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derstanding that you cannot understand

Egypt—is impossible until you begin to

see life here not as a tourist attraction, a

nuisance, or a threat to your own culture,

but as a di≠erent reality. 

That insight gained, being here has

changed the way I see the world, even if I

decide not to pursue studies in the Middle

East beyond my undergraduate years, or

ultimately put my Arabic on the back

burner. Being able to laugh at Egyptian

humor, cross streets,

haggle for my morn-

ing co≠ee, and man-

age in a veil in 120-

degree heat may be

skills I will never

employ again, but

I’ve had to acquire

them. It was far

harder to learn that

u n d e r s t a n d i n g

Egypt did not mean setting aside personal

standards, but setting aside the lens

through which I analyzed my surround-

ings. These adjustments have made their

mark. 

Confronted every day with new chal-

lenges, often frustrated by deeply in-

grained aspects of Egyptian culture and

life, my plans stymied by troubles with

translation and basic human interactions

and needs, I was forced to find stability

and confidence in my own capacity to

navigate situations—albeit with frantic

hand gestures. But all that ultimately be-

came more than a matter of survival. One

night toward the end of my stay in Cairo,

weary from hours of studying, a friend

and I went for a walk by the Nile—dar-

ing, for the first time, to wander beyond

our neighborhood at night—and talked

with some older men who were fishing.

They were relaxing, smoking cigarettes,

and drinking tea. It was no longer a mat-

ter of us and them, but an unspoken un-

derstanding. On the Nile, in front of an

American chain hotel, we felt at home

with our T-shirts and veils.

Having scaled Mount Sinai, camped in the White
Desert, tasted koshari, and explored Elephantini
Island, Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate
Fellow Rebecca D. O’Brien is glad she didn’t get a
desk job this summer.

Though the Harvard football team

runs one of the most sophisticated

o≠ensive sets in the country, the team

also likes to play what they call

“backyard ball”—the kind of football

that once started with plays drawn

with a stick in the dirt, or invisibly

diagrammed on the quarterback’s left

palm. “Sometimes, you have to make

up plays as you go,” quarterback Ryan

Fitzpatrick ’05 says cheerily. “Scram-

bling around is a huge part of our

o≠ense. You sit in the film room and

design an o≠ensive attack, and then

on Saturday our biggest gains come

from broken plays, making things

happen. It’s so frustrating for the

other teams’ coaches. I love that

style—that’s the way I love to

play the game.”

Fitzpatrick shines in that im-

provisational mode because he

may well be the most versatile

quarterback in the Ivy League:

he can pass from the pocket or

roll out and—at 6 feet, 3 inches,

and 220 pounds—run with

bruising power. “I’ve never been

one to shy away from contact,”

he says. “I always try to initiate

the contact and run over anyone

who tries to tackle me.” Head

football coach Tim Murphy, now

in his eleventh year, says, “I’ve

never had anybody in my career

who’s as versatile as Ryan. He’s

the most e≠ective quarterback

I’ve coached in terms of athletic

ability, mental and physical

toughness, and the ability to

S P O R T S

Saturday Afternoon Improv
Quarterback Ryan Fitzpatrick thrives on “backyard ball.”

At the source: atop the
southern side of the
Aswan Dam on the Nile

Quarterback Ryan Fitzpatrick ’05. 
His ability to throw, scramble, 
and run creates havoc for opposing 
defenses.
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make clutch plays. I wouldn’t trade him

for any other player in the league.”

Last fall, injuries dogged the entire

Harvard squad; there were 17 surgeries for

Crimson players during or after the sea-

son. Fitzpatrick su≠ered a broken bone in

his right (throwing) hand, plus knee,

ankle, and shoulder injuries. By the Yale

game, so banged up that he was virtually

immobilized, he could not scramble or

run at all. (Despite missing three full

games, he was the Crimson’s second lead-

ing rusher, behind phenomenal freshman

Clifton Dawson.) “Yale was a huge team

e≠ort,” he says. “Before the game, the of-

fensive line [including two future Na-

tional Football League players, seniors

Jack Fadule and Jamil Soriano] made it a

goal for me not to be touched, [so I] was

able to sit back in the pocket, survey the

field, and throw the ball.” He passed for

four touchdowns before 53,000 in New

Haven, as the Crimson punished Yale, 37-

19, to cap a 7-3 season.

