


Copyright © 2022 by The Harvard Independent. All rights reserved.



 n the late 1960s, Harvard was marked by 
the tumultuous political activity taking place 
across the country. Male students at Harvard 

were feigning high blood pressure to flunk 
their physicals and prevent being drafted into 

the Vietnam War, while final exams were canceled 
due to anti-war protests. In 1968, Coretta Scott 
King took the stage at the Harvard Commence-
ment address, filling in for her husband, Martin 
Luther King Jr., who had been assassinated two 
months prior. 
 Amid this backdrop, a lesser known, but 
equally monumental event was happening at Har-
vard: women were beginning to have equal access 
to education. In 1968, the women of Radcliffe were 
moving into the formerly all-male Harvard Yard for 
the first time in school history.
 One hundred and fifty-three years ago, the 
world “knew next to nothing about the mental 
capabilities of the female sex,” or so Harvard 
President Charles Eliot asserted in his 1869 
inaugural address to the College. In spite 
of Eliot’s resistance to grant women 
equal educational opportunity, reformers 
founded the Harvard Annex, a school 
through which women could “receive in-
struction from Harvard faculty,” without 
actually being a part of the College. In 
1894, the Annex chartered Radcliffe, and 
graduates received diplomas that read 
“equivalent in all respects to the degrees given to 
the graduates of Harvard College,” signed by none 
other than Eliot himself, according to archives of 
Harvard Radcliffe Institute. 
 However, these words on paper did little to 
further Harvard women’s education. In 1923, Le 
Baron Russell Briggs left office as the second presi-
dent of Radcliffe, and in his last presidential report 
wrote: “I believe… Radcliffe will become a women’s 
college in Harvard, but that neither institution is 
as yet prepared for such a union.” Aligned with his 
prophecy, the merger did not begin until 1943, 
when Harvard’s classrooms opened to women for 
the first time, according to the Harvard Radcliffe 
Institute website. 
 In 1962, women of Radcliffe received 
Harvard degrees, while remaining as two separate 
institutions. But only 50 years ago did Harvard and 
Radcliffe completely unify as one. 
 Dr. Elisabeth Cohen ’71, an Ophthalmol-
ogist and Professor at NYU Grossman School of 
Medicine, had the rare experience of applying to 
Radcliffe but graduating from Harvard. She entered 
Radcliffe as a freshman in 1967, and the transition 
into co-ed housing began the following year, with 
some upperclasswomen infiltrating River Houses 
and upperclassmen switching to the Quad. Housing 
was granted on a lottery system, and Cohen had the 
misfortune of remaining in the Quadrangle, where 
all Radcliffe women had historically lived. The 
Quad dorms were much less desired than Harvard 
housing, but were renovated during the merge, 
presumably for the benefit of the newly integrated 
male students.
 Cohen recounted that “Everybody liked the 
idea of co-ed dorms,” and that she and her peers 
generally enjoyed the move. 
 Without a shuttle system, the women of the 
Quad made the frequent bike or walk to the Yard, 
sometimes even hitching a ride. After the merge, 
when men moved to the Quad for the first time, 
Harvard put in place a shuttle system. “The girls 
were tough. It was not an issue when only the girls 
and boys were walking back and forth, but all of the 
sudden, when the boys were there, it wasn’t good 
enough,” she said.
 While the integration of Radcliffe women 
into Harvard was certainly a step in the right direc-
tion, it did not mark the end of Harvard women’s 
struggle for academic equality. In 1937, the year 

Cohen’s mother graduated from Radcliffe, “Each 
lecture was given twice a day, once to the girls and 
once to the boys.” By the time Cohen came to 
Harvard, classes were not physically segregated, but 
her desire to be a doctor was considered outland-
ish as a female. When she continued to Harvard 

