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iS:CMIITAIUAlT? 

Although I'm not olcl enough to remember the fmve cent cup of 
coffee, I'm old enough to have heard about it as a sign of the good 
old clays. I'm certain that the young peO})le of today uill hear about 
the times YThen gasolin-e vms under a dollar a gallon, nnd they \:Till 
react in amazement, just as ;,-ie do rrhen we see a De2rs catalogue from 
the first or second decade of this century. Prices have risen sha.rply 
and there is no foreseen reason for any reversal in the trend. 

He at the ,Seminarian office i.:ere sitting aroui1d. this rreek a,sking 
ourselves some nostalgic questions, such as the title of ;this article, 
uhat ever happened to the 6 i)age Seminarian? Looking at last semester, 
we noticed a marked decling in the number of contributions this year. 
Did everyone malrn n nerJ year's resolution to quit uri ting? I hOJJe not. 

Do as not to belabo:b the point, I ic!ill move into other areas of 
nostalgia. Demember uhen church membershiiJ me2nt sornothing? ~/hen HG 
could be proud of the gronth that hacl been·- t2J:dng place, both in our 
lives ans in the li ve.s of our fellou Ch1~istians? nemember \:Jhen vrn had 
to articulate our convictions, and back ther..1 up ui th action? \Jhatever 
happened to our willingnes,s to be counted as a cu.ring community. 

A big concern of all of us here nill probablsr be in that of churcb 
attendance. Hhatever haJ)penecl to the 50 or ~ven L1.0 i)er cent attendance 
that ue used to boast. I read. through my Confirmation handbook seeing 
that my confirming church h2,d a Dunday school average e.ttenclance of 
65%. If I uere to compare this to the casual observation of.this 
community at uorship, I nould say thc:i.t figure is easily four times 
better than our om1 attendance figure. I knou ,2.s uell a.s anyone else 
here tlrnt you can 1 t .. bully anyon·e ·into. church or chapel attendance, and 
most non-attender·s have very good exc1rnes. Nost church non-attenders 
have practiced their excuses WPll, rrn at Semi.nary must polish ours 
some more. Chapel .rnay not be a hic;h priority i tern f.or all of us all 
the time, after all even 11 they11 only have to uorship Goel once a Heek. 

\fhate:uer ha1Jpened to the value of education? If ue as a nci.tion 
·Here to share a common co11cern for'. quality and equal education for all 
citizens, Y!OUld that be a goal that Fe could conscionably live with? 
At one point .in time, ue could not provide education on a consistent 
level, beca.Use not all peOj_Jle uore governed by Ure s.sljJe sot of laus. 
As ue have matured into equality e.s a people, Y!e mu.st move t01~rarc1 a 
new educe..tional vi.sion. 1fhis is one area uhere the gooill. old clays ha"fe 
:passed on, but the good old methods have stayed with us. 

\Jllatever h8ppenec.l to the Six page Sernirnlri.s.n? It hes gone by the 
wayside uitll o..11 the other areas of involvement uhich nill contribute 
to the mooc~ of the 80 1 s ••• rampant apathy. 

'!irn...,, ~ 1 r~ T 1\1:~ ...... ..-.. ...... 
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DID YOU :CVER ••• 

Feel like a frog? Frogs feel slow, 
low, ugly, puffy, drooped, pooped. 
I know, one told me. 

'rlrn frog feeling comes Yvhen---you 
want to be bright, but feel dull. 
You want to share, but are selfish. 
You want to be thankful, but feel 
resentment. You want to be big, but 
are small. You want to care, but 
are indifferent. 

Yes, at one time or another each 
of us has found themselves on a lily 
pad ••• frightened and disgusted, but 
too frogish to budge. 

FAifiY 'rALE? Once upon a time there 
was a frog. Be was a prince who 
looked and felt like a frog. A 
wicked witch had cast a spell on him. 
Only the kiss of a beautiful young 
maiden could save him. But since 
v,rhen c:o beautiful maidens kiss frogs. 
So there he sat---UNKISSED PRINCE 
in frog form. 

But mira.cles hap1Jen. One day a 
be2utiful maiden grabbed him up and 
gabe llim a big smack. Crash--­
EOOH-----Za1J ! There he was---a 
handsome prince. .And the re st you 
know. They lived ••• happily ••• ever 
after. . 
__ So what is the task of Christians? 
To KI.SS FROGS, of course. 

