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Conan on the Charles
One of Harvard’s many stars comes back on campus.

In case you haven’t already heard, 
whether via the news or through 
some envy-inducing Facebook selfies; 

or simply over the endless, undulating 
Harvard grapevine, Conan O’Brien was on 
campus this Friday! For those among our 
readership who do not follow the shifting 
world of TV talk shows, (or alternately 
those unfamiliar with the moving pictures 
on those new-fangled picture screens they 
call televisions) Conan O’Brien ’85 is a 
History and Literature concentrator of 
Mather House who rocketed to fame as a 
TV talk show host on network and cable. 
His connections to Harvard, however, 
invariably pulled him back to our humble 
university on the Charles, although the 
trip’s purpose – an hour-and-a-half-long 
conversation about the merits of a liberal 
arts education – did befit his star-struck 
status. And Harvard pulled out all the 
stops too: from University president Drew 
Faust as moderator to the mahogany glory 
of Sanders Theater to a private reception in 
the opulent Loeb House, Conan was feted 
as a star – and provided a fine performance 
as well.

If at this juncture you’re wondering how 

on earth you 
could have 
missed this 
opportunity, 
take solace 
in the fact 
that tickets 
were offered 
via lottery 
only: a couple 
of occasional 
emails sent 
over House 
l i s t - s e r v s 
o f f e r e d 
l o t t e r i e d 
tickets for the 
event, which 
filled Sanders 
v i r t u a l l y 
to capacity 

(although the event was live-streamed 
over the Internet as well). The talk itself 
was delivered in two main parts: a feature 
discussion between Conan and Drew Faust 
and a Q & A session between Conan and 
brave Harvard students willing to take 
one of four microphones interspersed 
throughout the auditorium. The main 
discussion on the merits of a liberal 
education allowed Conan to present a 
nuanced message of self-discovery, namely 
with regard to finding your individual 
talents, enduring the ups and downs of life 
(humor as a “defense mechanism”), and 
taking the risks and opportunities which 
present themselves as time passes. Serious 
comments on the toxic nature of fame 
(including an inspired analogy between 
famous people and astronauts who spend 
too much time in space) and allusions to 
the incompetence of generals during the 
Civil War and World War I also jostled in 
space with Conan’s more typically wacky 
and self-deprecating sense of humor.

Indeed, the comedic highlights of the 
evening were many and flowed naturally 
from the conversation: from Conan’s 
student-goaded attempts to “dab” (a 

new dance craze in which one seemingly 
imitates a sneezing motion) to his detailing 
of an ostensible encounter with Drew 
Faust in a seedy dive-bar a year prior, the 
audience was enthralled and captivated by 
Conan’s bravura performance. And Conan 
himself was pleased too, stating that it was 
nice that “the laughs flowed naturally” in 
conversation at the private reception in 
Loeb House, which followed. The reception 
itself (hosted by Drew Faust) was also 
a lotteried affair, featuring a 10-strong 
lottery-selected delegation from Mather 
House (the golden ticket of yours truly) as 
well as current and former UC presidents/
vice presidents and an impressive selection 
of other bigwig adults and students. 
Between mixing with this illustrious 
sampler of Harvard’s current and former 
affiliates, Conan found the time to be 
presented with a Mather sweatshirt by the 
Mather delegation while being the subject 
of endless selfies and photos.

Unfortunately, however, Conan did not 
stay at Harvard for very long during this 
visit: during the main conversation in 
Sanders, he alluded to a rapidly-pending 
trip to South Korea to visit an ultra-
dedicated fan-group. Chance, however, 
bequeathed the opportunity for some lucky 
Matherites to meet their house’s most 
famous alum. On his way to the airport, 
Conan briefly stopped by the Mather JCR 
to sign the giant poster of Conan inside – 
all while flanked by a horde of surprised 
Matherites enjoying their happy hour. And 
indeed that was what Conan provided for a 
lucky campus tonight: a happy hour and a 
half of warm entertainment and good life 
advice – weighty, pithy life lessons, lessons 
that teach us to embrace failure and chase 
our dreams. And looking at Conan, such 
advice certainly cannot steer you wrong.

Andrew Lin ’17 (andrewlin@college.
harvard.edu) sincerely wishes that he 
could attend more receptions in the oh-so-
gorgeous Loeb House.
Photo courtesy of Rose Lincoln.

By ANDREW LIN
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Dreams Realized and Dates 
Realigned Stories of the dramatic 

Datamatch results.

