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Part 1

The Intern




FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION

DATE OF TRANSCRIPTION: 3/15/2017

CAROLINA J. KOPP, an editor at ELLE magazine, a subsidiary of Hearst Magazine Media, Inc., was contacted at her employment at 300 West 57th Street, New York, New York, after calling the NYFBI office and requesting a meeting. Kopp was advised as to the nature of this investigation and provided the following information.

KOPP stated that CAT WOLFF has worked as a freelance journalist at ELLE magazine since 2016. She advised that CAT WOLFF was given the title of “contributing editor” in January 2017, after CAT WOLFF stated that Marie Claire magazine had made her an offer of employment.

KOPP stated that at a party in February 2017, she spoke with Sapna Kumari, an editor at Marie Claire magazine. Kopp provided that during this conversation she mentioned CAT WOLFF to Kumari and learned that Marie Claire never made an offer of employment to CAT WOLFF and that, furthermore, CAT WOLFF had never worked at Marie Claire in any capacity.

KOPP advised that after this incident, she looked into the background and social media presence of CAT WOLFF. She stated that she found the Instagram account of CAT WOLFF to be followed by what she believes to be bot accounts. She advised that CAT WOLFF provided The Plaza Hotel as her address. She provided that CAT WOLFF is paid $1,500 each month by ELLE and that CAT WOLFF had stated that her position as contributing editor at ELLE is her sole employment and only source of income.

KOPP provided that ELLE had been unable to confirm the identity of CAT WOLFF. Kopp stated that when she looked at a routine background check ELLE had run in January 2017, it reported the full name of CAT WOLFF as “Inge Catherine Wolff.” Kopp further advised that according to public records research obtained by ELLE’s human resources department, Inge Catherine Wolff currently resides in Buenos Aires, Argentina, and not at The Plaza Hotel.

INVESTIGATION ON: 3/15/2017

At: NEW YORK, NEW YORK                          

By: SPECIAL AGENT JENÉE PARKER                          






LORA E. RICCI

400 Broome Street

New York, NY 10013



March 17, 2017



ELLE

Attn: Human Resources

300 West 57th St.

New York, NY 10019

Dear Internship Coordinator,

I would like to apply for a summer 2017 internship at ELLE.

I’m currently a student at NYU, where I’m pursuing a double major in English and journalism.

I have been a loyal reader of ELLE for over a decade. Growing up in Allentown, Pennsylvania, my life was far from glamorous, but magazines like ELLE showed me what was possible, showed me what my life could be. When I was in middle school, I’d go to the library and read the latest issues of ELLE and other fashion magazines from cover to cover. In high school, I used the money I earned babysitting and working at Target to become a subscriber to these same magazines, and they’ve been arriving at my doorstep ever since.

ELLE has the perfect combination of everything that impacts the lives of young women: fashion, beauty, books, and thoughtful essays on politics and current events that have changed the way I see the world around me. My dream is to become a magazine editor after I graduate from college, and being an intern at ELLE would bring me one step closer to achieving this goal.

I think I would be a strong addition to the team. I’m organized, extremely hardworking, and reliable. I’m passionate about fashion, beauty, and pop culture, and I read about these topics obsessively so that I’m always up-to-date on current trends. I have a lot of experience doing research, fact-checking, and writing long-form pieces in my college classes and short articles for my school newspaper.

My résumé is enclosed. I’m so excited about the possibility of working at ELLE this summer, and I can’t wait to hear back from you.

Sincerely,

Lora Elizabeth Ricci






LORA ELIZABETH RICCI

400 Broome Street | New York, NY 10013




OBJECTIVE

To obtain an internship at ELLE.



EDUCATION

New York University

Majors: English and Journalism

Degree: Pursuing a Bachelor of Arts Degree

Fall 2016-Present

Penn State Lehigh Valley

Major: English

GPA: 3.7

Degree: None (Transferred to NYU)

Fall 2014-Spring 2016

Bucks County Community College

Major: Liberal Arts

Degree: None (Transferred to Penn State)

GPA: 4.0

Fall 2013-Spring 2014

William Allen High School

Allentown, PA

GPA: 4.0

Graduated Spring 2013



WORK EXPERIENCE

Target

Cashier, 2011–2016

The Centurion

Staff Reporter, 2013–2014

Allentown Public Library

Volunteer, 2011–2013



SKILLS

Microsoft Word, Microsoft Excel, WordPress, CPR certification






Lora,


Your Dad and I are so proud of you.



