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becomes something more significant.
But Cohen disagreed with this main-

stream Jewish view. Invoking a scientific
rather than a religious argument, he said
embryology has taught us that “40 days is
simply not a significant moment.” Life be-
gins at conception, he asserted, after an
egg and a sperm create something new
with the potential to grow into an adult
human. Appealing to religion again, he
said, “We need to try to see the embryos
in the way that God sees us. In the eyes of
God, if there is a God, we can’t seem like
very much.”

Haque noted that religious authority is
dispersed in Islam, so there is no o∞cial
Muslim consensus on stem-cell research.
However, most interpreters of Islamic law
“propose a gradualist view of person-
hood.” For example, the punishment for
someone who assaults a pregnant
woman, killing her unborn child, in-
creases with the length of the pregnancy.
The Koran also teaches that there are
gradual stages of physical development:
semen, blood, flesh, and then the soul.

Islam places high value on “ public
good,” which has led prominent clerics in
several Muslim countries to praise stem-
cell research, including therapeutic
cloning, although extreme penalties have
been proposed for anyone who attempts
reproductive cloning.

Haque’s own view is that an embryo is
not a full human person. “I don’t think
anyone really acts this way,” he said, not-
ing that even some conservatives who
argue that human life begins at concep-
tion “would still allow abortion to save a
mother’s life. Why would you do that if
you didn’t think there were any mean-
ingful distinctions in personhood?” he
asked. “The key issue,” he said, “is that
just because an embryo is a member of
our species does not mean that it has the
same moral status as a child with dia-
betes.” Of the frozen embryos created by
in-vitro fertilization clinics and slated to
be discarded, he argued that “destroying
them with regulations and under the
equally, if not greater, moral needs of 
the living—su≠ering children, for exam-
ple, whose moral status no one would
debate—is consistent with respecting
the moral status of an embryo….” He at-
tacked the “irresponsible deontology”

that ignores the “necessity of tradeo≠s
amongst competing moral demands.”

Davis, who opposes stem-cell research,
articulated a conservative Christian view,
noting that in the Bible, the human tra-
jectory of Jesus Christ begins at concep-
tion, “in the womb of the Virgin Mary.”
“Of course I fully realize,” he continued,
“that in a pluralistic culture like ours, ap-
peals to holy text from whatever reli-
gious tradition might not have a lot of
traction in terms of public policy….” He
argued, therefore, on secular grounds,
that our society is experiencing a failure
of vision: we must “try to protect all
human subjects against whatever well-
intentioned therapeutic intent or eco-
nomic interest, so that human persons
are not unnecessarily or unintentionally
commodified.”

Smith articulated a very di≠erent
Christian view. Noting that “no one indi-
vidual speaks for the denomination,” she
emphasized the UCC’s role in providing
resources for “members to become in-
formed about developments in genetic
technology and the moral, ethical, social
and theological implications raised by

these developments.” The UCC national
committee on genetics concluded that it
does not “object categorically to human
pre-embryo [an embryo in the first 14
days after fertilization] research, pro-
vided the research is well justified in
terms of its objectives, that the research
protocols show proper respect for the
pre-embryos, and that they are not im-
planted.” Smith did raise a concern about
the social justice of spending tremendous
sums of money on stem-cell research,
however, noting that “more people die of
diarrhea in the world than anything else.”

Although the panelists failed to agree on
the moral status of the embryo, and thus
reached divergent views about the permis-
sibility of stem-cell research, all agreed
that an embryo was nascent human life
that deserved respect, and all a∞rmed the
desirability of medical advances. “I think
we’ve got a true moral dilemma that our
tradition and our scripture do not fully ad-
dress,” Smith concluded. She urged contin-
uing conversation, saying, “We are a long
way from a clear answer…and a long way
from successful implementation of these
therapies.”

D
uring the year and a
half I have spent as a stu-
dent at Harvard, I’ve been
befuddled by tRNA in a
Life Sciences 1a lecture,

experienced the nature of causation in
Philosophy 8, and proclaimed the not-so-
abbreviated history of the Harry Elkins
Widener Memorial Library to a group of
international tourists as a Crimson Key
Society tour guide. With more than two
years left to go here, I already feel I’ve ex-
perienced everything I hoped to. How-
ever, I’ve also experienced something I
never would have expected at Harvard: a
feeling of deep cultural void.

