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WHAT BVER HAPPENED TO THE 6-FACGE
SEMIITARIAI?

Although I'm not old enough to remember the fitve cent cup of
coffee, I'm old enough to have heard about it as a sign of the good
old days, 1'm certain that the young people of today will hear about
the times vhen gasoline was under a dollar a gallcon, and they will
react in amazement, just as we do vhen we see a Sears catalogue from
the first of second decade of this century., Prices have riscen sharply
and there i1s no foresecen reason for any reversal in the trend,

We at the Seminarian office vere sitting around this week asking
ourselves some nostalgic questions, such as the title of jthis article,
what ever happened to the 6 page Seminarian? Looking at last semester,
we noticed a markéd decling in the number of contributions this year.
Did everyone meke a new year's resolution to quit writing? I hope not.

S0 as not to belabor the point, I will move into other areas of
nostalgia, DRemember vhen church membership meant something? ‘hen wve
could be proud of the growth that had been telking place, both in our
lives ang in the lives of our fellow Christians? Remember when we had
to articulate our convictions, and back them up with action? UWhatever
happened to our willingness to be counted as a caring community,

A big concern of all of us here will probably be in that of church
attendance, VWhatever happened to the 50 or Bven 4O per cent attendance
that ve used to boast, I read through my Confirmation handbook seelng
that my confirming church had a Sunday school average attendance of
65%. If I wvere to compare this to the casual observation of this
community at worship, I would say that figure is easily four tinmes
better then our ovn attendance figure, I knov as well as eanyone else
here that you can't bully anyone into church or chapel attendance, and
most non-attenders have very good excuses, Most church non-attenders
have practiced their excuses well, we at Seminary must polish ours
some more, Chapel may not be a high priority item for all of us all’
the time, after all even ‘they¥ only have to wvorship God once a week,

Whaterer happened to the value of education? If we as a nation |
were to share a common coucern for guality and eguel education for all
citizens, would that be a goal that we could conscionably live with?
At one point .in time, we could not provide education on a consistent
level, because not all people viere governed by tlre same set of laws,
As vie have matured into equality as a people, we must move tovard a
new educational vision, This is one area vhere the good 0ld days hate
passed on, but the good old methods have staged with us,

thatever happened to the Six page Semindrisn? It has gone by the
vayside with all the other areas of involvement which willl contribute
to the mood of the 80's,..rampant avathy.
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DID YOU LVER...

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

The frog feellng comes when---you
vant to be bright, but feel dull,
You want to share, but are selfish,
You want to be thankful, but feel
resentment,
are small, You want to care, but
are indifferent.

Yes, at one time or another each

of us has found themselves on a 1lily

pade.s frightened and disgusted, but
too frogish to budge.

FAIRY TALRE?
was a frog. He was a prince who
looked and felt like a frog., A

vicked witch had cast a spell on him,

Only the kiss of a beautiful young
maiden could save him, But since

when c¢o beagutiful maidens kiss frogs.

5o there he sat—-—--UNKISSED PRINCEH
in frog form,

But miracles happen, One day a

bezutiful maiden grabbed him UpP gnd

ga¥e him a big smack. Crash---
BOOM===~~ sapt! There he was---a

handsome prince. And the rest you
know, They lived,..happily...ever
after.

. So what is the task of Christians?

To KISS FROGS, of course,
I Sam. 16:7; Gal. 6:2;1 John L4:18,
3:18; Phil 2:35,4

COMMUNITY EOUR

Tuesday, February 26 at 9:30 am
in the Hafer Center, the Seminar

abroac participants will share with

the entire communiyy slicdes and
other mementos of their trip to
Centmal America, , }
This should prove to be a very
interesting time of sharing,
will be coffee afailable during

and after the presentation, but you

have to bring your own popcorn,
doughnuts etc, if you want any,
See'” you there,

Frogs feel slow,

You want to be big, but

Once upcn a time there

There

17 SURE GROANS

Your trousers are ready, ' the
tailor panted,

1It!'s a brilliant evening, said
the worm glowingly,

"Let me give you an enena,’ the
nurse inserted,

ictive me the ferrous sulfate,V
He said ironically. ‘

"It's 50 below zero,' she salid
coldly,

iTt's over 90," he remarkec
heatedly.

"The coffee 1s cold,? the husbhnd
gaicd dcily.

iy temperature is 105,V he saicd
feverishly.

"Hand over the nitric acid,®
the chemist fumed,

That wvas a bad incision,® the
surgeon said cuttingly.

You mean 1 have anemia?? the
patient peled,

“The car Just ran out of gas,¥
he sputterecd,

“l've just talten Idltown,’ she
said trenquilly,

WItd better give you a hypo-
dermic,? the doctor injected.

"Your heart sounds like you've
got rheumatic fever,” the doctor
nurmurred,

e starving cdeer need hay,¥
sald the game warden balefully,

71 snould have bought some gold
to make a 1little '"prophet'!'? Dr,
inglert testified,

REV, SIDIRY SPELLING S.P,
Part 2

I raced for my car and clamberec
in, I secured myself shoulder
and wvaist with its safety harnesse
Pulling out of my driveway at lL:3C
and 15 seconds, the fifteen minute
drive to church would make ne
unforgivzdly late, so I called
the local gendarmes on ny C,B,
and vith a pglice escort alit
from my economy vegon at cxactly
L:36 and 12 seconds., As I stooped
to help a crippled bird to its
nest, I heard a cry, " Pastoriii,..”

