
disadvantages of the “mommy track,” she
notes that “It actually was very rewarding
for me to slow down my professional path
at a booming time in my career.” She had a
head coaching job o≠ered to her, but
chose instead to return to her alma mater,
Northwestern, as an assistant to one of
her best friends, Jenny Haigh. “Most peo-
ple would call that a backward step,” Er-
ickson says, but Chicago was “closer to
home, closer to help [with Xiah], and, as a
Northwestern alumna, in a sense it felt
like I was going home.”

She coached there last fall and “wasn’t
planning on leaving for a long time,” Er-
ickson says. “I had a great little life. I
knew that if I were to be a head coach,
there was a very short list of schools I
would consider. Harvard was on that list.
The combination of elite academics and
elite athletics is what I do best. It’s where
I can relate to players and recruit success-
fully. I believe in what’s going on—having
integrity with academic standards, and
not compromising that for athletics,
while still being successful on the field. A
lot of people would shy away from that

challenge, thinking it would be hard to
win. But Stanford is the ‘academic’ school
of the Pac-10 and Northwestern is the
academic school of the Big Ten. That’s the
kind of student athlete I want to coach,
and the kind I was.”

Erickson endorses a sense of propor-
tion, not only between studies and
sports, but between work and the rest of
life. “I have a daughter, and I don’t want to

deprive her of a life,” she says. That does-
n’t mean that the new coach’s goal isn’t to
win the Ivy championship and be in na-
tional contention every fall. In fact, young
Xiah, who already talks about soccer and
has seen quite a few games, may become
the youngest assistant in the country. The
toddler has not yet played any soccer but,
as her mother says, “She tries.”

�craig lambert
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“It’s such a crazy position,” says Katie Shields ’06, who has
tended goal for the Harvard women’s soccer team since her
freshman year. “All summer [of 2005] I worked with goalkeep-
ers at a soccer camp, and they are the craziest collection of
athletes you can imagine. Basically, you’re putting your body in
front of the soccer ball—you’re trying to get hit by the ball. But
every time you touch the ball, it matters; there’s the chance to
make a difference in the game.And whenever you make a mis-
take, it means a goal. There’s no other position in sports with 
so much adrenaline. You have to be in top condition, but 90 
percent of the effort is mental. I’ve had games when I didn’t
touch the ball for the whole 90 minutes, and at the end I was 
totally exhausted.”

Shields co-captains the Crimson with back Laura Odorczyk
’08, and was named to the All-Ivy Second Team last year after
surrendering only five goals in eight games played, for a stingy
goals-against average of 0.63. (Brittany Meeks ’07, who played
seven games in goal, was nearly as parsimonious at 0.96.)

Shields grew up in an athletic family in Dana Point, California,
in Orange County. She started soccer at age five, but didn’t 
settle into goal until she began high school, which, she says,
“is actually pretty late for goalkeepers nowadays.” Her club
team, the Southern California Blues, were national champions 
in 1999 and finalists in 2000. Shields hadn’t considered apply-

ing to Harvard until form-
er women’s coach Tim
Wheaton recruited her
after seeing her play in a
tournament in Texas.

Last fall, Harvard went 
4-3 in the Ivies, good for
fourth place behind Prince-
ton, Yale, and Penn. Yet the
Crimson’s loss to Prince-
ton, a team that went all
the way to the NCAA
semifinals, was a very close 1-0, and Harvard’s 8-7-2 over-
all record against a strong schedule earned them an at-large 
bid to the NCAA tournament.

Under new coach Stephanie Erickson (facing page), Harvard
plans to bring an offense-oriented game to Ohiri Field this fall.
That’s an exciting style of play, but it also runs the risk of allow-
ing breakaway opportunities for opponents, which will make
Shield’s shot-stopping abilities more important than ever. That
suits her fine. “Goalkeeping is a pressure position, but I just live
for it,” she says.“I love the last five minutes of a game that you’re
winning 1-0, or the penalty kick, or the breakaway that you have
to stop. I live for those moments. That’s why I play.”