Growing up as a white kid in a white

town, my childhood was blissfully igno-
rant of any cultural alienation. I fit in be-
cause everyone fit in—at least superficial-
ly. My preconception was that Harvard
would be similar. After all, when one pic-
tures the College, it is all too easy to let
your mind’s eye visualize a bunch of
white men in breeches and powdered
wigs trotting around the Yard, reading
leather-bound tomes by candlelight.
Maybe I could chalk that up to my over-
active imagination gone stir-crazy in
northern Illinois, but you have to admit
that, because of its long history of exclu-
sivity and the United States’s record of
institutionalized racism, the Ivy League
has a bit of a reputation for homogeneity.
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Thus it was with great surprise and de-
light that I arrived on campus to find that
my entryway in Grays Hall alone con-
tained all types of people: from the Hindu
who grew up in Tennessee to the gay
black man from New Jersey to the vegan
from New Zealand. My exposure to cul-
tures other than my own exploded within
one day, from the once-in-a-blue-
moon bar mitzvah back
home to the vast and
popular array of cul-
tural organizations at
Harvard.

The myriad ethnic or
culture-centered stu-
dent groups at Harvard
o≠er a specific ex-
tracurricular niche to
people of diverse iden-
tities on campus. For
undergraduates, cul-
tural organizations are
the backbone of acade-
mic, extracurricular,
and social life. Clubs
range from the Harvard-
Radcli≠e Asian-Ameri-
can Christian Fellow-
ship to the Harvard
Society of Black Scien-
tists and Engineers, to
the Harvard Philippine
Forum, and serve a vari-
ety of purposes, from
educational to social
and from commun-
ity service to perfor-
mance art. The ser-
vices that these groups
provide their members—
and the multicultural
community they help fos-
ter on campus—are invaluable.

During the first week of school, I put
my e-mail address on every mailing list I
could get my eager little hands on. My
new roommate’s Jewish? Hillel, here I
come! A gay uncle? I could be the S in
BGLTSA (Harvard Bisexual, Gay, Lesbian,
Transgender, and Supporters Alliance)!
One-eighth Swedish? Sign me up for the
Scandinavian Club! But when the e-mails
started coming, advertising Sabbath din-
ners and asking for Finnish translators, I
realized that I didn’t really belong on the

lists as I had imagined. In fact, I thought
as I unsubscribed myself, I really didn’t
have enough culture or identity of my
own to be in any cultural groups at all.

As someone straight, white, and nonre-
ligious, I felt like an orphan in the system.
While most (if not all) of these organiza-
tions are welcoming to students regard-

less of color, preference, or creed, being
welcome in an organization and feeling as if
you belong in it are completely distinct.

A few weeks into my freshman year, I
joined the Kuumba Singers of Harvard
College, a choir that celebrates black spir-
ituality and creativity through song and
other forms of performance art while
working to develop the black community
on campus. While my friends at home and
at school teased me (whom they called
“the whitest person they know,” whatever
that means) for being in a black student
group, I grew to feel like a part of the Ku-

umba community. I even wrote a piece for
the Crimson, referring to myself as someone
“culturally blanched” but still able to join
a vibrant cultural student organization.
The key to feeling at home, I decided, was
to approach the experience not as just an-
other fun club, but as an opportunity to
learn and grow from exposure to “unfa-

miliar” territory.
But even with that at-

titude, it is di∞cult to
feel truly at home in 
an organization that—
frankly—is intended for
someone else. My semes-
ter in Kuumba was one
of my best experiences at
Harvard. Yet within the
group, my status as a
white member uninten-
tionally pigeonholed me:
I was there because of
what I did, not because of
who I was. And at the

end of the day, when
I joined another

group that conflicted
with the rehearsals, I

slowly faded out of
Kuumba, not in

protest, and not be-
cause I didn’t like

being in the choir, but
because without the in-
herent cultural tie, I felt
as if a key part of the 
overall Kuumba experi-
ence simply was not there
for me.

Being welcome in an or-
ganization is very di≠erent
from being recruited to a

club. And even though Harvard-recog-
nized student groups are prohibited from
actively discriminating in their member-
ship, there is a di≠erence between decid-
ing to join a group because your interest in
the culture is strong enough to overcome
the feeling of being out of place, and being
actively recruited and encouraged to join a
“home away from home” in the form of an
ethnic or religious organization.

My last-ditch e≠ort to connect was a
trip to the Wisconsin Club’s function
during reading period in the spring. “Are
you from Wisconsin?” I was asked as I
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reached for a brat and some cheddar.
Well, no, I replied, but my town is right
across the Illinois border, so it’s very simi-
lar, I would think. The other partygoers
seemed unimpressed with my connection
(despite the fact that my best friend from
home is a University of Wisconsin “bad-
ger”), and I left feeling that my state’s lack
of frozen-custard production rendered us
somehow even more boring than other,
more dairy-inclined states. I was crushed.

