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			An ordinary Monday. I arrive at Boston’s Logan International Airport. Iberia has been operating a direct flight here from Madrid for the past three years. On the return leg, it stocks up the hold with frozen lobster. It is delicious… and inexpensive. 

			The terminal building is modern and welcoming. A bus and subway ride, and two changes of train later, I come out into the station in Harvard Square: the historic heart of the Harvard campus located in the traditionally left-leaning town of Cambridge, which is a modern offshoot of Boston. This is the home of the legendary Harvard University and two subway stops on the red line from the no less legendary MIT (Massachusetts Institute of Technology), the district with the world’s greatest concentration of brain cells and the fastest synapses.

			My accommodation, in Somerville, 15 minutes’ walk from the campus, is dirty, shabby and expensive. Anyway, I’ll just have to make do.

			The buildings around Harvard Square are a sea of crimson bricks, the colours of the university founded in 1636. Harvard’s motto: Veritas (‘Truth’ in Latin). The university has 1,200 lecturers for 20,000 students. The faculties and museums are spread throughout the area, each one with its own distinct personality, history and academic pride.

			Harvard Yard, the site of halls of residence, is the place where wandering tourists, proud mothers and fathers congregate, along with university police officers.

			The Widener Library stands majestically in the centre. This is the university’s central library: as compact as a bunker and as rigorous as the mind of a chess champion. An impressive internal logistics service provides 16 million physical books for all its users. One of the rooms contains all the world’s leading magazines. Did I say all? Well, not quite. They don’t have Walk In!

			Fine wood lends a warm atmosphere to the reading rooms and tables. Mobile phones are banned but, curiously enough, not the consumption of drinks or food at the tables. Laptops abound. Ergonomically designed chairs make it possible to take a nap between pages. A scanner with a pre-paid card makes it possible to convert the unspoken word into a pdf document. 

			Nobody bothers you. Step inside and read.

			An ordinary Tuesday. On the other side of the Charles River, beyond the celebrated Kennedy School of Government, we begin to explore the even more celebrated Harvard Business School (HBS). Its faculty members include eminent world figures from the field of management and leadership: subjects that interest me and into which I have made the occasional foray.

			The HBS has its own campus. Now over one hundred years old – 101 to be precise – it seems slightly confused: it is proud to have shaped the careers of some of the presidents of the United States… but it has discovered that it has also produced the black sheep of the world economy, in the person of the financial executives who created damaging economic bubbles.

			During 2009, the school has engaged in an act of contrition and set out to make amends: the faculty staff met to analyse the areas in which they had made mistakes. It is clear that the market cannot be left to its own devices. Inevitably, it gets carried away. Sooner or later. 

			The students have gone even further and, on their own initiative, have drawn up a kind of Hippocratic and managerial oath: they swear not to get involved in dirty tricks when they reach their seats of authority.

			In recent years, the HBS has opened its doors to NGO managers and civic leaders, as a counterpoint to the neo-liberal predominance of previous decades.

			The lecture rooms are immaculate, the lawns perfectly manicured. The food in the self-service cafeteria is top quality and worthy of being served to the offspring of some of the world’s greatest fortunes, as well as to middle-class scions with a desire for upward mobility.

			An ordinary Wednesday. The Harvard Cooperative Society bookstore, in Harvard Square, is an idyllic spot to leaf through all kinds of intellectually weighty books and magazines.

			The bookstore has the atmosphere of a high-class Parisian café. There’s no shortage of outlandish visitors, lecturers wearing trainers and sporting a three-day beard, or characters, who are impossible to pigeonhole, gathering up any remnants from the empty tables.

			The shelves are crammed with books written by eminent professors from the university. The hot topic of the moment is how to get out of the credit crunch. There are piles of titles dictated by academic trends. There are Asian students everywhere. The majority are women. They avidly devour the books and stare long and hard at their male counterparts. The world is theirs.

			An ordinary Thursday. I alight at Kendall subway station, on the red line. The MIT covers an entire district which stretches as far as the entrance to Boston. Harvard and the MIT form a conglomerate. However, the MIT stands apart because of its futuristic buildings, in the style of the film Blade Runner. Behind glass panes we glimpse the researchers whose brains never have a moment’s respite, like sleepless “replicants” without a set timetable.

			Few of the MIT’s cafeterias don’t have a wi-fi zone. However, some corners of the MIT have a spectral feel. They are scary. The state-of-the-art devices displayed by some buildings look as if they were from another millennium. A millennium yet to come. They disorientate the visitor. The admirable and terrifying merge and make a strong impression.

			And here they carry out research. They constantly carry out research.

			An ordinary Friday. President Obama is present on the main shelves of the bookshops. Harvard loves the Kennedy clan (it is now mourning the death of Ted) and, as a consequence, is making Obama’s credo its own.

			The university has cut back its budget as a result of the financial crisis. The infrastructures in the nearby suburbs have a slightly third-world feel about them: potholes that haven’t been repaired, scarcely two buses an hour.

			A stark contrast between the intellectual brilliance of the place and the socio-economic reality of the country which is facing a crisis of mammoth proportions.

			An ordinary Saturday. Ferran Adrià visits the Physics Faculty to give a display of his culinary secrets. Harvard turns out in force to see him with that snobbish zeal of places that, in addition to being prestigious, want to show that they are. Harvard finds out that there is life beyond the hamburger. Harvard reinvents the boiled egg.

			Ferran Adrià is almost carried out shoulder high. There is something fatuous about such unbridled enthusiasm. 

			An ordinary Sunday. Pedro Almodóvar visits the School of Dramatic Arts which has organised a discussion about his body of work. They award him an honorary degree at a colourful and recurring graduation ceremony. The rector, Mrs Drew G. Faust, presides. She is wearing a yellow dress. She tries to keep as discreet a profile as possible. The guests (family members, friends and White House bigwigs) account for a substantial part of the now dwindling United States GDP, in an area covering a few square metres.

			The sun is setting over Harvard. It is twilight. As we all know, these are cycles. They really are

		

	