At The Game the previous year, Fitz-

patrick took over for injured starter Neil

Rose ’03 and ran for two touchdowns in a

20-13 victory. “For the majority of seniors,

the Yale game is the last football game

they will ever play,” he says. “It’s been

most satisfying for me to help send the se-

niors o≠ with such a great taste in their

mouths—to end up on top.”

Fitzgerald was a freshman when Rose

directed the Crimson to a perfect 9-0 sea-

son in 2001, and the older athlete “set a

precedent for a lot of the quarterbacks,”

Fitzgerald says. “Namely, you don’t make

mistakes at quarterback. Neil limited

turnovers and mental errors to an ab-

solute minimum.” Rose would watch film

with Fitzgerald and the other Crimson

signal-callers, explaining why he made

certain decisions before the snap, or why

he would not go to a specific receiver on a

particular play. “At the beginning of fresh-

man year, to me it looked like chaos on the

field,” Fitzgerald says. “I knew the offense,

but the defense moved so fast! But the

game moves so slowly for me now.

Through playing experience and watching

film you are able to anticipate and slow

the game down a lot. You know what the

defense is going to do before they do it.”

An extremely accurate passer, Fitzger-

ald began last season with a streak of 167

passes thrown without an interception.

He opened that campaign against Holy

Cross by setting Harvard’s single-game

total o≠ense record (471 yards) in a 43-23

win, throwing for 359 yards and running

for 112 more. This year, Fitzgerald will tar-

get what Murphy says may be “the best

receiving group we’ve had since I have
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Cream-covered strawberries,
taken with tea on the banks of the
Thames. A flute of champagne as
crisp as the English afternoon. A
tableau fit for an aristocrat. But 
appearances are deceiving at Hen-
ley Royal Regatta. Notwithstanding
the glut of epicurean delights, the
essence of the event is glimpsed 
only at 10-minute intervals as crack
crews of enormous men surge past,
their faces wrenched with pain.

The distance between the berry-
eaters on the banks and the rowers
on the river is a matter of feet, but at
this year’s regatta, the watery margin
seemed wider. At least that was the
impression from inside the carbon-fiber shell of Harvard’s var-
sity eight, where all minds were focused on the race ahead.“We
were completely zoned,” said coxswain Jesse Oberst ’04. “The
crowd is right on top of you at Henley, but we were in our own
world.”

Having the day before beaten Cambridge University’s first
eight (three of whom were Harvard alumni), Harvard faced its
first shot in almost 20 years at winning Henley’s biggest prize,
the Grand Challenge Cup. It was also the last race in a crimson
unisuit for a remarkable group of just-graduated seniors, na-
tional champions who went undefeated in their final two years
of collegiate competition. Harry Parker, Harvard’s notoriously

tight-lipped coach, went so far as to call this one of Harvard’s
best rowing classes ever. It’s hard to overstate the point—the ju-
nior varsity, led by six seniors of its own, that same day came
within two-thirds of a length of beating England’s best rowing
club, Leander, in the championship race for Henley’s highly com-
petitive Ladies’ Challenge Cup.

In the final of the Grand, Harvard was not aligned opposite a
college boat, but an Olympic one.“Hollandia Roeiclub will repre-
sent the Netherlands in the Olympic Games,” intoned the English
announcer, over a loudspeaker.“Harvard University is the winner
of this year’s Harvard-Yale race.” The buttoned-up crowd failed to
suppress sniggers at the seeming absurdity of the pairing. Yet 

Henley: Grand Run
In the Grand Challenge Cup 
semifinals at Henley, Harvard (left) 
passes the Stewards’ Enclosure on 
its way to a one-third length victory 
over Cambridge University.
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been here.” Senior Brian Edwards is not

only “a burner—he has straight speed,”

Fitzgerald says, but is “an unbelievable

talent. He has that ‘X’ factor, that play-

making ability. Brian [becomes] two-di-

mensional, so nobody can tackle him, and

every time he gets the ball everyone is on

the edge of their seats, anticipating his

next move.” Receivers Corey Mazza ’07

and Ryan Tyler ’06 also have explosive po-

tential. And last year, tailback Clifton

Dawson did two things that no Ivy

League freshman has ever done: he ran for

more than 1,000 yards and made the All-

Ivy First Team. 