Valentine’s Day 2016. For some, it 
passed uneventfully – one Sunday 
among many that ended too soon 

and left us with those debilitating Sunday 
night blues. For others, it was a day 
spent cherishing a loved one and sharing 
chocolates. For a few, it was simply the 
day before the long-awaited celebration 
of our nation’s leaders. For many, here at 
Harvard, the day was filled with bursts of 
hope followed by a terrible anguish. A free 
Zinnekin’s waffle loomed on the horizon of 
this bleakest of months – and that gave us 
hope. Alas, that hope was tested again and 
again by the continued delay of Datamatch 
results! It was a trying evening, I’m sure, for 
those who waited all weekend and placed 
their burdened dreams and expectations 
into that one little survey. Finally, the cold 
spell broke, the results were revealed and 
matches were made. 

In an ideal world, one would find a 
soulmate within the datamatch results. A 
few clicks, a quick Facebook search, and a 
meeting at Pinkberry later, and there is a 
happily ever after provided by Harvard’s 
own Computing Society. Though Harvard 
students may be criticized for a high 
opinion of our competence, none would 
lay claim to divine match-making powers.  
Therefore, one pragmatic student of Adams 
House went so far as to decry the recent 
romanticizing of Datamatch – “Whom are 
we kidding? Datamatch dates are nothing 
more than a mutual agreement to pursue 
and obtain free food.” 

Though there might be a kernel of truth 
in that statement, other stories tell of more 
optimistic attitudes. One of these stories, 
tell of a girl desperately seeking a Clover 
breakfast sandwich, and a boy finally 
able to match that deepest of desires. It 
all started with an email sent late on the 
evening of February 14th. What followed 
was a tortuous email exchange illustrating 
their mutual abundance of want but 
scarcity of time. Our heroes, it seems, may 
be thwarted by the simple but daunting 
obstacle of conflicting class schedules. I 

still see a Clover breakfast sandwich in 
their fatalistically intertwined futures, 
but now it only must be wedged between 
a humanities seminar and a chemistry lab 
sometime next week (star-crossed lovers, to 
say the least). 

While we praise those Clover-loving 
passions, what happens to the rest of us if 
one’s top match is not one made in heaven? 
What is the next step? Is it acceptable to 
reach out to a match down the list with 
an honest “You are my seventh match but, 
based on your Facebook profile, my third 
choice…want to get lunch sometime?” That 
approach may seem a bit insensitive and 
surely too frank. Perhaps one should try 
bonding over a shared subject matter – 
politics, for instance! One PfoHo resident 
was asked out with these words, “I’m pretty 
sure my top match is a Republican …want 
to grab coffee?” Bold move though it may 
be, presumption is not usually all that 
appealing. There is no need to add to the 
divisive nature of this turbulent political 
atmosphere. 

In love, as in 
Datamatch, one is 
encouraged to not 
sweat the small stuff. 
Hence my advice to 
one acquaintance: 
“Just because he went 
ahead and chose the 
restaurant without 
consulting you, does 
not mean that you 
should not go! Maybe 
it was simply a poor 
attempt at chivalry?” 
…To which I was 
presented with the 
most pointed of eye 
rolls. 

A Currier house 
resident, found herself 
in a situation one may 
argue is not “small 
stuff ”. Whether by 
mistake or otherwise, 

she was matched with a list of graduate 
students, alumni, and professors. This 
student’s top match, in fact, is a young MIT 
professor. Currently caught in a crossfire 
of counsel and guidance, she continues 
to ponder the possibility of taking such a 
leader of academia to Pinkberry. Hers is 
certainly a more nuanced match list than 
a pair of Harvard twins, who found it both 
hilarious and simplifying to match and 
grab frozen yogurt with a blood relative. 
To all, we wish the best of luck in love and 
mutual sweet teeth. 

In the midst of this frenzied February, 
Datamatch results have proven to be as 
dramatic as ever. Homeric, it is not, but 
for cooped up college students dreaming of 
spring, it is soul fuel. 

Caroline Cronin ’18 (ccronin01@college.
harvard.edu) is fueled by waffles alone.  

Photo courtesy of Joy on Wikimedia 
Commons.

By CAROLINE C CRONIN
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The Shuttle We Love to Hate
A shuttle struggle.

Winter is coming but the shuttle 
probably isn’t, and TransLoc can’t 
help you now. The levels of snow 

are rising and our levels of patience are 
falling. Both those hailing from the Quad 
and Mather, along with those brave fellows 
in between just trying to visit their friends 
(or who, more likely, have meetings or 
section nearby), know the struggle that 
is the shuttle. Whether you’re always 
missing it or you’re just really over how 
close you’ve gotten with your friends who 
have to practically sit in your laps when 
you catch the 9:50 shuttle MWF mornings, 
it’s getting to that point in the year where 
shuttle complaining peaks.

