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I can’t fuck up. Limited time. Limited 
resources. Limited energy. I can’t afford to 
fuck up.
I don’t want to generalize;  I’m sure that 

this is a common sentiment among Harvard 
students. However, my incessant need to 
succeed is less so a result of my perfectionism 
than it is the truth that this is my only chance. 
I don’t have a safety net I can fall back on, or 
patient support that I can rely on under any 
circumstance.

I’m a first generation, low income, 
disabled, engineering student working on 
an SB degree. Of course I have a chip on my 
shoulder.

Freshman year, I watched my peers call 
their fathers to ask help on the homework. 
I was calling home to see if I could help out 
with paying rent. When my peers lied to their 
parents about how well they were doing in 
school, it was to impress them and avoid any 
disappointment. For me, I couldn’t let them 
know that I went from my comfort zone 
to the twilight zone. I was spiraling out my 
first year at Harvard, and there was nobody I 
could tell. At least, not until getting involved 
with the First Generation Student Union and 
realizing that I wasn’t alone.

But even though I have a group of students 
I know can relate to what it’s like being a low 
income, first gen student, that doesn’t mean 
that the problems I have as a low income, 
first gen student stopped existing. I did 
everything that I could:

I buy my tickets home for holidays months in 
advance, and usually only for Winter and Summer 
break when I’m not working. 

I fit work in between classes and office hours. I 
skip lunch so I can get in two hours of work. 

I go to every TF office hour because I’m avoiding 
office hours with my professor out of fear that I don’t 
know how I’m supposed to talk with them.

I skip dinner so I can pull a five-hour shift 
Monday so that I don’t have to work the night before 
my midterm. 

I take psych studies in William James Hall to 
make money so I can go home for spring break, but it 
doesn’t end up being enough and goes towards junk 
food I’ll eat when I’m stuck on campus instead during 
this period.

I start problems sets the day they’re assigned, but 
still spend the night in office hours a week later before 
it’s due because I was too afraid to admit I needed 
help before then.

But no matter how hard I work and how 
strenuously I plan, I’m still in a constant state 
of impending upheaval. Being a disabled 
student means I’m never sure if I’m going to 
be able to commit to something, because 
when the time comes I can’t guarantee I 
won’t be trapped in bed because of a severe 
allergic reaction, or unexplained dehydration, 
or because if I try to sit up my nervous system 
will be right there to bring me crashing back 
down. Even with my significant physical 
limitations, I still worked 10-15+ hours weekly 
at jobs that required me to be able to carry 
40 pounds regularly - because those were 
the jobs available and I needed money. My 
physical health suffered, but my mental well-
being also felt the toll that my workload both 
in and out of the classroom had on my body 
and mind.

I’m like every Harvard student in refusing 
to admit I might have any weaknesses, let 
alone multiple that are built right into my 
body. My nervous system is just about as 
indecisive and bad at communication as I 
am. I black out, except for me it’s a result of 
my heart rate rapidly fluctuating rather than 
a wild Saturday night. I’m exhausted. All. The. 
Time. I check every ingredient for each item 
of food in the dining hall, both online before 
I head to dinner and as I’m filling up my tray. 
And then I check it again. And then I hope 
that they didn’t mess up the card, or try to 
be ‘fun’ and add weird ingredients. I tell my 
professors, advisors, fellow club members, 
boss, and friends but they don’t always get 
it. Because it isn’t going to get better. The 
definition of a chronic illness is that it doesn’t 
go away, it doesn’t get better, you just find 
ways to get used to it.

As a junior, I was advised to take time off 
from Harvard for my concussion that just 
wasn’t getting better. No matter how many 
people told me how the college welcomed 
people to take time off for health issues, I 
knew there was no way that I would ever 
come back and there weren’t resources for 
me while I would be away from campus. I 
couldn’t afford it, emotionally, financially, or 
academically. As an engineer, I don’t have 

room for electives. There aren’t extensions 
for most engineering classes on problem 
sets, and the sighs of relief in office hours the 
night before homework is due when the TF 
confirms you can drop a pset score echo. It 
isn’t an environment with flexibility built into 
it, and when you start to fall behind you begin 
to feel as if you might as well just give up. 

