
Size matters, but elevation matters
more. Tall, long-legged Kaego Ogbechie
’05 can do almost anything on a volleyball
court, in ways that literally rise above the
crowd. Ogbechie (ohg-bay-chay) isn’t shy
about her height—“It doesn’t stop me
from wearing three-inch heels!” she de-
clares—which actually is about average
for a middle hitter in women’s volleyball.
However, it is not long femurs but power-
ful leg muscles that launch her astonish-
ing 30-inch vertical leaps. Add an up-
stretched arm, and the 5 foot, 11 inch,
Ogbechie might swat a ball 10 feet in the
air, the height of a basketball rim. Nice to
roam the ionosphere like that, since the
top of the volleyball net is only a bit over
seven feet above the ground.

With six players per side, volleyball’s
basic setup puts three of them in the front
line and three in the back. The players ro-

tate positions each time the serve changes
hands. And they specialize: the front line
desirably includes two outside hitters
flanking the middle hitter, with the setter
and two liberos (defensive specialists) in
back; by making substitutions as players
rotate, coaches can approximate this
arrangement. Hitters specialize in
putting balls away with kill shots, and
liberos in “digging”—retrieving oppo-
nents’ shots to keep the point alive. The
setter aims to deliver easily hittable balls,
ripe for the killing, to her hitters in front.

Consider this hypothetical play: Har-
vard has Dartmouth on the defensive, and
the Big Green clears the ball over the
net—a “free ball,” since it’s there for the
taking. The volleyball traces a big, lazy
arc through the air until intercepted by a
Harvard player who passes it to setter
Kim Gould ’05. Co-captain Gould calls

out, “Thirty-two!” (The three in the num-
ber means she will send the ball to loca-
tion number three on the front line; the
two means the ball will rise about twice
its width above the net.) Left outside hit-
ter Pernilla “Nilly” Schweitzer ’05 (like
Ogbechie, a tall Californian) awaits,
greedily yelling “32! 32!”—in other words,
“Give me the ball!”

But this play is a “tandem ball,” sent to
two hitters, so Ogbechie and Schweitzer
both converge at the net, moving in from
the 10-foot line, rubber soles squeaking.
Across the net, two rangy Dartmouth de-
fenders close in, raising both arms aloft to
thwart the impending attack. Schweitzer’s
right hand is cocked to hit, and one Dart-
mouth player shifts sideways to stop her.
But accepting the decoy leaves only one
blocker on middle hitter Ogbechie, a fatal
mistake. High aloft, Ogbechie selects her
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High-Flying Deception
Volleyball’s Kaego Ogbechie can leap, fake, and kill.

sprinkler heads; applied 2,000 gallons of
paint; replaced 4,000 light fixtures and
1,000 switches in the stacks; cleaned,
refinished, and sealed 120,000 square feet of
marble flooring; and much more.

“I also want to o≠er my deepest grati-
tude,” said Kirby, “to Widener’s librar-

ians and sta≠, who never
flinched from their commit-
ment to keeping this library
fully operational through-

out the renovation. They
called it—‘orchestrated
chaos.’ I call it courage. 

“That’s not, however,
unusual for this library
or for this University,”
Kirby continued. “In the
midst of an era of grave
international uncer-
tainty, Harvard perse-

vered in its quest to advance human
knowledge by building Widener Library.
As they did in 1915, we gather on these
steps during challenging times and once
again we dedicate this place—we dedi-
cate ourselves—to the proposition that
learning is the only path to enlighten-

ment and that from enlightenment
springs permanent improvement in the
human condition.”

Larsen librarian of Harvard College
Nancy M. Cline and President Lawrence
H. Summers also spoke. A throng of mod-
est size viewed the proceedings, to which
the library invited all members of the Har-
vard community; at their conclusion,
cookies and cider were dispensed in a tent
in Tercentenary Theatre. Later, library
benefactors attended seminars on teach-
ing with Widener’s global collections. In
the evening, they gathered with senior ad-
ministrators for a formal dinner in the
Loker Reading Room. 

This signal moment in the life of the li-
brary will be marked in November by
publication of Widener: Biography of a Library,
by Matthew Battles, coordinating editor
of the Harvard Library Bulletin (distributed
by Harvard University Press, $50). A lively
and wide-ranging narrative, it is an es-
timable addition to the shelves.

A pop-up keepsake by Mark
Steele given to guests at
Widener’s rededication dinner
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angle of attack; with an open
right hand she smacks the
volleyball—swoosh, bam!—in
a kill shot that bounces near
the sideline and resounds
throughout the gym. The
ball is, as volleyballers say,
“down.” Ogbechie relishes
every aspect of the success-
ful play, including the calcu-
lated deception. “In volley-
ball,” she says, grinning,
“you get to lie.”

