
�(
��.�



O n  K a t e
•



Dearest •Kate,



For your wit and your curiosity, your gentle 
passion and your ferocious kind of kindness; 
for being there for us, and just for being you, 
a small token of our affection: a year of you, 
in review.

All our love,
Your Friends
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the girl has an appetite, and so do I. 
Low-k feminist, high-k delicious, Kate can 
probably make a mean dish out of mustard 
seeds, leftover sushi, and a can of beer. What? 
I don’t know. It’s early. On top of having a 
keen interest in the macro- and the global 
scale in all things political / social / human, 
I love her attention as well to the intricacies 
of the everyday, the minute detail, and the 
unabashed self-celebratory. I salute and 
celebrate you too, Kate, and am so happy you 
were born. Happy birthday!

jess  stark
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Friend-ship is a doozy.
In an age of social media, many have welcomed 
an era of mass connectivity, one where I can 
talk over coffee with my brother from across 
the globe, or even remind an ex how good my 
butt looks with a high-quality photo (one that, 
thanks to Instagram or Snapchat, can be visible 
for only a matter of seconds, before its archival 
into labyrinthine and inaccessible data servers). 
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Yet others have bemoaned that these technolo-
gies have ushered in an era in which we are “alone, 
together,” as Sherry Turkle once put it. A con-
dition of stimulating malaise, a feeling to keep 
up-to-date with others even though we’re only 
dating ourselves.

But where is friendship in this gloomy de-
bate of our times? Perhaps going back to etymo-
logical basics can help us a bit here. Friendship is 
not just a static variable that is either multiplied 
by or lost to technological changes. Friend-ship 
is a process: a feeling of attachment (friend from 
the Germanic frijōjands) that one, with another, 
must create or make (ship from the Germanic 
schaffen). So to make an attachment—or, more 
perhaps more aptly, to sustain an attachment—
how can one use technology, especially without 
falling victim to pangs of isolation or ennui?

“how u doing, boo?”
A rare artefact of our time. A simple text, 

yet out-of-the-blue it registers a deep impact: I 
want to know how you are. Just ask the person 
that sends texts like this on a regular basis: Kate 
Fernelius, a seasoned friend with an adoring  
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base—one that is perhaps always growing due 
to the genuine care and affection she exudes for 
those surrounding her.

“It’s like she has three rules,” a friend who 
requested to remain anonymous for fear of 
drunk kisses from Kate explained. “First, if you’re 
a friend, then you’re both interesting and cool. 
There’s a spark. Second, don’t let that spark go. 
Third, maintaining that spark usually involves 
talking about food.”

Salt, fat, acid, and heat are each great, but 
Kate’s also got starch. There’s a bind that she in-
duces. Friendship may begin with Kate in one 
shared place, and from then on that glutenous 
attachment can unfurl. But the kneading nev-
er stops. Even from afar, wheat fibers stretch 
through the waves of text and e-mails, through 
the pitches of phone calls and video chats. When 
Kate’s involved, these communication acts do not 
kindle the overwhelming frenzy so characteristic 
of the “need” to stay in touch; nor do they beck-
on the gloom and solitude that this “need” can 
arouse. This is because technology does not act 
on Kate. It’s Kate’s zest that acts on technology. 
She bears a zest for her friends that is so often 
lost in discussions about social media where 
humans become subjects to technology. Instead, 
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Kate takes us back to friendship’s Proto-Ger-
manic roots: driven by an attachment to contin-
ue making that attachment. It’s genuine. It’s zesty. 
And it’s so uncommon nowadays. Like a good 
key lime.

So how do we nourish relationships amidst 
the growing circuitry that has taken over our lives 
and our loves? Well, that’s up to us. We might do 
well asking Kate for a tip.

jake  silver

•



•
b l a c k

p l a s t e r
f a s h i o n

a c c e s s o r y
A. K. A.