T H E  U N D E R G R A D U AT E

The Long Goodbye
by amelia lester ’05

On a rainy summer’s night in New
York City, a month after graduation, a
group of my college friends meet for din-
ner. We are currently undergoing a period
of profound personal change: relocating
our lives, moving into apartments, start-

ing new jobs, forging new relationships.
Yet for all this “newness,” our conversa-
tion invariably turns to that which re-
mains fondly familiar. College, or at least
topics related to it, still dominates the
discussion: the boys who lived upstairs

Shielding the Goal

Katie Shields making a save in goal 
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our senior year and how they are enjoying
their European jaunt; summers spent in
the Square compared to our current stint
in the big city; news from friends begin-
ning or about to begin their training as
teachers, doctors, lawyers, professionals.

Tonight, however, the conversation
takes a new, more introspective, turn: we
begin talking about what we miss about
Harvard. Perhaps prompted by this par-
ticular restaurant’s exorbitantly high
prices, the dining hall and long lunches
spent lingering over unlimited supplies of
piping-hot popcorn chicken rank high on
the list. “I’m so sick of eating cereal for
dinner,” moans one particularly domesti-
cally deficient friend who, like me, has yet
to master the finer points of preparing
pasta. There are other seemingly mun-
dane fixtures of college life we could
never have imagined missing but for
which we now pine, such as
school-issued furniture
(setting up house
has meant hours of
wrestling with
infuriating IKEA
booklets of DIY
directions, com-
plete with cryp-
tic pictures of
stick figures as-
sembling beds
from piles of lum-
ber with the great-
est of ease), or the
ability to throw on
jeans and a T-shirt
and call it “semi-
formal,” and also
the ubiquitous keg
parties, invaria-
bly held in some
s t i c k y- fl o o r e d ,
sweat-drenched Mather House
dorm room.

Needless to say, there are flickering
shadows of real sadness beneath the
bubbly, sunny surface of our
conversation. Of course
there is so much more we
will miss about the last
four years than ready-
made lunches, rickety
chairs, and the occasional
bout of Saturday-night

rowdiness, though perhaps it’s too soon,
and the memories are too freshly formed,
to say exactly what we will mourn the
most. What is already apparent from our
discussion is how di≠erently my dining
companions look back on their four years
together.

“I miss being able to plan my own
schedule,” o≠ers a friend working 12-
hour days at an architectural firm. “A
productive day at school meant finally
doing my laundry.” This kind of languid,
semi-somnolent existence—sleeping in,
taking breakfast at 11, spending the after-
noon mustering the energy to return an
errant library book to Lamont—conjures
a vision of Harvard as a kind of Club Med
of the Northeast that another friend, a
Phi Beta Kappa academic superstar, can-
not relate to his own disciplined, rigor-
ous, undergraduate experience. “I didn’t

relax too much these last four years,” he
says, from which we can only presume he
was too busy imbibing new languages
and great tomes of political philosophy
to bother with his beauty sleep. When a
third friend pipes up with the by now
well-established doctrine of college as a
time in which one learns “ just how
di≠erent people can be in interests, val-
ues, and beliefs,” another responds with
exactly the opposite sentiment. “I met so
many people from so many di≠erent
walks of life who are fundamentally so
similar and all share the same basic val-
ues of loyalty, trust, and learning from
one another,” she says. “Plus, we’re all
fundamentally dorks at heart.”

The conversation stretches on, opening
out to still more intimate matters. We
discuss our regrets—none of which in-
volve studying more for Core class
midterms, an alarming number of which

involve the sending of ill-advised
e-mails to unrequited loves—

through dessert and the
qua∞ng of decaf lattes

(work tomorrow pre-
cludes something

stronger). Walk-
ing home from
dinner with map
in hand, stil l
trying to learn
the shape of
these strange
streets, I won-
der why we’ve
never plumbed
that particular
reservoir of sad-
ness with each
other before.
Although col-
lege still looms
large in our ev-
ery discussion,

tonight’s dinner represents
the first time we have

talked openly and ex-
plicitly about our

sense of loss at leav-
ing.  

Perhaps, I specu-
late, this is because

we are all trying to be
terribly grown-up with

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

I l l u s t r a t i o n  b y  J a c k i e  Pa r d o
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one another, desperate to prove a funda-
mental detachment from what has come
before when we are still not quite ready
to cut the proverbial apron strings. When
I finally arrive home, it is more than a lit-
tle unsettling to realize there is no prob-
lem set to muddle through, no impending
task that I can berate myself for postpon-
ing, no need to embark on that self-flagel-
lating, secretly satisfying form of acade-
mic penance known in the business as an
“all-nighter.” There is, in fact, nothing to
do at all but potter vacantly around my
brand-new home, feeling for all the world
as if I am five and have doused myself in
my mother’s perfume and slipped into her
high heels for a game of dress-ups.