Medical School, her graduating class was extremely 
male-dominated.
 Her career aspirations were met with similar 
hesitations outside  the classroom. “When I wanted 
to get a job as a freshman, they wanted to know 
how many words a minute I could type, and I said 
I didn’t want that kind of job,” she said. These expe-
riences shaped Cohen’s interest in mentoring young 
women today.
 Dr. Robin Freedberg ’75, Cardiologist and 
Associate Professor at the NYU Grossman School 
of Medicine, although graduating only four years 
later than Cohen, felt that there was more academic 
opportunity for women at Harvard. “There certain-
ly were some female role models,” she said, such as 
her female thesis advisor in the History of Science 
Department. 
 Freedberg recalled choosing to enroll as an 
undergraduate at Harvard over Princeton and Yale 
due to its active efforts to merge with an entire 
female institution. Meanwhile, Princeton and Yale 
accepted only a small number of females into their 
previously all-male classes, leading to overwhelm-
ingly male-dominated classes. “For me, I thought 
that there was a better history of women being 
integrated into Harvard,” Freeberg said. 
 However, Harvard and Radcliffe alumni 
expressed hesitancy for this institutional change. 
“Male faculty and administrators had feared a legal 
merger would eventually require a one-to-one male-
to-female ratio,” Freedberg wrote in a 1973 article 
for The Harvard Crimson, where she was a manag-
ing editor. As she proclaimed, these concerns meant 
that the “Merger Yielded to Non-Merger Merger” 
would eventually require “equal admission of men 
and women, the logical next step for an institution 
with a decaying male tradition.”
 Freedberg also wrote about the blurred 
lines between Radcliffe and Harvard, as the wom-
en of Harvard technically still applied to enroll as 
students at Radcliffe. “Apparently our affiliation 
with Radcliffe ends with the letter of admission 
we received when we were still in high school,” she 
said. “And if the dividing line between our associa-
tions with the two schools was back in high school, 
maybe the issue of merger isn’t an issue at all.”
 Graduating a year later than Freedberg, Jill 
Abramson ’76 was in a class of around 400 women, 
the last to be admitted through Radcliffe. he first 
woman to serve as Executive Editor of the New 

York Times and current lecturer at Harvard  Shares 
that although upperclassmen housing was already 
integrated, she was one of the first females to live in 
Harvard Yard as a freshman.
 While the dorms were co-ed as a whole, 
there were still separate entryways for men and 
women. She lived in the female entryway of Grays 
and was able to have both male and female visitors.  
Co-ed schooling didn’t seem out of the ordinary for 
Abramson. “I had gone to a co-ed high school in 
New York, so I was used to it. I had gone to school 
with boys since Kindergarten so it didn’t seem 
strange to me,” she said.  However, she noted how 
it might have been strange for some of the men—
especially those who stemmed from single-gendered 
prep schools. 
 With the country torn between a variety of 
causes and historic events, Abramson didn’t recall 
feeling that her move into Harvard Yard was a big 
deal: “It wasn’t that paid attention to. There was 
a presidential election going on, McGovern vs. 
Nixon, as well as a lot of opposition to the Vietnam 

War.” As a result, Abramson felt rather 
accepted as a student of Harvard College. 
“Radcliffe really didn’t play any part in 
my student life in my four years at Har-
vard,” she reflected.
She did not notice gendered biases in 
the classroom, and even reported having 
female role models and professors. Un-

like Cohen, Abramson felt supported in her career 
choices by her peers and professors. “It seemed like 
all the women I knew wanted to do something 
professionally, whether it was academics, law, or 
medicine.”
 In a counter-point piece to “Harvard Men,” 
titled, “...And Radcliffe Women,” which Abramson 
wrote for The Harvard Independent, she noted: “I 
remember little open hostility expressed about that 
first year of having women living in Harvard Yard. 
No one ever said to me, ‘You don’t belong here,’ 
and I don’t recall suspecting that many men even 
thought that.” 
 When contrasted with the experiences of 
the women who came before her, Abramson’s expe-
rience at the College speaks to the ability of Har-
vard women to overcome adversity and find a place 
for themselves on campus. 
 As Coretta Scott King said when she ad-
dressed the Harvard Class of 1968, “we have an in-
herent moral responsibility to become participants 
in the greatest creative venture in the history of our 
world: that of remaking, reshaping, yes, restruc-
turing our whole world order.” Freedberg, Cohen, 
Abramson, and all female students to follow have 
fulfilled this obligation as women of Harvard.

