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Serb villagers in equally cold blood.
“I don’t know.”
And it happened once more in Jordan

when I was asked what I thought of the
“ probable” link between the United
States government and the September 11
attacks. The question stung me as absurd,
but retaliatory words caught in my throat.

“I don’t know.”

Of all the questions and all the ques-
tion-askers, it was Osman—Osman “bin
Laden”—who posed one of the most
poignant. We were sitting in his house—a
one-room concrete cubbyhole opening
onto a muddy corridor o≠ the main alley
in the Roma ghetto—playing chess.
Osman is a chess addict. In fact, after in-
troducing himself to me as “bin Laden,”
the next words out of his mouth were:
“You play chess?”

“Sure,” I said.
And so then and there, as unlikely as it

might have seemed the moment before, I
was invited to the house of this would-be
terrorist for a Turkish co≠ee and a game. It
was to become a ritual. Every week, I
knocked on his door, equipped with sev-
eral cans of Skopsko (a Macedonian beer
popular in the Balkans) and we played
chess late into the night. Sometimes
Osman’s wife cooked for us: chicken or
sausage with red peppers, usually mari-
nated in beer.

As we played, we sat on the folded single
mattress Osman’s wife shared with their
two toddlers. As the man of the house,
Osman slept on the floor. The room was
sparsely furnished: a wood stove in the cor-
ner, a picture of Mecca on one wall, a
poster of the Teletubbies on another, a
small, antique-looking television on a stool.

As the games pressed on and the beer
cans piled up beside the mattress, Osman
occasionally revealed glimpses of his murky
personal history. His father, I learned, was a
Bosnian Serb. His mother was a Gypsy. He
grew up in Sarajevo and was attending law
school there when the Bosnian war broke
out. Osman fought for the Serbs in both
wars (Bosnia, Kosovo) and was twice de-
feated by American-led NATO forces. He
spoke sparingly of his time as a soldier, and
I never asked. Whenever he did mention
those times, he would always finish by say-
ing: “But war. Okay. I don’t mind that.”

I found this hard to believe. Given his
lingering animosity towards America—
which he knew only in the context of his
war experience—I figured this was just a
way of changing the subject.

It did become clear, though, that
whether or not he “minded” the war itself,
he was more upset by what happened in
its aftermath. Confined to the Gjilan
ghetto—physically, financially, and emo-
tionally—the march of Osman’s life had
been reduced to an undignified crawl,
amid dead dogs and litter, under the glare
of UN floodlights. Dreams of finishing law
school and becoming a judge had faded
into realities of unemployment and uncer-
tainty.

I don’t know if any of this was going
through Osman’s mind when he asked the
question, but clearly he was in a reflective
mood. “America will fight Iraq,” he said.
“America will forget Kosovo?”

At first I thought it was a joke. “Why,
Osman,” I said, “are you coming to like us
after all?”

“No. I hate America. I am killing Amer-
ica,” he said. But turning to look at his
two-year-old son playing in the corner, he
added, softly: “But I want that Sinbad is
speaking good English. I want that he will
be a judge, you know.”

We were both silent for a moment, and
then he repeated the question: “America
will forget about Kosovo, will it?”

I thought about it, and answered truth-
fully. “Osman, I don’t know.”

America was not high on my mind as I
considered taking time abroad. Now, sit-
ting in a Paris loft, reflecting on my trav-
els and preparing for my return to Har-
vard, I can’t seem to think of anyplace
else. I don’t feel bad about all the unan-
swered questions. It would have been
worse to pretend to have answers I did-
n’t. Nonetheless, the questions—and the
people and the experiences behind
them—haunt me in their sincerity and
relevance.

I certainly plan to go abroad again, but
right now I am looking forward to coming
home. WORLD, U.S.A., Massachusetts,
Cambridge, Harvard. There is a lot to be
learned at home, and every reason to take
this learning very seriously. After all,
when I do go back abroad, I know there
will be questions waiting for me.

Lee Hudson Teslik, one of the magazine’s Berta
Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate Fellows, sent
this dispatch just before returning to begin his
third academic year in the College.

Last fall, the Harvard field hockey
squad was locked in a scoreless tie with
Boston University. Though the teams had
similar national rankings (Harvard eigh-
teenth, BU seventeenth) the Crimson
dominated play, outshooting the Terriers
17-2 and holding an 11-2 edge in penalty
corners. Yet nothing went in the goal.
Then, with only 89 seconds left to play in
regulation, Kate McDavitt ’04, Harvard’s
leading scorer, ripped a hard shot from the
left side. Her younger sister, Jen McDavitt
’06, tipped the ball over the sprawling BU
goalie and into the net for a 1-0 victory.

Moments later, the announcer proclaimed
the goal and assist, booming out: “Mc-
Davitt to McDavitt.”