Team co-captain Og-
bechie returns to Harvard’s
squad this year after miss-
ing most of last season, fol-
lowing spectacular cam-
paigns in her freshman and
sophomore years. Ogbechie
“might be the best volley-
ball player I’ve had in the 13
years I’ve coached here,”
says head women’s volley-
ball coach Jennifer Weiss.
As a frosh, Ogbechie was
named Ivy League Rookie
of the Year, having led Har-
vard in blocks (of oppo-
nents’ attempted kil ls)
with 95 and ranking second
on the team in kills. But
that year the Crimson went
3-11 in the Ivy League and,
as Ogbechie notes, “Per-
sonal success is not as rewarding if the
team is not successful as well. I decided
that as a sophomore, I would be more of
an influence—to lead by example.”

Quite an example it was. Ogbechie led
the Ivies in kills, averaging 5.22 per game in
league play and posting a career-high 27
kills against Princeton. She became the
first Harvard volleyball player ever named
Ivy League Player of the Year, and only the
second in Ivy history selected to the Ameri-
can Volleyball Coaches Association North-
east Regional All-America team. Further-
more, Harvard went 10-4, tying Princeton
for second in the league behind Penn,
which has won or shared the Ivy title for
the past three seasons. Says Ogbechie,
“That was by far the best year I’ve had, and
that the team has had, in a long time.”

But as a junior, the star middle hitter
developed patella tendonosis after taking

some hard falls on her right knee. “I
couldn’t jump, run, pass, or move,” Og-
bechie says. “It was painful.” Last fall she
played only five matches before “[The
knee] quit on me and the doctor said I
had to stop.” Nonetheless, she came to
every game, sitting on the sideline, root-
ing on the team, and nearly becoming an
uno∞cial assistant coach. “Seeing things
from outside is very di≠erent from play-
ing,” she says. “You see how things work
on a broader level.” After the season, Og-
bechie had an arthroscopic procedure in
which the surgeon scraped out the dam-
aged tendon, which grew back in a nat-
ural regenerative process that takes sev-
eral months. As the fall season began, the
knee was close to fully recovered.

Ogbechie’s family emigrated from Nige-
ria to Boston and then Los Angeles, where

her parents, Lawrence and
Henrietta, now a psychia-
trist and a health o∞cer for
Los Angeles County, re-
spectively, both attended
UCLA. Her three athletic
brothers, Nkem, Bioseh,
and Ijeh, all excelled in
football and basketball.
(Older brothers Nkem and
Bioseh were born in Nige-
ria, Kaego and Ijeh in the
States.) “They’re an incred-
ible trio,” she says of her
brothers. “You grow up
tough, fighting for your 
life every day, when you’re
the only girl. You fight to
really have a presence, to
hold your own and be au-
thoritative; you learn to
control situations that
have gone a little bit hay-
wire. And you learn to 
deal with men—I’ve had a
lot of male coaches, and it
helps to know ‘what means
what’ in male language.”

In a family of athletes,
Ogbechie’s parents never-
theless told their children
that “academics always
come first—put your nose
in your books,” she says.
But she also competed in

long jump, triple jump, and the 400-meter
run before discovering volleyball in
eighth grade. Two years later she was the
only sophomore at Diamond Bar (Califor-
nia) High School to play on the varsity,
and was soon performing well with club
teams; 40 colleges recruited her. “My ad-
vantage was that I could always play de-
fense,” she says. “I didn’t want to be
stereotyped as only being able to hit.” At
Harvard, she excels at digging balls,
blocking, passing, and serving. One rare
and daring defensive play that Ogbechie
enjoys is the “ pancake,” in which the
player goes prone on the floor to get a
hand between the wood and the ball:
“That’s one of the most fun moves.”

She also relishes the versatility of the
middle hitter position. Blocking an oppo-
nent’s shot involves, crucially, “reading
the setter”—watching details like the op-

P h o t o g r a p h  b y  S t u  R o s n e r

Killer raps: middle
hitter Kaego 
Ogbechie (at the
Malkin Athletic
Center) uncorks 
devastating shots. 
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posing setter’s position and posture, the
location of the ball, the speed of her
pass—to predict where the set is going.
Teams scan game videos of opponents to
scout who tends to hit where. On a block,
the best outcome is a “roof”—blocking
the attempted kill directly back for a kill
of your own. Ogbechie estimates that
good blocking can foil up to 50 percent of
possible kills, but says that 10 percent is
closer to the average.

Harvard’s game strategy includes
about 30 plays, all of them ending in kill
shots, which involve finesse as well as
power; one e≠ective kill is tipping the
ball softly over a blocker to drop on the
floor behind. Of course, teams also win
points on the serve, although it is no
longer necessary to serve to score. (The
NCAA adopted “rally” scoring, which al-
lows either the serving or receiving team
to score, in 2001. College teams now play
best-of-five-game matches, with the first
four games played to 30 points and the
fifth game to 15.) The Crimson have often
used “float” serves, a softly hit, flat ball
that may wobble, but this year Ogbechie
and teammates will do some jump serv-
ing, which means hitting balls harder
(after a run and leap), with topspin that
makes them dip into the court.