The Indy wants to help. As Harvard 
students, you should definitely spend less 
time complaining about the shuttle schedule 
or atmosphere, and more time complaining 
about the problematic opinions section 
kid can’t stop bringing up, or the fact that 
HUDS is serving way too many potatoes 
disguised as other forms of sustenance. 
Before you become the cause of someone’s 
passive aggressive Facebook post or make 
it to someone’s Snapchat story, be sure to 
read up on these rules of shuttle etiquette.

Rule #1: Angles
If your legs are spread to an angle of 

nearly 90 degrees, there’s a 90% chance 
you’re one of the tools in sweat pants 
carrying around an entire jug of water. The 
degrees you spread your legs had better 
match up with the degrees Fahrenheit 
it is outside. If you spot an inconsiderate 
person on the shuttle abusing the shuttle’s 
geometry, be sure to make direct eye-
contact for the entire five minute ride in 
order to establish your superiority as an 
evolved being. Seriously, people, please just 
be realistic about the space you need.

Rule #2: Bumper Cars
There’s a special seat for people who are 

over 6’0 tall who decide to sit down while I 

struggle to reach, let alone hold onto, the 
bar above the seats. That seat is in hell and 
it’s definitely not located on this shuttle. It 
is inevitable that I will end up straddling 
one of the guys who didn’t find it at all 
appropriate to take one for the team and 
offer me his seat, even after watching the 
shuttle driver hit every possible bump on 
Mass Ave/Garden Street. There is also the 
added perk of being propelled off of those 
around you like everyone around you is as 
negatively-charged about the weather as 
you are.

Rule #3: Saving Seats
Any person who asks you to risk your 

back pack’s life saving him or her a seat 
on the shuttle is not a real friend. It makes 
no sense to save a seat for anyone because 
the shuttle waits for no man, woman, 
child, amorphous blob, what have you. It’s 
not like the rest of us haven’t packed our 
entire lives into our backpack because we 
know damn well we won’t be getting back 
until well after all of our classes for the 
day. No one makes that trek unprepared, 
and your professional-level hiking bag is no 
exception.

Rule #4: Know your route
We’ve all been there: Is this headed to 

the stadium? Is there any way I’ll make it 
to Maxwell Dworkin? Why am I at Mather 
and not the Quad? Take the literal second to 
check the shuttle’s sign. This has absolutely 
nothing to do with preventing grievances 
to anyone but yourself. I’m just looking 
out for you with this one, because there’s 
nothing worse than being in a rush to grab 
your math P-Set from your room in PfoHo 
quickly before section but ending up at 
Mather, which has happened to absolutely 
everyone and definitely not just me.

Rule #5: Timeliness
Be on time for the shuttle. I admit that 

I’m guilty of being 15 minutes late to 
lecture but showing up with the straightest 
eye-liner you’ve ever seen (because the only 
straight thing about me is my eye-liner). 
Download multiple shuttle tracker apps 
because if you’ve learned anything during 
your time at Harvard, it is that TransLoc 
cannot be trusted and you have at least a 
fifteen-minute walk to contemplate how it 
has done you wrong.

Rule #6: Gratitude
Please thank your shuttle driver. If you 

think that the giant toddlers taking up 
more space than they need (or deserve?), 
just imagine what the shuttle drivers have 
had to deal with. Take the time to ask the 
driver about his or her day during the ride. 
You know you’d rather stay up close so you 
aren’t trapped in the mass of people who 
are already definitely late to class once you 
reach the shuttle stop, anyway.

In the end, we all get where we’re going 
(except if you didn’t listen to rule #4, in 
which case you totally deserved it). Be 
sure to respect others on the shuttle and 
make the best out of the crowded rides. 
If anything can bring together solidarity 
among Harvard students as a whole, you 
can always count on, “Can you believe the 
shuttle isn’t here yet?” to really spark up 
some camaraderie. All aboard the struggle 
bus, aka the shuttle.

Hunter Richards’18 (hrichards@college.
harvard.edu) lives in the Quad, and has 
hence decided to declare her concentration 
in Shuttle Geometry. 

By HUNTER RICHARDS
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Nerds Rule

Some thoughts about dating people 
who think too much.