“ c a s t ”
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a black, plaster wrist covering might 
be seen by some as bland or pitiful. It’s 
pejoratively referred to as a “cast,” and can 
be considered confining, itchy, and restrictive. 
But for Durham resident Katie Fernelius, 
a black plaster covering was never just a 
pedestrian medical wrapping, but rather an 
international fashion accessory. In Nigeria, 
the frequent subject of her reportage, the 
black plaster fashion accessory, hereby known 
as bpfa, accompanied her to an exotic oil 
tycoon’s birthday party, where it matched 
marvelously with a silky green jumpsuit. The 
bpfa frequently lounged in the West African 
sun, and was seen on the former hallowed 
shores of Bar Beach. While most keep their 
casts away from water, Katie frequently 
brought hers on boats and beaches and 
the well-worn shorelines of Tarkwa Bay. It 
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survived traffic-congested car rides, jaunts 
to local cafés, tropical-level humidity and 
daily showers. It was there for her when she 
angered the oga in charge of the Eko Hotel, 
or when she visited The Shrine. Lugging 
a bpfa can be tiring, sure, and they are no 
longer in vogue. (Fernelius cut hers off late 
last winter). But her resolve to complete an 
international grant with one, while nursing 
a variety of ailments, was nothing short of 
extraordinary. No one could quite rock the 
bpfa like Katie could.* 

*Happy Birthday, Katie! I hope your next year 
brings you all the happiness and love you deserve. 
I admire your abilities as a reporter, especially 
one who brings such a high level of empathy and 
curiosity to any project. Here’s hoping that I don’t 
have to review a cast for next year’s zine!

ishan  thakore

•
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Katie
(nasdaq :  k jf )

has been rated by our analysts as a 
buy with her shares still below our 
target of 500 trillion good feel-
ings. Investors can expect regular 
dividends of high-quality gossip, 
emotional support, and astute 
observations.  With an uncom-
monly high ratio of deep wisdom 
to pretension, and depth in both 
domestic and international inter-
esting stories markets, it is safe 
to assume that kjf will continue 
to post strong vibes. Katie is on 
track to have a particularly strong 
fourth quarter, with Dacian Street 
consensus estimates of a very  
happy birthday. 

elena  botella



Passenger-seat-occupier 
sits in driveway for 
hours, has living room

• 
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i will never not be a commuter. I have 
commuted in my car daily for the better 
part of ten years. What was a marked 
improvement from the Whole Foods bag of 
bananas typically occupying my passenger 
seat, Kate Jane Fernelius (who will always 
be kjf ) transformed my commute into an 
18thcentury salon. And I mean that in the way 
that’s not annoying. I had the smartest and 
most important conversations of that era of my 
life sitting in the driveway behind her house, 
often turning off the ignition and sitting and 
sitting in a four-door Jetta until hours had 
passed. Never was I invited to come inside–
nor did I want to. Exploring theory, culture, 
and mindless trivia, a kjf makes you feel the 
most routine, mundane, utilitarian spaces 
of your life the most intimate, compelling, 
and inspiring. You won’t need a couch and 
a t.v. if you have a Jetta and a kjf.

adrienne  harreveld



Iwill say though...
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• r e v i e w •
The Curious Case of 

