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here’s just something
great about radio. You’re
in the car and you hear
that song you loved listening to in high
school, stoned in your best friend’s basement. You’re cooking dinner and you hear
a story that is so bizarre, you stop and listen
and let the pasta water boil over and scald
your hands. The jokes are funny or corny.
Static fades in and out. The music is loud
and drives your parents insane. Whatever it
is you love about ra
rradio,
dio,, it’s always there. Live,
broadcasting.
On air.
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BY MOLLY RUBIN AND KATHERINE SAWYER
At Tufts, our broadcasting signal has
been going (sort of) strong for a hundred
years. That’s right: with its beginnings in the
Tufts Wireless Society, the Tufts radio station has been pumping some sort of sound
onto our campus for a full century. With
Genius creating playlists on our iTunes and
the Internet providing us with more music
and content than anyone can imagine, we
have to ask ourselves, how has one station
managed
such a strong voice on
m naged
ma
d to have su
campus for so long?
lon
Andy
An Sayler is the general manager
of WMFO.
m
For Andy,
radio is real.
A
“Th
There is still an inherently
human appeal in knowing
that th
there is a real individual at the
t other end of your
music
musi stream,” he said.
This is why
he keeps
working in
n

broadcasting—this captivating connection
between the DJ and the listenership.
What’s tricky about radio is keeping that connection fresh. Tufts radio has
been broadcasting for almost as long as the
school has been around. Starting with just
intermittent sounds and beeps, the Tufts
station became the first commercial radio
station in greater Boston after it started
broadcasting daily in 1921.
After a twenty-seven year hiatus, a
brief time as talk radio, and a brush with
radiation leaks, Tufts radio moved to FM
frequency broadcasting at 88.3 as WTUR.
The FCC revoked WTUR’s license, however, after the station illegally but badassly
used the railroad tracks behind Curtis Hall
to stretch their signal. As WMFO Archivist
Gavin Matthews explained, “After obtaining a new FCC license in 1967, WTUR devised a plan to increase broadcast range using the adjacent train tracks. By wiring the
tracks as an antenna, the station was able
to broadcast
bro
oadcast into
intto New

CAMPUS LIFE

Hampshire and South Massachusetts (not
Canada as often cited!). This quickly led
to the shutdown of WTUR and the birth
of WMFO.” On February 6, 1971, WMFO
started broadcasting on AM frequency and
later that year it was reborn as our beloved
91.5 FM.
WMFO is a freeform station, which
means that the DJ’s are given total control
over what content they put on the air and
what music they play. They don’t have to
submit to corporate interest or public demand. As Matthews put it, “Each weekly
meeting, each show, each new DJ is a chance
for something radically new to take root.
Unlike commercial radio, WMFO does not
limit or steer these ideas, but supports and
nurtures them into reality.” This philosophy
is apparent in WMFO’s incredibly diverse
content. On campus, you might only tune
in to 91.5 when your friend’s show is on at
4am or when a DJ you’ve heard of is playing
music you like. What you may not know,
however, is that WMFO broadcasts music
shows, sports shows, talk shows, comedy
shows, freestyle rap shows, and even a Haitian issues talk show that broadcasts in Creole. Podcasts of every shape and color are
available at the click of a button.
Despite, or perhaps because of, this
diverse content, we must ask the question;
how can this eclectic radio station meet the
listening needs of the whole Tufts’ population? Top 40 radio stations spend millions
of dollars on field research and audience
profiling. Pandora customizes personal
playlists tailored to your music tastes. How
can WMFO compete?
Well, WMFO is constantly redefining itself, changing, and thinking of new
ways
tto involve the student
body
in
dy
i its broadcasts. The
content
is all available for
ont
download
and live
d

streaming. The station blogs and archives. It
has a Wiki detailing everything from its history to technical equipment. WMFO started a record label (‘On the Side Records’) a
little over a year ago. This way, according to
Sayler, the station can “put more emphasis
on live on-air performances. [It] has the facilities, equipment, and personnel to pull off
really high quality live performances.” Also,
Tufts student bands that otherwise wouldn’t
get a chance to record their music have a
cheap and accessible resource on campus to
perfect their sound. This fall, you probably
were among the ocean of Tufts kids partying on the roof, jumping like a goon, dancing your heart out to WMFO at its Raze the
Roof event. This spring, the station will host
another outdoor dance party, and will be
broadcasting the insanity live from NQR.
By working closely with Concert Board and
Midnight Café, the station hopes to play an
active part in setting up concerts and bringing bands to perform on campus. Because,
if anything, WMFO wants to keep the music playing.
WMFO celebrated its 40th Anniversary last Friday, highlighting its history
of significance in Tufts culture. The event
in the Curtis Hall studios showed off the
renovated studios, new digital infrastructure, and live band performance space. As
Assistant General Manager Alex Michaelson put it, “Our 40th Anniversary really
couldn’t have come at a better time, and
there has never been a better time for Tufts
Radio.” With a steady stream of innovative ideas and a real human connection
to the music, it’s easy to see why WMFO
has made such a mark. The voices are right
there in your dial, speaking to you. Broadcasting live from Curtis Hall. Fresh twenty-four hours a day. 
Katherine Sawyer is a junior majoring in
Environmental Studies and International
Relations. Molly Rubin is a junior majoring in English.
DECEMBER 6, 2010
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BY SHAYNA SCHOR

