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Orphan Annie Flies the Coop  
________________ 
By Annie Rapaport
Editor in Chief 2003-2004 

Still Rappin’

Most students encounter life-altering experiences during their college career. For me it was the
passing of a close loved one, the ending of the relationship with someone who, at the time, I
thought for certain was “the one” and the unique opportunity to have the responsibility of
keeping Loyola Marymount University’s students, faculty and staff informed on what was
happening on campus, in California and around the world.

Being the editor in chief of the Loyolan has helped me to grow in many ways — I was given a
chance to improve my writing, design and management skills. I learned to balance my academic
course load with a full-time commitment to the office along with a number of meetings each
week and the need to be a positive influence to the Loyolan staff members.

But most importantly, when I leave LMU today, I will take with me a number of fabulous
memories of the many extraordinarily talented people who have passed through the Loyolan
office during the last four years and the challenges that the staff faced together.

Being in the newsroom on Tuesday, Sept. 11, 2001 is one of those days. It was incredibly
challenging, but it was an event that certainly needed news coverage. The Loyolan staff spent that
Tuesday altering all the work that had been done so far for the week’s issue in order to
properly address the tragedy. It was an incredibly stressful and difficult day, but the staff had to
keep working and I don’t think any of us minded one bit.

A more recent campus event, the aptly named “Bomb Day” reminded the Loyolan staff members
about the importance of their jobs. As other students roamed the neighborhood, went to the
beach and listened to bands, members of the staff trekked across campus and to Playa Vista and
attended press conferences. They were so dedicated to getting the story for their peers that
some staff members were struck by intense sunburns and even dehydration by the end of the
day. But there wasn’t a single complaint from the staff that they couldn’t take the day off —
dispelling the numerous rumors going around campus about what had happened was what
reminded the student journalists exactly what they were here for.

That is part of what made working at the Loyolan such a joy. No one does it for the money —
everyone does it for the love of the field, the experiences and the friendships made.

Now, four years after writing my first sports article, I know it is true that one learns the most in
college outside of the classroom. Don’t get me wrong, I have been in a number of excellent
courses during my time at LMU and had some fantastic professors. But life tends to teach us the
greatest, most applicable lessons of all.

Not many people get the opportunity in college to run an organization with a staff of 30 peers
that produces a weekly product. Having the administration’s trust to make major decisions is
the greatest gift a student newspaper can have — thanks so much to Fr. Robert Lawton, Dr.
Lane Bove, Fr. Mark Zangrando and Trey Duval for supporting the Loyolan and for
understanding the importance of allowing it to be a student-run newspaper — this is truly the
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best way for students to learn. Also, I would like to thank Tom Nelson for being a present and
supportive advisor.

The support and talent of the 2003-2004 staff cannot go unmentioned. The Loyolan’s successes
wouldn’t have been possible without a single one of them.

Today as I leave LMU, I am leaving behind an organization that will continue to grow and
improve — I am leaving my role in very capable hands. I know that the 2004-2005 staff will
continue the Loyolan’s rich history, which spans more than 80 years, and will make Loyolan
staffers, old and new, proud.

Thank you, LMU, for such special memories.