Yo Be Continucd



nE GLMMET  SYNDROME

1

"L don't uncerstand Doc. It just
happened, I was lounging in ny.
evening chedr after a hearty supper
of stceak and potatoes, The six
otclock nevs was on, It started with
the Iranian students screaming 'Give
us the Shah, Give us the Shahi!

I felt a kin¢ of dizziness. Then
there was a story about some high-
school kids who were picketing
against the Ayatollah, The signs
read, 'CGive us back our diplomats.'
That's vhen I started to sweat., I
moved my chalr closer to the TV
and turned up the sound, Hext,
there was a report on the Chicago
fireman's strike., The pickets
clammered in uniscn, 'give us morei!

I turned to my wife, largaret. She
ves lying on the couch reading the
newspaper. I felt a sudden desire
to read the nevspaper. It slovly
veaved through the back of my mind
like a hot mist; like werm shaving
cream oozing out of g Gilette dis-
penser, My voice came in a low hiss,
'Gimme the nevspaper,! he didn't
respond, The heat grew, my voice
louder, 'Gimme: the newspaper,'

She peered out over the top, smewhat
confused at my sudden interest in
the paper and wined, 'Vait a second
I', almost finished.! As 1f those
vords vere a match to an open gas
can, my mind exploded into falme,
'Gimme the nespaper nowi! I
shreilted, Hargaret sat upn abruptly.
Put the look in ny eyes must have
been awesome, For she shrunk back
into the cushions in horror of my
distorted face, dislatéd pupils, and
clenched fists., She folded up the
paper quickly and carelessly and
tossed it to me. The front apge

vas kindling vwvood for the fire., I
sat absorbed for severel hours read-
ing of another Dblue flu eplcemic
(policemen out on strike), politi-
cians promises in return for

votes,
and a national baseball star
threatening to jump teams 11 he dic

not get more mone¥y,
The fire burned inside of me s0

that I thirst. Nargaret had mean-

vhile retreated to the kitchen to
talk vith a neighbor. I called T
her, 'Margaret, gimme a beeri!

Iler voice returned, 'Get it
yourselfi!' IPurious, I leaped fro:
my chair, stormed to the kitchen
and removed two cans of Pabst
from the fridge, Defiantly, I
gulped both dovm in front of her
and tossed the cans on the floor,
1Tt's time for bhed,! I commanded,
largaret knew now, that it wvas
futile to quarrel, Vhen I had
finally dozed off however, she
sacked her things and left,

In the morning, I reported to
vork eerly and went straight to
the district manger's office, I
demanded & raise, When he sugges
ed that a raise vas impossible at
this time, I exploded, ‘igimme a
raise,! I shreiked and slammed ny
fists on his desk., ©de retreated,
as 1if I had suddenly accuired
some dangerous disease or somthin
and suggested that I take the res

I leit, satisfied and
for the bank. The teller
was in hysterics after I demanded
ny money from both accounts. Iro.
there, I went to the bar. The
bartender reluctantly served ne,
after I bellowed from the very
doorvay, !'Gimme a beer!!

It vas then that I know there
vas something vrong. 50 I cane

here, Doc, you've got to help
me, Please glimme a cure,”

<

"he doctor »pushed his glasses
up and scanned his notes. Push-
ing the button of his intercom,
he called to his nurse, "ilurse
Pelly, could you prepare a seda-
tive 1njection for lir. Kowe,t
e leaned back in his cha r and
eyed me with those tiny eyes.

iDoc, give 1t to me straight,
I can take it.,7

The nurse ame in the door be-
nind me carrying o loaded syringe

iitam afraic lir., Kope thktt you
have The Glunme Syndrome,

I felt my stomach turn., Uy



armg vent totelly eck. 'lears in
ny eyes, 1 slic¢ Jovn in my chailr,
"oe, You gotta glve me the cure,

1

0
You'lve got to,

ids foce fell into a gloomy

motionea the nurse ouver,
needle prick my shoulder.
's voice came back at me,
y tinere is no knowvm cure
1ﬂme Syncorme, It is al-
1.
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ran Lo convulse, ilo, no.
cure, I leaped to ny fect.
e caugnt my shoulders, 1
her catching her on the

b a solid rigut-cross, Yhe
nands grioped my arm ané uc
me to the floor. I felt
begin to vork, As the
glovly moved in, my voice
“Oh Cod, gimme eternal
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Cold, cold roin
Colc, cold me,
Dreary, gloomy
Ugly.
A mist envelopes
Shrouds, separates.
Unfocused, unclcar
flone,

aam ness

Permeating, JOHﬁL““tln;.
I shiver., I'm so cold,
lce,
YWhere is soring?
Where is thn sun?
someone plensC—-—
Smile,

Jans