Cross-registration in Corporate and 
Financial Accounting isn’t the only 
thing that goes on between Harvard 

and MIT. If the apple of your eye happens to 
be a science or engineering student a couple 
of miles down the Charles, or if you’re a 
nerd yourself, you might be familiar with a 
few laws of attraction that have nothing to 
do with electrostatics.

1. You learn so much from each other.
In the spirit of Dean Khurana’s many 

speeches and missives, college is a 
transformative time to experience new 
things. Along the way, you might learn 
some practical things, too. And in the spirit 
of the Gen Ed program, you can get your 
significant other to ramble at you about 
their academic passions, which effectively 
makes you an honorary expert in their field 
of interest. After your Study of the Physical 
Universe, of course.

2. You learn too much from each other.
While communicating and listening to 

each other is important, sometimes you 
just want to cuddle, and bae is too busy 
talking about tensors or pharmacokinetics. 
The passion and focus of a nerd, directed 
at a subject of interest that is not you, is 
significantly less cute. Whoever said oysters 
were aphrodisiacs clearly has never had to 
sit through a detailed explanation of oyster 
reproduction.

3. Nerds give meaningful, heartfelt 
gifts.

Nerds are caring people, albeit ones that 
may care a bit more than most about circuit 
boards or C. elegans. They put thought into 
what they do. So when it comes time to 
celebrate a holiday or anniversary, you can 
almost always count on a thoughtful and 
personal gift from them. Bonus points if 
they tell you a cute story about how they 
were reminded of you while nerding out 
about something and stopped nerding out 
long enough to come up with the gift.

4. The gifts you receive may be less 
than glamorous.

The proportion of p-set to chill in a 
relationship between STEM students 
may leave something to be desired. When 
the balance is tipped towards the former, 
you may get Valentine’s Day gifts like a 
mechanical pencil. They might be practical, 
but not something you can brag about to 
your friends with the pride you deserve (or 
want).

(In defense of the mechanical pencil 
pictured here, the lead advances when you 
shake it up and down, eliminating the need 
to press a button to do it. In case p-setting 
with bae gets a little too intense...? I’m still 
trying to justify this one.)

5. They know how to have fun...
Nerds might have a reputation for always 

having the smartest (and most boring) 
plans, but when it’s time for bad ideas, nerds 
actually do it best. That endless creativity, 

combined with an endless pool of practical 
knowledge and access to power tools, can 
manifest itself in a literal Bad Ideas Fest 
(seriously, look it up), or something slightly 
less destructive.

6. ...when they remember to take 
breaks.

The 25-hour p-set strikes back. Just 
when you thought you were about to 
spend the weekend with your significant 

other, it turns out that their workload 
is significantly higher up on their to-do 
list. Even though you may be sighing and 
suffering in the cold, remember that you 
have your own p-sets and readings to do. 
(Or don’t. That’s too much sadness for one 
night.)

Audrey Effenberger ’19 (effenberger@
college.harvard.edu) neither confirms nor 
denies her personal involvement with any 
of the examples given.

By AUDREY EFFENBERGER



The Harvard Independent • 02.18.16

INDY FORUM

harvardindependent.com          7

The Harvard Brand Matters
Reflections on my interview process.

If there’s anything I learned this 
internship interview season, it is that 
the Harvard brand matters.

An increasingly vocal quarter of critics 
have called on high school students 
and parents nationwide to reconsider 
their collective craze 
over selective elite 
universities. They say 
liberal arts colleges 
or public universities 
can offer as fulfilling 
an education at a 
fraction of the price in 
an environment with a 
fraction of the anxiety. 

But in an economy 
underscored by 
economic anxiety, it 
is only natural for 
parents and students 
to weigh job prospects 
when choosing colleges. 
And when it comes to 
jobs, elite universities 
like Harvard stand 
unmatched - as I 
learned first hand 
when interviewing 
this January for junior 
summer internships, 
often the gateway to full 
time offers.

The internship 
process involves a first 
round of resume drops. 
Those who make it past 
the resume screening 
are subjected to 2-3 
rounds of interviews, 
each involving successive cuts until a 
chosen few win the gilded internship. A 
fair caveat - I applied to over 20 internship 
postings on the Harvard career services 
website and got interview callbacks for 
just over half of those. Even at a place like 
Harvard, jobs or interviews aren’t easy to 
obtain, not least because you’re up against 
a bunch of incredibly driven, talented peers.