H

urricane Katrina hit August
29, 2005, devastating the lives
of thousands in its path. In the
months following the storm, the area saw
an influx of committed volunteers and
a considerable amount of support. Only
three years later, however, the country has
almost forgotten. But after five years of advocacy, efforts are finally coming to fruition: on November 15, federal and state
officials announced the inauguration of a
$132 million housing program to help the
impoverished and deprived hurricane victims of Mississippi.
This aid could not be more necessary. In
2008, I took a service trip to the region. The destruction we saw spoke for itself: homes once
bubbling with the sugary scents of southern
cooking reeked of toxic and infected debris.
Yet in August 2010, the five-year anniversary
of the storm, volunteer numbers were no better than when I travelled south two years earlier; nor were the conditions in the states that
were hit hardest.
There are still an extraordinarily large
number of people living in ruined areas. According to reports in the Sun Herald of South
Mississippi, Hurricane Katrina conquered 70
miles of the state’s coast and destroyed 65,380
homes. Damages from the storm were estimated to total over $125 billion, well beyond
the allotted amount of government aid. For
those who decided to remain in their home4
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towns after the storm, this neglect has led to
growing frustration.
In the past, it’s seemed that the lowestincome housing residents have been excluded
from governmental help, which has focused
on reinvigorating devastated gulf coast’s infrastructure. For example, Mississippi dedicated $570 million in housing funds toward
renovating a shipping port in Gulfport. A
few months later, a group of public-interest
lawyers sued the Department of Housing and
Urban Development for illegally diverting
federal disaster money from victims.
After a federal judge dismissed the 2008
lawsuit, the lawyers appealed the decision.
When research and analysis of the residential
problems in the area proved to officials that a
plethora of citizens were being denied aid and
that even more were not seeking needed help,
the governor set up an intensive, improved
outreach program for hurricane victims. The
appeal has been dismissed and the project’s
leaders are looking into how they can increase
awareness of the project so that those in need
can apply the compensation they have long
been seeking.
This new housing program was designed
to try and reach those who have previously
been unable to receive aid from the government. The program outlines strict eligibility
stipulations for those that can receive monetary aid; recipients need to be below a certain
income level, and any damage needs to be a
direct result of hurricane flooding. Based on
estimates of surveyed damage, $93 million





was set-aside for these victims. In the New
York Times, former Biloxi mayor Gerald
Blessey noted that a large number of people in
need were still being excluded from government aid. Forty million more has been set up
in a reserve fund for those overlooked or who
have not yet applied for aid.
There are some, however, who think that
broad-spectrum techniques like these are not
the solution. According to Robert Green, a
resident of New Orleans’ Lower Ninth Ward,
leaders should look to Brad Pitt’s Make It
Right Foundation for an answer. “Make It
Right’s goal is to bring Lower Ninth Ward
families displaced by Hurricane Katrina back
home,” says Christopher Moore, the foundation’s executive administrator. “We are building safe, sustainable homes and hope our
efforts will have a catalytic effect on the redevelopment of the community.”
The key in rebuilding, Green says, is that
“you don’t just come and bring strangers
you utilize the community to help it grow.”
He noted that many of the households that
populated the destroyed neighborhoods were
multi-generational, so bringing back one family really ensures a strong future for the community. This focus on bringing families back
to not only rebuild their physical homes but
to recover their vibrant pre-Katrina community is a method, says Green, that other efforts
should emulate. 
Shayna Schor is a freshman who has not yet
declared a major.
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“And they were
both naked,
the man and his wife,
and were not ashamed.”

-Genesis 2:25

A

lthough unlikely that God would approve of using the Bible in this
context, I’m going to do it anyways. On December 10, after classes
end and before reading week begins, the student body will transform
the Res Quad into a place of sublime jubilation. The administration calls it the
Nighttime Quad Reception. Students call it the Naked Quad Run. The terminology, however, is irrelevant. More than anything, NQR is an opportunity for
all Tufts students to channel the Almighty and heed the words of Genesis—get
naked, and do not be ashamed.