Can’t wait to hear all about your big New York City fashion magazine adventures.


Love,

Momma



P.S. Knock ’em dead, kiddo—Dad




The Diary of Lora Ricci

May 14, 2017



Dear Diary,

Dear Journal,

Dear,

Hi

Tomorrow is my first day at ELLE.

ELLE.

I’ve been dreaming of this day for so many years and I can’t believe it’s finally happening.

For as long as I can remember, I’ve had one major goal in life: become the editor in chief of a fashion magazine. I wanted to be Anna Wintour or Miranda Priestly (the real hero of The Devil Wears Prada), and was determined to get any job I could at any fashion magazine, and then work my ass off and rise through the ranks until I was the obvious choice to lead the publication. I could picture myself walking into a glass-walled conference room in a Manhattan skyscraper, wearing a dress right off the runway, and deciding which articles would go into the next issue, which celebrity would be the next cover star. Over the years, the specific dress (and shoes) in my fantasy changed a hundred times, but everything else stayed the same.

For years this was my only dream. And then I discovered contemporary fiction.

In school, we only read the classics. I liked them, don’t get me wrong, but I didn’t love them. They didn’t make me feel anything. They didn’t speak to me. But then I started reading contemporary novels and short stories written by women. Every time I read one, I’d think to myself, Now this is what a book is supposed to be. Soon I was obsessed, constantly searching for something that would make me feel that way again. I’d stay up late at night after finishing my homework, searching the internet for new (old) books to read, then order them through the library the next day. I was addicted. I couldn’t stop. Donna Tartt. Margaret Atwood. Zadie Smith. Lorrie Moore. Helen DeWitt. Jenny Offill. Joan Didion. I loved them all.

There was this ache deep in my heart that only these books could fill, and their pages held secrets that only these women could tell me. Tell me about myself, I’d pray to each book before I opened it. Tell me what my life can be. Tell me what it’s like to be a woman in the world. Eventually, I started to ask myself which secrets I knew that I could tell, which stories of mine would inspire stories in others.

And so a new dream came together: I would work at a fashion magazine and be a novelist and be a short-story writer. I was going to be all of these things, just like my goddess hero Zadie Smith, if Zadie was Zadie but also ran Vogue or ELLE.

I want to be all of these things. Hell, I am going to be all of these things, because here I am, about to actually work at ELLE. I’m still not even sure I believe it. This is going to change everything for me. Yeah, I know I won’t be picking out covers or writing features or anything like that right off the bat, but so what? The only thing that matters is that I’m in. I have my foot in the door. I have the opportunity to work my ass off, learn everything I can, get hired for a full-time position, rise through the ranks, and prove to myself and to the whole world that I can do this.

I’m going to take everything I learn at the magazine and use it to become a better writer. And I’m going to spend all my extra time and energy writing my short stories and trying to figure out how to write a novel. I’m not going to waste a single moment.

That’s why I’m starting this diary. First, it’s another way for me to practice my writing. After all, if I can’t write coherently about my own life, what good will I be at writing about fictional lives? Second, I want to hold myself accountable. I’m going to document what I’m learning and what I’m writing, and keep checking in with myself as often as I can to make sure I’m on track to realize my dreams. (And let’s be real: after last year’s grades, this might be my only chance.)

I still haven’t told Mom and Dad about any of it. Not about the grades, the scholarship, the I can’t register for classes because I have no money to pay for them—none of it. I wanted to tell them when they were here, but I couldn’t. They’re so excited for me. They never had the chance to go to college, and they’re so impressed by everything I do. “You have no idea how proud you make me and your father,” Mom told me before they left. “You’re in the big leagues now, kiddo,” Dad said.

