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Little had changed in a 
year. I was cold,  
miserable, nervous, yet 
excited in anticipation for 
my first side by side race 
experience; last year I 
competed as a coxswain, 
but this year, I would be in 
bow.  I remember, as a 
coxswain, being jealous of 
the rowers. I believed that 
while they may be cold 
and miserable, they would 
soon warm up during the 
race, while I would simply 
become soaked, colder, 
and more miserable. I 
therefore reasoned to  
myself that, no matter how 
cold it was, it could not 
possibly be any worse 
than the year before. 
However, the first dip into 
the water quickly changed 
my mind.  Due to an 

URAs 
 

equipment problem (my 
seat was missing and 
the replacement was too 
small) the team was  
forced to wait around in 
the recently thawed Lake 
Arthur. As our competitors 
were rowing up to the 
start, we were either 
standing on the frozen 
grass, spikes poking our 
numbed, bare feet 
or wading back and forth 
between the freezing 
water (you could still feel 
shards of ice at the bottom 
of the lake). 
 
 When the eight finally got 
to the start line the boat 
was shaking. Our whole 
bodies, especially our 
appendages, went numb. 
ñWow,ò one of the WashU 
rowers commented, ñyou 

guys look cold.ò No 
kidding. 
 
 Despite our inability to 
feel, we jumped out at the 
start. However, before any 
crew could truly establish 
themselves, I caught a 
crab, effectively bringing 
our boat to a dead halt. 
From that point on, the 
race was (at least for me) 
more about survival than 
anything else. By the 
finish we had caught back 
up to the pack, but still 
finished in a disheartening 
last.  
 
 Luckily each of us had 
another race to redeem 
ourselves. Garret Allen, 
Hayden Hudson, Luke 
Matthews, Stefan 
Wieckowski, and 

On March 30, 2008 

Written by Chad Hughes ó10 



  
Page 2 of 2 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Junior Varsity 4+, which came in 

2
nd

 place at URas. 

 

coxswain Anju would race in 
the varsity 4+ event. The 
lightweight 4+, Miles Betley, 
John Dyer, Chris Quintos, 
myself, and coxswain Anju 
Muthiah would have another 
shot in the junior varsity 4+ 
event. After an hour of 
huddling together in the bus we 
had regained feeling 
as well as enthusiasm, and we 
were anxious to have another 
shot on the water.  
 
 The J.V. 4+ made it to the 
start line without any 
issues. We were still cold, but 
we had feeling. More 
importantly, we had focus and 
a sense of purpose. We did not 
want to leave Butler, 
Pennsylvania empty handed. 
We already had to hand out a 
shirt at the end of the day for 
not winning gold and we did 
not want to be forced to forfeit 
two.  Deep down we all knew 
that these shirts were the true 
spoils of victory. 
 
 Again, we jumped out at the 
start, but this time there was no 
crab. We quickly established 
ourselves as a first place 
contender. However, WashUôs 
A boat and  Rochester were 
not going to make it easy. Both 
of them kept even with our 
stern. 
 
After the first 250 meters we 
settled into a sustainable pace. 
WashU began to eat away at 
our lead and by the 500 meter 
mark, they were dead even 
and pulling ahead. It was 
painful to fall behind, but we 
knew that there was still 1500 
meters to go and that we were 
by no means out of this one. 
That being said, second place 
was no guarantee either, and 
Rochester was still hot on our 
heels as we crossed the 
halfway point. For a moment, 

the boat seemed to get heavier. 
We were tired, but we made a 
decision to pull through and keep 
WashU within striking distance 
and to put Rochester and the 
other two boats away. When 
Anju called the sprint, a great 
deal of excitement surged 
through the five of us. Within a 
few strokes we had WashUôs 
stern. However, WashU was not 
willing to give up a hard fought 
gold. We would fall short of 
taking them.  
 
 There is no denying that we 

received our silver medals with a 
bitter taste in our mouths. It stung. 
We wanted gold. We wanted 
shirts. However, we walked away 
from that race without regret. Anju 
made the right calls at the right 
time and the four of us pulled hard 
for each other. We will not soon 
forget the feeling we had during 
that sprint. Both the excitement of 
such a competitive race and the 
disappointment of a close loss will 
remain with us until next year, 
when we are cold, wet and 
miserable, and a little more 
ravenous for some shirts.   
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A Race at Lawrence 
On April 19, 2008 

Written by Luke Matthews ó09 

 

  

It was a good day to row. It had 
been a while since we raced. 
Three weeks had passed since 
URAs which was good, quite 
frankly. We had entered URAs a 
bit, shall we say, undercooked. 
Spring training had been 
productive, but we were also 
hamstrung by numerous weather 
delays, forcing practices to be 
cancelled and removing valuable 
water time. We werenôt 
disheartened, but we had not 
been that prepared to race, or, at 
least, to race well. But now, after 
three weeks of relatively 
uninterrupted water time, we 
wanted to prove ourselves, show 
what we were made of. And we 
did.  
 
Lawrence University could not 
have been nicer to us. They 
came down to Chicago, trailered 
our boats for us, and then drove 
back to Appleton, Wisconsin. 
They are a small team, but 
committed to rowing, so we can 
relate. They were incredibly 
friendly, and seemed to be 

happy just to race us. Their first couple of regattas of 
the season had been cancelled, and they were 
looking for some friendly competition, a chance to 
stretch their legs. We were in the same boat, and 
more than happy to oblige them.  
 