Kate Fernelius

kate and i get coffee nearly every week. 
And nearly every week, she is detained at the 
door, at the coffee counter, in the hallway, 
snatched up by conversation. She knows 
faces and names and favorite foods. She 
asks questions, knows more things. To me, 
these people are strangers; to Kate, they are 
human beings of baffling complexity, sources 
of endless wonder, experts with lessons to 
share. We sit, and she asks me a question: 
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I’m curious, does your family make special 
foods for the holidays? Do you remember the 
first movie that really spoke to you? What’s 
your favorite line of literature? I just have to 
know… Her inquiries are sometimes serious, 
sometimes whimsical, yet nearly every week, 
as I cast about dumbly for an answer, Kate 
urges me to think about some part of myself 
for the first time. 
 I know no one more curious than Kate. 
No one who desires to know the people in 
her life, and the objects in her world, more 
fully than she. Kate’s curiosity is neither 
invasive nor acquisitive. The only words she 
uses more than I’m curious are Did you know. 
From these words follow others that testify 
to uncommon attentiveness and powers of 
thoughtful reflection. She hungers to know 
the world and shares what she knows freely, 
inviting her friends to see what she sees: a 
well-crafted sentence, a beautiful dying 
mall. For this alone, I give her curiosity two 
enthusiastic thumbs up, ten out of ten, a 
hundred tomatoes, and all the stars in the sky.
 I have been greatly inspired by Kate, 
and have tried to learn from her example. 
So I know that one of her favorite lines of 
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literature is this one, from Carson McCullers’s 
The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter: “She never had 
any real kindness, or maybe it was curiosity, 
they were very nearly the same thing.” For 
Kate, to be incurious is 
to be unkind, and she 
works very hard to be 
neither. Kate’s curiosity 
is her kindness and her 
generosity. She cares 
for people by seeking 
to understand them on 
their own terms —“not 
by their captive but by 
their utmost meanings.” 
In doing so, she reminds 
those of us lucky enough 
to know her that we are 
special and worthy of 
care, and this feeling of being truly seen is 
a gift she gives without discrimination or 
expectation of payment. It is her way to love 
people and invite them to love in return. 
 I highly recommend accepting the 
invitation.

casey  williams

“t e n  o u t 
of ten, a 
hundred 
tomatoes,
a n d  a l l 
the stars 
i n  t h e  
s k y 

”
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katie and lagos clearly had an 
interesting relationship, which was 
clearly unlike any relationship Katie 
had previously had with a place 
before. Lagos left its mark on Katie—
in little ways, like permanently 
imparting a tougher, more resilient 
attitude; setting Katie’s career 
off in a specific direction; giving 
her humor and laugh an edge of 
experience. Katie also left her mark 
on Lagos in some small ways— 
in social scenes she navigated, the 
Lagosian “family” that adopted 
her into its Jazz shop, etc. There’s 
no question that Katie faced 
challenges in her time in Lagos, and 
there’s no doubt that they shaped 
the woman she is today. In spite 
of Lagos’ challenges (or perhaps  
because of them), Katie clearly 
has kept alive her warmth and 
compassion for humanity, her 
fundamentally optimistic worldview, 
and her joy.

lucas  spangher
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journalism is serious business. Or at least 
that’s what people tell me. Sometimes it’s 
just a good story. And sometimes it’s both. 
Katie Fernelius gets this more than anyone 
I know. Mostly this is because she is at heart 
both a storyteller and a good listener (not a 
common combination!) In her reporting she 
weaves effortlessly between the eventful and 
the incidental without ever losing touch with 
the human.
 Like her story about the Northgate Mall 
which is a story about the history of the 
American mall, development in Durham, and 
most importantly about the people who shop 
and work and hang there (but devastatingly, 
not about a toilet). Or the many sweet, 
informative, and personal reviews which 
inspired this book! Also one time she broke 
a story about a porn star and appeared in a 
lifetime movie played by an mtv starlet. The 
cultural impact! 
 There are bigger seriouser stories too. 
Like the power tripping administrator 
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firing a barista at her college and workplace 
for playing a song he didn’t like. (That 
administrator is now leaving his position 
due in no small part to her intrepid reporting 
while the barista got a new job and a check 
from the rapper whose song she played). 
Or the billionaire businessmen who wield 
enormous power in Nigeria and the private 
city they were building on the backs of 
the poor. Both of these stories are about 
powerful wealthy men and their impact on 
their communities. And at least one of these 
stories involved threats from these powerful 
men (the other just an awkward invitation to 