I .Sam. _16:7; Gal. 6:2; I John L1.: 18, 
3: 1 8; Phil 2: 3, L~ 

COi'~iUrJ]TY EOUR 

':ruesday, February 26 at 9:30 am 
in the Hafer Center, the Seminar 
abroad participants vrill share VIith 
the entire communiyy slides and 
other mementos of their trip to 
Centnal America. -

This should prove to be a very 
interesting time of sharing. There 
will be coffee afailable during 
and after the presentation, but you 
have to bring your oun popcorn, 
doughnuts etc. if you uant any. 

See·· you there. 

1 '7 c·un"·' Gnn1 ··TC' .!..L. .!:::>...~ - -.)_ :-.. u !,t.) 
"Your trow3c;r-s are ready, •1 the 
tailor inmted. 

;1It1 s a brilliant evening, said 
the norm glowingly. 

i 1Let me give you an enerna, 11 the 
nurse inserted. 

"Give rne the ferrous sulfate,n 
Ee said ironically. 

n It 1 s 50 belm1 zero, 11 she said 
coldly. 

•11 It's over 90, 11 he remarkec~ 
heatedly. 

"The coffee is colc.1, 11 the husbnC: 
said icily. 

i•hy temper&ture is 105, 11 he saic 
feverishly. 

"Hand over ths nitric o.cid, '' 
the chemist fumed. 

"That uas a bad incision, 11 the 
surgeon said cuttingly. 

• 1You rnea.n I have anemia?" the 
T:latient ·r)aled. 
- "

1I1l18 car just ran out of gas,;; 
he s::m t terec.~. 

;1 (i ve just to.lrnn IIil to rm, 11 she 
E3aicl tranquilly. 

''I'd betbsr give you a hypo­
dermic, 11 the c~octor injected. 

•1Your heart .sounds like you've 
got rheumatic fever, 11 the doctor 
nmrmurred. 

n 111he starving c~eer need hay, 11 

said the gw;rn narclen bale fully. 
n I sl1ould have bought some gold 

to rnalrn a little 1 prophet'11 Dr. 
I:::nglert testified. 

n:cv. ,srrnn~Y ,spi-:;11,nm s. P. 
-~- -~-· Pc_U:t ~z---~ ~~-

I raced for my car anc'~ clar!l.berec· 
in. I secured rnysel f shoulder 
and naist with its safety harnessE 
Pulling out of my dri:vor1ay at L~: 3C 
e..ncl 15 seconcl.s, the fifteen minute 
clri vo to church rrould maJ~e me 
unforgiv?~ly late, so I c2lled 
the local gondarmeG on my C.B. 
anc.1 ui th a pc.lice escort ali t 
from my economy rragon at exactly 
4:36 and 12 seconds. As I stooped 
to help a crippled bird to its 
nest, I hearc1 a cry, 11 Pastor ! : l ... n 

~1.:0 De Continued 
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THE G Hil1iJI SYIJDDOHJ~ 

11 1 don 1 t unc~erstanc1 Doc. It just 
happened. I YJas lounging in my 
evening cht~r after a hearty supper 
of steak and potatoes. The six 
o'clock neus uas on. It started rri th 
the Iranian students screaming 'Give 
us the ,Shah, Give us the Shah! 1 

I felt a kind of dizziness. Then 
there vas a story about some high­
school kids uho rrere picketing 
against the .Ayatollah. The signs 
re ad, ' Give lLS back our diplomats. 1 

That's uhen I started to srreat. I 
moved my chair closer to the TV 
and turned up the sound. next, 
there was a report on the Chicago 
fireman's strike. The pickets 
cl2Jnmered in unison, 'give us more: r 

I turned to my \7ife, l''iargaret. She 
uas lying on the couch reading tlrn 
ne\!SlJa1Jer. I felt a sudden desire 
to read the nei:rsr1a1Jer. It slo'.1ly 
rreaved through the back of my mine'. 
like a hot mist; like via.rm shaving 
creax.a oozing out of a Gilette dis­
penser. Hy voice came in a lon hiss, 
'Gimme the ne1:rs1Jc;i_per. ' She di cin 1 t 
respond. The heat grew, my voice 
louder. 1 Gimme , the newspaper. ' 
She peered out over the top, sme1yhat 
confused at my SQdden interest in 
the lJaper and Hined, 'r!ait 2. second 
I' , almost finished.' As if those 
uorcls nere a match to an open gas 
can, my mind exploded into falme. 
' Gimme the ne spaper nmv ! ' I 
shreil:ed. hargaret sat up abrUTJtly. 
nut the look in r1w eyes must have 
been auesorne. For she shrunk back 
into the cushions in horror of my 
distorted face, clia.lated ·1rnp-Lls, and 
clenched fi.sts. She folcled up tJJo 
paper quickly and carelessly and 
tossed it to rne. 'l'he front _apge 
rras kindling i:.'Oocl for the fire. I 
sat absorbed for several hours read­
ing of another blue flu epidemic 
(policemen out on strike), politi­
cians promises in return for votes, 
and a national baseball star 
threatening to jump teams if he did 
not get more mane~. 