These are good auguries of a winning

final campaign for Fitzgerald, who is

now 100 percent healthy. An economics

concentrator, he’s had summer jobs at a

hedge fund and, most recently, in sports

management with the Boston Celtics. He

does miss his native Ari-

zona, where everyone has air-condition-

ing and a swimming pool. “It never gets

too hot for me,” he says, before adding,

“Well, 115 degrees is a little much—when

you can’t even walk on the sidewalk

barefoot.” Good practice, though, for

scrambling out of the pocket.

�craig lambert

In July, Ted Donato ’91, a former Crimson captain, was named
Ziff head coach of men’s ice hockey. He succeeds Mark Maz-
zoleni, who left Harvard for a coaching job in Wisconsin. In his
five years at Harvard, Mazzoleni’s teams won two ECAC cham-
pionships and made three consecutive NCAA appearances.

In 1989, Donato was chosen Most Valuable Player of the
“Frozen Four” when he scored three goals and had two assists
as Harvard won the NCAA championship. He ranks twelfth on Harvard’s all-time ca-
reer scoring list with 50 goals and 94 assists. He played on the U.S. team at the 1992
Olympics in Albertville, France, then had a 13-year professional career with eight Na-
tional Hockey League teams, playing in 796 NHL games and recording 150 goals and
197 assists. This is his first coaching job; he is only the sixth men’s hockey coach at
Harvard since 1950.

Hockey’s Donato Returns

the oarsmen remained in their psychological bubble.
Rowing is a famously lonely pastime. Unlike glam-

our sports, where high-level success brings televi-
sion exposure and fame, the worlds of world-class
rowers focus narrowly around fundamental  units
of self, teammates, training, sleeping, and
eating. Races are minutes-long blips in plodding
continua of grueling ergometer marathons and
frigid February sculling sessions. “When it’s still
dark out and you’re on the water alone, you’re the
only one who knows if you’ve pulled your hardest

or held something
back,” said Harvard’s
stroke, Kristopher “Kip”
McDaniel ’04. “It all
comes down to you.”

But races, however
brief, are also judgment
days that reveal who
gave his all when no-
body was watching, and
who held back. And for
seven seniors (including
the coxswain), the Har-
vard-Hollandia race was
the final judgment after
four years of individual
and collaborative toil.

Things got off to a

discouraging start. “They had a 20- or 30-stroke burst where
they just moved,” said McDaniel. “They’re much stronger and
they do a ton of weight training, so for short bursts they can
move on us.” But Harvard’s strength had never been speedy
starts. It was a crew known for cool endurance. “We stick to a
very low stroke [per minute] count,” said Oberst.“We pull very
long and we close strong.” (True to form, Harvard had fallen be-
hind against Cambridge, only to come back and win handily.)

A shiver of excitement ran through the crowd with the an-
nouncement that Harvard had closed the gap, coming from one
boat-length back to two-thirds of a length by the mile
mark. More shocking, perhaps, was the stroke count. Oberst had
barked the boat’s rate up to 39, as high as he had called it all sea-
son. Harvard was sprinting. Hollandia tried to match.

Half a mile later, the boats crossed the finish line, still sprint-
ing, Harvard still two-thirds of a length behind. Both crews col-
lapsed in their boats, spent.The crowd, momentarily aroused by
the near-upset, turned back to its tea.Those who left the com-
fort of their lawn chairs to meet the crews in the boat tent con-
sisted almost exclusively of the rowers’ parents. And even they
had to wait.The crew huddled together on the dock—national
champions, now shivering.

What was said in that huddle stayed there.The rowers simply
emerged and matter-of-factly greeted their modest fan club. But
there was no time to dilly-dally. “We have to do our warm-
down and take the boat a little bit upriver,” McDaniel said. As
their parents headed back to hotels and lawn chairs, the Har-
vard heavies rowed their final 500 meters together, against the
current. �LEE HUDSON TESLIK

Thames Baptism
The Harvard freshman eight
won two Henley races, but suc-
cumbed to equipment failure in
the quarterfinals.Within the first
20 strokes, bowman Mike Har-
rington realized that his seat was
either dislodged or broken; he
undid and tossed his oar, then
dove overboard, dodging the on-
coming boat. The intrepid frosh
finished the race with seven oars,
and even so, lost by only two
lengths to eventual Temple Cup
champion Nereus of Holland.
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