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unsettled arrivals
by kathryn c. reed

 “I 
don’t need music, kit. I need the 
sound of silence,” Dad says. He says “si-
lence” in a way that I can’t write. The 
“i” is long, the end is fast, sharp. The 

word is crisp, but it is not italic. “Silence, 
Kit,” Dad says, is what he wants. Yet it is 
his unwritable words that fill our drive to 
Boston Logan.

It is June and I am returning to Tanza-
nia to work with a nongovernmental orga-
nization called Support for International 
Change. Again, I will live in a rural village, 
run an awareness campaign for HIV and 
AIDS. It is my second visit to a country that 
no longer feels foreign, my first return to a 
place with all of the discomforts I do not 
find at home.

A year ago, at the outset of my first trip, 
five other Harvard students met me at the 
gate, where visions of African game land 
filled my head. As we lay across chairs meant 
for sitting—for nine hours in Istanbul, wait-
ing for our flight—we talked of playing with 
the children and seeing the elephants; ed-

ucation about HIV may have also been a 
thought. Someone produced a travel book 
and we passed around 200 pages of East-
ern Africa, searching for the 50 that held all 
Tanzania had to tell. Inevitably, it was the 
photos that consumed us longest, no matter 
the country they were from.

Some of my companions raised con-
cerns—none of us understood the process 
of arrival, really; not one had a Tanzanian 
phone; had anyone looked up the exchange 
rate for dollars and shillings before, at home? 
There was too much unknown to be wor-
ried and so I stuck to thoughts of animals, 
children, heat, African sun. I was excited 
for the going; the fears of fellow students 
seemed to dispel my own.

It is now June again and I am returning to 
Tanzania as dad drops me at terminal E. This 
summer, I am a coordinator for the volun-
teer program, Tanzanian shillings already in 
my bag. A hug, a kiss on the cheek—“Sorry, 
Kit. I don’t think I’m supposed to park here 
long.” His truck heads back toward western 

Massachusetts and I turn inside the airport, 
where no one waits for me to arrive. Still, I 
am not unhappy to be traveling alone.

As I wait in line at the check-in counter, 
my shoulders are weighted by the bags I 
must check; my mind leads me to the moun-
tains of home. I realize I shouldn’t expect 
this going to feel the same, though I face the 
same uncertainties as before. Even now I am 
tempted to return to Western Mass., did 
not pack my bag until hours ago. Do I enjoy 
this, the being out of my comfort zone? Or 
do I enjoy the looking back, the return, the 
sensation of “I did that”?

I board a plane to Zurich, where I sleep 
on the floor for six hours, waking only to 
make sure my flight’s gate is still closed. 
In Ethiopia, 12 fill a plane meant for 100 
and, though there are two stops before we 
reach our destination, no one new gets on 
board. Ethiopians must not believe in can-
celing flights, I think, or balancing weight. I 
sleep, thankful for the open seat I have cho-
sen from first class.

At 2 a.m., our plane lands in Arusha, 
Tanzania. (“Straight down,” Noah, my 
taxi driver will tell me. “It was as if you 
fell from the sky.”) And my first thought 
on the tarmac is that I had forgotten the 
smell. Food, dirt, body odor, smoke—all 
are there the moment I step out. Not quite 
the village, but not at all dissimilar. I imag-
ine my fellow passengers—the Brits, the 
Germans, the uninitiated—covering their 

in 2005-2006. In contrast, the sciences have 
attracted 29 percent more undergraduates 
since a low point of 989 in 2002-2003, and 
concentrators in the rejuvenated School 
of Engineering and Applied Sciences have 
nearly doubled in number since 2004-2005, 
to last year’s 563. That reflects a rebound 
from depressed computer-sciences en-
rollment after the dot-com bust at the 
beginning of last decade, followed by re-
newed excitement about social media, and 
emerging fields such as bioengineering. 
(Elsewhere, the report notes student en-
thusiasm for summer research programs 
with faculty members in the sciences, so-
cial sciences, and business-related topics; 
there is no analogous arts and humanities 
program.)