They drove all the way up to the city to help me move out of my dorm and into my new apartment, and I was sick to my stomach with guilt the whole time. I kept wanting to tell them that they didn’t understand, that they wouldn’t be proud of me if they knew the truth. Every little brain cell in my head was screaming, You’ve never kept a secret from them, you tell them everything, how can you possibly lie to them now? And still, I lied: “Oh yeah, Mom, I’m totally going to register for classes, I just haven’t had time, you know how busy I am.”

Daughter of the year right here. Ugh.

On a happier note, I really love my new apartment. I’ve always wanted to live in Brooklyn, so this is basically another dream come true. It wasn’t easy to find something I could afford this close to Prospect Park. I almost didn’t find anything at all. But then, at the last minute, I joined a summer housing email list and found three other NYU students who had just signed a lease on a one-bedroom in a big Park Slope brownstone and needed a fourth roommate. They’d managed to cram two twin-size bunk beds into the bedroom (I’m stuck in one of the bottom bunks, lol).

The apartment has a lot of “character.” There’s only one bathroom and it has this weird avocado-green toilet, bathtub, and sink. And I’m pretty sure that the kitchen used to be a coat closet or something like that: there’s a fridge, stove, sink, and tiny dishwasher, all squeezed next to one another in a line, but there’s only like a foot of space between the appliances and the wall they face. Mom brought me a bunch of groceries from home, and when I tried to put them away, I found out that the fridge door only opens like six inches before it hits the wall.

Honestly, though? It’s perfect. I love it.

But I can’t let myself get carried away. I have to work my ass off and make a good impression so that I have a fighting chance of someday becoming an editor or writer. This may be the last opportunity I get.

Internship Goals:


	Work your ass off.

	Do high-quality work.

	No slacking. Don’t procrastinate.

	Learn as much as you can.

	Network. Get to know people, make sure they know YOU.

	Try to impact things that go into the magazine.

	Write at least one article.

	In your free time, write a novel or short stories.



Tomorrow is your first day at ELLE.

Don’t screw it up, Lora.

Do. Not. Screw. This. Up.




The Diary of Lora Ricci

May 15, 2017



Well, I officially survived my first day.

I woke up at six in the morning and was immediately hit by the cold, hard reality of sharing one bathroom with three other women when I found myself standing in line for the bathroom (and yes, I was last). There wasn’t any hot water left by the time I got in the shower, so I took the quickest, coldest shower of my life.

Even though I’d picked out my “first day” outfit like a month ago, it took me forever to decide what to wear—everything I’d picked seemed wrong. I scrapped my original choice and, after like ten changes, finally settled on a black pencil skirt, black ankle boots, a sleeveless white top, and a blazer.

By that point, I was running out of time, so I had to rush my hair and makeup and skip my plans to eat breakfast at home (I ended up grabbing a bagel and coffee on the way to the Seventh Avenue station). I didn’t even read my book or listen to any podcasts on the ride—I couldn’t think about anything except the fact that it was my first day.

I got off the train at Fifty-Seventh Street, and I swear to god my heart skipped a beat when I saw Hearst Tower looming over Eighth Avenue. I’d never been inside the building before, and it turned out to be even more incredible than I’d imagined. When I walked through the doors and found myself standing inside this huge, expansive lobby with three escalators and an artificial waterfall, it all hit me: Holy shit, I work at a magazine. Working in this building will set the tone for how I approach my life right now: I’m going to take the internship seriously and I’m going to take myself seriously.

I rode one of the escalators up to the “real” first floor, where, after getting completely lost for a few minutes, I finally found the elevators. Waiting for the elevator took forever (I’m not kidding—I must have been standing there waiting for like eight or nine minutes). I was worried the elevators were broken and I’d be late, but the other people who were waiting didn’t seem to care. I couldn’t help but wonder where each of them worked, couldn’t help but wonder if I’d ever read anything they’d written or edited.

The elevator finally arrived, and everyone crowded inside. By the time we got to the twenty-fourth floor, there were only two other women in the elevator with me. When the doors opened, we stepped out and there it was: the ELLE office. One of the women walked up to the glass door, badged in, and opened the door for me and the other woman. Before I could say thank you, they had already walked away and I was standing there in the lobby, wondering what I should do next.