“talk”). The point is, these dudes suck (some 
of them on a global historical scale) and were 
in considerable positions of influence (which 
scared Katie precisely not at all). And it’s 
important that people know how these men 
reorganize the world around them to their 
liking. But what Katie actually gets is that 
there are many smaller stories buried under 
these big narratives and people whose lives 
were affected. If you haven’t yet you should 
listen to the bbc radio piece on the private 
city in Lagos. It’s a fascinating fucked up 
story told beautifully. The real strength of 
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journalism, and particular Katie’s journalism, 
is finding a way to tell these smaller stories 
through and against the big narrative. Katie 
never loses sight of the people whose stories 
she tells and she gets to hear these stories 
because it’s obvious that she cares about the 
storytellers, not just the story itself.
 There are also the personal private stories. 
Sometimes when you hang out with Katie 
you end up telling her your entire life story 
(or just some weird stuff about your family). 
Partially she has a journalists penchant for 
asking the right questions and pushing on 
the right answers. But really it’s because you 
immediately get the sense that she not only 
wants to know but wants to understand so 
that she can make you a part of her own life 
story. And because she listens and remembers 
and cares. 
 So run out and grab one of Katie’s stories 
today. In the paper, at the coffee shop, or at her 
apartment. You won’t regret the experience 
and if you’re lucky enough you might end up 
part of her story and telling her yours.

jess  issacharoff
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Hospitality 
makes me   think of the kitchens 
and living rooms where hosts  
live and welcome guests. But 
that’s the hospitality of lesser 
people. Kate makes me feel 
more at home in my own 
home.

sally  weathers
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11/10
Kate’s eclipse tattoo—its not only great in its 
own right (she loves a wrist tat!), but even 
more so for the scintillating fam drama...

����� 
Kate’s Jean Jacket will inspire dreams of 
denim and likely a jean jacket purchase of 
your very own. Fair warning, you will happy 
cry together at Pinhook while wearing.

Beyond Ranking 
Kate’s sweet curls

sunny  frothingham
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It’s  almost easy to write a profile.
We all have thoughts about the places we 
visit or the people we meet. If we have a 
modicum of practice in critical self-reflection, 
we churn those thoughts into sentences, 
prod them, move the sounds around our 
heads, preemptively work them out for the 
communal practice of Sharing Our Opinions 
when out with other people. If you’re the kind 
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of neurotic that I am, you might even catch 
yourself muttering them out loud to yourself 
in the otherwise quiet, private moments. We 
have opinions, we share them in conversation. 
Such is the nature of being with others.
 That “almost” is doing a lot of work, 
though, because it elides so much. The 
making of opinions is instinct, the sharing 
of opinions is society. But this basic human 
principle becomes something different when 
it becomes writing, because writing is a craft. 
It is hard work, often counter-instinctual, and 
done in the space between one’s own head 
and the page. 
 My friend Katie Jane Fernelius knows 
this. When she writes “The shopping mall, 
like an appendix, is a vestigial organ of 
American capitalism,” her reporting becomes 
animated by the vital, the biological. When 
she writes “It is an exciting time for comedy 
in the Triangle, as old silos fall away and new 
ones emerge,” we’re surrounded by the cranes 
and girders that loom around every corner in 
today’s Durham. These sentences, ferreted 
away in her profiles of the Northgate Mall 
and the Mettlesome Collective, respectively, 
show just how much work it takes to turn 
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an opinion into a “piece.” Everyone has an 
opinion. Not everyone works as hard as she 
does to share that opinion. Truly share it, by 
telling a story, by bringing us in. 
 Fernelius doesn’t have the market on 
hard work cornered. It would be disingenuous 
to suggest so, and I’m confident she would 
admit that. She’s an admirer of her writerly 
peers far and wide, counting them as friends 
and colleagues (often both). But there is 
something special in her writing, even more 
than the careful work of building a story. She 
cares. 
 Curiosity proceeds from empathy. Why 
bother writing about something unless you 
bother to care about it in the first place? This 
is what sets her profiles and her journalism 
apart. It’s so very obvious that the meticulous 
gumshoe reporting and her easy familiarity 
with her subjects and the places she finds 
them comes from a place of deep caring. Her 
earnest, unironic interest in the people she 
talks to (whether its for a piece now or for a 
piece to come or for no piece at all) emanates 
from her, in person and on the page.
 I said writing a profile is almost easy. 
We’ve seen the easy kind time and time again. 
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A few details jotted down, a couple accolades 
tossed at the architecture, or the appetizer, or 
the artist herself. They amount to a simple 
thumbs up or thumbs down, and the stakes 
are few. I liked/disliked x, you’ll probably 
either like/dislike x, or not, whatever, gimme 
that CV line and my freelance fee please and 
thank you. Fernelius’s work shows that to 
really do it, to do it well, requires the courage 
and drive to take those automatic, instinctive 
opinions and shape them into something 
with meaning. 
 What makes Fernelius’s writing rise 
above is the intimate investment in the stories 
of everyone she profiles. When Goorsha 
popped up on Main Street, she was there. 
After reading her piece, I know to keep an 
eye out for the kashka, and I’m appropriately 
tantalized by the metin shiro. But more 
importantly, I was given a glimpse into the 
stories of the restaurant’s owners. The food 
is almost secondary; I now care a little more 
about the place and the people.  
 Six paragraphs into the review, there’s 
little expository paragraph: “In Amharic, 
goorsha means the act of feeding another 
person as an expression of love, ‘like a hug 
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between friends.’” This is what Fernelius 
seems to understand intuitively—writing, 
like good food, is a hug between friends. 
When prepared well, made with care, and 
shared with others, it welcomes us in. It’s the 
hug between friends that says “I care. And I 
want you to care too.” Writing like that, well… 
that’s not easy at all, no almost about it.