The apartment, all granite countertops
and bare walls (extensive polling has in-
dicated that “posters are so college”), is
furnished for a lifestyle I cannot yet fully
imagine. It also comes with responsibili-
ties I have not yet learned how to manage:
“utility bill” has replaced “10-page paper”
as the phrase most likely to strike fear
into my heart. Truth be told, I feel phony,
as if I am playing at adulthood, and I sus-
pect my peers feel much the same way. 

I wonder if another reason why we
haven’t talked about our sadness before
tonight is simply that the last few weeks
of school left so little space to register the

enormity of how our lives were changing.
Between the influx of parents, the infa-
mous “booze cruise” on Boston Harbor,
the optimistically named Last Chance
Dance, and that most Harvardian of social
events—a black tie, Great Gatsby-esque
formal event known as the Senior
Soirée—there was very little time to do
anything other than pass the Advil and
nurse sore heads. 

In retrospect, I can’t help thinking that
the institutionalized long goodbye actu-
ally seemed engineered to stamp out sen-
timentality, rather than encourage it.
Hell-raising, not navel-gazing, was the
order of the day. “I just want to graduate,
already!” became a common catch phrase
among even the most attached and emo-
tive seniors. Graduands began the process
of moving out, boxes in hand, bleary-, not
teary-eyed. The night before my own
graduation, while some brave classmates
gathered remaining reserves of energy to
climb up on the roof of Adams House to
look out on Cambridge and make a final
celebratory toast, I found myself collaps-
ing into bed a few minutes after nine o’-
clock, unable even to muster the requisite
strength to say goodbye to the people I
had seen every day at breakfast, lunch,
and dinner for three years. 

I should have known it would be this

way. Wizened alums had warned that Se-
nior Week was a lot like Freshman
Week, but in reverse, charged with all
the terrible awkwardness and anxiety of
what was to come. “It will all end before
you know it,” they had proclaimed with a
certain world-weariness. “You won’t
even have time to say goodbye.” And in-
deed, the dying days of senior year were
far too frenetic and activity-packed to
allow any time at all for reflection—but
perhaps that’s precisely the point. What
good would wallowing in nostalgia do,
really?

As for post-college life, I’ve certainly
been forced to make a closer acquain-
tance of my alarm clock than I would like,
but for the most part, this new existence
has involved continuity and change in just
the right dosage. I have a feeling those as-
pects of the college experience that I will
miss the most will not announce their ab-
sence with pomp and ceremony, but
rather reveal themselves slowly over time.
For now, I’m content to store away the
sentimentality for another rainy day. 

Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate Fellow
Amelia E. Lester ’05, of Sydney, Australia, is work-
ing at a literary agency in New York. She resolves
to stop spending her paychecks on shoes and to
learn how to cook very soon.

Harvard Magazine’s Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate Fellows for
the 2005-2006 academic year will be junior John A. La Rue and senior Eliza-
beth S. Widdicombe, who were selected from a competitive evaluation of two
dozen student writers’ applications for the position.The Fellows, who join the
editorial staff during the year, contribute to the magazine as “Undergraduate”
columnists and by initiating story ideas, writing news and feature items, and
editing copy before publication.

La Rue, whose family now lives in Pittsburgh, resides in Quincy House and
concentrates in government, with a particular focus on U.S. politics and social
policy. As editor of SWIFT, a student-run satire magazine, he has supplemented
his academic interest with an interest in comedy, and hopes one day to tell
them apart. During the summer, he worked in Pittsburgh for Bob Casey, a De-
mocratic candidate hoping to replace Rick Santorum in the U.S. Senate.

Widdicombe, who spent a year in Tibet, Nepal, and India before enrolling at
Harvard, now calls Boston and Dunster House home. A concentrator in his-
tory and literature, she expects to write her senior thesis on Henry James.A
past Crimson writer and current Lampoon member, she was a reporter in the
Washington bureau of the New York Daily News this summer. Both Widdi-
combe and La Rue serve as tutors in the undergraduate Writing Center during
the academic year.

The Fellowships are supported by Jonathan J. Ledecky ’79, M.B.A. ’83, and
named in honor of his mother.

P h o t o g r a p h  b y  J i m  H a r r i s o n

Elizabeth S. Widdicombe
and John A. La Rue
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