It is not often in life that hundreds of naked people can run circles in the
freezing cold with almost complete legal impunity. Not to take advantage of
this special moment would be a disservice to the exceptional quality of our
Tufts education. Everyone’s nipples are hard; everyone’s balls are small. The
cold is the great equalizer. NQR is nudity devoid of sexuality—it is the student
body coming together, shedding our physical and emotional layers, celebrating
the conclusion of the semester, prolonging the impending pain of finals, and
giving one, big, collective, body-sized middle finger to the powers that be.
Many, in the afterglow of NQR, will pine for a return to the naked revelry
of that chilly night, longing to reclaim nakedness as something not aberrant but
natural, even commonplace. There are others, of course, who will be relieved to
have gotten the whole frigid flesh fest over with, seeing it as a sort of freakish
rite of passage that is best done and done quickly. Those of the first camp are a
minority and often find congenial company in campus groups like Wilderness
or Mountain Club, bastions of “naturists” that do their best to make nakedness
a regular part of their college experience. However, the majority of the students
will refrain, citing too much work, townies, insecurity, or moral misgivings as
cause for abstention. Their reserve shouldn’t be surprising: given our Puritan
origins, Americans are generally more prudish than, say, the Europeans, when
it comes to parading their chaste unmentionables. But to those thinking of sitting this year out, heed us for a moment.
Imagine yourself twenty years from now, married with children and a
spouse who loves you and whom you love, despite the sagging flesh and predictability conferred by several years of your conjugal routine. Lying awake
in bed one night you reminisce, as you often do, of your college years at Tufts
University. You think fondly of the merrymaking and joyfulness experienced
while stumbling along Frat Row, gallivanting across Boston on Senior Pub
Nights, and dressing up for three straight nights on Halloween weekend.
When your mind eventually wanders toward that fateful night every December, when your drunken friends beseeched you to come join them in a naked
jaunt around the Res Quad, will you be filled with the satisfaction of a job well
done, or will you longingly regret that you failed to take advantage of a golden
opportunity when carefree youthfulness permitted it?
Do your future (and present) self a favor. Take off your clothes, join hands
with your peers, and discover what it truly means to be a Jumbo. 

BY MICHAEL GOETZMAN
& MICAH HAUSER

R

SPILT BEANS

Becoming your own

Top Chef
Gastronomical Guidance from
Chef Eli Seidman
H
RUT

TAM

I

f eating is one of life’s greatest pleasures, cooking must not be too far behind. Yet, while the
perils of eating are few, cooking is much more intimidating. There are so many recipes to
remember and ingredients to buy. Constant dangers of burns, cuts, and going hungry loom

large. Yet in spite of all of these risks (or perhaps because of them), the reward of cooking a great
meal is infinitely greater than simply ordering one.
I firmly believe that anyone can teach him or herself to be a confident cook by learning a few
simple techniques. Forget recipes. They show but don’t teach, forcing you to return to them time
and time again. Master the techniques below and you’ll be on your way to quick, simple cooking
in no time.

  

Most easily accomplished in a wok,
stir-frying is one of the simplest and healthiest forms of cooking. Five to ten minutes
is all the time you usually need to produce
delicious results. If you learn the basic stir6

TUFTS OBSERVER

DECEMBER 6, 2010

fry technique, you can improvise with any
ingredients on hand. The keys are:
1) High heat: Keeping the pan hot
shortens the cooking time to just a few
minutes, allowing you to retain most of the
moisture in your vegetables, and leaving
them crunchy and flavorful.
2) Small pieces: The high heat will
quickly brown the exterior of meat and
vegetables. You want to ensure that the
heat radiates to the center of the food before burning the outside. To accomplish
this, cut all ingredients into small pieces
(as a general rule of thumb they should be
no more than an inch thick). Make sure

to have the ingredients cut ahead of time;
the cooking time is so quick that you won’t
have any time for prep once the food is in
the pan.
3) Constant movement: In order to
brown every side of each ingredient without burning any of them, it is important to
stir the entire time (hence the name).
Try this technique with any of the following ingredients: ginger, garlic, peppers,
broccoli, bean sprouts, beef, chicken, soy
sauce, cashews, and pineapple. Mix and
match to come up with your favorite combinations, and don’t be afraid to think outside the box!

SPILT BEANS
  





Although I’m not a fan of religiously
measuring my ingredients, some recipes
require a level of precision that you can’t
eyeball. Enter: the measuring cup. Don’t
waste your money on real measuring
cups—just save take-out containers. The
small ones (the choice home of delivery

miso soup) are pints (2 cups) and the large
ones are quarts (4 cups). Since these don’t
have interval markings on them, you’ll have
to approximate if the recipe asks for an odd
amount (e.g. 2 and ¾ cups). The solution?
Trust yourself and approximate. You’re in

college. You can come close enough. If you
accidentally add 3 cups, the world keeps
turning, I swear.



 

A perfectly fried egg is one of life’s simplest pleasures and can make an otherwise
ordinary dish extraordinary. Try it with
sautéed veggies (it goes great with broccoli rabe), in soup (particularly ramen), or
just on toast, with some bacon and cheese
to add some extra flavor. A fried egg is an
exercise in contrasts: the texture and taste
of the protein-rich egg white, or albumen,
in the same bite as the fatty yolk is about as
good a sensation as you can get. Striking
this balance between firm and runny may
seem a magical feat, but it is actually remarkably easy to accomplish. The trick is
to use both the stove and the oven to cook
the bottom and the top of the egg, respectively.
All you need is an ovenproof, nonstick
frying pan (watch out for rubber handles,
which will burn in the oven); eggs (I recommend cooking only one or two at a

time); a little butter, oil, or other fat (my
favorite, pork fat, adds to your eggs the
salty taste of bacon); and salt and pepper.
Preheat the oven to 325. Add the fat to the
pan and heat over medium-high heat until
the fat slides easily across the pan. Crack in
your egg(s), and allow to cook for about 2
minutes, or until the egg white has firmed
considerably. Remove the pan from the
stovetop and place directly in the oven,
cooking for approximately five minutes. To
check if it’s done, shake the pan. If the egg
yolk quivers without any movement from
the egg whites, it’s ready.
“But what about salmonella?” someone is bound to ask. To me, the chalky,
powdery texture of an overcooked egg is
enough to put this argument to rest. But
if you’re the type to play it extraordinarily safe, be my guest and obliterate your
egg. Just make
sure you critically
examine
your
safety priorities—
I better not see
you out Friday
night at Sig Nu. 