• GSAS diversity. Continued emphasis on 
recruiting resulted in applications from 
676 candidates from underrepresented 
minority groups (among 12,397 applica-

tions in total), and a 19 percent increase in 
offers of admission. Underrepresented mi-
norities made up 7 percent of the entering 
class, the highest figure in GSAS history.

• Alcohol policy. Rakesh Khurana, master 
of Cabot House, led a review of campus al-
cohol policy. Recommendations will come 
to the faculty at its next meeting.

• The PDF Ph.D. As of March 2012, all 
dissertations have been submitted elec-
tronically, as PDFs, for degree completion, 
binding, and archiving.

• An aging faculty. Following more internal 
promotions to tenure and restraint on fac-
ulty growth since 2008-2009, the average 
age of the tenured faculty increased from 55 
to 57 during the past decade. This shift oc-
curred despite successful initiation of re-
tirement incentives (retirements increased 
from an average of 6 annually to 15 last 
year), and the prior period of rapid expan-
sion in the faculty ranks overall.

• Sustainability. For buildings that ex-
isted in fiscal 2006, greenhouse-gas emis-
sions declined by 27.6 percent through last 
year. Energy use declined by 21 percent, 
and water use by 31 percent. Calculated 
at current utility rates, those savings rep-
resent avoided utility costs of $6.6 million 
annually. For all FAS facilities, including 
new spaces, the reduction was 10 percent 
through the end of fiscal 2012.

• Continued financial caution. Kirwan’s re-
port emphasized the relatively restrained 
prospects for the endowment (see page 
44), distributions from which make up 48 
percent of FAS operating revenues, and the 
rising risks to federally sponsored research 
funding. The latter now accounts for 18 
percent of revenues, and has been a bright 
financial spot for FAS in recent years. On 
to the campaign.

Read more about the FAS annual report 
at http://harvardmag.com/fas-report-12.
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noses, not yet knowing that there is a 
sweetness to the sweat and the burn. For 
the first time, the going feels like a return. 

This past august, I was returning to 
Cambridge. There were two and a half days 
at home, in Western Massachusetts (one, 
unpacking; another, packing again), two 
and a half days with the place I felt I could 
not leave before. Harvard was not where I 
wanted to be going, despite what I may have 
said. My mind remained in Tanzanian vil-
lages, with the sound of the maize grinders 
at 6 p.m. and the feeling of dust in my hair. 
I sang Bongo Flava (Tanzanian pop music) 
downloaded for the drive back to school—
and this time my mother was the one asking 
for silence from the first floor.

I didn’t check my e-mail before I left for 
school, waited until the cheap gas station 
in Williamsburg before I even looked. My 
phone had vibrated every five minutes along 
the way and finally I decided to turn it off. 
But out of guilt, or habit, I opened the brows-
er and lingered in the parking lot, waiting 
10 minutes for small-town Internet to load. 
Three hundred forty-nine messages on the 
screen, 90 or so that required reply. During 
the semester, I knew, such was a manage-

able—daily, even—task. Still, I pressed the 
power button and hid the device in my bag, 
thought of the single-function Nokia that, 
for the past three months, had been my own. 
With a capacity of 100 messages, the phone’s 
greatest demand had  been the inbox’s per-
petual tendency to fill. It vibrated just as of-
ten, but with greetings rather than tasks to 
be done. 

I pulled out of the gas-station parking lot, 
appreciated the 25 mph section of road. Al-
though I have never seen a police car in Wil-
liamsburg, it has never struck me as odd that 
the inhabitants obey a speed limit like that.

