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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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but the offense then mounted a 94-yard 
drive—sustained by the running of Scales 
and senior quarterback Colton Chapple—
to take a 14-13 lead.

After that came two bonus touchdowns 
by Scales, whom Murphy praised as “a 
complete running back, arguably the best 
in the league.” The first was a one-yard 
slant, completing an 82-yard drive. The 
second was a 66-yard burst that caught 
San Diego’s defenders off guard with less 
than a minute and a half to play. “Colton 
came into the huddle,” Scales explained af-
terward, “and said, ‘Guys, one first down 
and we got the game.’ I said, ‘No, we’re 
scoring a touchdown.’ And sure enough, 
the offensive line did a great job—[a hole] 
opened up like the Red Sea, and I had no 
choice, I was obligated to get to that end 
zone.”

Scales got to the end zone no fewer than 
four times at Brown the next weekend, as 
Harvard outslugged the Bears, 45-31, in a 
televised evening game. Again the Crimson 
offense scored 21 fourth-quarter points, 
pulling away from a resilient Brown squad 
that had matched Harvard drive-for-drive 
for much of the game. Displaying a bal-
anced attack, Harvard ran the ball 37 times 
and used 40 pass plays. Scales picked up 
136 yards rushing, including breakaway 
touchdown runs of 41 and 20 yards in the 
final quarter, and Chapple excelled, com-
pleting 30 of 40 passes for 351 yards and 
a touchdown. His most striking throws 
were a 30-yard scoring pass to Seitu Smith, 
who made a dazzling over-the-shoulder 
grab at the goal line, and a 35-yarder to 
wide receiver Andrew Berg ’14, whose 
leaping catch set up a six-yard touchdown 
carry by Chapple himself.

Chapple had thrown two scoring passes 
against San Diego, missing out on a third 
when a 15-yard attempt was picked off in 
the end zone. He continued to raise his 
game in the season’s third contest, pass-
ing for four touchdowns and running for 
another in a 52-3 rout of Holy Cross. In a 
rain-drenched night game at the Stadium, 
Chapple saw only two quarters of action, 
but completed 13 of 18 passes for 260 yards. 

As a junior, Chapple stepped in for the 
injured Collier Winters ’11 (’12) and threw 
for two touchdowns in last year’s 24-7 vic-

tory over Brown. He went on to establish 
himself as the most prolific backup quar-
terback in Crimson annals, passing for 12 
touchdowns in 13 quarters of play and be-
coming the first Harvard passer to throw 
for at least four touchdowns in consecu-
tive games. But Winters returned at mid-
season, and his understudy went back to 
taking snaps for the place-kicking team. 
Now Chapple’s the boss. Three games into 
the current season, his won-lost record as 
a starter was 9-1.

 Preseason polls made a Harvard a heavy 
favorite to retain the Ivy trophy. With an 
upwardly mobile quarterback, a clutch of 
nimble receivers, a hefty and experienced 
line, and an all-Ivy tailback to power 
through it, the Crimson offense may hold 
the key to another championship season.

Tidbits: “They’re as good a team as we 
play, very tough, extremely well-coached, 
and nothing came easy,” said coach Mur-
phy after the San Diego opener. The Tore-
ros, who had already played two games, are 
the defending co-champions of the Pioneer 
Football League, a 10-team conference with 
constituents in California, the Midwest, 
and the East. The PFL and the Ivy League 
are the only NCAA Division I conferences 
whose members do not grant athletic schol-
arships.…Harvard is slated to open the 2013 
season at San Diego’s Torero Stadium, but 
USD then goes off the schedule.

Hot hand: Torero quarterback Mason 
Mills, a strong-armed passer and agile 
scrambler, threw for 354 yards and a touch-

down, setting USD re-
cords for pass attempts 
(63) and completions 
(38). Not since the 2003 
season had an opposing 
passer enjoyed a 350-
yard day against Har-
vard, but Mills’s outing was made less en-
joyable by a Crimson defense that registered 
14 pass breakups, seven quarterback sacks, 
and an interception.

Best foot forward: Harvard hasn’t lost 
an opening game at the Stadium since the 
2000 season, and has won 12 of its last 14 
Ivy openers.

Twilight zone: The Brown game’s un-
usual 4:30 p.m. starting time was dictated 
by TV scheduling. NBC Sports Network 
telecast the game nationally, but only af-
ter airing the Cornell-Yale contest. The 
first half was played in sunlight, though 
four temporary lighting banks were 
switched on before the kickoff.…Treav-
or Scales’s four touchdowns at Brown 
were the most for a Harvard back since 
2003, when Clifton Dawson ’07 had four 
against Lafayette. The all-time Harvard 
record for rushing touchdowns is five, 
set by fullback Tom Ossman ’52 in the 
1951 Brown game.

Front-loading: Harvard scored 49 of its 
52 points in the Holy Cross game before 
halftime, setting a new school record for 
first-half scoring. The previous record of 
41 was set at Columbia in 2005.…Reserves 
played the second half against Holy 
Cross.
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Tailback Treavor scales scored four 
touchdowns in a 45-31 slugfest at Brown. 
his offensive line, said scales, opened holes 
“as wide as an 18-wheeler.”