I found that, like many of my peers at
Harvard, I missed the “culture” of my
home when I came to school. Unfortu-
nately, the “culture” of my home happens
to be Leave It to Beaver-style whitewashed,
station-wagon-driving, unassumingly ag-
nostic, Midwest suburbia, and to those
who don’t have the personal connections
to such a place, well, it’s a harder sell than
something as visibly warm and interest-
ing as a big Irish family party or a perfor-
mance of Mariachi Veritas. And the fact
that I had no conforming religious beliefs
no longer made me stand out—as it had
in my Catholic high school. Instead, it
made me uninteresting. It was hard to
cultivate the feeling that my “culturally
blanched” heritage was worth celebrat-
ing, and I started to believe that without
any external validation, it was nothing
worth missing. 

But thinking along those lines defeats
the purpose of having cultural organiza-
tions in the first place. What I failed to
see—and what many fail to recognize—is
that the absence of a cultural organiza-
tion for the “majority” (as opposed to the
minority) does not imply that the major-
ity lacks a valid culture. What it does
suggest—and rightly so—is that, judging
on the basis of history, there is no need to
draw attention and appreciation to that
culture in this context. When Kuumba
was founded in 1970 by five black under-
graduates, the Harvard class of 1972 con-
tained only 51 black students. The tenure
of former Harvard president Abbot Law-
rence Lowell, class of 1877 (and for whom
Lowell House is named), is rife with mo-
ments of active discrimination. In June
1920, seven students were expelled from
the College (and from Cambridge) under
the suspicion of homosexual activity. In
1922—only decades before Kuumba was
founded—Lowell expelled all African-

American students from the Yard dormi-
tories; he also promoted admissions
changes that reduced the proportion of
Jews in the freshman class from 27.6 per-
cent in 1925 to less than 15 percent in 1933,
at the end of his career.

Historically, minority groups have been
marginalized on Harvard’s campus, so the
need for a strong, positive, minority pres-
ence has been great. A female friend ex-
pressed that sentiment at a staging of The
Vagina Monologues last year. When a male
friend asked why there was no produc-
tion dedicated solely to male genitalia,
she replied, “There is: it’s called history.”
That focus on the white male contribu-
tion to society is true at Harvard, where
even the introductory courses required of
all concentrators in popular disciplines
such as history, English, and social stud-
ies barely touch on material from outside
Europe and the United States.

In this respect, it seems petty to be-
moan the sense of cultural vacancy that I
feel as I watch my roommate play her veena

(a south Indian stringed instrument) in
the cultural show Ghungroo or listen to
RecKlez (a Klezmer band composed of
Harvard students) during Cultural Rhythms.
I may not feel completely at home in any
cultural organization on campus, but nei-
ther am I someone President Lowell might
have prevented from attending Harvard
(if I were male, that is) in the first place.

Cultural organizations are an integral
part of Harvard not only because they bring
diversity to the College, but also because
they give majority students the experience
of what it feels like to be in the minority.
And truthfully, being in the audience for the
cultural events I attend has taught me just
as much as I would have learned on stage.
With open eyes, and an open mind, even
the “culturally blanched” among us can feel
like a part of something rich.

Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate Fellow
Emma Lind is a history and literature concentra-
tor who lives in Winthrop House with three other
women and one veena.

S P O R T S

Disruptive Influence
Lacrosse attacker Greg Cohen scrambles defenses.

H
e was a world-beater be-
fore he arrived at Har-
vard. In 2003, as a new
high-school graduate,
Greg Cohen ’07 played on

the U.S. under-19 national lacrosse team
and scored nine goals in six games to help
the United States to victory in the Junior
World Championships. Then, as a fresh-
man, he quickly emerged as a dangerous
attackman, leading the Crimson in scoring
with 26 points and being named Rookie of
the Year by the New England Intercolle-
giate Lacrosse Association.

But on the first day of practice his
sophomore year, Cohen broke his right
arm in a bad landing after dunking during
a pickup basketball game. “He’s probably
the only guy on the team who can dunk a

basketball,” says head men’s lacrosse
coach Scott Anderson. “I went to the
emergency room and when the radiologist
came out with the x-ray, I knew it was the
end of Greg’s season. It was devastating.”

Though Cohen lost a year of athletic de-
velopment, he met adversity with aplomb,
attending all the team’s practices and
games. “The way he handled things was
very impressive, very mature,” Anderson
says. “It gave me good perspective,” Cohen
recalls. “You realize how much you miss
playing. I also realized that I had made a
great choice by coming to Harvard: you
don’t want to pick your school based only
on a sport.” (A history concentrator who
lives in Quincy House, Cohen also prac-
tices martial arts with the hapkido club.)

Last year, he returned to lax with a
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