But the very range and diversity of 
companies that decide to visit campus to 
interview is telling of a larger phenomenon. 
A representative of a prominent financial 
conglomerate confirmed that most tier 
one companies have ‘target schools’, which 

include the Ivies and other prominent 
institutions like Stanford and MIT. These 
companies do the bulk of their hiring from 
these target schools. 

The companies come to these campuses 
and court the students through information 
sessions at fancy hotels or restaurants 
on campus; they often times hold coffee 
chats and breakfast events for interested 

candidates. Going into the application 
cycle, students from the so called ‘target 
schools’ are already better informed about 
navigating the job application process. 
Students from non-target schools often 
have to apply online: there are no on-

campus visits 
and interviews, 
no courting. 
They often have 
to hustle their 
way to a round 
two interview by 
either working 
their connections 
or networking.

But the 
advantages do 
not stop there. 
Most Ivy League 
schools have a 
strong network of 
alumni at various 
companies, and 
this alumni 
network has 
your back once 
you make it to 
the interviews. 
Across the many 
companies my 
friends and I 
interviewed with, 
multiple alumni 
reached out, 
offering detailed 
a s s i s t a n c e 
with interview 
preparation. 

Others even 
hopped on hour-long calls, telling us 
precisely what questions to prepare and 
what remarks to drop. Many of these 
alumni are placed high in their respective 
organizations and were able to arrange 
special pre-interview office visits to get a 
better sense of the work they did.

continued on pg. 8

By ADITYA AGRAWAL

“A representative of a prominent 
financial conglomerate confirmed 
that most tier one companies have 
‘target schools’, which include 
the Ivies and other prominent 
institutions like Stanford and MIT. 
These companies do the bulk 
of their hiring from these target 
schools.”
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Going into the interview stage then, most 
students from these ‘target’ schools have 
a good idea of precisely what to expect, of 
what to say and of what not to say.

There are, of course, downsides to these 
professional advantages one obtains by 
simply attending a top school. Many say this 
courting creates a culture where students 

are mindlessly funneled into the corporate 
machinery; a culture where students are 
discouraged from pursuing their own 
passions, the collective campus passion 
devolving into finance or consulting. This 
is a debate for a separate day, but reading 
William Deresiewicz’s book, Excellent 
Sheep: The Miseducation of the American 

Elite and the Way to a Meaningful Life, may 
be an interesting place to start.

Aditya Agrawal ’17 (adityaagrawal@
college.harvard.edu) shares an experience 
that is common on Ivy League campuses 
this time of year. 

The Harvard Brand Matters
continued from pg. 7
By ADITYA AGRAWAL
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Barbecued Bliss… in Boston!
An unexpectedly sweet find.

Compared to my hometown of 
Cincinnati, Ohio, Boston has a lot 
to offer in terms of culture, things 

to do, and most importantly, things to 
eat.  In fact, I think Harvard Square 
alone has more diversity in fare than 
my homogeneous suburb of Cincinnati. 
However, the one category in which I’ve 
found the greater Boston area—and New 
England in general— lacking, is barbecue. 

Until I found Sweet Cheeks Q. 
Finally, a place where I could stuff my 

face with smoked meat and biscuits the 
size of my face – and wash it all down with 
a towering glass of sweet tea! At first, I was 
skeptical. Given the scarcity of barbecue in 
New England, I did not have high hopes 
for Sweet Cheeks. Located in Fenway, the 
restaurant itself seemed a bit too polished 
to serve truly authentic barbecue.

I was quickly proven wrong when a 
large bucket, overflowing with warm, 
fluffy, buttery biscuits was placed right in 
front of me, with a side of honey butter. 
After a 5-minute-but-felt-like-5-years walk 

in the 15-degree weather from the T to the 
restaurant, I knew for certain that there 
are few things better than coming in from 
the cold to a bucket of biscuits slathered in 
melted honey butter deliciousness.

Approximately two minutes elapsed 
until my dinner companions and I had 
demolished all ten of the massive buttery 
biscuits. Our next victim? The drinks. 
I should have known from the bar vibe 
that Sweet Cheeks gives off—think bar 
stools and massive TV—that they would 
have some damn good drinks.  The legal 
members of my fellow diners decided to go 
for the John Daly Scorpion Ball. For those 
of you who are unfamiliar, a John Daly is 
the alcoholic twist of an Arnold Palmer: 
lemonade, sweet tea, and sweet tea vodka. 
When the drink finally arrived, we were in 
shock; the Mason jar, filled to the brim with 
the sweet, yet tart elixir, was truly bigger 
than our faces. For the under-21 crew, the 
non-alcoholic version of this beverage was 
just as tasty, and also served in an absurdly 
massive mason jar. 

