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Thg. Student L>i/e Issue o/ 
is an issue that has th<z purposes oj 
displaying daily li/e ojfllbright students, 
and to give art students an opportunity 
to have their work published.

Sports photo Winner 
Julie M anw iller

General photo Winner 
J ason  â o sk in

drawings Winner 
§ ta e g  f a u s t
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G e n e r a l  p h o t o s

■Students dressed tlalloween

Steve, Brad, & Christina

fîll Photos in the "General Photos" section 
were selected by the General Photographe 
Gditor. «AH photos in the "êports Photos" 
section were selected by the âports photo 
editor. The "Guessing Game" photos were 
selected from The fUbrightian «Archives by 
the Photography editor-in-Chief. The 
Winning photos were voted upon by the 
four adjudicators. Student Life Staff were 
not eligible /or the contest. Winners 
received a free WXflC t-shirt.

A t the Alpha Phi Omega 
FairyTale Ball.
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WXAC 91.3 FM
Request Line: 921-7557 (or x. 7557)

C’mon, give us a call... 
you know you want to...



D'gegrobgrfr; 200i0 mtle

Either the freshm en are getting smaller or utility is 
stacking the glasses too high.

Caught Clnawarg

Mike R apino

Geoffrey Smith

Jason Soskin  *
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A ll photos on this 
page was taken by 

Geoffrey Smith.

The Ponding of a Math Pro/essor

mm
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Geoffrey Smith

Stacy Faust

Mike. Rapino
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Class

They call them "Salt & Pepper. "

i> çtism tkr '4j '$000
Pà ge

The Albright Angels

Alyssa waiting fo r  class



fooling around
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The Pagoda

portraiture

General photos 
continued on page n
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T lL ? 'M  ^  T *  to ‘»»w  «  « " r ia l In multiple editions o f
meW bnghtian, but due to copy problems, it was never done correctly. Therefore, it 
was decided to run the story in its entirity in this issue

Was it Worth it?
by Erin Katherine Stell

The man in the passenger seat turned around and faced Eric. “You know 
what you have to do then?” he asked gruffly, his hard gray eyes seeming to pierce

i - T ? “p g fOT ° f  d°ub t Eric was barc,y « * " * * •  familiarweight o f his Colt Peacemaker revolver rested lightly in the basin o f his left hand
Peacemaker. .  how appropriate,” he thought, admiring the way the last few rays 

o sunlight glinted off the bnghtly polished barrel. In the distance, Eric could hear a 
¡22*“ ! ° f^ ° 1C.es m d ^ g h e d  in spite o f himself. “Foolish little lambs,

mission?” £ “ d ^  8 S ^ , : Agent StMk! ^  you Clear on * *  details o f this mission? the man repeated, pullmg on his bushy beard in agitation.
.. 1 and I am also clear on the consequences if  I foil so you don’t

r - S l{ l™ lize h™  “«Portant this is,” Eric answered, his brown eyes troubled. 
“ Ver mUS,ty 1f ather backseat o f the van and grasped the door handle.

looked at him as if  reproaching him for not calling him by his rank 
“Yeah Eric?”
Why’d they pick me? It is because I am so new to the Company and am 

S t ? ” ’ ° r  18 rt JUSt b6CaUSe ShC mUrdered ” y &ther m d 1 “ ^ t Z j o y  this

hiiirv * j0e 1<X)k;td at.®riC While he tu« ed "n & ly  at Ws heard, obviously not in a 
offh ° mSWeT !he tncky <iuestion Put before him. “Well...” he started, but was cut 
off by theman sitting m the driver’s seat who had been quiet up to this point.
nerormnii Ct S * * ‘f y °U ^  su<*essfully complete this mission, I will

r  a a  at Wifc ^  daughter suffer ^  consequences. Now get 
started Stark and do not fail. I f  you do so, the entire country wfllbe plunged into a

fames more bl00dy 1,13111116 one hundrcd years aga 18 Aat
dn 7 ? u Col°”e! Ri erts’ h is perfectly clear,” he answered softly. Stirred by

the h ln d l  r ? tD hlSI amily more than “ ything else. Eric renewed his grip on 
Ae handle and stepped from the van. Closing the door behind him, Eric walked 
barely noticed across the crowed street to the adjacent building 
nfM  * * * * “ « i  Eric leaned against the cold brick wall and listened to the voice
of Martha Day leader of die rebellion, as she praised self-government and urged the
S I T 0 Y ' T thC fadmg democracy upheld by President Willia^Smith. 
Enc s mind wandered momentarily as memories flew in front of his eyes Three 
men bursting into the Stark home in the wee hours of the morning, dragring Erie’s