There is a moment on the Mass. Pike—
near Sturbridge—where two lanes be-
come four. The mountains no longer rise up 
around you; vehicles are forced into the de-
pository of two significant arteries, a tempo 
that seems faster than before. Cars from I-84 
pass on the right, those from I-90 accelerate 
on the left; eventually, a form of settling oc-
curs. It is in this openness that I feel most 
claustrophobic, where the trees have given 
way to rest areas and poles. The lost views of 
elevation, though, are inconsequential—at 
this pace, your eyes must be constantly on 
the road. Forcing my hands to loosen on the 

steering wheel—at 70 mph, remembering 
how to drive—I thought of Windsor, Mas-
sachusetts, population 875—rural, home.

Reaching Sturbridge, driving back to Cam-
bridge, I crossed right, over two lanes: five 
minutes of anxiety just to slow down. Cars 
accelerated around me, with greater urgency 
than I about arriving where they needed to 
go. I increased the volume of my Bongo Flava, 
sang louder to words I did not know. I was 
still in tune with the rhythm of the country 
I had left, not ready for the pulse of the music 
the radio promised to play. I knew Harvard 
would soon feel familiar, that I would adjust 
to the pace of before. But though this con-
solation relieved uncertainties, I nonetheless 
wanted to maintain the travel, neither arriv-
ing nor letting go. 

It is a two-and-a-half-hour trip to Cam-
bridge from Windsor, depending on the 
state of construction and desired num-
ber of back roads. My hometown is 98.86 
percent white, or so the last census has 
shown. The open spaces of country lyr-
ics actually hold meaning and running 
into neighbors will leave you talking for 
20 minutes, despite having places to go. 
It never takes longer than three hours to 
drive to Cambridge from Windsor, yet the 

bass of the pop music 
emanating from the 
tollbooth to Boston 
left me feeling that 
the distance between 
home and Tanzania is 
much less significant 
than the 131 miles be-
tween Harvard and 
home.

One night, in my fi-
nal week in Tanzania, 
I return late from vis-
iting another village. 
We have walked eight 
hours today to deliver 
flipcharts, markers, 
tape to a group, and 
check on progress 
while we are there. 
Shaba, age eight—
one of the six children 
who live in the house 
next to ours—is cook-
ing dinner beside the 
goats, sheep, chick-
ens that settle by the 
door. The pot on the 
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fire holds ugali, a thick cornmeal that re-
quires nearly constant stirring as it is pre-
pared. Shaba places his wooden spoon on 
the ground (beside the goats, sheep, chick-
ens) anyway, and runs to give me a hug be-
fore remembering to greet me as an elder.

Hatujacheza leo. “We haven’t played today,” 
he says to me in Swahili.

Najua lakini leo nilitembea sana. Sasa, nimechoka 
lakini tunaweza kuongea kidogo. “I know, but to-
day I walked a lot. Now I am tired, but we 
can talk a bit.”

Shaba sits, wiping the spoon on dusty 
pants. I ask if he knows why I enjoy be-
ing outside at night. He does not. It is 70 
degrees—winter, cold—and Shaba would 
rather be inside with the warmth.

Kwa sababa napenda kuangalia nyota hapa. “Be-
cause,” I explain, “here, I love to look at the 
stars.”

Shaba looks up; the pot boils over. I ask if 
he knows that a man has been to the moon. 
He does not.

Tumeenda pale? “We have gone there?” I take 
the spoon and stir. By the fire, Shaba cannot 
stop staring at the moon.

Tumeenda pale. Ungeweza, ungeenda? “We have. 
If you could, would you?

Shaba nods.
Shaba, unaweza kuona nini hapa? “What can 

you see here?” I ask. The food is almost done.
Vitu hivi, tu. “Only these things.” He ges-

tures with his hands.
Na ukienda mwezini, utaona nini? “And if you 

go to the moon?”
Kila kitu. “Every thing.”
I smile, returning the spoon to his hands. 

Tomorrow, we will play in the dust of the 
village, sit in the shade when the winter sun 
grows hot. Tonight, I am tired and dinner 
waits, inside. I enter our home next door, 
through the gate that we keep locked. Sha-
ba and his siblings rarely visit us there; we 
have only windows through which we can 
see them play. 