MICAH HAUSER
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OPINION

BY LAURA MORENO

F

One of the more popular book apps is
called “Alice for iPad,” which is Atomic Antelope’s tablet version of the classic “Alice in
Wonderland.” The application depicts interactive objects moving around the screen,
such as a shrinking Alice or a flying pack
of playing cards. The application even highlights the words as a voice reads them out
loud.
According to the founder of Miamibased Baby Stars, Edith Peisach, who is an
educational psychologist by training, these
technological quick fixes can be a blessing in disguise for the busy working parents of today’s society. Technology makes
it easy for parents to spend less time with
their children. “Working mothers do not
have time to read books for their children,
which is why they are turning to technology
that essentially does the job for them,” says
Peisach, “but this also means that kids are

or the past few years, picture books
have experienced a sad but steady
decline in popularity. Picture books
symbolize a moment in time when children
learned to read with books rather than with
computers, television sets, or iPads. Back
then, children belonged to the wonderful
world of Dr. Seuss, Waldo, and the Magic
School Bus. There are numerous reasons for
the decline of picture books, but perhaps
the most significant among them is that
they are being replaced by interactive books
and other technology-based activities. It is
worth exploring the benefits and detriments
of such trends.
A recent New York Times article suggests that one reason for the decline of picture books is that parents are pushing their
children to read text-heavy paperbacks
earlier in their lives. Not only are these
books deemed more educational, but
they are cheaper than their hardcover
and colorful counterparts. It makes
sense—why would parents be willing to
spend the high prices that picture books
incur when they can buy several paperback books for less?
The benefits of picture books can- BE
CK
Y
not easily be replaced, however. AcPL
AN
cording to a New York Times article
TE
by Julie Bosman, “Publishers praise the
picture book for the particular way it
can develop a child’s critical thinking
skills.”
spending less time with their parents.”
Technology also plays a huge role in
However, recent findings by Candlethe decline of picture books, according to wick Press, a childrens’ book publishing
the Wall Street Journal. iPads and similar house located here in Somerville, suggest
electronic tablets, which can all be enor- that these technological alternatives are
mously kid-friendly, are quickly coming supplementing picture books rather than
up with book “apps” targeted specifically wiping them out completely, according to
at children. These applications include in- Laura Rivas.
teractive animations and complementary
For the over-stimulated children of tosounds effects in addition to the original day, turning the pages of a Clifford book for
text of what used to be picture books.
the tenth time may not be sufficiently excit-

ing, especially if their friends have iPads that
allow them to play fun games and read interactive books. Nevertheless, picture book
publishing companies such as Candlewick
Press remain optimistic as they explore new
and different ways in which to engage their
young readers. Candlewick’s SVP of Sales
and Digital Initiatives, John Mendelson is
excited to explore what new technologies
can offer to the industry. “We are testing
new formats, forming relationships with
third parties, and investigating the creation
and distribution of new forms internally,” explains Mendelson.
Technology is a gateway for new
forms of reader interaction, and rather
than being marginalized by new technologies, publishing houses are taking
the lead in exploiting them. “Candlewick is publishing picture books that
continue to push the envelope and
evolve in exciting ways,” says Rivas.
Right now, it is too early to tell
how technologically infused reading
is affecting children as they grow older. However, some publishing companies view technology as an opportunity
to grow, rather than a threat. For now, it
looks as if picture books are here to stay,
but it is the responsibility of parents and
educators to brush aside some distractions of the modern world and focus on
exposing children to reading from an
early age. 
Laura Moreno is a junior majoring in English.
DECEMBER 6, 2010
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hat happened to poring over the Sunday morning comics, cutting out your favorites? What happened to your crossword puzzle covered in ink, the wrong answers
written over? What about mornings spent reading the sports section with a bowl
of cereal? In a world that shoves us through life at break-neck speed, we’re quickly losing the
safety brake that affords us small respites from an otherwise digital world.