Ogbechie’s preparation for this season,
given the long rehabilitation of her right
knee, has been both careful and vigorous.
This summer, she had a wild schedule:
working 12-hour days as a summer ana-
lyst at the global-marketing division of
Merrill Lynch in New York (she earned a
post-graduation job o≠er), then going
straight to the gym for lifting, stretching,
and cardio workouts to rehabilitate that
knee. An economics concentrator (she
began in biology, aiming for pediatrics,
but “an internship after freshman year
changed all that”), Ogbechie has also di-
rected a Harvard Student Agencies pro-
gram geared toward spawning under-
graduate businesses and entrepreneurship.
Her short-term goals include leading
Harvard to its first-ever Ivy champi-
onship in women’s volleyball, a sport in
which Princeton and Penn have amassed
20 titles between them since 1977. It’s a
tall order, but Ogbechie is pretty tall her-
self. And elevation definitely matters.

�craig lambert

One for the Books
De profundis: Whatever else the foot-
ball team may accomplish this fall, its sec-
ond-half comeback in the season’s Ivy
League opener at Brown Stadium was a
monumental endorsement of the tautolog-
ical old saw that it’s never over until it’s
over. Down 31-10 at the half, Harvard tamed
Brown’s potent o≠ense, reeled o≠ 25 unan-
swered points to take a fourth-quarter
lead, and, with a little help from the foot-
ball gods, prevailed in a 35-34 squeaker.

Winless against Harvard since 1999,
Brown had taken a 52-14 beating at the
Stadium a year earlier. But the upwardly
mobile Bears had finished in a four-way tie
for second place in the Ivy standings, and
this season’s Crimson squad appeared
unprepared for the fury of the new-model
Bruin o≠ense. After only 11 minutes of play
Brown had built a 21-0 lead, pulling o≠
two spectacular touchdowns—a 53-yard
breakaway by sophomore quarterback Joe
DiGiacomo and an 83-yard pass from
DiGiacomo to split end Jarrett Schreck—
and a short one by all-Ivy tailback Nick
Hartigan, set up by a 49-yard pass from

DiGiacomo to Schreck. A Harvard field
goal by freshman Matt Schindel and a touch-
down by sophomore speedster Clifton
Dawson reduced Brown’s lead to 21-10, but
another Hartigan touchdown and a 24-yard
field goal—Brown’s first successful three-
pointer since the fourth game of the 2002
season—had the Bears up 31-10 at halftime.

Harvard’s chances of getting back in the
game seemed vanishingly small. Brown
had scored on five of its six possessions
and had amassed a whopping 451 yards in
total o≠ense. The all-but-unstoppable Har-
tigan, last year’s Division I-AA rushing
leader, had picked up 129 yards on 21 car-
ries, and DiGiacomo had passed for 237
yards. Only once in the course of the 1,173
varsity football games played since 1873
had a Harvard team erased a halftime
deficit of 21 points. But the defense sti≠-
ened, the o≠ense shifted into high gear,
and the Crimson clawed its way back.

On the opening drive of the second 
half, captain and quarterback Ryan
Fitzpatrick made good on four straight
passing attempts, the last of them a 35-
yard toss to
sophomore

The Harvard-Yale football rivalry constitutes a seem-
ingly inexhaustible mine for historians. In The Only Game
That Matters (Crown, $24.95), Bernard Corbett and Paul
Simpson chronicle the two teams’ campaigns of 2002,
when a climactic Harvard victory left them deadlocked,
23-23-1, in games played since the Ivy League was formed
in 1956. Intercutting the narrative are flashbacks to no-
table contests of the past—among them the initial roundball game, played at Hamilton
Park, New Haven, in November 1875 (Harvard 4,Yale 0); the titanic Barry Wood-Albie
Booth matchups of 1929–31; and Harvard’s miracle finish in the 29-29 tie of 1968.

Corbett covers Harvard football as a radio play-by-play announcer, and the book’s
recountings of pregame chalk talks and sideline decision-making come across with au-
thenticity. Though the text is marred by a few minor errors, the even-handed nar-
ration moves along with the pace of a no-huddle offense. Massachusetts senator 
Edward M. Kennedy ’54 (who caught a pass for Harvard’s sole touchdown in the
1955 game) and New York governor George Pataki,Yale ’67, provide forewords.

The 121st game in the series kicks off at the Stadium on November 20, at 12:30.
And yes, The Only Game That Matters takes note of the curious historical fact that in
presidential election years since 1940—with the exceptions of 1960 and 1976—the
electoral result has telegraphed the outcome of The Game. If a Republican wins, so
does Yale. If a Democrat is victorious, the Crimson prevails.

N.B. Harvard has won the last three games in the series. It’s been 57 years since 
either team has won four straight.

THE Game
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