That was a dramatic score, but hardly
the only time the talented sisters have
linked up to bedevil Harvard’s opponents.
This September, for example, Jen and Kate
scored the second and third goals, respec-
tively, in a 3-2 upset of eleventh-ranked
Connecticut, Harvard’s first victory over
the Huskies since 1991. Both sisters are
usually on the field for the whole game—
two 35-minute halves. “We work well to-
gether,” says Jen, a midfielder. “We know
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The Sisters McDavitt
Field hockey’s Jen and Kate McDavitt stick it to opponents, with skill.
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each other’s styles—we know where to go
and how hard to hit the ball. Even if Kate
is double-teamed, I’m confident she’ll
make something happen.” Kate, who plays
center forward, adds, “I always feel that
Jen trusts me a lot more with the ball. If I
make a cut [a change in running direction
to free herself from a defender], I’m almost
100 percent positive I’m going to get the
ball from her.”

The sisters are part of a veteran Crimson
squad that lost only two players to gradua-
tion. “This is by far the most talented Har-
vard team I have had, from one to 22,” says
head coach Sue Caples, now in her six-
teenth season. (The field hockey roster has
22 players.) “We have depth,” Caples says.
“You are bound to have injuries, so you
need people who can step up.”

Kate McDavitt is a team tri-captain,
along with two fellow seniors; any one of
them could win Ivy League Player of the
Year honors. Goalkeeper Katie Zacarian
was Second Team all-Ivy last fall; she
started all 18 games and led the league
with eight shutouts and a 1.26 goals-
against average. “Katie is aggressive,

confident, and fearless in goal,” Caples
says. “She takes control of the situation,
and reads the play and angles well.” Back
Jennifer Ahn was a unanimous First Team
all-Ivy selection in each of the past two
seasons and last year led the team in as-
sists. “Jen plays a very attacking sweeper
position—she starts the attack,” Caples
says. “She also plays great defense, with
exceptional footwork and balance. She

makes things look e≠ortless, she is so
graceful on the field.”

Harvard hopes to dethrone Princeton,
which has won eight of the last nine Ivy ti-
tles outright, sharing the ninth (in 1999)
with Brown, and is 59-1 in Ivy contests
since 1994. After 15 seasons, however,
Tiger head coach Beth Bozman has de-
camped for Duke, and seven Princetoni-
ans graduated last June, including Ger-
man wunderkind Ilvy Friebe, a two-time
Ivy League Player of the Year.

Harvard is tiring of the runner-up role
and the long drought in league titles. The
Crimson shared the Ivy title with three
teams in 1991 and last won it outright in
1990. They finished second in 2000 and

2002, both times winning NCAA bids.
Last year, in the NCAA’s first round,
Michigan State beat the Crimson, 4-3, in
Cambridge even though Harvard domi-
nated the second half, outshooting the vis-
itors, 20-2. “We’re going to win [the Ivy
title] this year,” Kate McDavitt declares.
Jen adds, “There’s no other option.”

To do this, the team will need to convert
lots of penalty corners, which lead to

about half the goals scored in field
hockey. Umpires award a penalty
corner when opponents commit cer-
tain infractions in the vicinity of
their own goal. These might include
obstructing an attacker with one’s
stick or kicking the ball. A skillful
forward like Kate McDavitt makes it
her business to draw penalty corners
by doing things like knocking the
ball o≠ a defender’s foot, causing an
involuntary kick.

When the o∞cial whistles a
penalty corner, the defending side
can put only a goalkeeper and four
defenders on their half of the field—
and those four must stay behind the
back-line until the attacking side
puts the ball in play. “You should
score,” says Jen McDavitt. Fortu-
nately for Harvard, says Kate, “We
have a great corner striker.” That
would be Liz Andrews ’04. On a
penalty corner, Harvard tries to feed
the ball to Andrews, who will then
uncork a powerful shot. She is “dan-
gerous,” Kate declares. In last year’s
NCAA match against Michigan
State, Andrews slammed in two of

Harvard’s three goals.
The overall top Crimson scorer was Kate

McDavitt, whose 34 points were good for
third in the Ivy League. “Kate has very good
hands, and a natural instinct around the
goal,” Caples says. “She sees the field well
and has an innate passing ability.” After a
strong freshman campaign, Kate missed
her sophomore season with knee prob-
lems—cartilage damage, probably stem-
ming from overuse. Following a year o≠
plus injections and other treatment, the
condition stopped deteriorating. “I figured
I could suck it up for a couple more sea-
sons,” she says; her knees obviously did not
prevent her from all-League play last fall.

Jen broke in with a bang. Last year she

J O H N  H A R VA R D ’ S  J O U R N A L

Stickhandling sisters Jen McDavitt ’06 (left) and Kate McDavitt ’04 put down the equipment and 
relax for a moment on the synthetic turf of Jordan Field.
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was the Ivy League Rookie of the Year,
only the third Harvard player to win that
honor and the first since Francie Walton
’94 in 1990. As a midfielder, Jen is a transi-
tion player who can also play forward
when Harvard needs some extra scoring
punch. “She’s very versatile, and has great
speed and stickwork,” Caples says. “Jen’s
speed, strength, and finesse make her very
di∞cult for opponents to mark. She is a
workhorse and she makes things happen.”