Sometimes it’s just the person pushing 
the second floor button of the elevator and 
laughing about how they’re “just feeling lazy 
today,” and other times it’s the project partner 
getting upset that you didn’t make it to a group 
meeting one morning. The assumption that 
disabled bodies must appear is certain way 
to have the accomodation it needs respected 
is harmful. While living with an invisible 
illness means daily medication, being late to 
class because my legs just couldn’t work the 
way they usually do one day, or immediately 
leaving a room where there are allergens, you 
might look at me and see a perfectly healthy 
human being. Questioning why I am unable 
to do certain tasks and pressing me because 
I don’t look like you’d expect someone with 
a health condition to is exactly why I would 
rather push my body to the limits than fight 
ableism when I’m already worn down.

Navigating a campus that still sticks to 
cobblestone as broken as my body feels 
and whose buildings have elevators stashed 
away in back hallways you didn’t even know 
existed, it’s not hard to be reminded that it 
wasn’t built for you. 

Hunter Richards ‘18 (hrichards@college.
harvard.edu) prepares for her last Housing 
Day.

INDY FORUM

By HUNTER RICHARDS

I Can't
F Up
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By ALAYA ALAYA

Harvard's Housing History

With Housing Day approaching, and 
the simultaneously stressful and 
exciting weeks or months before 

it, comes a sense of anticipation...and 
confusion. There are those who knew from 
the moment they set foot on campus what 
their dream house and future blocking 
group would look like, those still figuring 
it out, and the classic few who still are 
not sure what a house or blocking group 
actually is. But common among all is the 
classic Harvard question: “Why do we even 
have this system?”

From “Concentrations and Secondaries” 
to “Comp” and “PAFs,” Harvard has 
traditionally known to be unintelligible for 
an outsider; each of these quirks oftentimes 
have historical roots, and the Housing 
System is no different. With Housing 
Applications already having gone out, and 
as Housing Day quickly approaches, there 
are sure to be some freshmen questioning 
why it is that Harvard houses its students in 
this fashion. 

Well, to answer that question we have 
to take it all the way back to the late 1800s 
and the turn of the century, when several 
Rich Harvard Men decided that the Yard 
Life was not ideal for them (at the time 
the Yard dorms didn’t have running water, 
indoor bathrooms, heating or electricity) 
so they commissioned what were then 
called the Gold Coast dormitories. These 
were privately owned building with all of 
the amenities the Rich Harvard Men could 
dream of, that only rented out to Rich 
Harvard Men. 

In 1913, then Harvard President Lowell 
commissioned the building of several 
Harvard Dorms along the river in an attempt 
to combat the elitist Gold Coasties. He also 
had the Yard Dorms renovated and had 
Seniors live there. This was all part of what 

would officially become the House Plan in 
1930 with the opening of Dunster House 
and Lowell House. 

For a while, students had to apply and 
compete to get into the houses. In the 
1970 things spiced up with the merging 
of Radcliffe and Harvard’s housing, in 
what was unofficially dubbed “the great 
experiment.” In the theme of Women’s Week, 
the inclusion of women was still considered 
a “great experiment” in the 1970s. 

It wasn’t until 1999 (a year of great 
significance for several members of the 
class of 2021) that Radcliffe and Harvard 
officially merged. This was consequently 
the year that the college implemented the 
new Housing Randomization Policy. 

So, there’s the answer. The official 
Blocking Group Weirdness began in 1999 
with the randomization of the houses. 
Its goal was to put everyone on an equal 

playing field for getting into houses, rather 
than making people compete to get into 
them. Another key reason for the Housing 
Randomization Policy comes in the form 
of diversity; without the randomization 
policy, certain houses were getting certain 
reputations, ranging from sports, arts, 
academic interests, etc. This contrasts 
significantly with colleges such as MIT, 
which have living spaces with distinct 
student reputations and auras, such as BC3, 
East, etc.  

The Independent, in the next week’s 
issue, will explore themes and perspectives 
of Blocking Groups, the various Houses, and 
excitements and concerns regarding the 
process as a whole. 

