneofthe Rocky’s
greatesteditors,
and the man who
helpedsaveit from
certaindeath—
beganhis careerat
15,asa sports-
writerin Cleveland.
The paper’sowner,
Scripps-Howard,soon transferred him
toDenver,wherethe energeticFoster
managed to work for both ofthe compa-
ny’s Denver papers,the morning Rocky
Mountain News and the afternoon Den-
ver Evening News, showingup at all
hours withreams of copy.

Fostermovedto New York, wherehe
was assistant executiveeditor ofthe
New York World-Telegram when
Scripps-Howardasked him to take over
aseditorofthe Rocky. Fosterjumpedat
the chance.But he found the Rocky
nearlyat death’sdoor.

Fosterand businessmanager Bill
Haileyled the effort to changetoatab-
loid format. Along with otherinnova-
tions by Foster—includingthe “Molly
Mayfield” column written by his wife,
Frances“Frankie”Foster—the Rocky
rebuiltits circulationand survived.

When Fosterretiredin 1970 after 30
yearsas editor, hisnewspaperwas
Scripps’largest. The University of Den-
ver’s Penrose Libraryhousesa collection
ofhis papers,including correspondence
with President Eisenhower.

APRIL 13, 1942

Tabloid Rocky to keep pace with times

todayinanewform—aformin
keepingwiththe demandsofthe
times.
The pageis smaller.It is easier to han-
dle,easiertoread.
More emphasisis put on pictures. This
isin keeping with the fastertempo of

y I \ he Rocky Mountain News appears

NOV. 23, 1963

American Life. Sometimesa photogra-
pherwithaflick ofafinger can tella story
more vividly than any of us can spinin
words.

Headlinetypeis bolder,more vigorous,
morelegible. News storiesare terser,
more compact.

Pace ofliving has quickened. Pulse of

productionhasbeenspeededup. With the
revolutionarychange of Coloradolife has
cometheneedfora crisper,more direct,
more dynamically human type of daily
newspaper.

Thenew Rocky Mountain Newsis de-
signedto supplythatneed.

The enveloping grief of JFK assassination

riefis a growingthing. It doesnot
comeall at once, but step by step.
It begins with unbelief. The Presi-
dent has beenshot, they say.
The President of what?
The President of the United States.
Oh, no!

Thenit becomesa stealingnumbness.
Stealing all warmth from the blood, the
smile from the face, thelight fromthe
eyes.

Whatisitnowtheysay?

The Presidentis dead.

Oh, no! Oh, neverno!

This cannot be. Only a moment ago,
brimmingwith health and confidence, he
waved at the crowds. He sat up high so all
could seehim. Hail to the Chief! The Stars
and Stripesrippled proudlyin the au-

tumn breeze.

How could such a parade ever endin
death?

Theheartis cold and heavy. It seems
scarcelytomove at all.

Griefnowturnsto desolation. How
could such amonstrousthinghappen? In
thisland of peaceand freedom,whois
thereto strikedownourleader...to
strikedowna younghusband and father
and leave along and mourning his beauti-
fulbride?

Whom shall we blame? In our frus-
trationtoward whom shall we point the
finger? A sickening wave of revulsion
crossesthesoul. The dinnerlies un-eaten
ontheplate.

Silencethen embracesgrief. Silence,

the Ultimate Grief! We search our hearts.
Why mustit have happenedto usinthis
frightfulway? An assassin’sbullet? A
bullet piercingthe brain on which we and
the world we love had depended so much?
And werememberthe words written by
agreatpoetafteranotherPresident was
struckdownin the same dark way:

T'with mournfultread,
Walkthe deck my Captainlies,
Fallen cold and dead.

Thus griefcrossedthe nation Friday,
step by step, and it was followed by shad-
owsthat willnot soon belifted.