Now, for the star of the show: the 
barbecue. By this point in the meal, I was 
already bursting with biscuits and sweet 
tea. Surprisingly, I managed to soldier on 
and ready myself for the main attraction. A 
friend and I decided to split the Fat Cheeks 
Tray, which allowed us to pick three kinds 
of meat, a cold side, and a hot side. We 
decided on pulled pork, pulled chicken, and 
brisket, with sides of mac n’ cheese and 
potato salad.

While the pulled chicken was nothing 
impressive, the pulled pork and brisket 
were everything smoked meat should be: 
tender, flavorful, and, well, smoky. The 
tangy, savory barbecue sauce went perfectly 

with the meat. The potato salad was crisp 
and fresh. Honestly, though, I think the best 
part of the Fat Cheeks Tray—even better 
than the barbecue itself—was the mac ‘n’ 
cheese. Not too thick, creamy, or cheesy, 
and covered in toasted breadcrumbs, it was 
probably the best I’ve ever had.

Frankly, because I am not truly from 
the South (although Cincinnati does 
share an airport with Kentucky…), I am 
not entirely qualified to make informed 
decisions and recommendations about 
barbecue. I am, however, a mac ‘n’ cheese 
expert. Rest assured, one of my friends who 
accompanied me to Sweet Cheeks Q hails 
from San Antonio, Texas, and she, too, was 
impressed with not only the mac ‘n’ cheese, 
but also the barbecue. And if a Texan likes 
it, you know it must be good.
Caroline Gentile ’17 (cgentile@college.
harvard.edu) wishes her cheeks were 
stuffed full of mac ‘n’ cheese and brisket 
right now.

By CAROLINE GENTILE



The Harvard Independent • 02.18.1610          harvardindependent.com

INDY SPORTS

Basketball Blues
Men’s Basketball falls to Yale.

The balmy days that are now 
upon us were but figments of 
the imagination floating around 

the ice-encrusted heads of Harvard 
students just last weekend. Still, if any 
more evidence needs to be added to the 
bulging file marked “What College Kids 
Will Do for A Free T-Shirt,” Saturday 
night’s basketball game would close the 
case without a doubt. Perhaps it was 
the long weekend, gallantly promising 
more time for rest, study, and wanton 
abandonment of common sense. Perhaps 
it was the Valentine’s Day eve excitement 
that drew many to a place of warmth and 
friendly bodies. Or perhaps it was the 
imminent approach of Presidents’ Day – 
a day that celebrated the loyalty of a few 
great men to our nation’s ideals – that 
spurred students to show some loyalty to 
their own affiliation for once. Whatever 
the reason, hordes of Harvard students 
bravely trekked across the icy Charles, 
hoods up and backs bent against the 
stunning wind. Packing the student 
section of Lavietes Pavilion, the youths 
sported the latest Harvard Athletic 
Department t-shirts and stood at the 
ready to jibe and taunt the visiting Yalies 
to tears. The frost was held at bay, for a 
time, by the faith these students held in 
the game of their athletes. Unfortunately 
- as is bound to happen every once in a 
millennium - the Harvard Crimson fell 
valiantly to the Yale Bulldogs. 

As Yale took to the court, the student 
section readied its sharpest jabs. The 
strong showing provided by the Crimson 
starters was cut down towards the 
end of the first half, with the Yalies 
continually increasing the difference as 

the game wore on. Harvard forward Zena 
Edosomwan ’17 left his mark on the 
scoreboard with his ninth double-double 
of the season, as he earned 18 points and 
10 rebounds. Guard Patrick Steeves ’16 
impressed the fans off the bench with 
nine points and six rebounds. Other fan 
favorites included two notable freshmen, 
Corey Johnson ’19 and Tommy McCarthy 
’19, who worked well together to keep the 
game quick. 

Despite the losing score in the 
second half, the Harvard men did not 
fail to leave it all on the court. With 
just over five minutes left in the game, 
Edosomwan ignited an 8-0 run that 
lessened the difference to 62-52. Despite 
the admirable efforts, at just under 2 
minutes remaining, the Bulldogs struck 
again. The last few minutes closed the 
battle at 67-55. 

The Harvard record now stands at 10-
14, 2-6 Ivy, while Yale boasts a 17-5, 8-0 
Ivy tally. Disheartening as the loss may 
have been, it fits the mold of the last two 
regular seasons’ trend between Harvard 
and Yale, as the visiting team has won 
all four games. History may repeat itself 
to Harvard’s favor, as the team travels 
to Yale next weekend, February 26th, 
to face down the Bulldogs once more. 
However, before revenge may take its 
natural course, Harvard first must take 
on Columbia and Cornell this weekend.