“

SOCIETIES
HAVE ALWAYS BEEN
SHAPED

MORE

BY

THE NATURE OF THE
MEDIA

BY

WHICH

MEN COMMUNICATE
THAN
CONTENT

BY
OF

THE
THE

COMMUNICATION

”

marshall mcluhan

14
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Go to nytimes.com, wsj.com or cnn.
com if you need the news right now. The
Internet brings us news instantly and, obviously, it plays a vital role in our daily lives, but
it’s important to allow time for yourself to go
wireless...-less. Pay an extra couple of dollars
(or take advantage of the free newspapers
delivered daily to the dining halls and most
dorms) and drop what you’re doing. Unfold
the paper and smooth it out in front of you.
Try the crossword puzzle. Pretend you know
what the political cartoons are satirizing. Just
take a breath.
At an alarming rate, local and national
newspapers are losing profits and facing uncertain futures. In my own hometown, the
local Rocky Mountain News shut down in the
past year due to diminishing subscriptions.
Similar fates have befallen other papers and
publications around the country and world.
Only a handful of publications (the big ones,
mostly) still find it profitable to print their
material.
It’s painful to see the printed word become completely computerized. Newspapers,
magazines and books are all making the leap
from print to digital, and they’re doing more
than making news and entertainment more
readily accessible: they’re robbing their readers of a real, physical connection with what
they’re reading. In my opinion, it comes down
to soul. Paper has it. Imagine your house.
Imagine your kitchen table, not with a paper
in the morning, but instead with a fluorescent
screen spouting a computerized image of that
day’s news. Imagine your bookshelves without
stacks of books in different sizes and colors,
but instead with a thin, handheld computer,

capable of holding all of your books on its
hard drive. Convenient: yes. Human: no. We
were meant to hold, to touch, to experience.
The crinkle of the newspaper is what makes
it a newspaper. The turn of the page is what
makes a book a book.
It may seem easy to dismiss the loss
of the printed word when you consider the
benefits of digital media. The shift from
print to digital is another effort to increase
connection and communication, right?
Readers are able to comment on articles
and voice their opinions online. It seems as
though online media is creating a dialogue,
is it not? We pride ourselves on our connectedness; what with cell phones, Twitter
and Facebook, we are constantly connected
to a gigantic network of our peers, yet there
is something hollow in these means of communication. They all hide behind computer
chips and satellites and fluorescent screens.
Digital media isn’t allowing us to start a dialogue; it merely gives a platform to voice our
opinions anonymously.
The printed word is, in my opinion, the
last stand for direct communication. Print is
bold. It’s brash. It demands your full attention. Yes, it’s sometimes impractical, inconvenient and even burdensome, but it’s one of
the few things left that allows us to disconnect from the digital age and connect with
something real. The printed word is so important because reminds us of the tangible
world we seem to have forgotten. Now turn
the page. 
Eric Archibald is a sophomore majoring in
English and Psychology.
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an I use the I-word?” I would ask
my parents at around 7:43 PM on
Tuesday nights in fifth grade. I had
to strategize in order to make sure that I
would be successfully logged on to AOL in
time for the commencement of the “Tuesday night at 8” chat room with all of my
best friends. “Internet” had been reduced
to a swear word in my household because
of its inconvenient obstruction of our one
phone line. If I wanted to IM my friends
and check out all the latest offerings for
American Girl dolls online, no one else in
my family would be able to receive or make
phone calls. Time had to be budgeted.
Back then, the internet was a very
compartmentalized part of life. It was slow
and frustrating, and certainly not portable.
It took its place among other tasks. We still
awaited catalogues to order our holiday
presents, we still organized our schedules
to catch television shows when they were
scheduled to broadcast. The Internet was
a finite resource—we had to negotiate
with our families to determine how to best
distribute its usage. This allocation of resources is no longer necessary; today,
we can scarcely escape the Internet.
It has managed to permeate almost
every aspect of life as we know it. Myy
question now is: what’s next for the
Internet? And what’s next for us?
The Internet revolutionized our
access to information and minimized
the difficulties distance placed on our
ability to communicate. More and
more processes have been adapted to
web execution, and now we can cross
things off our to-do lists rather painlessly using our laptops or smart phones.

I start to
wonder, though,
if the Internet’s capacity
for innovation has reached a plateau. It seems like all the newest phenomena are variations on the old. We find new
ways to chat with each other, new ways
of organizing news sources, new ways to
stream music. When the most popular viral video gets a little dull after a month or
so, we remix it and create a song for sale
on iTunes. I find myself alternating among
all my favorite tabs, or even just habitually clicking the refresh button, only to be
filled with a profound sense of boredom,
even resentment. I beg YouTube to actually make me laugh again, for Facebook
to present with me a mere tidbit of interestingness. But I get nada. I remember being captivated by the expanding infinity
of potential that the Internet introduced.
Now I’m just frustrated. I need a break.
The problem is, though, that we can’t
take a break. Our culture has become so
inextricably connected with the Internet,
that to sign off is to make yourself vulnerable. It’s so easy to stay informed that
there’s absolutely no excuse not to stay
current. This new standard to which we
hold ourselves gives us no excuse to sign
off. We find solace in believing that we are
learning a lot in all of our hours perusing
the web, but often we are so enmeshed in
our clicking tangent that we have no idea
what we’re even looking at anymore. Are
we autonomously navigating when we’re
online,, or is the Internet leadingg us?

Facebook appears to be the most devilish of them all. No matter how disgusted
we’ve become with ourselves for our dependence on this site, the truth remains:
it’s no longer our choice to participate in
Facebook, it’s our obligation. It’s necessary to our relevance in the social world,
and it makes us feel like we’re playing a
part. They describe Facebook as a “social
networking” site, but it seems to me that
it’s become more like digital communal
vomit. More and more users converge
without purpose, just to become part of
the mob. We know not what we do on
Facebook, yet we remain hypnotized by
its blue and white, constantly updating,
interface. Like it or not, we keep coming
back to Facebook. That’s because we’ve
come to rely on the Internet to present us
with intriguing material in a faster and
more efficient way than we can find such
material for ourselves.
Sites like Google and Facebook
make the most money by collecting information about their users to sell to
other parties to optimize marketing.
They want to know what we’re clicking
on the most often so that they can continue to lure us further and further in.
They’re starting to know what attracts us
better than we do. And they’d rather be
manipulating us than striving to serve us
better. Maybe the “I-word” really has become a curse. 
Caitlin Schwartz is a senior majoring in International Relations and Spanish.
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(Pictured). Touring to promote their
sophomore album, The Orchard, Ra Ra
 
I would have loved to give this concert
the highest of ratings because the artists
put on a great show and the crowd was one
of the most fun and enthusiastic I’ve ever
been a part of. Everything I seek in a concert experience: sweat, glitter and bruises,
everyone left looking like a slightly more
battered version of Ke$ha. However, by
some mysterious means, the venue managed to flub the schedule for the show such
that the headliner’s set was cut short and
the crowd was left hanging. Another disappointment brought to you by the House of
Blue Balls.

Riot is still attempting to reach indie star
status of their Ivy League buddies, Vampire
Weekend. From my observation, they still
have a long way to go. Ra Ra Riot is an okay
studio band, but when it comes to live performances, they’re rather underwhelming.
Lead vocalist Wes Miles is a pretty face, but
doesn’t have enough energy to command
the attention of the audience. I wasn’t too
fond of the venue, either. Problems with
the mics were frequent and the stage lights
were distracting. I hate to say it, but you’re
better off YouTube-ing the band than paying for a live show.

   
    
    
 
I’ve been on a major shoegaze kick
lately. Ulrich Schnauss’s set was a perfect
blend of danceable energy and repetition:
you could zone out and become completely absorbed in the music without falling
asleep, and the entire set flowed smoothly,
with no jarring interruptions, but plenty
of variation and buildup. Chapterhouse’s
set was marked by the kind of intense reverberation that you can only experience
live, and even as a fan of their recordings,
I found the live experience much more
fulfilling.

DORON GILD
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 $!$!  fuck of baseball caps, buzz cuts, ironic facial that sounds best when you’re eating cereal
! 
hair, skinny jeans, and misused sunglasses on a sunny morning. The acoustics at the
How can you go wrong with a cute,
energetic frontwoman like Deerhoof ’s
Satomi Matsuzaki? While there was a
slight mismatch between the Paramount
and Deerhoof -- having seen them at the
Middle East, something was missing at a
seated venue like Paramount. There are
some holes that can only be filled by dancing, but they still put on the enjoyable show
I’ve come to expect. Xiu Xiu was just what
I anticipated: interesting, a bit abrasive,
and better suited to the seated venue.

  &"! 
 ! &
Avi Buffalo reminds me of the kind
of band that I went to see in high school:
the lead singer has awkward facial hair
and a squeaky voice, the drummer is way
more badass than you’ll ever be, and the
rest of the band is just happy to be there.
Lead singer Avigdor Zahner-Isenberg just
turned 20 and he and the band have already performed at SXSW and opened for
Modest Mouse. They put on a good show,
basically going through their entire debut
album. One caveat: if you can’t get over
Zahner-Isenberg’s high pitched crooning,
put this one on the back burner.

  ! 
  "!
 %

"  !
From my observation, there have been
two artists who have received a lifetime of
!&
I wasn’t even a fan of Matt & Kim when
I went to this show, but I was when I left. It
says a lot about a band if they can convert
you in a one hour set. This duo plays off
each other so well that it’s hard not to get
into the music. They tell funny stories and
are really great at engaging the audience.
They can start an excellent dance party for
all those interested. Go see them live. And
prepare to sweat.

"  # %
&
The Weepies have a song for every
major emotion in the human spectrum,
but with their artful, folksy ballads, they
have love down pat. Deb and Steve Tannen
are the married folk duo from California
who are an absolute joy to watch on stage.
When they performed, their quirky stories and quiet humility made me want to
know them personally. Concerts are usually a push-and-shove kind of deal, but
the Weepies were so chill that the audience was able to just mellow out and enjoy
themselves.

publicity over the past few months: Kanye
West and Sufjan Stevens. These two artists
couldn’t be more different and one of them
(Sufjan) played two sold out shows in Boston this fall. Despite all the hype, by both
alternative and popular press, Sufjan managed to shatter everyone’s expectations. He
played an eclectic set of songs off his new
album The Age of Adz but still peppered his
performance with a couple of fan favorites
(“Chicago, “John Wayne Gacy Jr.,” etc.).
There were dancers, ribbons, balloons, and
a slideshow involved. Did I mention he
was dressed like Ke$ha? Doesn’t get better
than that, folks.

"  
EOTO is essentially a dubstep jam
band, whose live show uses no pre-recorded loops. While this show was not nearly
as wild as Rusko in terms of pure escapist
experience, the crowd was still enthusiastic
and they were definitely worth experiencing, if only because their gig is so different
from acts that might otherwise produce a
similar sound. 

" & 
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After seeing Th
Thee
Morning
Benders
live at Chicago’s
Lollapalooza this
summer, I was excited to see them
again at the ‘Dise.
Unfortunately, theyy
weren’t as good as I
remembered.
There’s
re’s
something about the
Morning Bender’s performances that kind off irk me.
They try to rock out, but at heart
they’re a studio-friendly
endly band

RRIE

VID SCHWARTZ
R & DA

Another Rusko show, another sweatfest. Rusko’s classification as “brostep”
meant that the crowd was an odd cluster-

"! "
!  

CU

 ! %

‘Dise were a also little disappointing. The
vocals were drowned out by the guitars
and lead singer Chris Chu came across as
trying too hard.

E
YC
AL

I couldn’t make it to this show in time
to catch most of the openers’ sets, but what
I heard of Real Estate basically sounded
like every other “indie” band in existence
and was unmemorable. Deerhunter’s
much-less-bland set mostly focused on
newer material from Halcyon Digest (2010)
and Microcastle/Weird Era Cont. (2008). I
definitely appreciate Deerhunter more after seeing them live: the multidimensional
shoegaze-y elements of their music were
really highlighted in their live show, and
Bradford Cox’s between-song banter certainly didn’t hurt. I’d recommend seeing
them live even if you aren’t that into their
recorded material.

(you’re inside a dark concert venue, dude).
This was one of the most enjoyable concert
experiences I’ve ever had, and I’d definitely
go out of my way to see Rusko again, even
if I’m in it more for the experience than for
the sake of musical pretension.
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“Do you miss him?” she asks me.
“What do you mean do I miss him? Of course I miss
him. How could I not miss him?”
“Do you think about him?”
“How could I miss him without thinking about him?”
We sit in silence for a moment. We are going into the
city for a laughter yoga class. It was Yosephina’s idea. I do
not understand. We are alter kockers. We are old, we have no
money, we have no son. What will we laugh about?
“Do you miss him?” I ask.
“Of course I miss him. You are not the only one who
misses him.”
“I did not say I was the only one who misses him.”
She turns away from me, pulls her coat tight around her
neck. Her hands are thin, long and wilted. They curl around
her collar slowly, like leaves falling to the ground. The train
is mostly empty. Everyone else is leaving the city at this hour.
Two Jewish men sit huddled in the corner speaking Yiddish.
Men who have worn a kippah so long you no longer see it.
“Do you know which stop we are?” I ask.
“Yes, I know which stop we are.”
“Well, which stop are we?”
“I will tell you when we are getting off.”
I do not know why we are doing this. I do not know
why we fight. Our son died fourteen years ago. I miss him,
we both miss him, but he is not the reason we fight. He is
not what is between us. I do not know what is between us.
We came to America when we were children. Our parents
sent us before the war started. They knew. Few parents knew
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back then. Few parents wanted to know. We stayed together
because we were alone together. We did not know what else
to do.
“Are you cold?” I ask.
“No.”
“You are shivering.”
“I am not cold.”
The train lurches to a stop and a group of teenagers step
on. I know Yosephina does not like them. She thinks they
are loud and noisy. Mossik, she thinks, schmekel, mamzer.
But it is a different world. Elias was the same when he was a
boy. The youth fill the void the old leave behind. They take
what they’re given and make a world of their own. They do
not expect us to understand. It is a different world.
The conductor comes and collects the teenagers’ fares.
He is a round man with a bushy brown mustache and rosy
cheeks. He tells them to settle down and purses his lips. He
nods at us as he walks by as if he has done us a favor.
“Why are we doing this?” I ask.
“Why are we doing what?”
“This.”
“The class?”
“No—yes, the class too.”
“It is what we do.”
“But why?”
She raises her eyebrows and shrugs. “Ver vaist?” Who
knows?
Outside it is getting darker. Streetlights streak by, illuminating graffiti and abandoned railroad tracks. Dull, orange,