kevin  gallin
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:
i went ice skating 
with Katie and she 
impressed me with 
her enthusiasm, 
poise, and stamina. 
She was good at 
talking to other 
people who were 
skating there also. 
She expanded my 
understanding of 
my home rink’s 
social life and her 
balance and turns 
improved over the 
day.

5/5
joseph  ren
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There are many ways to self-reflect, and so 
many types of self-reflectors. As a person 
drawn to people with overactive brains, I 

am by this point a connoisseur of them.
 Most living things are not self-aware—at 
least by our standards—and the ability to rec-
ognize the self is often regarded in philosophy 
and science as a distinguishing feature of hu-
manity. (A few animals besides us pass the test: 
elephants, upon seeing themselves in a mirror, 
touch themselves instead of the mirror with their 
trunks; dolphins call each other by unique clicks 
that correspond to human proper names…but 
these examples are few and far between). As hu-
mans go, there are many types of self-reflectors. 
There are anxious self-reflectors: people who are 
desperately convinced that at each moment they 
are being watched and judged, and who behave 
accordingly. There are obsessive self-reflectors: 
perfectionists who set high standards for them-
selves as a driving force of accomplishment. 
There are, as “reflection” suggests, plain everyday 
narcissists—I’m intimately familiar with this 
type of self-reflector, because I’m a narcissist I 
think, and also because I know a lot of professors.
 Katie is a rare type, my favorite type:  
deliberate and humble.

chase gregory
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it’s called a selfie game, 
but Kate isn’t playing around. 
I have them on my phone, a 
battery of Kates: at work, at 
home, in the bathroom mir-
ror, curly-haired or straight-, 
her eyes just missing mine, 
caught in the selfie’s tilted in-
finity. In a recent photo, she is 
wearing tortoiseshell glasses 
with a golden bridge; in the 
lenses, I can just make out the 
ghost of her phone screen, and 
within it, her face once more, 
posing for itself. It’s a shy nar-
cissism, confident and with-
drawing, like a flower growing 
backwards. The world is too 
small for this woman, a mar-
ble in her pocket. She spins it 
blindly across her palm with 
her thumb, making conversa-
tion, laughing. One day, when 
no one is looking, she will 
shoot it.

andrea  long  chu

•
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