The fire hurned inside of me so 
that I thirst. Eargaret had mee.n-

uhile retreated to the ldtcl1Gn to 
talk ui th a neighbor. I called t 1 

her, '1,iarge~ret, gimme a beer: 1 

Iler voice returned, 1 Get it 
yourself! 1 i"urious, I leaped fro: 
my chair, stormed to the kitchen 
and removed tvo ca11s of Pabst 
from the fridge. Defiantly, I 
gulpec1- both doun in front of her 
and tossec1- the cans on the floor. 
1 It 1 s time for bed.' I comm<mcled. 
Nargaret knew norr, that it rras 
futile to quB.rrel. \Jhen I haci. 
finally clozec1 off hov~revc:c, she 
packed her things and left. 

In the morning, I reported to 
uork e2rly and YJent straight to 
the district manger's office. I 
demandeci. 2 rais0. When he sugges 
eel that a rai,sc~ uas impossible at 
this time, I exploded. .., gimme a 
raise, 1 I shroiked and slanuneo my 
fists on his desk. Ee retreated, 
as if I had sucldenly acquired 
some dangerous disease or soi:rr:thin 
and suggested that I tcire the res 
of the day off vhile he looked 
into it. I left, satisfiec'i. and 
headed for the bank. The teller 
rras in hysterics after I demanded 
rny money froE1 both accounts. Fro. 
there, I vent to the ba.r. 'j~he 
bartender rel uc tc.m tly served me, 
after I bellouetl from the very 
dooruay, 'Gimme a beer 1' 

It uas tl10n that I krn:m there 
uas something rrrong. So I cmne 
here. Doc, you've got to help 
n1e. Please ~imrne a cure." 

'l1lrn doctor :pushecl his glasses 
up o..ncl scanned hi,s notes. Push-
. t' , ' t " 1 . . ' ~n~ -ne ou~-on 01 11s in~ercom, 
he c.:nl1ed to his nurse, 11 :rrurse 
1-'olly, c,1uld you prepare a seda­
tive injection for l'lr. J(O\>e.i• 
ne leanec":. bach: in his cha-· r and 
eyed me uith t~10se tiny eyes. 

"Doc, give it to me straight. 
I can take it." 

~Che nurse came in the cloor be­
hind rne carrying e. loaded syringe 

"I 1 Zil afraic~ hr. Ko:Je thtt you 
have The Girirn1e Sync~rome. •1 

I felt m;'f stor;mch turn. Hy 
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g1u:i (cJ11t 1 .) 

c::.rms 1.-0 n t tot .:J_l y '- .·-e ;:-J;:. '_t' e 2r s i i1 
my eyos, I sli( (01n in my chair. 
nnc,c, You 30-C:c2. 2;ive mo the cure. 
You 1 vo sot to,:• 

]~s f~ce fell into a gloomy G2d­

ness as he motionec~ the nurse cJver. 
I fblt the neeJle }rick my shoulder. 
I1he (!octor' s voice c21;1e back 2t rne, 
"Lr. r:'):Je, t~iere is no h:.nonn cure 
for '_L1l_LC C::iE1El8 Dync~ori:18. rt is al­
i.Ja.--:/s f c~t.:-:tJ_. 1; 

.L bec;;211 to convul.se. ''1fo, no. 
Cimrne o_ cure,;: I le2,:_)ecl to i~lY foot. 
The nurse cought my shoulders. I 
sFung at her catchin3 her on t~e 
nose with 2 solid rig:1t-cross. '_,_1he 
doctor's :12nc's gri~y~Jecl_ my ana anc: ~1c 
~restled me to the floor. I f~lt 
the c~rug be gin to 1. 'orlc. As t:J.c 
blackness slo~ly move~ in, my voicu 
crie( out, ;;uh Go(, ginrne eternal 
life.': 

:cil .v 

.~LI~?_1_1 ~· ";~.--~ TUlilT 

::;oL., col C'. r~"..in 
Col(, colc: nm. 
Dreary, gloomy 
Ugly. 

A mist envelopes 
3hrouds, separates. 
Unfocused, unclear 
Alone. 

rC1h.cre I .s cc clam~_1 110 ,SS 

lerrae2ting, )enctr2tin3 • 
I shiver. I 1 D co cold. 
Ice. 

\!here is s~1ring'? 
Ulrnre is the sun'? 
3oraeone ~lecsc-­
E~milo. 
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