Visit http://
harvardmag.com/
about/email to sign up 
for weekly post-game 
reports in your inbox. 
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dunking from 
olympian heights
Basketball’s Temi Fagbenle— 
from London to Lavietes

There are not many basketball 
courts in London, nor do English 
schools compete in the sport. 
There were just a few outdoor 

courts on London playgrounds, and even 
fewer indoor venues, when Temi Fagbenle 
’15 was growing up. But having found the 
game at the advanced age of 14, Fagbenle 
made her way to the Haringey 
Angels, one of a score of bas-
ketball clubs in the city.  The 
Angels are the powerhouse 
of that lot, perennial national 
champions in the under-14, -16, 
and -18 girls’ categories.

Fagbenle ranks high in that 
host of Angels; she made the 
2012 British Olympic team and 
played in all five of its con-
tests at this summer’s London 
Games. This season, as a Har-
vard sophomore, she will play 
for the first time in the Ivy 
League, making her only the 
second Ivy Leaguer to have 
played Olympic women’s bas-
ketball. (Brown’s Martina Jer-
ant played for Canada at the 
1996 Atlanta Games.)

A six-foot, four-inch for-
ward, Fagbenle brought her 
skills stateside to Blair Acad-
emy in New Jersey a few years 
ago. Head basketball coach 
Kathy Delaney-Smith, now be-
ginning her thirty-first year at 
Harvard, ranks her among the 
top players she has coached—
including people like Allison 

Feaster ’98, who led the nation in scoring 
as a senior and had a long WNBA career. 
“Temi has that kind of potential,” Delaney-
Smith says, “and maybe more.”

Because Fagbenle took her British O-
level exams (at age 15) before coming to 
Blair, the National Collegiate Athletic 
Association determined that she was the 
equivalent of a high-school graduate and 
so had played three “postgraduate” years 
at Blair. The NCAA therefore ruled that 
she had to sit out a season before playing 
college games.

Harvard appealed the ruling multiple 
times to no avail. (In Great Britain, it’s 
actually the A-level exams, taken around 

the age of 18 or 19, that approximate an 
American high-school diploma: they’re 
normally followed by three years of college 
and a bachelor’s degree). When it became 
clear that Fagbenle wouldn’t be allowed 
to play intercollegiate games, and she 
wanted to try out for the British national 
team instead, Delaney-Smith switched her 
to a program to prepare for an Olympic 
run. Nevertheless, Fagbenle practiced as 
a freshman with the Crimson (“I showed 
them no mercy in practice,” she says), 
though she didn’t travel with the team. 
“Practicing with her makes you work hard-
er,” Delaney-Smith says. “Yet there’s a limit 
to that because she dominates so much—

there is no one comparable 
to Temi in the Ivy League.”

Fagbenle is one of the 
most athletic women ever 
to play for Harvard, and 
her versatility is impres-
sive. “She’s fast in the open 
court, has great back-to-
the-basket moves, and a 
beautiful finishing touch,” 
Delaney-Smith says. “Usu-
ally people of her size 
don’t have speed or perim-
eter skills, but she is good 
away from the hoop, and 
has been working on her 
three-point shot. She’s a 
great shot blocker and is 
smart defensively.” For her 
part, Fagbenle says, “I love 
defense—it’s what gives me 
joy. When you have a total 
team effort on defense, it 
feels so different from any-
thing else. Everyone com-
municating, moving, work-
ing hard, each player on the 
same page. Then when that 
ball is denied—maybe a 
block or a steal—that’s the 
best feeling ever. Those spe-

On a roll: The Holy Cross victory gave 
Harvard a 12-game winning streak, the lon-
gest of any NCAA Football Championship 
Subdivision team. Crimson teams hadn’t 
met defeat since the opening game of the 
2011 season—a 30-22 loss at Holy Cross.

In case you missed it: Yale’s football 
program is, let’s say, in a state of flux. A 
month after last November’s 45-7 blow-

out at Yale Bowl—Harvard’s tenth victory 
in 11 meetings with the Blue—third-year 
coach Tom Williams resigned, admitting 
to misstatements in his résumé. Yale then 
raided the enemy camp and hired Tony 
Reno, Harvard’s special teams coordina-
tor, to succeed Williams, whereupon Reno 
lured three more assistant coaches from 
Cambridge to New Haven. A further turn 

of events came last summer, when the Eli 
captain-elect had to vacate his post after 
allegedly punching another student. So 
the Blue is captainless in its 140th season 
of football—“and maybe that is fitting,” 
opined a Yale Daily News editorial, since 
“each and every player shares the burden 
of reminding Yale what a noble thing foot-
ball can be.” v“cleat”

olympian and harvard sophomore Temi 
Fagbenle at Lavietes Pavilion, where 
women’s basketball Ivy championship 
banners hang in profusion 
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