
The magazine’s  Berta Greenwald Ledecky Undergraduate 
Fellows for the 2017-2018 academic year will be Natasha Lasky 
’19 and Tawanda Mulalu ’20. The fellows join the editorial staff 
and contribute to the magazine during the year, writing the “Un-
dergraduate” column and reporting for both the print publication 
and harvardmagazine.com, among other responsibilities.

Lasky, of Menlo Park, California, and Lowell House, is a junior 
concentrating in history and literature, with a secondary in vi-
sual and environmental studies; she has written, directed, pro-
duced, and edited several short films. Her extracurricular com-
mitments include serving as features editor at The Harvard 
Advocate, DJ-ing for WHRB, and tutoring at the Harvard College 
Writing Center. This past summer she improved her Spanish 
language skills and studied Argentine literature in Buenos Aires.

Mulalu, of Gaborone, Botswana, and Adams House, is a soph-
omore contemplating a joint concentration in physics and phi-
losophy. A writer for The Harvard Advocate’s features board, he 
spent much of the summer as a Houghton Library undergraduate 
fellow, “digging around for old manuscripts about the history and 

physics of gravity” as 
sources for a future 
poetry collection; he 
also spent one week 
in China teaching a 
seminar on “Africa, 
America; Hip-Hop, 
Poetry” through the 
Harvard Summit for 
Young Leaders in 
China program. (He 
and a friend last year 
formed their own 
hip-hop group, Basimane—“boys” in his native Setswana—and 
have performed at colleges in the Boston area.)

The fellowships are supported by Jonathan J. Ledecky ’79, 
M.B.A. ’83, and named in honor of his mother. For updates on 
past Ledecky Fellows and links to their work, see http://harvard-
magazine.com/donate/special-gifts/ledecky.

N e w  F e l l o w s

was apprehensive. “I have no friends there,” 
I told him. I imagined myself spending each 
day sitting silently in front of a desktop 
computer in some corporate cubicle and 
then each night sitting silently in front of 
a television in some empty summer sublet. 
“You’ll be fine,” he said. “Just make sure you 
reach out to people. If you forget to reach 
out to people, you’ll go nuts.”

I snapped back at him. He knew I 
hated reaching out to people. Here’s 
how “reaching out” seemed to work: 
you go on one coffee date and talk to 
each other, and then you go on another, and 
then you go on another. You “get to know” 
each other. The underlying principle of the 
coffee-date paradigm is that conversation 
can catalyze friendship, that knowledge of 
another person and intimacy are tied up in 
a chicken-and-egg loop of tangled causal-
ity. You learn random facts about each other 
until you magically feel close to one another.

I was scared of being alone, and even 
more scared of being lonely in constant 
company, cumulatively spending hun-
dreds of hours in noisy subway cars pressed 
against other anonymous bodies, all of us 
going to and returning from dinners with 
acquaintances. I didn’t want artificial meals 
with people who would never be real parts 
of my life. I wanted familiar silences.

My Friend moved  to Europe shortly af-
ter graduating. We haven’t really spoken in 

about a month now. I’d always assumed that 
we’d long ago passed a certain threshold of 
closeness, perhaps measured in the num-
ber of hours we’d spent laughing and cry-
ing in each other’s company, that made our 
friendship immune to time and distance. I 
assumed we’d be the kind of people who 
would still be hanging out when we were 
45 and it wouldn’t require reconnecting be-
cause we wouldn’t have lost touch yet. No 
one would ever have to say anything was 
“just like old times” because there would 
always be new times to appreciate instead.

Sometimes I text: “how are you?” and he 
responds. His texts bring me information 
about the work he is doing and the plac-
es he has been—the answers to my ques-
tions—but this isn’t what I want from them. 
This kind of sporadic text-based conversa-
tion was never our thing, and the responses 
feel distant. I guess that makes sense: he’s 

far away, and so am I, in a way. Maybe we 
will Skype each other sometime soon, but 

the dynamic will have changed: there 
will be a month to hear about, in-

stead of an hour. There will be nei-
ther the comfortable silence of each of 

us hard at work, nor the almost audible 
energy of the frenetic conversations that 
punctuated those silences. Instead, we will 
catch up.

This loss of resolution—as if our re-
lationship is an image file that must be 
compressed in order to travel long dis-

tances—terrifies me. In a low-res friendship, 
maybe you enjoy catching up, and Skype ses-
sions are expressions of enduring affection. 
But those encounters might also be just an 
attempt to petrify the intimacy, to smooth 
over any grief. It feels like turning the fruit 
of our relationship into some kind of a jelly, 
a garnish for toast instead of a living thing.

I think I snapped at him when he told 
me to reach out because I felt (unreason-
ably) like he was supposed to do something 
to rescue me from my impending isolation. 
This summer felt like the prelude to my in-
evitable return to a campus where coffee 
dates would be once again imperative, and 
that, in turn, would be the prelude to my 
ejection into the colder real world, where 
those coffee dates would be harder to come 
by. I wanted him to tell me I could keep our 
friendship, exactly as is, the whole way.
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