Alaya Ayala (alaya_ayala@college.
harvard.edu) hopes this helps with your 
pre-housing day blues and befuddlement.

A Quick Account of Why Harvard Is So Much Weirder Than Other Ivy League Schools

Francesca Cornero '19
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This week, barriers are being broken 
every single day due to Women’s Week. 
Many of Harvard’s most prominent 

women’s groups on campus are participating 
in the event, including the Harvard College 
Women’s Center, and the Radcliffe Union 
of Students (for a full list of participating 
organizations, check out the Women’s Week 
Facebook Page).

This week I attended one their events, 
Against Sexual Violence at Harvard: Then and 
Now! hosted by Our Harvard Can Do Better 
and the Radcliffe Union of Students. One of 
the first things I saw upon entering Ticknor 
Lounge was a huge sign asking the question: 
What barriers do women still need to break? 
The answers ranged from “objectification in 
media” to “time + $$$ spent on appearance? 
Beauty standards?” to “Longboarding is cool.” 

The panelists for the event continued 
to answer this question by providing their 
thoughts and ideas on the matters of sexual 
assault and rape culture on campus.

From left to right, the panelists included 
Professor Diane Rosenfeld of the Harvard Law 
School, Shane Snowdon of the class of 1978, 
Emily Fox-Penner of the class of 2017, and 

Marella Gayla of the class of 2019. 
With every question they answered, each 

panelist described experiences of feminism 
and anti-sexual assault activism on campus 
that differed vastly.

Professor Rosenfeld began by telling us 
where her experience with fighting against 
gender-bias and the like on campus began, 
detailing her involvement with the Coalition 
Against Sexual Violence. According to her, 
their goal when she first began was to work 
with local law enforcement to stick to a 
three-pronged standard of approaching 
sexual assault that included: Prevention of 
sexual assault, Responding to cases of sexual 
assault, and Resolving cases. She told the 
audience that one of the most difficult issues 
they faced was getting the law enforcement 
to hold assaulters accountable. 

Professor Rosenfeld also told us about 
how she has used her legal experience in the 
past to combat sexual assault on campus. 
She explained in detail how one of first 
Office of Civil Rights Title IX cases was filed 
against harvard in 2002. At the time, the 
Dean of students told survivors to go to the 
law enforcement because school wouldn’t 

use the Preponderance of Evidence standard 
to attempt to resolve sexual assault cases. 
Chuckling, Professor Rosenfeld told us that 
this didn’t go over well with the Student Body, 
and Rosenfeld herself had actually advised 
the Dean not to say that very thing. 

When asked what current Harvard students 
should be doing to enact policy change on 
campus, Professor Rosenfeld said “We need 
to be on the radar of new Harvard President. 
Students need to be loud, be on his calendar, 
and be in his face.” 

Some of her other notable quotes were (on 
intentional intersectionality): “you have to be 
intentionally open to other people’s voices 
and intentionally non judgemental.” She left 
us off by saying that “we have so much power 
now, to create the conversation on what 
sexual respect is.”

Shane Snowdon started off by making it 
clear that the feminism she had encountered 
as a Radcliffe student was much different 
from the feminism Harvard students 
experience now. While she was a student, 
Title IX didn’t really have a huge impact on 
her and her fellow undergrads, it was seen as 
only applicable to people in sports. “We were 
making this stuff [feminism] up for ourselves...
we didn’t even dream of an Institutional 
response. All we had was each other.” 

Some of the biggest problems she and 
her fellow feminists faced included: Ridicule 
for being a feminist, a lesbian, etc, Issues 
of communication - according to her, the 
word “rape” would result in people reeling 
back - they didn’t have the vocabulary to 
describe sexual assault the way we have 
today, and a lack of Intersectionality. Shane 
told us that, largely, the feminist groups she 
was a member of that battled against sexual 
assault on campus were among the first; 
and that for the most part, members were 
all white women, from same backgrounds. 
It wasn’t until they went out in community 

INDY NEWS

By ALAYA ALAYA

A description of a Women’s 
Week eventWitnessing Women

Speak UP
Alaya Alaya '21
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INDY NEWS
Witnessing Women
Speak UP,
continued.

that they encountered other narratives of 
gender-based violence and discrimination. 
According to Shane, these were the most 
enlightening interactions. “Crisis brings great 
women together in really amazing ways.”

