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TO THE EDITOR:

Several possibilities come to mind as I read the editorial on the
cover of last week's Seminarian: either I am just afraid to face up
to the reality that Brother Mason describes or he just wanted to test
the limits of our apathy or I simply disagreed with what he said. The
first two alternatives don't leave much room for response, and the more
I think about it, the more convinced I am that the third possibility
is in fact the case. -

With the hopes that Horace Sills will read this, let me point out
that some of Don's comments could be categorized among the factors that
commonly contribute to low morale and guilt feelings among groups and/
or congregations (according to Lyle Schaller). I admit that the art-
icle began to have that effect on me until I realized that I simply.
disagreed with it, ‘ :

Now that I've made my plug for brownie points, let me mention
several specific areas of disagreement, Don suggesta that the 80's
will be marked by V"rampant apathy". As far as I'm concerned, that was
a distinguishing mark of the latter half of the 70's. And partially
due to that very fact, we are nov in such a situation, with such rapid,
significant change, that the zpathetic person will quickly get passed
by. I firmly believe that our life-styles are soon due for some dras-
tic alterations and it will be impossible to make them Vapatheticallyii,
I don't think the 80's will allow us to sit on our duffs,

.The editorial also asks, '"Remember when church membership meant
souething?’, suggesting that it no longer does, Admittedly our numbers
may not be what they once were, but isn't this a measure of the quan-
tity of church life rather thah the quality. And I don't think the
lower nimbers reflect an apathy among people so much as they do the
institutional church's failure to acdapt to a changing world,

-As has been pointed out to me so clearly, and which I acknowledge
as true, Presbyterians as a group are not noted for their fervent
church life. and our numbers are probably as bad as anyone!s., