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RELEVANT EXPERIENCE 
Philly Soccer Page 
Staff Writer & Columnist, 2014-present: Published over 100 posts, including match reports, game analysis, 
commentary, and news recaps, about the Philadelphia Union and U.S. National Teams. Covered MLS matches, 
World Cup qualifiers, Copa America Centenario matches, and an MLS All-Star Game at eight different venues 
across the United States and Canada. Coordinated the launch of PSP’s Patreon campaign, which helps finance 
the site. Appeared as a guest on one episode of KYW Radio’s “The Philly Soccer Show.” 
 
Basketball Court Podcast 
Host & Producer, 2016-present: Produced a semi-regular podcast exploring the “what-ifs” in the history of the 
National Basketball Association, presented in a humorous faux-courtroom style. Hosted alongside Sam Tydings 
and Miles Johnson. Guests on the podcast include writers for SBNation and SLAM Magazine. 
 
On The Vine Podcast 
Host & Producer, 2014-present: Produced a weekly live podcast on Mixlr during the Ivy League basketball 
season with writers from Ivy Hoops Online and other sites covering the league. Co-hosted with IHO editor-in-
chief Michael Tony. Featured over 30 guests in three seasons. 
 
Columbia Daily Spectator 
Sports Columnist, Fall 2012-Spring 2014: Wrote a bi-weekly column for Columbia’s student newspaper 
analyzing and providing personal reflections on Columbia’s athletic teams and what it means to be a sports fan. 
 
Spectrum Blogger, Fall 2013: Wrote a series of blog posts (“All-22”) which analyzed specific plays from 
Columbia football games to help the average Columbia student better understand football. 
 
WKCR 89.9 FM Sports Department 
Broadcaster, 2013-2014: Provided play-by-play and color commentary for seventeen WKCR broadcasts of 
Columbia sports, including nationally-televised men’s basketball games against St. John’s at Barclays Center 
and against Yale, and a division title-clinching baseball game against Yale. Appeared on over twenty broadcasts 
of “The Firing Lion,” the weekly sports-talk show of WKCR. 
  

Men’s basketball: Columbia vs. Army, December 4, 2013... vs. UMass-Lowell, December 9, 
2013... vs. St. John’s at Barclays Center, December 28, 2013... vs. Cornell, January 18, 2014... at 
Cornell, January 25, 2014... vs. Dartmouth, February 15, 2014... vs. Yale, February 23, 2014... 
vs. Penn, March 7, 2014. 
  
Women’s basketball: Columbia vs. Colgate, December 7, 2013... vs. Yale, January 31, 2014... 
vs. Dartmouth, February 28, 2014... vs. Harvard, March 1, 2014. 
 
Baseball: Columbia vs. Yale, April 1, 2014 (doubleheader)... vs. Fordham, April 23, 2014... vs. 
Penn, April 26, 2014 (doubleheader). 

 
National Baseball Podcast / National Football Podcast 
Host, 2009-2010: Along with Shane Braid, produced and hosted a regular podcast offering analysis of 
professional baseball and football. Call-in guest on Lowell Tuckerman’s show April of 2010. 
 
 



EDUCATION 
University of California, Berkeley, School of Law (Boalt Hall), Berkeley, California 
Juris Doctor, expected May 2018.  

•   Best Blog Post, “Start of Free Agency Presents A Potential Danger To MLS’s Antitrust Status,” 
Berkeley Journal of Sports and Entertainment Law, 2015-16. 

 
Columbia University, Columbia College, New York, NY 
Bachelor of Arts in History and Political Science, May 2014.  

•   Dean’s List, six semesters. Chanler Historical Prize, 2014. Study abroad: University College London. 
 

OTHER EXPERIENCE: Columbia University Marching Band, Head Manager... Columbia School of Public 
Affairs, Research Assistant... Columbia University Information Technology, Network Technician. 



COLUMNS AND CLIPS 
 

Philly Soccer Page: Full archive of columns & match reports can be found here. 
 
Basketball Court Podcast: Full archive of podcasts can be found here. 
 
On The Vine Podcast: Full archive of podcasts can be found here. 
 
WKCR: Condensed versions (about twenty minutes each) of the Ivy League men’s basketball games vs. Yale 
and Penn are available on my Soundcloud. Called alongside color commentator Miles Johnson. 
 
Columbia Daily Spectator: Full archive of columns can be found here. Full archive of blog posts can be found 
here. Selected clips below. 
 
“Merits of being a diehard Lions football fan,” October 15, 2012, excerpt. 
 
Columbia put together their best game of the year, playing intense defense, balancing run and pass, and putting 
Sean Brackett in position to make completions. Yet even as the game started to slip away from Penn at the start 
of the fourth quarter, I didn’t get the sense that Penn’s fans were worried. Oh, there might have been some 
concern. But when you’ve beaten a school for 15 straight years, I guess you just have faith that your team will 
win it in the end. 
 
And that’s why I wouldn’t want to be a Penn fan—why I’d much rather be a part of the insane group of people 
who believe in the Lions. There’s no fun in expecting to win. Rooting for Penn is like rooting for the Yankees—
I gather that’s a thing around these parts. But I don’t see the appeal of rooting for a team that you’re convinced 
is going to destroy everyone. How can your expectations be met if your expectations are sky-high? Even rooting 
for the Phillies, absolutely dominant from 2008 to 2011, became a little less thrilling when everyone expected 
them to win. The letdown this year, when they were merely average, actually felt like the worst season I’ve ever 
seen—from a team that I watched go 65-97 in 2000. 
 
If anything, Columbia is much more of a Philly team then Penn. That’s why I feel so at home here. That’s why, 
when the last incredible drive yesterday came up just five yards short—a remarkable play by Brackett and 
Hamilton Garner as time expired, ending with a bunch of red-shirted players jubilantly sprinting onto the 
field—it felt so familiar to me. It’s a painful kind of fandom, the kind that makes you wonder why you’d get up 
before 7 a.m. on a Saturday just to get your heart ripped violently out of your chest. 
 
“Baseball is more than just balls and strikes,” February 18, 2013, full column. 
 
The journey from London to Woonsocket, R.I. takes you over four thousand miles by train, plane, and 
automobile. Woonsocket bills itself quite accurately as the most French-Canadian city in America, a former mill 
town that welcomes you with a sign reading “Bienvenue!” It is where my mom, her parents, and their parents 
all grew up, a town I have visited many times in my life, for Christmases and summers as long as I can 
remember. It is a town squarely in the heart of “Red Sox Nation,” where the first stirrings of spring training 
require huge headlines in the local paper. And it is where, sadly, my grandmother passed away last Friday after 
a long struggle with cancer. 
 
The part of my identity that has been challenged most at Columbia is that of a sports fan. I have found pockets 
of people that share my passions, at Spec and in the marching band. But generally I have been forced to 
confront the practiced apathy—occasionally indistinguishable from its close cousins disdain and confusion—
that so many Columbians have toward sports. 
 



Once again, this year’s Super Bowl brought out the most expressions of this apathy, as my Twitter feed filled up 
with clever comments along the lines of “Yay sports! Go beat that other sports team,” or “Beyonce is the only 
reason I still have the tv on,” or “Chose Downton Abbey over the Super Bowl #yolo.” There’s nothing wrong 
with these remarks, at all. And yet they perplexed and irritated me, continually bouncing around in my head 
over the following week, as it became increasingly clear that I would need to return to the United States this 
week for a funeral. 
 
My mom’s parents were married in 1956—Francis, a veteran of the Korean War and possessor of inexhaustible 
charisma, and Claire, a beautiful young woman and possessor of inexhaustible patience. They had six children 
in nine years, children whom they raised in a tiny house that to this day has one small bathroom and an oven 
barely larger than some modern Easy Bakes. 
 
It wasn’t always easy, but they were a close family. And one of the things that kept eight very different people 
together was the Boston Red Sox. In the days before the Internet, the six siblings kept detailed notebooks 
(which, rather frighteningly, still exist) about the team’s performance, listened to games on the radio, and 
imitated the batting stance of Carl Yastrzemski in the backyard. Encouraged by my grandparents, April through 
October revolved around the Sawx, each year inevitably ending in bitter disappointment. 
 
By the time I entered the world, there was no doubt that I would always be a baseball fan—and, hopefully, a 
Red Sox fan. I maintained dual loyalties to the Sox and my beloved Phillies until I swore sole allegiance to my 
hometown Phillies in 2006. My grandparents always encouraged me—when I’d visit during the summers, we’d 
all crowd around the TV in the air-conditioned sun porch, sheltering ourselves from the heat while watching 
Manny, Nomar, and Pedro on NESN. I, too, kept box scores on a pad of graph paper. 
 
In 2004, the Sox fell behind to the loathsome and evil New York Yankees in the ALCS, three games to none. 
Optimistic to the end, my grandpa and I agreed that the Red Sox were going to make a comeback. Pessimistic to 
the end, I heard my grandma scream from across the house at us in her Rhode Island accent, “NO, THEY’AH 
DONE!” 
 
Of course, they did come back, miraculously, and captured their first World Series since 1918—one of the 
reasons I will always believe that the Lions are going to win the Ivy football championship one of these years. 
 