Emily Fox-Penner had a lot to say that went 
along similar lines, despite the generational 
gap. She became involved with Our Harvard 
Can Do Better in her freshman year. She 
described the challenges the organization 
(which began in 2012) has faced as being 
similar in some ways to those described 
by Shane. According to Emily,  “It is difficult 
maintaining student interest...the school had 
come up with strategies that waited us out.” 
People on campus often had no idea that 
there was change going on, and when they 
did, they often wouldn’t know what exactly 
was going on because Harvard would use 
language that often excluded students. She 
also told us that OHCDB faced issues with 
Intersectionality. Oftentimes in the past few 
years, the dominant voices on campus about 
sexual assault were of white, straight women. 
There was, and is, a need to have other voices 
telling their stories.

Our Harvard Can Do Better has been 
working to get Harvard and other comparable 
institutions to enact policy change by working 
with students. Emily said of the organization’s 
efforts, “We saw ourselves as part of a greater 
strategy on college campuses, using our Title 
IX complaints to get our message across.”

Marella Gayla, who wrote an article for 
the Crimson exploring the history of Sexual 
Violence at Harvard, spoke to her own 
challenges with getting the message across. 
According to her, it was difficult to research 
for the article because, “The language we 
use to talk about sexual assault changes 
generationally.” She detailed how she was 
strongly encouraged to not use the word 

“rape” in her article 
unless she was directly 
quoting someone. The 
switch to using the 
phrase “sexual assault” 
often translated into 
the questions she 
would ask Harvard 
Alumni not getting 
her the answers she 
needed. 

She found herself 
grappling with the way 
we contextualize and 
define the words we 
use to describe sexual 
assault nowadays. She 
asked the audience, “If 
it’s not sexual assault...
however we define 
that...is it still news? 
How do we report it?”

Marella also gave us her thoughts on 
how the #MeToo movement has affected 
intersectional feminism. According to her, 
#MeToo is explosive in a brilliant way because 
of social media, but it is also problematic 
because of social media. The ones that 
get heard the most are the ones with the 
followers, who often fit into one stereotype.

The Panelists finished off the session by 
describing their dream Harvard.

Professor Rosenfeld imagined a Harvard 
where all women hold each other up, not 
judging other women, a Harvard that is 
fully intersectional. She described it as an 
alternative structure to how the patriarchy 
expects women to behave.

Shane pictured a Harvard complete with 
a Women’s Center, BGLTQ Center, and a 
Multicultural Center on campus. According to 
her, Harvard is 20 years behind on this front. 
She told us, “We need to shame Harvard into 

getting more intersectional resources. Other 
comparable schools are so much farther 
ahead of Harvard. If you persist, that is 
everything. Demand better.” She also pictures 
a Harvard where women not afraid of being 
assertive, or defending themselves.

Emily answered with a kinder Harvard. She 
lamented that Harvard is not a place to really 
get support or ask for help. She envisions a 
Harvard that treats survivors fairly and treats 
survivors kindly.

Marella spoke of a Harvard that was better 
at communication.

Alaya Ayala (alaya_ayala@college.
harvard.edu) is hyped to attend other 
Women’s Week Events and excited for 
coming out (again, but as a feminist,) on 
Thursday.

Alaya Alaya '21
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The Students of Stoneman Douglas Remind Me of My Voice 

When I first heard about the shooting 
I was in church

The priest had just rubbed a black cross on my head 
and he told us to pray for Florida 

Later, I skimmed the news update 
and after concluding the shooting was a safe 45 miles

from my alma mater 
went on with my day 

in my usual shroud of busyness
or complacency 

but their voices followed me 
for the rest of the week 

then month 
reminded me that they were busy

going to funerals 

reminded me that I can 
retweet the tweet 

write the letter 
call Marco Rubio 
go to the protest 

kneel down and pray 

reminded me that
there is something to be said 

for young people trying to change something 
for anyone trying to change anything 

INDY ARTS

By REMEDY RYANS
A Poem

Stoneman Douglas

Remedy Ryan ’21 (remedyryan@
college.harvard.edu) wants you to try 

to change something
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I. What is it that I am doing here
In the fresh green breast of the New World?
What was I thinking when I chose
To land in these shimmering shores?