There aren’t any mountains to climb up, 
to see from in Bwawani, the village where 
we stay. “Hot, dusty, bad roads, no water,” 
is how a motorcycle driver in town will de-
scribe it as I sit behind him, en route to the 
office one day. It’s difficult to see farther 
than the closest farm in Bwawani, though 
people don’t tend to move much beyond 
that, anyway.

But I have been beyond the farms outside 
our windows, know what lies there even if it 

cannot be seen. I eat meat in the village, take 
a bucket shower with heated water, change 
into clothing washed by the mama hired to 
do our chores. White, female, American, I 
face the discomfort of someone who will 
never wholly quite belong, especially when 
entering my privileged life within our gated 
walls next door. Even within a place, I think, 
perspective is transitory; there is a coming 
and going, a process of becoming removed.

And I will forget this unease when I re-
turn to Harvard, where I will balance the 
notion of being tangential once more—the 
feeling of being deposited—until a form 
of settling occurs. I’ve realized that I can’t 
think of who I truly am at either place, re-
ally; perspective on one from the other has 
always seemed impossible to discern. It’s 
only when grounded in home and the moun-
tains, or the air between here and there—
that’s when I think of Tanzania and Har-
vard, these places that I love, to which I am 
always anxious to return. 

Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate Fellow 
Kathryn C. Reed ’13 has yet to learn the words to 
the Bongo Flava songs she sings, perhaps louder 
than her roommate prefers.

s p o r t s

Powering Through
Bite down. Grind it out. And score profusely.

The buzz at the first postgame 
press conference wasn’t about 
the 66-yard breakaway that had 
locked up the football team’s 

28-13 win over the University of San Diego, 
or about the 99-yard kick return that was 
nullified by a penalty, or about Harvard’s 
chances of repeating as Ivy League cham-
pions. With writers from The New York Times 
and The Associated Press on hand for a game 
they wouldn’t otherwise have covered, the 
College’s investigation of “academic miscon-
duct” (see page  40) was Topic A.

“I know the question everyone wants 
to ask,” said head coach Tim Murphy. He 
spoke guardedly, citing privacy regula-
tions, but did state that all of his offensive 
and defensive starters were in good stand-

ing. “We are not able to talk about the kids 
who aren’t here,” said Murphy, tacitly con-
firming that some members of his 119-man 
squad hadn’t dressed for the game.

“I’ll say this,” Murphy added. “Harvard 
kids aren’t good kids, they’re great kids—
but they don’t walk on water. And I think 
it’s important, as parents and educators, 
that we reinforce that crucial life lesson, 
that inappropriate behavior won’t be tol-
erated. Because down the road, later in life, 
those consequences can be terminal. They 
can cost you a marriage. They can cost you 
a career. But I’ve never seen greater charac-
ter kids than we have here. Amazing kids.”

The Times headline read, Harvard Wins 
Opener, But Scandal Spoils Mood. Yet the play-
ers who spoke at the press conference 

seemed upbeat and resolute. “Any adver-
sity that comes your way, you put your 
head down, you bite down, and you grind 
through it,” said senior tailback Treavor 
Scales. “We’ve had that mentality as a 
team. It’s something you train for in the 
off-season. Distractions, adversity, what-
ever you want to call it, we power through 
it, and I’m proud of that.”  

Scales had just rushed for 173 yards, a 
career high, in a season-opening game 
that was hard-fought, tense, and in its 
way historic. The Crimson had not faced a 
West Coast squad since a 44-0 mismatch 
at Stanford in 1949, and no team from the 
western half of the country had ever set 
foot in Harvard Stadium.

The Crimson offense took three quar-
ters to get untracked, but erupted for 
21 fourth-quarter points in a show of 
strength reminiscent of last year’s Ivy 
League championship team, which scored 
a school-record 37.4 points per game. San 
Diego took a 13-7 lead late in the third pe-
riod, but Harvard got a jolt of fresh energy 
when Seitu Smith II ’15 returned a USD 
kickoff for a 99-yard touchdown. His run 
was called back because of an illegal block, 
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