LAURA LIDDELL

too bright and too dim at once. They tell us it is not safe
there, we will not go there. At night, from our bedroom, I
watch the light seep under the window shades and keep me
awake. Here, it spotlights scattered litter and broken glass.
“Did you know,” I tell her, “that when Elias was a boy, I
only ever told him one bedtime story?”
“All those years?”
“He always asked for the same one.”
“What was it?”
“The one about the moon and the sun.”
“What one about the moon and the sun?”
“I never told you the story about the moon and the
sun?”
“No, you never told me about the moon and the sun.”
So I tell her. “The moon and the sun were once in love.
They were so in love they burned with it, lit up the whole
solar system. They spun tight around each other, tight as
could be, like two strands of yarn. Many thought that they
would collide, that their love would snap and break open,
spill all that fire and lose it to the coldness. But it never happened. They spun closer and closer until they were almost
touching. The heat built up between them, around them, inside them. It was almost unbearable, the heat. But still they
wanted more.
“Their love was so great, the whole solar system revolved around it. Even cold little Pluto could not deny it.
And isn’t that what love is? That is why we are attracted to
everything, even the things we hate. That is why it is so hard
to leave someone you love.
“But one day, the sun decided not to love the moon
back. The moon did not understand. ‘Why?’ it asked the
sun. But the sun did not answer. It did not have to answer.
The moon poured all its love into the sun, hoping their love
would reignite, but the sun had already stopped spinning.
“The moon realized it was alone now, that it was spinning in circles, but love was all it knew, and what do you do
if love is all you know and the one you loved has stopped
spinning? The moon tried to stop, but it couldn’t. It kept
spinning and spinning and pouring its love into the sun.
The sun swelled with the love, ballooned and burned into a
fire so bright it hurt to look at it, but the moon just shrunk
and shriveled into itself. Eventually, when the moon had
given the sun all the love it had, the sun pushed it away once
and for all.”
I clasp my hands in my lap and bow my head.
“That is it?” she asks.
“That is it.”
“That is a very sad story. Why did Elias want to hear
such a sad story?”
“He never finished it. He was always asleep before the
sun stopped spinning.”
She pauses and looks around the train. The teenagers
have gotten off and the car is quiet again.
“Why does the moon spin around us now?”
“It does not want to. The sun tied the moon to us so that
it could not return. Even today the moon is still spinning,
trying to get back to the sun. That is why the wolves howl at
night. They are crying for the moon.”
“And when they sent those men to the moon?”

“They were trying to talk to the moon, to cheer it up.
They even tried playing golf with it. But the moon was so
alone it wanted to be left alone. It was sad and cold and still
spinning.”
“But why?”
“Why what?”
“Why does the moon still love the sun? Why does the
sun not love the moon?”
“Nobody knows.”
“You have to know. It is a story.”
“I do not know.”
She looks at me with her eyebrows raised and then turns
away. The breaks squeal and the railcars clank and clatter
against one another.
“We are the moon,” she says, “and Elias is the sun.”
I nod my head faintly and look out the window and over
the city. The city is full of the winking of lights going on and
off. Down below, on the streets, I can see the fog of orange
rise from the street lamps. There is crime there, it is not safe
there. It is sad seeing a city of that much orange. But there is
orange everywhere. In every city, in every town. It is like the
shine of the sun on the moon, too bright to forget and too
dull to keep warm. But up above the skyscrapers scream in
defiance. They refuse to stay grounded, to be muffled. They
hurtle upwards, higher and higher until they can barely see
the orange. And still they claw higher, against the gravity.
“Why are we doing this?” I ask.
Her face is cracked but firm. “Because it is good to
laugh.”
“Do we not laugh?”
“No,” she says, “we do not laugh.”
The doors open up and a mother and daughter climb
aboard. They are discussing what they will have for dinner
tonight. The little girl is a black of the deepest black. Her
hair is pulled back into pigtails and she is wearing jean corduroys with a too-big purple sweater that collects around
her wrists and waist. She can’t be more than five years old.
I smile at her and her eyes wink back like the lights of so
many skyscrapers.
“Do you remember,” I say, “when I hurt my shoulder
and could no longer hold you while we slept?”
“Yes.”
“You said you would hold me, it was very sweet of you,
but then your hip began to hurt you. And so we went to
the doctor and said, ‘Doctor, you have to help us, we cannot hold each other.’ And the doctor told us that there was
nothing he could do. ‘It is old age,’ he said. ‘It will happen to
everyone.’ And we said, ‘There must be something you can
do.’ And he thought about it a moment and said, ‘Well, why
don’t you just switch sides of the bed?’ And we said, ‘You do
not understand.’ ”
“He was a bad doctor,” she says.
“No,” I say, “he was a young man.” I pause and glance
down the railcar. It is more full now. We must be close. “Do
you want to go to this class?” I ask.
“Yes,” she says, “I want to go to this class. Do you want
to go to this class?”
“Yes,” I say, “I want to go to this class.”
“Good. We are here.”
DECEMBER 6, 2010
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CAMPUS SAFETY

POLICE BLOTTER
   

  
   
  
Wednesday, November 17, 3:50 pm
‘Twas the night before Thursday, long left the day,
not a creature was stirring, not even the RA.
Pop, pop, it rang, as it flew from the gun,
an Airsoft war raged, innocent and fun.
The police officers arrived, pellet guns you can’t own
they likely had a war in the station with the guns t’were on loan.
Just before Thanksgiving, the police advised,
you can take them home, but bringing them back wouldn’t be wise.

20

TUFTS OBSERVER

DECEMBER 6, 2010

Tuesday, November 23, 9:53 pm
Loosely to the tune of I Have a Little Dreidel
I have a little brownie, I made it out of pot.
When I eat a little bit, I wheeze and then I drop
Brownie, brownie, brownie, I wheeze and then I drop
And so I made a phone call, to the campus cop
who took my pipe and bag of pot, my name they did a-jot
Brownie, brownie, brownie, the cop took all my pot
I was sent to the hos-pit-al to fix my stoner wheeze,
They fixed me up, and sent me home to bake some more brownies
Brownie, brownie, brownie, to fix my stoner wheeze!
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