Enc s father that if he d wanted to keep his family safe, he shouldn’t have testified 
agamst some woman named Martha Day; Eric himself cowering in the comer holding

fo “fear ̂ con&8î  fSK2S
fedier’sW e V * * * deafening811,1811048* * « ^ d i S
W^ffe ^  0WD ™ 8 aCe 88 he ̂ « d  to* nineteen years of
f a th ^ l  * ^  f° ra  Way t0 exact his avenge on the woman who ordered his
father s execution. Then he thought o f what his beautiful wife, Elizabeth would 
think when he didn t come home that night and he thought o f his little daughter 
W«ui,, growing up without a father. “I have no choice... If I don’t go, the Com paq 
w ill..  .N o,Idon t want to think of what those bastards will do to my family if I fefl

to himself. Besides. I might get lucky and actually survive,” he said with no real 
conviction As the sun dipped below the horizon, Eric made his way around the 
building, stopping every now and then to be sure he wasn’t being followed. 
c. . y 11611 be reached Ae side entrance, he cautiously pushed the door open and 
stepped through mto the shadows within. Once inside, he shoved the door shut with 
his foot and used his free hand to grope for the switch plate. Suddenly from the 
darkness, came the sound o f a gun being cocked. Eric froze in his tracks

An ungodly laugh echoed off tenebrous walls. “We knew you’d come Eric 
I suppose some would call it intuition, but I just say we had the right bait.” Two pairs 
o f unseen hands grabbed his arms and tightly held them behind his back. Eric fought 
them as best as he could, but stopped when in front of him he heard the whisk of a 
lighter being thrown open and the saw the flare o f light being cast off. Eric raised his 
eyes from the hand of the speaker to the face looming ominously above the flame 

Recognition flew across his visage as he stared in anger and surprise at the 
man before him. “George,” he whispered, an edge of loathing creeping into his 
voice. The tall blonde man before him merely threw back his head and laughed 
agajn, exposing rows o f rotted and decaying teeth. Eric started fighting wildly against 
his guards and Geoige stopped laughing instantly. His gray-blue eyes twinkled in 
the light cast off by the lighter as he carefully set it down on a nearby stool

“What’s the matter Eric? You thought I was dead, didn’t you? It’s okay, I’ve 
been getting that a lot lately. Especially since you shot me in the chest and then ran 
off like the coward you really are. No normal man would have done such a thing to 
his loving and caring brother,” Geoige had moved in close enough to bump noses 
with Eric but backed off quickly as Eric suddenly jumped into life, fighting and 
struggling against his captors.

“You turned on the family!” Eric exclaimed, spittle flying from his lips like 
ram. “You bought your way into ‘high society’ by ratting on us! Has it been worth it 
Geoige? Has it been worth the life of your mother, your wife, and the lives o f your 
two sons to be able to come and work for the same woman who had our father 
slaughtered and who slaughters thousands every day? Was it hard for you to turn 
your family m as traitors to that crazy Day woman? Was it fun to be the one who got 
to shoot them? It was in the back of the head, wasn’t it? It was, because you weren’t 
man enough to face all the hatred you would have seen in their eyes as they died 
were you? Come on Georgie, spill the beans! Was it worth all that?'”

, “Sh .ut ™*red sunshine on his face m elting into
L  i ,  8 ? *  b*ck and <’"nched * *  h" d  "TO " the mouth. 

Smpnsed by the sudden blow, the men holding Eric dropped him and fell backward 
wjtfi force o f Gemge s anger. Eric seized the opportunity, leapt to his feet, and 
renteved his revolver from the guard who’d taken it. Quickly he pumped the trigger 
«vice, once into fee forehead o f each fee men who'd held him, and spun a ro iJd to  
face hts twm brother. -Always were the ftst one, weren’t you Eric?" said Geoige 
quietly as he recovered himself. "But, my poor brother, I have fee upper hand in feL 
case.

fur fee

„  “P ?* *  you y ° w ab°ut the ‘bait’ I mentioned? Beth and Wendi are here.”
George snickered to himself. “I f  you kill me, you’ll never find them.”