The results of our races are not what was important 
about this day. However, that is not to say we did not 
do well. We won every race we entered. The course 
was short, about 1500-1700 meters, and there was a 
strong tailwind. The races were over quickly, and we 
all were more than eager to get back out and race 

again. And, I suppose, that is 
what was most important about 
that day: two schools, two rowing 
programs, a bunch of guys and 
girls just getting together to do 
what they loved. We wish 
Lawrence nothing but the best for 
their coming season, and we 
hope that we can get together 
again. We rowed a few races, we 
took home some medals, ï 
seriously, who buys medals for 
races with only two schools and 
trailers their competitorsô boats?  
With talking and planning under 
way, although decisions have not 
been made, both of our teams 
have discussed collaborating for 
Spring break, training in Atlanta.  
We came out of there with 
renewed confidence. We had 
discovered that we were fast. 
Fast enough to offer serious 
competition in the coming weeks, 
for the coming races. And we 
renewed our passion for this 
sport, a sport where one often 
must find a reason to continue 
rowing from within. So, thank you 
Lawrence; we hope to see you 
soon. 
 

A Row Downtown  
 

UChicago Crew watching a race from 

Lawrenceôs bank. 
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The Varsity Men's boat was entirely 
composed of Dad Vail's veterans. We 
had all been through it before and none 
of us, in our previous attempt, had made 
it out of the Heats. With this common 
background, there was a singular level of 
focus in our select group. The year 
before, the trip to Vail's was a prize 
complete in and of itself. This year, just 
being selected was not enough. We 
could not tolerate being beaten out of 
Heats second time around.  
 
In addition, the 5 members of the Vail's 
4+ had discovered speed that we had 
never known before. After a good 
showing at MACRAs, we felt competitive 
and, even, fast. 
 
The day of the heats was cold and rainy. 
We had no coach to give us a 

Success at Dad Vails 
On May 9 & 10 2008 

Written by Hayden Hudson ó09 

 motivational speech before we left but 
we didn't need one. For the first season 
that I had ever rowed, my boat knew that 
we deserved and needed victory. I credit 
this new attitude with our close 2nd 
place finish in our Heat, qualifying us to 
move on to Semi-Finals, which would 
take place the next day.  
 
It was with great pride the next day that 
we put our uniforms back on because it 
identified us as being part of the minority 
of boats that were still in the running. 
Our competition was steeper and we 
knew it was going to be tough. We no 
longer felt like we needed and deserved 
victory with the same desperation we 
had the day before. Nonetheless, we 
were confident that we could, at least, 
row better than we did in our Heats. The 
day was bright and cheery and we were 

pumped. 
 
We did not graduate to Finals but we 
were still pleased with what success 
we had. Overall, of the 56 Varsity 
men's heavyweight boats in our event, 
we were the 11th fastest. Our 
participation in the Semi-Finals made 
us privy to a more fulfilling Vail's 
experience that any of us had had 
before.  
 
Not one of the 5 members of that boat 
graduated this year. We will all be 
returning to the team this fall with new 
goals and new achievements to 
surpass. 
 

  

In It To Win It?  
On May 9 & 10, 2008 

Written by Rebecca Aguilar ó10 

 
I wish I could offer a story about an 
epic victory and making history for 
the UChicago Crew team.  Frankly, I 
donôt like losing, much less writing 
about it, as much as the girls sitting in 
front of and behind me.  I can only 
suppose there exists a reason 
besides the joys of winning that my 
teammates and I continually subject 
ourselves to a sport whose mantra is 
ñpain is weakness leaving the bodyò.  
 
But while sitting at the start in 
ominous weather, under a grey and 
dismal sky, on the Schuylkill River 
next to two of the boats that would 
continue to the finals, one of which is 
filled with national champions and 
would eventually win, it is hard to 
convince myself of the possibility of 
winning and of why I should still be 
here. I feel sorry for the shivering 
coxswain holding our stern in position 
who has no cover from the freezing 
rain (she must really love the sport if 
she doesnôt even get to row). I may 
be cold too, but I know that in a few 

moments every muscle fiber in my 
body will be burning.  If I were her, I 
would envy my spot. But before I 
can offer her my seat on the boat, I 
jump at the boat masterôs 
reverberating call, ñAttention! ROW!ò 
And weôre off! 

 
Decorum prevents me from 

repeating what exactly raced 
through my mind in that first stretch. 
Letôs say it went: 
ñJUMP.back.tall.arms.quick.back.tall.
sslloooww.JUMPò. etc.  I counted my 
breaths according to the ratio of the 
stroke.  If I forgot to breathe, losing 
would be the least of my problems.  
And sit up tall. Weôll never win with 
such rounded shoulders. There are 
no boats behind us except those 
racing in the next heat, a mile away.  

 
 Itôs a cruel reality when 

putting everything you have ï every 
measure of pain and strength ï into 
your stroke isnôt enough to keep up.  
I could make excuses for myself, but 

when I hear the shouts of Sonya, then 
Kelly, then Alina, and Marie (four of the 
greatest girls Iôve ever met), the sight of 
open water behind us doesnôt matter as 
much as the possibility of walking on 
one boat.  It is difficult to explain the 
rare sort of perverse satisfaction of 
such painful personal and physical 
growth that is found, I believe, only by 
rowing.  The sense of accomplishment 
that comes from the smallest 
achievement and the commitment that 
we make to our fellow rowers are 
invaluable and incomparable to 
anything else, I think.  It at least makes 
me feel insurmountable and 
indefatigable, even though there are no 
medals to show for it.  The physical and 
mental awareness demanded of rowers 
in a boat reminds me that 1.) Everyone 
is making the same physical sacrifices 
as I am, so there are no excuses and 
2.)  Please keep in mind, Becky, that 
every physical sensation is not a 
symptom of a terminal injury. Row 
harder please.  
 