Grace von Oiste ’24 (gvonoiste@college.harvard.edu) and Ella Hilton ’24 (ellahilton@college.harvard.edu) are proud to be ladies of Harvard.



onths after starting to write for the Inde-
pendent last spring, I learned from my 
mother that my father had once written 
for the publication. Searching for his 
work among the yellowed pages of the 

Independent’s archives, I found his article from 1979: 
“Take a Walk on the Wild Side,” a plea to his fellow 
students at Harvard to set aside their classwork and 
walk amongst some of the places of tranquility with-
in reach—Mount Auburn Cemetery in Cambridge, 
Concord, Massachusetts, and the tip of the Cape. 
A number of years, places, and people have passed 
since 1979, among them my father, who died and 
was buried in my hometown in New Jersey nearly 
eleven years ago. 
 When I first read my father’s directive asking 
his classmates to “get out and saunter,” I had never 
been to Mount Auburn Cemetery. In truth, by the 
time I first visited it this summer, six months after 

reading his words, I had forgotten that he had even 
written about it. Since my father’s death, cemeteries 
have felt like a special place—a realm to connect 
with one of the least talked-about but most thought-
of aspects of my life. Cemeteries put me on a level 
playing field with my friends who grew up with two 
parents; memories flood in of a dinner table with 
every seat full. I have always subscribed to the belief 
that the reverberations of loved ones do not leave 
with their deaths, but in these places, I am aware 
that I am not alone. Cemeteries put me at ease. 
I worry not about playing the “strong man” at a 
cemetery, having cried many times while visiting my 
father’s grave.
 The first time I visited Mount Auburn this 
past summer, sweltering heat made the walk up and 
down its many hills feel eternal. I passed the graves 
of many great intellectuals and famous politicians of 
American history, including Julia Ward Howe, Mary 

Baker Eddy, and Henry Cabot Lodge. The beauty of 
the carefully crafted gardens, created in part by the 
Massachusetts Horticultural Society, lent grace to 
the sadness that hung in the air of death.
 Though entering with a group of friends, I 
unknowingly took the advice of my father to “find 
an empty nook and relax,” a venture with infinite 
permutations within the sprawling field. In one 
such grove blocked off by tall trees on three sides, I 
encountered a friend with whom I had disconnected 
over the previous few months. An inevitable point 
of conversation, the death of our respective parents 
brought us together, as it did when we first met. In 
recovering a friend I thought I had lost, I found joy 
in the type of place that can also bring me tremen-
dous sorrow. 
 In much the same way, attending Harvard is 
a sentimental experience for me. I remember driving 
up to the 25th reunion of my parents’ graduation 

from Harvard Law School, the place where they met 
and fell in love. I spent one afternoon walking the 
streets surrounding Harvard College, the school my 
father attended after the premature death of his own 
father. Walking down the same streets over a dozen 
years later, I cannot help but think of Harvard as 
one of the last tangible connections between me and 
my father, a man who I looked up to and loved more 
than anything.
 The second time I visited Mount Auburn, 
I came alone. The gravesite of the political philos-
opher Robert Nozick, whose work I studied in a 
political theory class, piqued my curiosity. Seeing 
Nozick’s tombstone, marked as a “university pro-
fessor,” took me back to my father’s own time at 
Harvard, perhaps at the peak of Nozick’s promi-
nence within the academic world. In a cemetery that 
was not where he lies, at the grave of a professor that 

he probably never even knew, I felt 
close to my father. After a decade 

of sharing very little, we could share this cemetery: a 
connection to a larger-than-life man in this fortress 
of solitude within bustling Boston. 
 Over the past few months, I’ve recom-
mended walking around Mount Auburn Cemetery 
to dozens of friends for its beauty alone. Perhaps 
more importantly, though, you’ll also be able to find 
tranquility, a rare achievement in the perpetually 
active lifestyle of Harvard students and the undying 
buzz of Cambridge. A walk in solitude has a spiritual 
effect, removing a veil of ambition that obscures per-
spectives and values. “Get out and saunter,” and you 
might just find that it gave you what you needed.