There were three other women in the lobby, staring at their phones. They all seemed to be around my age, and were ten thousand times more stylish than me. For a brief moment, I felt so self-conscious, painfully aware that I looked like a complete nerd standing next to a group of fashion models. To make myself feel better, I told myself that they probably were models, and then I focused on the task at hand. I couldn’t remember what on earth I was supposed to do. Was someone supposed to meet me? Was I supposed to go to a conference room? I pulled out my phone and started searching through my emails. Suddenly, I heard the sound of footsteps and looked up to see a woman in jeans, a white T-shirt, and pink heels walk into the lobby.

“Interns?” she asked with a smile.

The three other women looked up at her at the same time I did.

“Welcome!” the woman said, her voice warm and confident. “My name is Carolina Kopp, and I’m the deputy editor here at ELLE. We’re so happy to have you here, and I hope you’re all ready to jump in and get to work.”

She turned around and left just as quickly as she’d arrived. The other interns and I all stared at each other, the confusion evident on our faces as we each asked ourselves the same question: Are we supposed to follow her? And then we heard Carolina’s voice echo from down the hallway: “Our first stop is the fashion closet.” We scrambled after her.

When we reached the fashion closet, my heart nearly stopped in my chest. The fashion closet is the heart and soul of any fashion magazine, and ELLE’s was just so impossibly wonderful. It was packed with racks and racks of designer clothing hot off the runway, and the whole place was so busy. People were grabbing things off the racks as others were putting things back on. A model was standing in the middle wearing an evening gown as a photographer walked around her in circles and a seamstress sewed something onto the hem of the dress. I think I could have happily lived and died in that room. I never wanted to leave.

Carolina sized us up pretty quickly. “You, you, and you,” she said, pointing at the other three interns, “will be working here.” Two of the interns smiled at each other—I think they’re friends—and the other one sighed in relief.

“And you,” Carolina said, turning to me. “I have something else for you.” With that, she left the room. I took one more look at the fashion closet, then hurried after her.

We walked through a series of busy hallways, passing other ELLE employees, seemingly endless rows of cubicles, the bathrooms, and the enormous kitchen. Finally, we reached a door. Carolina stopped and put her hand on the doorknob. “And this is where you’ll be working: the beauty closet.”

She opened the door, revealing a small closet lined with IKEA-white shelves that were stuffed to the brim. I walked inside. “Welcome to ELLE!” she said. Then she shut the door, leaving me alone in the closet.

I walked over to a corner, where there was a small desk, chair, and iMac. I put my bag on top of the desk and took a look around. In the middle of the room, on the gray carpet floor, was an enormous stack of unopened packages and shopping bags. I looked through several of the bags and found a bunch of brand-new makeup inside. The shelves that lined the walls were filled with all sorts of makeup, skin-care, and hair products. Everything appeared to be organized by type and then in alphabetical order by brand. There were several brands I’d never heard of before and others that I was familiar with from magazine ads and browsing around Sephora, like Dior, Urban Decay, and Shiseido.

I wasn’t entirely sure what I was supposed to do, and disappointment was starting to set in. I couldn’t help but wish I’d been assigned to the fashion closet, and wondered if I’d screwed myself over by showing up in clothes from Target and H&M. But let’s be real: What choice did I have?

I soon met Haley, the assistant beauty editor. She explained how the closet works: products come in, either sent by PR people at beauty companies or requested by the beauty editors, and then the intern (me) keeps everything organized so that the beauty editors can easily find whatever they need. “Packages are just coming in constantly, like all the time,” she said, “so any time something comes in, just put it in the right place or find a new place for it, and label it.” For today, she said, my job was to open up the packages and bags on the floor and put everything away.

When lunchtime rolled around, I met up with the other interns and we headed downstairs to the Hearst cafeteria, CAFE57. The two interns who seemed to be friends are Maggie and Katrine, who both go to Columbia. This is Maggie’s second year interning at ELLE (she worked in the beauty closet last year); she said she loves it here and is hoping to get an editorial assistant job—at ELLE or elsewhere—later this year.