My shores—white, sandy, palmy shores
Are due South, due where the green
Becomes so lush it can murder
The air so pure it narcotizes

But even on those shores I grew up suckling
On your dream, a milk whiter and richer
Milk thick with promise of mystery and beauty
Milk warm from the last source of wonder.

II. My mother tongue flows out of her mouth
Mellifluously; it drips like milk and honey
Like coffee and sugar, like the golden light of
A southern sunbath, salt waves on white sand

But my words don’t lie on the page languidly—
No, they crash into it, shards of a language of
Unfeeling, a frigid tongue that makes my mouth
Taste tart. I can’t overcome the bitterness,

The acerbity of abandonment, the self-exile
The years spent among harsh consonants
That forced me into handshakes instead of kisses—
Idiom, insidious imperialist.

III. A boy walks down the golden street, his father
Doesn’t look back at him. He waves his arms
Around, stops; he doesn’t look back either.
I almost bump into him. That boy is America—

A child grown too fast, its body mighty
And its mind feeble, a boy Atlas carrying
The weight of the whole world on shoulders
That don’t understand they can’t shrug

The boy Atlas is America is you—infant
Imperialist, you god of vast carelessness
You god who smashes up the world that
Cleans up the mess you’ve made.

By C.

Carmen Americanum Francesca Cornero '19

The Indy Forum Board proudly presents this poem as the second 
piece in an original series titled, Carmen Americanum. Please 
contact forum@harvardindependent.com with any comments or 
questions! 

II. Atlas
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INDY ARTS

By CLAIRE PARK

A Mother’s Burning Fury in 
“Three Billboards”

In Martin McDonagh’s “Three Billboards 
Outside Ebbing, Missouri,” Frances 
McDormand perfects the exquisitely 

subtle acrobatics of rage as Mildred Hayes, 
from the way she crunches on her nails as she 
surveys the billboards that will announce 
her crusade against the ineffectual police 
department, to the moment she wrests a 
fire extinguisher out of her son’s hands and 
lets loose the rawest, most gravelly scream 
I’ve ever heard. With the help of the quietly 
bold Red Welby, Ebbing’s advertising 
salesman, Mildred erects three billboards 
that protest a lack of investment in her 
daughter Angela’s as yet unsolved rape 
and murder, and prod, “Raped while dying” 
“And still no arrests?” “How come, Chief 
Willoughby?” Her attack on Willoughby 
(Woody Harrelson), the town’s avuncular 
police chief, dying of cancer and beloved 
to the community, provokes the ire of the 
entire town, not least that of Officer Jason 
Dixon (Sam Rockwell), his sluggish protegé. 
Rockwell amuses and horrifies as a hiccuping 
fool who is known for torturing a black man 
in custody, lives with his flagrantly racist 
mother, and waddles around practicing a 
heinous cruelty that we later learn is mostly 
a crutch he gropes for in his ignorance. 

McDonagh sprinkles in comedic wild-
cards amidst the abysmal circumstances of 
Mildred’s actions, but a bit too recklessly. 
Pamela (Kerry Condon), Welby’s secretary, 
as well as Penelope (Samara Weaving), 
Mildred’s ex-husband’s young girlfriend, 
who confuses polo and polio, are 
infuriatingly ditzy outlines of characters. 

The dialogue is a little overwrought, and 
some interactions seem theatrically hostile. 
One worker putting up the billboards 
responds to an aghast Willoughby early in 
the film, before the drama even unravels, 
“Then we can have a conversation about 
the motherfuckin’ environment. How 
bout that?” It seems unlikely that the 
billboards, and not the crime itself, would 
suddenly put the entire town on edge. 
But at least McDonagh’s comic flourishes 
don’t undermine Mildred’s grief, which he 
thankfully doesn’t dramatize garishly. In one 
poignant moment, Mildred’s ex-husband 
Charlie (John Hawkes) tells her that Angela 
begged to move in with him shortly before 
her death, and if she had, maybe she 
would still be here today. Mildred croaks in 
disbelief, so immediately and instinctively 
that you can see the pain spasm in her chest. 