The mcdavitt clan is athletic: father
Fran played several sports and has run three
marathons, while mother Ellen was a high-
school field hockey and softball player.
Older sister Tina also excelled at field
hockey; she captained her BU squad and

now coaches at Holy Cross. When the Mc-
Davitts were children, an aunt bought a bin
of field hockey sticks at a flea market for 25
cents and the three girls were literally o≠
and running. “We’d play on hard sand on
the beach at Marshfield,” Kate says. “Mom
and Dad would sometimes jump in.”

The youth program in their hometown
of Walpole, Massachusetts, formed the
McDavitts into the fine players they be-
came. “It starts in fifth grade there,” says
Jen. “Most schools don’t o≠er field hockey
until high school, or seventh grade at the
earliest.” Under coach Penny Calf, Wal-
pole High School won a slew of state
championships throughout the 1990s.
Both sisters played for three state-cham-
pion teams; Jen was a first-team national

all-American and Kate was selected for
the under-16 national team.

The McDavitts do have o≠-field lives.
Jen draws, paints, sews, and makes some
of her own dresses. She plans to concen-
trate in visual and environmental stud-
ies—a rare choice for a varsity athlete,
since afternoon studio time and team
practices usually conflict. Government
concentrator Kate may study in Europe
next year, or possibly work in manage-
ment consulting. For now, however, they
are enjoying their last sororal season to-
gether on the field and at the College—
where, some evenings, Jen walks from
Adams House down to Leverett to eat
dinner and talk things over with Kate,
McDavitt to McDavitt.   � craig lambert

Unbelievably Good
What’s up with Ryan Fitzpatrick? Might
this soft-spoken junior from Arizona be the
most talented quarterback to play football
for Harvard since the glory days of all-
American Barry Wood ’32? “The guy’s
amazing. He’s as good as I’ve seen,” de-
clared Brown coach Phil Estes after watch-
ing Harvard trample his Bruins, 52-14, in
the teams’ Ivy League opener. Fitz-
patrick—“a one-man wrecking crew,”
in Estes’s phrase—had run for two of
the Crimson’s seven touchdowns and
passed for four more. “He’s big, he’s
strong, he’s tough, he’s fast, he’s
confident,” says Tim Murphy, now in
his tenth season as Harvard’s head
coach. “Because of his versatility and
his ability to read defenses, Ryan will
allow us to be in every football game
we play. He’s very di∞cult to defend,
because he’s a good thrower who is
also mobile, and he’s one of those
players who can make something out
of nothing at times.”

Fitzpatrick himself appears under-
whelmed by his accomplishments. “I
still have a lot to learn,” he said after
passing and running for 471 yards in
total o≠ense—a new Harvard re-

cord—in this season’s first contest, a 43-23
drubbing of Holy Cross at Worcester’s Fit-
ton Field. “That wasn’t our best game on
o≠ense,” claimed Fitzpatrick, “and that’s
what’s so exciting. I think we’re going to
have an unbelievably good o≠ense this
year.” After the Brown blowout, he was
still insisting that “our offense hasn’t yet
played up to its potential.”

In two seasons as understudy to the
record-setting Neil Rose ’02 (’03), Fitzpat-

rick saw action in 14 games and was the
starting quarterback in five of them. While
Rose put up big numbers, his backup was
shining as well. As a freshman, Fitzpatrick
entered the Princeton game in the final
quarter and ran an 80-yard scoring drive
that gave Harvard a 28-26 win. With Rose
nursing a shoulder injury, Fitzpatrick
started the following game and was the
prime mover in an electrifying second-half
surge that wiped out a 21-0 Dartmouth

lead, preserving an unbeaten season
for the 2001 team. Last fall, when
Rose was slowed by a spinal disc in-
jury, Fitzpatrick started against Le-
high, Cornell, Northeastern, and
Princeton, and came o≠ the bench to
spark come-from-behind victories
over Brown and Yale. His 137-yard
rushing day against Brown made him
the first Harvard quarterback in a
decade to run for more than 100 yards
in a game, and his play against Yale
helped win him an all-Ivy honorable
mention. All things come to him who
waits, and with Rose working as a
portfolio manager at a Honolulu in-
vestment firm, Fitzpatrick now has
the management of the Harvard
o≠ense all to himself.

This year’s o≠ensive unit boasts big,
agile linemen, a clutch of speedy re-
ceivers, backs who can catch the ball
as well as run it—and the cool hand
and fleet feet of Fitzpatrick. “Throw it
all together with our no-huddle

The Ryan Fitzpatrick Show: 
In Harvard’s Ivy League opener, 
a 52-14 rout of Brown, the junior quar-
terback ran for two touchdowns and
threw for four more. 
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