Katrine complained the whole time we were eating because she wore heels on her first day and was sent out on a “run.” I learned that runs are when the editors send the fashion interns to pick up clothes from a store and bring them back for a shoot or for the editors to look at. Anyway, Katrine found herself walking around the city in three-inch heels; she said that by the time she was finishing her second run, she had to take off her shoes and walk in bare feet because her feet hurt so much.

As Katrine covered her blisters with Band-Aids, Maggie shook her head. “Rookie mistake,” Maggie said. “Never, ever, I mean like never wear shoes you can’t walk around in for hours.”

Piper, the third intern, was pretty quiet the whole time. I could tell she listened closely to everything we were talking about, but the only things I remember her saying were “I’m Piper,” and “Yeah, it’s so cool here.”

After lunch, I went back to the beauty closet. Haley stopped by again and showed me how to use the intern email account to contact beauty companies. She then pointed to the several thousand unread emails and asked me to read and respond to as many as I could. By six P.M., I was exhausted and my brain was completely melted.

I’m back at the apartment now. Only one of my roommates is also back from work. As soon as I finish this diary entry, we’re going to make dinner together and watch a show on one of our laptops.

My internship is only Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, so I have tomorrow off. You know what that means, Lora: Tomorrow, you have to write. I mean it. No excuses!!!






From: Olesya Dorokhova

To: Nikolay Dorokhov

Subject: (no subject)

Date: May 18, 2017

Kolya—

With every passing day, I grow more frustrated. I pace around my hotel room like a caged animal, spending all my time and energy planning my escape. I used to love this suite and everything it symbolized, everything it meant. What was once my sanctuary is now my prison.

It breaks me that I will return to Nizhny the same way I left: poor, defeated, and on the run. I will come back home—that I promise you. But even if I wanted to return tomorrow, I could not. They allow me to fly around the states using my various passports, but I am certain that the moment I try to board an international flight, I will be arrested.

The moment I give them any suspicion that I am on the run, they will put me in handcuffs, drag me in front of a judge, and force me to spend the rest of my life in prison. I can’t let that happen—I would rather die. My exit plan must be foolproof. It must be so good, and so perfectly executed, that nobody will realize what has happened until I am on a flight to Moscow.

They are closing in on me, Kolya, I can feel it. I saw an FBI agent at the office a few days ago, and then again at The Plaza this morning. I am certain that they follow me, that they listen to my every conversation, that they have discovered every place I live and work, that they know every single one of my names. But they are waiting, aren’t they? If they truly had anything, wouldn’t they have arrested me by now?

There can only be one conclusion: they do not have enough—not yet.

Just like me, they are waiting. I am waiting to find my final, missing perfect puzzle piece; they are waiting for me to make a mistake.

I will not make a mistake.

—Olesya



From: Nikolay Dorokhov

To: Olesya Dorokhova

Subject: Re:

Date: May 19, 2017

i know you will try to come back with money and i worry you will fuck it up

really, who cares if you are poor when you come back? nobody

we have survived worse haha



From: Olesya Dorokhova

To: Nikolay Dorokhov

Subject: Re: Re:

Date: May 19, 2017

Kolya—

It’s not about the money. Really, it’s not.

—Olesya



From: Nikolay Dorokhov

To: Olesya Dorokhova

Subject: Re: Re: Re:

Date: May 19, 2017

then what

what is it about

what have you even been doing all this time



From: Olesya Dorokhova

To: Nikolay Dorokhov

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re:

Date: May 20, 2017

Kolya—

It’s about everything I’ve done. The books. The articles. The companies. All of it.

I will never be recognized for any of it.

I do more in a year than most people do in a lifetime—and for what? For nothing. Absolutely nothing. Do you know how that feels? To have done everything people said you could never do, to have achieved your wildest dreams, and be forced to walk away knowing that nobody will ever understand what you have accomplished?