Even before students left the stands on 
Saturday, a particularly boisterous crew 
began to chant “Let’s Play Football!” to 
remind the Yale kids of their own crushing 
losses. Though the intention of the jeer 
may be praised (keeping Yale’s ego in 
check), the basketball team deserves 
more than that brutal dismissal by its 
own fans. But the crowd dissipated and 
the Pavilion emptied as students made 
their hurried way home, free t-shirts in 
hand and various plans for warming up 
once more on their minds.

Caroline Cronin ’18 (ccronin01@college.
harvard.edu) has succumbed to the lure 
of free merchandise once or twice in the 
past.

By CAROLINE CRONIN
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The  Flyin’ in Winter
Big Air at Fenway.

For three weeks, the ski tower had 
grown steadily upward from the 
fallow baseball field. The thing had 

been months in the making, had taken 
nearly a million pounds of wood, cement, 
and steel, and now, in its full incarnation, 
it soared above the upper decks of Fen-
way Park. The tower stood taller than the 
Green Monster, taller than any foul pole 
ever conquered by Pesky or Fisk, taller 
even than the light towers now darkened 
in deference to the evening’s central ob-
ject. From the stands, the tower seemed 
even taller than the neon Citgo sign and 
the Boston skyline that loomed a ways off 
in the night. The tower was a hundred 
and forty feet high and three times that 

length, stretching like a great white roll-
er coaster from dead-centerfield to the 
brink of the backstop behind home plate. 
The structural support consisted of pure 
scaffolding, gleaming silver rods which 
girded and gridded and crisscrossed air-
ily so as to lend the lower portion the 
look of an Apple store or a museum of 
modern art. A stairwell hid back within 
the sheen, while an elevator buoyed con-
testants from the outfield up to the top 
of the ramp. The ramp itself was clad in 
snow and flanked with fluorescent lights 
which blared brightly upon the jump.

Thousands of people had paid between 
fifty and two-hundred dollars for the 
chance to glimpse the structure and its 

denizens, who together enacted the Pol-
artec Big Air at Fenway. Big Air is a U.S. 
Grand Prix tour event for snowboarding 
and freeskiing, a winter-sport extrava-
ganza that runs for two nights and found 
itself at Fenway for the first time ever. 
The target audience for the entire affair 
was likely people who love Red Bull and 
gonj, but the Fenway crowd assembled 
more out of curiosity than connoisseur-
ship. Among the masses were big men 
with thin beards and thick Boston ac-
cents and cajoled girlfriends, freezing 
alongside middle-school boys who roved 
in even-numbered packs and carefully 
took their assigned seats.

The night’s feature event was a 
freeskiing competition. The sport is a 
young school of skiing, which emphasizes 
aerobatics over the long-gliding flight 
of traditional ski jumping. However, the 
competition was prefaced by a movie pre-
miere, cryptically entitled The Sammy C 
Project. The film proved to be an homage 
to freeskiing and its dedicated practitio-
ners. The heroes were all young white 
men who talked in a way that suggested 
they had indeed inhaled, and inhaled of-
ten. Some donned non-technical camou-
flage, while others wore warm, bright ski 
pants so as to make them visible amidst 
the powder showers that trailed behind 
them and occasionally threatened to en-
gulf them like the great breaking waves 
that hound after surfers. 

For half an hour, the ebbing crowd 
watched the skiers careen off the trunks 
of evergreens, shoot off places with 
names like Copper Peak, and ride pub-
lic transit in Switzerland, all in a well-
choreographed effort to show the vast 
lengths to which these men would go in 
their interminable quest for fresh snow. 
The video also featured a big air tower 
of its own, though Polartec was surely 
not its proud sponsor. This tower was 
presumably tucked within some Western 
ski haven, far from the gleaming lights 
of Fenway Park and the dimly lit skyline 

By JESS CLAY
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beyond it. If the Fenway behemoth looked 
like the brainchild of Renzo Piano and a 
silver-medalist at the X-Games, then the 
Sammy C Project tower looked like the 
bastard son of local prospectors and the 
owner of the proximate gristmill. It was 
a great jalopy Babel of a structure, built 
not for the limelight but for the freeski-
ers alone. 