My grandpa passed away in late 2009, and some of the life left the house in Woonsocket. But my grandma and I 
still spoke frequently about baseball and her other love, tennis. My first week in New York, I thrilled her with a 
picture I had taken at the US Open, even if I think she wished I had seen Federer rather than Nadal. 
 
But suddenly she, too, is gone. Rather than a casket, at her small funeral my aunts and uncles left out her pink 
Red Sox hat, which she wore every day during the summer—an image that hit me harder than any coffin could. 
 
I write not to posit that my experiences are unique and original. Nor am I attempting to degrade families that are 
not touched by sports. (My grandma, too, watched Downton Abbey religiously.) I only wish to say, not for the 
first time and not for the last, that for those of us who do care, sports are more than a game. Baseball will 
always mean more to me than balls and strikes, hits and runs. And in my grief it comforts me to know that every 
February pitchers and catchers will head to Florida and Arizona for the start of a new season. With each 
Opening Day, hope springs eternal, and so will my memory of my grandparents—two strong people who left 
this world far too soon. 
 
“Deflated at Dartmouth,” October 28, 2013, excerpt. 
 
It is a long long long long long long long bus ride from Hanover back to Morningside Heights—at least four 
and a half hours, if you’re not counting stops, traffic, or stray sheep blocking the road. I assume it feels even 



longer when the ride is conducted in dead silence. After another horrific pounding suffered this Saturday against 
Dartmouth, the ride back must have felt like several lifetimes for the football team. 
 
Silence was a recurring theme of the weekend. Hanover is, especially when compared to the hustle and bustle of 
New York, silent and cold as the grave, the rare sight of stars above making the quiet even more deafening. The 
green crowd at Memorial Field on Saturday was so small and subdued that it made the average Columbia crowd 
look like an Eagles game at the old Veterans Stadium. And the Columbia sideline, where 70 men in blue and 
white lined up to play and coach a football game, was reduced to a beaten-down, hopeless group, punctuated 
only by the errant expletives and outbursts of frustration that one would expect when suffering your sixth 
straight loss of the season. 
 
“Referees should never decide a game,” February 17, 2014, excerpt. 
 
This call affected more than just one victory. Had Rosenberg’s shot counted, Columbia would be just one game 
behind Harvard today. Instead, the team sits three games back. It’s the difference between Yale holding sole 
possession of first place in the league or having to share it with the Crimson. The final half of the Ivy League 
schedule could have been wildly exciting, but instead, Harvard remains the overwhelming favorite. 
 
What I’m going to remember about this game isn’t Alex Rosenberg having the game of his life, putting up an 
absurd 34 points and coming up with big shot after big shot. It won’t be Maodo Lo putting up his typical 20 
points on silky-smooth shooting. Nor will it be Cory Osetkowski playing a solid game in the post after a 
disappointing pair of games last weekend. And—as much as I want it to—it won’t be the way that the Columbia 
crowd, often maligned for having basically no idea what to do at a basketball game in terms of cheering or 
being loud, spent over half an hour on its feet, making noise and giving the Lions a home-court advantage we 
don’t usually see. 
 
I’m going to remember three guys wearing black-and-white stripes who concluded, like judges in figure 
skating, that they should decide the winner of this incredible game. It’s a bitter pill to swallow for a Columbia 
team that deserves better. 
 
“An application for Columbia football head coach,” May 5, 2014, excerpt. 
 
In my time here, it’s increasingly clear to me that a central tension—or appeal—of sports is that it seems like 
anyone who watches enough games can coach. When I watch Columbia football, I am constantly torn between 
two impulses—one that says the players and coaches have much more experience than me and know what 
they’re doing, and another that says what they’re doing is wrong and dumb and I could and should do it better. 
 
There is, sometimes, an unspoken animosity emanating from the athletic department toward those who cover 
the teams here. And while I think most of that is undeserved, I understand why it might exist. If there’s a group 
of people who’ve never done your job before, but firmly and loudly believe they can do it better, that might lead 
to some frustration. 
 
But this fantasy is an important part of sports. It’s not necessarily good, but it’s not always bad either. The 
belief that anyone can run a team contributes to the dehumanization of sports figures, inflaming the most toxic 
elements of our sports discourse. It also fuels tremendous creativity and critical thinking, encouraging a deeper 
understanding of sports. 
 
I’m not expecting a call from Dr. Murphy—or even from current football head coach Pete Mangurian, offering 
a non-head-coach spot on his staff—anytime soon. But consider this my application. I’ve spent two years in this 
space and on WKCR talking about how Columbia can win more football games. It doesn’t feel right to graduate 
without putting my money where my mouth is. 