—Olesya



From: Nikolay Dorokhov

To: Olesya Dorokhova

Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re:

Date: May 20, 2017

just be careful, ok?

better for you to be here in russia than in rikers




The Diary of Lora Ricci

May 20, 2017



When I went in to work Wednesday morning, I found another big pile of packages and bags waiting for me. Before I unpacked and organized anything, I checked the intern email account and saw that the inbox was filled with messages from beauty companies asking if our editors wanted any of their new products. I Slacked Haley, who said that Laura Graham (the beauty director) would Slack me if she needed anything.

And then, right on cue, Laura messaged me and asked me to bring swatches of the new Dior lipsticks to her desk. I ran over to the pile of packages and, thankfully, found one from Dior. I quickly opened the box and found a dozen lipsticks inside. And then it hit me: I had no idea what I was doing.

So I googled.

“How to swatch lipstick” brought up photos of women putting the lipsticks on the insides of their forearms to compare the colors. Okay, that made sense: that was how I swatched my own eyeshadow. Maybe the teenage beauty junkie way of swatching wasn’t that different from the fancy fashion magazine method. I opened up one of the lipsticks and smeared it on my left wrist. Then I opened another one and smeared it next to the previous smear. And then another one.

After I’d swatched them all, I looked down at my arm and started to feel weird. This couldn’t be right. Why the hell would Laura want to look at the lipsticks on my arm?

Dammit.

Another Google search: “How to swatch lipstick for magazine editor.” Not helpful.

Think, Lora, think!

I looked around the closet, panicking, hoping to find a clue—any clue—as to what the hell I was supposed to be doing. And then I saw it, tacked to the bulletin board above the iMac: a piece of paper with patches of bright colors. Upon further examination, it turned out to have swatches of nail polish, not lipstick, but I hoped and prayed that the format was the same.

Final Google search: “How to swatch lipstick on paper.” I breathed a huge sigh of relief when I saw the image results. BOOM: carefully wipe the lipstick on paper, write the name of the color right next to it. Repeat until you’ve swatched every color. Oh my god. Of course.

I did this as quickly as I could, then walked/ran over to the cubicles where the beauty editors sat, discreetly trying to rub the lipstick off my arm with a tissue. I gingerly walked around, trying to figure out who Laura was and what she looked like. (Why don’t they just label each cubicle with the name of its inhabitant??)

I eventually found Haley, but didn’t recognize the woman sitting in the cubicle beside her, so I took a deep breath, prayed that the woman was Laura, and walked right up to her.

“Hi, Laura!” I squeaked, trying to sound confident and completely failing.

She looked up and gave me an awkward smile. “Um, I’m Meghana. Laura sits on the other side of Haley.” She pointed to an empty cubicle. I cringed and apologized, then walked over to Laura’s desk. I put the swatches beside her keyboard and returned to my little closet as quickly as possible.

After I opened and organized the remaining packages, I walked to the fashion closet to find the other interns and join them for lunch. This time, I brought my own lunch from home (a peanut butter and jelly sandwich). I was glad to find I wasn’t the only one who had packed a lunch: while Katrine and Piper stood in line at the sushi bar, Maggie sat down next to me at the table and pulled chips and a sandwich out of her bag. “Oh my god,” Maggie said, looking at the line of people ordering food. “I’d be so broke if I bought lunch every day.”

When the others returned with their food, we talked about what we were working on. I told them about the packages and they told me about their runs. I was surprised (and kind of sad) to find out that they’re not allowed to try on any of the clothes. “You’d be fired . . . on . . . the . . . spot,” Piper said.

Later that afternoon, I had coffee with Haley in the cafeteria, and we talked about my interests and the various opportunities I would have during my internship. I told her my dream of being a magazine editor and writing books on the side. She said I’ll be invited to some of the big staff meetings and that there might be opportunities to write book reviews and help with research, fact-checking, and proofreading, but emphasized that I should really focus all my energy on my tasks in the beauty closet. I was a little bummed out after the meeting, but whatever—keep your head down, work your ass off, yada yada yada.