McDonagh explores strange crossovers 
between the grotesque and the comic: 
Dixon plots a murder while his mother 
dozes off and his pet turtle crawls into 
her lap. Mildred sets the police station 
on fire with a characteristically oblivious 
Dixon inside, before he escapes, his flesh 
aflame. The film’s gory violence might 
seem gratuitous, but McDormand makes 
Mildred’s anger at an unfeeling universe 
so toxic that it can only be actualized as 
impulsively and fiercely as it is. Indifferent 
to how her actions are humiliating her son, 
when she scrambles out of her car to knee 
his leering classmates in the crotch, it’s clear 
and heartbreaking how helpless and blind 
she is in her grief. She’s made viciously cruel 

by pain, her mouth permanently puckered 
and ready to spit fire. At one point she 
drills into the nail of a dentist who defends 
Willoughby. But Mildred isn’t invulnerable, 
and has hardened over a lifetime, as her ex-
husband is also an “ex-cop, ex-wife-beater.” 
She sweet-talks a deer in the lambent 
twilight, surprising herself with a tenderness 
she hasn’t been able to nurture for so long 
that she breaks down. In showing how 
loss has so thoroughly warped Mildred, 
the film is a lesson in how some pain is 
irredeemable, especially in this sleepy town 
with nothing to distract you from your 
own thoughts, where Dixon so naturally 
itches for confrontation. No matter how 
deranged you think she is by the end of the 
film, you can easily get swept along by her 
tidal and disturbingly triumphant fury. The 
searing, shocking image of Angela’s charred 
body, briefly visible when Willoughby 
casually rifles through his papers, glanced 
at but not glossed over by the camera, 
makes sure we know that Mildred’s grief 
must be darker than anyone can know. 

Claire Park (claire_park@college.
harvard.edu) is hoping for Frances 
McDormand’s Oscar win, and is still 
loyal, and infuriatingly so, her friends 
will say, to “Call Me by Your Name.”

A late take on “Three Billboards Outside 
Ebbing, Missouri” in a pre-Oscars review series.
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"Old Men and Transportation"
A pairing of photographs by Lucy Hamilton '21

INDY ARTS
work of the week

Lucy Hamilton (lucyhamilton@college.harvard.edu) is a freshman 
living in Canaday. Lucy was born in Denver, CO but has lived in 
Barrington, RI for most of her life. After taking a photography class 
in high school, Lucy became acquainted with her medium. When 
inspiration strikes, Lucy is ready with her iPhone camera or her Cannon 
EOS Rebel T7i. Her Instagram (@lucifer_hamilton) and camera roll are 
filled with images of daily life made beautiful by Lucy’s artistic eye. 
When she is not taking fabulous photos, Lucy can be found rowing on 
the Charles river. She has rowed since 2015 and came to Harvard with 
intentions to continue her rowing career with the Harvard- Radcliffe 
rowing team. 

For more information on the Indy’s Work 
of the Week, contact our Arts Board at 

arts@harvardindependent.com.

about the artist

The photos pictured here were arranged months after I took them. 
The first photo pictures my father's eyes in the rearview mirror. 
I took it last Thanksgiving Day, as my entire family was travelled 

to see friends for dinner. We piled into the car, everyone was fighting, 
and of course, we were late. I pulled out my camera to ~capture the 
moment~ and without skipping a beat, my father cast me a look in 
the rearview mirror, as to say, "put that camera away. now is NOT 
the time." Obviously, I took the photo anyway. The second photo 
was taken on a backpacking trip in Switzerland a few summers ago. 
I was catching a train from Geneva to Gstaad, where I would begin 
my journey. The photo pictures another train, stopped on the tracks, 
with only one passenger inside. He is looking out the window at what 
was Lake Geneva, enveloped in a thick fog. I was intrigued by the lone 
man on the train, stopped on the tracks in the fog, so I pulled out my 
camera and took a picture.