E" f ’smmd raced “How? How could he have gotten to them? George and I 
aren t identical, so he could never have pretended to be me. How?” Pictures flowed 
as freely as water through the streams of his mind. Elizabeth, hair the color o f com 
siUc, eyes meadows of heather, skin as soft as satin, her sweet and gentle voice 
telling him she loved him; Wendi, her mop of delicate dark curls, ruddy cheeks

Mk^ll^iW ieraeff l111118̂ 31 ,!™8bler Sb® bIew ou4 bvo candles atop her birthday
t y  u uSS ̂  7 ®  weeks ag0' 711611 Pictures of'to rn  here, tied up and 

gagged, hearing the high pitched voice o f Martha Day invoking the throbbing nrasses

Oh G^d nte8l3y r y T l ? “  Wh°  SUpP°rt old government. “It can’?be true.Oh God please, it can’t be true,” he prayed in his head.
. , “Where ere they George?” Eric spoke quietly, his voice giving away his

shock and denial. He slowly lowered his gun to his side. 8 X
, ,  George snk^  aloud. “Well gee, I’m not quite sure ol’ boy, but *

8 St°PPed Ge°rge in the middle o f his taunting. He
l s aw am ad®an swinmiing in the eyes ofhis brother Thetip o f Enc s gun smoked eenly in the dim light

“i will only ask you one more time Geoige, and then if  I don’t get the answer 
I want, you die, and I’ll make sure the job is fSshed  this tim e’° G ^ 3 a i  
his brother a long moment, his eyes glazed with pain and fear, and then turned to 
show ^  ̂  » « y y m g h is  brown hair from his eyes, Eric followed.

He followed George down several comdors that all seemed fee same Th,v

Z i  m .  ^  m this, Eric bent irick ly  L d  »« t o  k «

“They’re dead, aren’t they George? Don’t li* r Qi~„^ i_  , ,L 
an edge of sadness to his voice Befon/his brother n I Ia!ready k? ow’ he ̂ d  with 
the Colt and pulled the trigger twice s e n d i n g  k to k s  * *  Eric lifted
and splattering blood m ixSw ith  p i i  c h tite  of u S r f S  £1° head

w ithouuns ^ n d eg ^ ? e S lhnP * * *  ^  fl°°r’ Eric Wfls hal J a y  up C m

He climbed f o r t L  s e e m ^ d h k e 'h o S ^ 0^ 1he’̂ e ^ t o e ^  
otowds grew louder. He tried to use that sound to L w n ^ t o e  n^n and ^  
loss that was screaming in his head for him to stoD co h J  a P f ^ d agony of 
hue. As he turned to climb fee
tracks. Lying at the bottom of the stairs, her head twisted at m  ® ^
her lavender eyes glazed and fixed on the ceiling, was E l i i b e t h T ^ .  ^  ® md 
He fell to his knees and embraced her head, wanting to cry but the t helov&d b e 
come. Hisgaze drifted to follow here and halted on t h j ¡ S f  o f h ^ iT S !1 “0t 
hangmg from the upper landing rail, a rope tied around hertiny t io ta

Continued on page TI
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r  Enraged, Eric leapt to his feet. He dashed up the remaining stairs and untied
the baby. “How did this happen?“ he wondered briefly. Then slowly in his mind, 
Eric could see the whole thing unfold like a movie. He could see Day’s thugs 
surrounding Beth and Wendi, when suddenly, George appears from within the crowd 
of men, grabs Wendi from the warm and loving arms of her mother, and runs up a 
flight of stairs with her. Beth tries to go after him, but the other men block her way. 
George takes out a tiny noose, slips it around Wendi’s neck, and pulls it tight. Slowly 
he slides die baby over the rail, firmly holding his end of the rope.