Friday was more of the same, but then, in the afternoon, I finally met Laura. She popped into the closet, introduced herself, told me that today was Meghana’s birthday, handed me her corporate credit card, and asked me to pick up cupcakes from a bakery down the street. As soon as I got back, cupcakes in tow, Haley asked me to take the birthday card around the office and make sure everyone signed it. That took up the rest of my day. It was a nice break from the closet, and I loved meeting the other editors.

I’ve been trying to figure out what to write on Tuesdays and Thursdays—my “off days,” when I don’t go to work. I’m torn between a novel and short stories. I don’t yet have an idea for a novel, but I was thinking I could write some stories about fashion magazines since I’m surrounded by so many interesting people at work.

So, on Tuesday, I half-heartedly tried to write a short story, but there wasn’t anywhere to sit down and work in the apartment, so that went nowhere. On Thursday, however, I found the perfect coffee shop to write in—it’s quiet, relatively empty, and they don’t seem to care if you sit there all day but only order a small iced coffee. It’s a thirty-five-minute walk from the apartment, but that’s okay—I need the exercise. I was actually productive and came up with an outline for a short story. I’m not sure if the story is going to be any good, but at least it’s a start. Words on paper—that’s all that matters.
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After Four Quiet Years, Daphne Rooney Finally Wrote Her Third Book. What Took So Long?

By Jeanine Fox




May 20, 2017

Like most novelists, Daphne Rooney writes alone. “I try to distance myself from the expectations and pressures that come from having success,” she says. After her first book, “Marigold,” she worked for three years on her second novel, “Wythe,” which spent two weeks on the hardcover fiction best seller list. Rooney says she “struggled to find enough loneliness” to write her third novel, “The Hawk,” which debuted at number nine on the hardcover fiction list and is still on the list, eight weeks after publication.

The reclusive author, who resides on the Upper East Side, says she almost didn’t write “The Hawk.” She was afraid, she explained, that she would end up writing something that she knew other people wanted rather than writing what she wanted to write. “Though, in the end, it turned out to be both,” she says.

As for the plot of her latest novel, Rooney isn’t afraid to admit that she took a different path with “The Hawk,” and says that the choice was deliberate. “In my earlier novels, I was writing because I was entertained by these stories in my head and I wanted to share them with the world. When I sat down to write a new novel, I decided that I wanted it to be more than just entertaining and well written—I wanted it to push the boundaries of what a novel could be.”

Jeanine Fox is a contributing writer at The Times.
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Cons of working in the beauty closet:


	It’s not the fashion closet

	I’m the only beauty closet intern and I work all by myself

	I’m only one week in and I’m already lonely

	The endless packages (I’m basically Sisyphus—every time I’m done unpacking and organizing stuff from a box, a new one arrives and I have to do the whole thing over again)



Pros of working in the beauty closet:


	Learning more about beauty products

	It’s peaceful and quiet

	I have more responsibility and autonomy because I’m the only intern

	I have my own “office”

	I’m still working at ELLE, which is the most important thing!!!









Jenée Parker | 05–24–2017 8:39 AM

Are you still working at the US Attorney’s Office?

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 8:42 AM

Yeah

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 8:43 AM

What’s up?

Jenée Parker | 05–24–2017 8:46 AM

I have a new case you might find interesting

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 8:57 AM

?

Jenée Parker | 05–24–2017 9:00 AM

Bank fraud, wire fraud

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 9:01 AM

How big?

Jenée Parker | 05–24–2017 9:03 AM

Not sure yet

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 9:05 AM

Do we have a name?

Jenée Parker | 05–24–2017 9:07 AM

An alias: Cat Wolff

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 9:14 AM

Let’s talk

Amanda Harris | 05–24–2017 9:15 AM

Call me when you can




The Diary of Lora Ricci

May 26, 2017



This morning, I joined Piper for one of her runs and we went to The Row to pick up some clothes for a shoot. The store was beautiful—so sparse and intimate and clean, like an art gallery. While Piper waited for the clothes, I explored the first floor, then walked up a curved marble staircase to the second floor, where I looked through the collections and wished that I had enough money to buy everything (or even just one thing).