Oliver Adler ’24 (oliveradler@college.harvard.edu) wants to take more walks on the wild side. 
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byby  RYAN GOLEMME ’24RYAN GOLEMME ’24



Arts | 14

op idol Dua 
Lipa brought 
screaming 
color and 
breathtaking 

sensuality to Boston’s 
TD Garden last Friday, 
after her tour was pre-
viously postponed due 
to the pandemic. Street 
vendors waved around 
t-shirts bearing her face 
as brightly-dressed fans 
lined up, vaccine cards 
and masks in hand. 
 We piled into 
the dimly lit arena with 
a sea of these eclectic, 
glittering fans. People 
were in every direc-
tion- it was surre- al. 
The only emp- ty 
space in the entire 
arena was the gap 
between the mass of 
peo- ple in the pit 

pressed tightly up 
against the stage and 

the beginning of the 
rows of seats. Anticipa-
tion buzzed through the 
air. Moments after the 
lights went down and 
fans erupted in screams, 
Lipa emerged from un-
der the stage in a neon 
green jumpsuit singing the opening bars to 
her explosive hit “Physical.” The sensation 
of touch presided over the concert from its 
beginning. Lipa’s backup dancers, clad in 
complementary colors, twirled her around 
as she began her set shouting, “Let’s get 
physical!” We did. 
 Physicality governed the rest of the 
concert. Lipa, held by her backup danc-
ers, perfectly delivered carnal lines like, “I 
need your hands on me, sweet relief, pretty 
please,” and, “even electricity can’t compare 
to what I feel when I’m with you.” As fans 
danced and reveled in being near each other, 
Lipa’s voice radiated through the air like 
electricity. She made us feel through one 
another.
 For “Levitating,” one of her most 
popular songs, Lipa donned a breathtaking 
black cutout bodysuit that stood in perfect 
contrast with the radiant astral backdrop be-

hind her. Lipa glittered, star-

like, in front of  bright, orbiting rainbow 
planets. This created a sensational illusion 
and genuinely brought the audience into 
another world. 
 Ending the show with “Don’t Start 
Now,” Lipa’s rainbow planets burst into 
streams of breathtaking color behind her. 
“Boston, one more time!” she shouted as 
confetti exploded around her. Lipa’s concert 
ended how it began: in a euphoric fusion of 
sound and color. 
 “I was in the balcony seats, but the 
amount of energy I felt from her perfor-
mance felt like I was in a mosh pit,” remarks 
Cole Cleary ’25, “If I was actually on the 
floor, I think I might’ve exploded.”
Piper Tingleaf  ’24 echoed this feeling, not-
ing “The energy was incredible. She put on 
an insanely good performance.”
Lipa, in her awe-inspiring performance, 
dissolved the borders around her identity 
as she simultaneously dissolved the line 
between the senses. With her Future Nos-

talgia tour, Lipa has 
managed to break 
out of a confining 
identity as a typical 
pop icon. She proves, 
with stunning artistic 
production and per-
formance, that she is 
not just a cheap viral 
Tik Tok soundtrack, 
but a genuine artist. 
“I wanted to make 
something that felt 
nostalgic but had 
something fresh and 
futuristic about it 
too,” Lipa said in 
an iHeart Radio 
News interview. She 
succeeded. Future 
Nostalgia at TD 
garden was a once in 
a lifetime synesthet-
ic performance of 
eye-catching visuals 
and thrilling acous-
tics. 
 Dua Lipa’s music 
sounds like touch 

and togetherness. 
With the release 

of her album Fu-
ture Nostalgia on 
March 27, 2020, 
shortly after the 
world shut- down 

from Covid-19, fans found a color- ful 
escape from the dullness of quarantine 
and some semblance of unity. Two years 
later, Lipa’s tour kicked off in a newly re-
opened world of starved fans craving in-per-
son concerts. Lipa’s timing was perfect: the 
Kosovan-British pop star was able to virtu-
ally deliver color to the lives of fans during 
quarantine and now can finally bring that 
color to life on tour. A collective gratitude 
for being physically together was palpable 
in the arena that Friday night. You couldn’t 
help but scream, “I’m levitating.” 

Kayla Reifel ’25 (kaylareifel@college.harvard.edu) and Megan Joel ’25 (mjoel@college.harvard.edu) are comping the Independent. 
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Synesthetic: 
Dua Lipa’s Future Nostalgia ConcertA return to togetherness, via the senses

by KAYLA REIFEL ’25 AND MEGAN JOEL ’25