Liz cries out and attempts to reach for Wendi, but is too far away. The 
sound of the baby’s soft choking drives Beth into frenzy. She tries to jump high 
enough to grab the baby, but she misses. As she awkwardly lands on the edge of the 
ffrst step, oné o f the men reaches out from behind and gives her a rough shove down 
the stairs. As she hits the bottom, a faint crack, much like the snap of a new pencil 
being broken, echoes up to the silent group. The man turns to his comrades, snickers 
disrespectfully, and shrugs as if to say, “Oops!” George laughs heartily with the rest 
ar^ bes off the rope. “Too bad my brother will miss this pretty picture,” he says as 
he descends the stairs, stopping by Beth. “And too bad Day said we had’to kill them. 
It'S almost a shame that Eric had to bring innocent bystanders into this. Oh well 
heTlbé here soon, so you two come with me. As for the rest of you, get back to your 
posts. We’ll clean this mess later.” Then in his mind’s eye, Eric saw all the men 
disperse, leaving his family there to rot for the time being.

Eric lifted Wendi’s little body to his chest and screamed in rage and infinite 
sàdness. The sound seemed minute and unimportant compared to the multitude of 
voices pouring in from the balcony. Eric gently and lovingly set Wendi down and 
closed her tiny eyelids. Then he straightened himself, reloaded his Peacemaker and 
walked calmly up the last flight of stairs. Walking right past the few bodyguards on 
either side o f  the entrariceWay, Eric stepped out ohto; the balcony, and fired two 
shòts mtó tìiè back of thewoman Speaking energetically into the microphone. Then 
he spun around to the foUf bodyguards who had just realized what had happened * 
and were drawing their weapons. Eric pumped the trigger four times, unloading the 
remaining bullets into the skulls of the bodyguards. As their carcasses sagged to the 
floor, Eric threw his empty gun over the side o f the balcony, and waited for the rest 
of Day’s bodyguards to climb the stairs towards him.

, Standing over the limp body of Martha Day, all the hate and anger stored in 
Eric S body left him ahd for the first time he wondered why he’d spent so much of 
his life chasing after revenge. Now that the objects of his love and affection were 
dead, and thè sole object Of his hate lay bleeding to death in front of him, he wondered 
if it was really worth all that he had lost to get here. He searched his soul and 
up with nothing, not one single thing that gave his wasted life some small aspect of 
meahiii£.'c

' Faf below the balcony, the crowd had gone silent mid all Eric could hear 
w^ r ^ ? ^ 1? P ay,s,.^^sÌ1 i«spy breathing. He knew she Stas' in a great deal of pain 
and tfiarshè felt pity fof Her ànd decided
to tiri® her suffering. Eric turned and walked back to one of the dead guards to 
remòta-Ms gun. Coming back to Day, Eric pointed the gun to her héad, closed his 
eyes, and pulled the trigger. After a short convulsion of her body, Martha Day lay 
still ànd Eric could finally hear the heavy footsteps of the too late bodyguards behind 
him. “Heaven forgive me,” he whispered as the rain of bullets seared his flesh and 
light faded into darkness.

Orientation

W i n  a  f r e e  t - s h i r t  

f r o m  W X f l G
Just filjout this interest survey and turn it in to 77?e 

fflbrightian. till returned surveys will be entered into a 
raffie and five will be choosen.

Namfo Sox: ■ -

l>birt f>ize(eirele one): Med. barge X~Is XX-k

Whbt did you like most about this issue?_______________

What did you like least?

Would you like to see more issues like this one?

This space intentionally 
left blank
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Guessing Garoe
Gan you guess who these faculty 

or ‘Administrators are?

«Answers o n  P a g e  16
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Sports Photos
footböH/Qi^rl^ading

From the archives

Greg James

Julie M anwiller

M ark Blank

From the Archives

The Fall 2000 PowderPuff Champions. 
Their advice fo r  winning: "Just show up!"
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Photo by 
M ark Blank

Julie M anwiller

BadmittorVTennis

From the Archives

Maureen Johnston
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Band field Hockey

rno to  oy 
M ark Blank

From the Archives

If you have any pictures 
of student life (artistic, 
sports, formais, etc...). 
Please submit them to 
The fUbrightian Office.

Thanksl

-The fllbrightian 
Student hAfe <§ta//



Volleyball
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Answers to the 
Guessing Game.

(a) Dr. Barker
(b) Dr. King
(c) Marilyn Messner
(d) Cynthia Marsh
(e) we have no idea, we were 

hoping one o f you would.
(f) Dr. Eguae-Obazee
(g) Emerita Assoc. Dean Virginia Scullion
(h) Strat
(i) Dr. Martin
(j) Dr. Voight
(k) Dr. Yoder
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