I’m more than a little jealous of Piper and the other fashion interns, who get to do this every day. They’re in the middle of the action—they’re part of it, not stuck on the sidelines like me. Sometimes, on days like today, I’m afraid I’m always going to be on the outside, always going to almost-but-not-quite fit in. I’m beginning to feel like ELLE isn’t that much different from NYU.

I almost let my guard down and said something over lunch, but instead I said the opposite of what I actually meant. “I don’t know how you guys do it,” I said, biting into my peanut butter and jelly sandwich (which was a little soggy and gross after sitting in my bag all morning). “I would be so tired if I had to go on runs all day long.”

“All I do is runs,” Katrine said, grimacing. “Like literally, all I ever do is go on runs.”

Piper smiled. “I like runs,” she said. “It feels so cool to walk into a store and be like, ‘I’m here from ELLE.’”

“It’s shit work for sure, but you gotta do the shit work if you’re going to get anywhere in this business,” Maggie added. “The editors are impressed by interns who, when they’re asked to do something, do it, and then ask, ‘and what else do you need?’”

“It’s like, ask not what the magazine can do for you, ask what you can do for the magazine,” Piper said.

Katrine rolled her eyes. “Whatever,” she mumbled.

Katrine is a real character. She’s tall, has dark shoulder-length hair, always wears bright purple eyeshadow, and exudes this high level of confidence and energy. She knows a lot about beauty, fashion, journalism, print media—you name it, she knows something about it and has met all the big names working in it.

I think Katrine and I are very close in age—she’s a rising senior at Columbia—but this is her third magazine internship. Last year, she interned at InStyle, where she met stars like Jessica Alba, Priyanka Chopra, and Kerry Washington. Her Instagram is full of selfies with celebrities, and her profile picture is of her and Jessica Alba (who she says is “old-school”). I was wondering how Katrine knew so much and had all these opportunities, and said as much to Piper while we were on our run. “Duh, her mom is an editor at Vogue,” Piper said, as if she couldn’t believe I didn’t know.

Piper’s cool aloofness is the opposite of Katrine’s frantic energy. Her hair is platinum blonde (almost white), and she has a very cool minimalist style, both in beauty and in fashion. As for makeup, she wears a single bold line of neon eyeliner and that’s it. She doesn’t do anything with her eyebrows, and they’re just barely there. Everyone is always complimenting her eyebrows and saying how much they love them (myself included).

I’m not sure where Piper goes to school. I googled her and found out that she has a “street looks” fashion blog and her dad runs a hedge fund. She doesn’t talk about herself or her life very much. She just lets Katrine and Maggie pick the topic of conversation and goes along with whatever they decide is interesting.

Maggie’s mom works in marketing (or sales? idk) at Louis Vuitton, and her dad is a photographer. She knows and likes everyone and everyone knows and likes her. When we go to lunch, the editors we walk by always smile at her and say hello. I think she already graduated from Columbia, but I’m not 100 percent sure. She’s applying for assistant positions this summer, but it’s so hard because nobody is hiring. I can’t imagine her not getting a job, since I’m sure she is going to have really awesome references from everyone here, but it’s kind of scary that even she doesn’t have an offer when she has so much experience. If Maggie can’t get a job, is there any hope for the rest of us? (And by “the rest of us,” I mean, uh, me.)

After lunch, I helped Haley set up a PR happy hour in one of the conference rooms. It wasn’t even for beauty stuff—it was for a tequila company that was buying an ad in one of the upcoming issues. Almost everyone in the office stopped by for a margarita and then had to go home early because they were too tipsy to keep working.

The final thing I did for the day was mail out a bunch of copies of our June issue to various people. Haley gave me a long list of names and addresses and I sat there filling out cards that said things like “Hope you love our newest issue! xoxo, ELLE,” which was a bit hard to do after three margaritas. There were a bunch of extra copies left over—Haley said I could keep them and share them with the other interns.

I was having such a good day until Mom called on my way home. I ignored her call. I couldn’t talk to her. I can’t talk to her. Not yet.

I’ve been having so much fun that I’d actually forgotten all about the whole mess with school
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