The accompanying narration offered 
glimpses into the skiers’ various ethoses, 
but their words were largely lost amidst 
the echoes of the sound system. In a way 
it was fitting, for the central thesis of 
the Sammy C Project seemed to be that 
these were not men of words. No, they 
creatures of action, dropping tirelessly 
down cliff faces so sheer that it seemed 
an overzealous lean might send them 
tumbling into free fall and pristine obliv-
ion. The closing shots of the film featured 
starlit skies above empty mountaintops 
and blood-orange sunsets backlighting 
the steep ridges from whence the skiers 
flared off in crisp silhouettes. They were 
the raddest of dudes, men who earnestly 
claimed the title of freeskier. They clung 
jealously to each component of this new 
and compound word, a word forged as 
they themselves had come of age, and 
they strove mightily to live it.

Later, the announcers rattled off the 
names of the contestants. There was 
Austria’s Viktor Moosmann, and Klaus 
Finne of Norway, and a host of other 
names that sounded like stock villains of 
Cold War-era spy movies. One of the less 
menacing names, Vincent Gagnier, was a 
French Canadian champion whose last 
name literally meant “winner” in Québé-
cois and portended the night ahead. He 
wore a Boston Bruins jersey, a detail he 
regularly peddled to the home crowd who 
received this entreaty with general ap-
probation. Gagnier had only one rival 
for the sympathies of the stands: McRae 
Williams, the lone American entry. He 
was born and bred in Park City, Utah, 
twenty-five years old, and festooned with 

a rust-colored mustache and long falling 
hair which made him look like a direct 
lineal descendant of Wild Bill Hickok. 
The crowd went wild at his introduction.

Six women had entered the competi-
tion alongside the ten men. Gender strat-
ified the skiers into two distinct events, 
but all gunned for the grand prize and 
accompanying purse of a hundred-and-
fifty grand. Two commentators outlined 
the format of the event for the benighted 
masses, with rules as follows:

1) Guys and girls get three jumps each, 
each scored by a panel of judges. 
2) The top two scores count towards 
the total score. 
3) A skier could not perform the same 
trick twice.
This last rule was elaborated upon 

by one of the commentators, who noted 
sagely that the judges liked variation 
and awarded scores accordingly. It was 
absurd to imagine such a prefatory ex-
planation before Opening Day, or Wim-
bledon, or most any other sporting event. 
The mere mention of the rules betrayed 
the novice majority of the crowd, but the 
people listened keenly to the announce-
ment. They were grateful for not having 
to Google how such competitions were 
regulated, lest they expose their fingers 
to the bitter cold.

In the buildup to the opening run, the 
powers that be barraged the unsuspect-
ing crowd with a techno remix of “O For-
tuna” and a flashing red-white-and-blue 
lightshow spectacular. Shortly thereafter, 
the first of the women crested the ridge 
atop the ramp and the contest was un-
derway. What followed was ignorant bliss 
for the untrained eyes of the crowd. As 
the freeskiers sprung off the jump, they 
gyrated wildly through the night. The 
announcers sought to color the meaning 
of whatever was happening, and perhaps 
their jargon held real meaning for some 
small portion of the crowd. But most 
just listened wistfully to uninterpreta-
ble accounts of corking it out, stomping 

it, Japan grabs, tail contact, nutcrack-
ers, double-misties, and the ejaculatory 
“Booyah!”

The only somewhat comprehensible 
terms were shouted numbers, ranging 
from five-forty to fourteen-forty, which 
presumably indicated degrees of rota-
tion. Yet to see the number of rotations in 
real time was to see the numbers in the 
early spin of a roulette wheel, and most 
of the crowd surrendered to muted won-
der and thunderous applause. The scores 
were awarded out of a hundred points, 
but such figures were rendered meaning-
less by the cheers which thronged spec-
tacular crashes alongside the thrills of 
victory. For the skiers, success rested in 
the judges’ hands as they nudged each 
competitor toward or away from the ti-
tle and the treasure. But for the specta-
tors, the triumph bloomed between liftoff 
and landing, when the freeskiers hurtled 
themselves upward and outward and 
corkscrewed wildly like wounded hornets 
hot from the nest. 

When the last skier had skittered to 
an icy stop, before a final score was even 
issued, people pressed toward the exits 
and cheaper beer available at warm bars 
just outside the ballpark. The loudspeak-
ers crackled forth the champions, but the 
coronations mattered little. We had wit-
nessed The Sammy C Project, after all, 
and we knew that the only real prize in 
life is big air.

Jess Clay ‘17 (jclay@college.harvard.edu) 
is an occasional viewer of ESPN 8: The 
Ocho.
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