 Months later I was clicking through the photos on my camera 
roll and couldn't help but notice the thematic and compositional 
similarities between many of the photos that I had taken. These 
two photos, for example, had interesting parallels that could be 
identified when the images were placed side by side. Since then, I 
have continued to arrange photos, and make pairings that I find to 
have intriguing similarities and connections. In the case of these two 
photos, I was drawn to the similar shape of the rearview mirror and 
train's body and the likeness of the train's windows and the lenses of 
my father’s glasses. While one subject is looking through the windows 
of the train, the other is looking through the lenses of his glasses. I 
was also interested in the shared subject matter of the two photos. 
The photos, in a way, mirror each other; each image features a mode 
of transportation, whether that be a car or a train, and each image 
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Yale entered the 2018 Women’s Ivy 
League Championship as the defending 
champions, but it would be Harvard’s 

team that would carry the title this time 
around in a runaway victory. Even as the 
first day came to a close, Harvard’s stellar 
performance was indicative, as the team 
tied with Yale to take first in the Ivy League, 
with 118 points, as compared to runner-
up Princeton’s 112. Yale took the 200 yard 
medley relay, clearing 1:37.30 in a two second 
lead over Harvard’s 1:39.20 (both setting pool 
and respective school records), but Harvard 
claimed the medal in the 800 freestyle relay, 
with a 7:06.06 finish that beat second-place 
Princeton’s 7:08.58 and Yale’s 7:12:51.  

The second day ended with Harvard 
pulling a clear lead over Yale, with 545 points 
to Yale’s 503 and Princeton’s 472, far above 
the fourth-place University of Pennsylvania’s 
295. Harvard dominated two podiums, with 
the 200 yard individual medley’s first and 
second places claimed by Georgie Enoch and 
Meagan Popp, respectively, and the 200 yard 
freestyle relay won by the Crimson. Freshman 
Jaycee Yegher, who competed in the 100-200 

IM, said of the event:
“It was an awesome thing to experience 

as a freshman, and I definitely couldn’t 
have done it without the leadership of our 
captains.”

 She added, “The tensest moment, for 
me, was the swim off for the last spot for A 
finals — I was tied for 8th after prelims, and 
the swim-off was super intense. I’d never 
experienced anything so high stakes before, 
with the whole team at the end of the lane 
cheering for me. That was definitely the 
hardest part of the meet for me, but also the 
most fun — because that’s what I love to do, I 
love to race, so I might as well make it count.”  

The gap just kept getting bigger as the 
third day ended, as Harvard’s Miki Dahlke 
won both the 100 yard butterfly and the 
200 yard freestyle, beating out Yale’s Maddy 
Zimmerman and Penn’s Virginia Burns, 
respectively. Though Yale won more events, 
claiming the 1000 yard freestyle, the 100 
yard breaststroke, the 100 yard backstroke, 
and the 400 yard medley relay, the Crimson 
placed more swimmers in each A final to 

ensure an overall victory.
The final day started — and ended — with 

a clear Crimson edge. Harvard only won a 
single event, with Dahlke barely pulling an 
edge over Yale’s Bella Hindley in the 100 yard 
freestyle, but its consistent performance was 
enough to end the meet with 1616 points 
in the final standings, over Yale’s 1490.5 and 
Princeton’s 1301. Said Yegher, who placed 
third in the 200 yard breaststroke: 

“We really weren’t expecting anything 
going into the event. Our goal was to swim as 
well as we could, for us, and winning would 
be secondary. Our mindset going into every 
day was that the score was 0-0, at every 
session it was 0-0, and we were just there to 
score as many points as we could — make 
every session count as if it were the first, and 
the last. I think we really rose to the occasion, 
gave it all of our heart and everything we 
had.” 

Jasper Fu ‘21 ( jasperfu@college.harvard.
edu) is rooting for the Crimson!

INDY SPORTS

By JASPER FU

Hell or High Water

Jaycee Yegher '21
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captured and shot

FLYING THE COOP By FRANCESCA CORNERO


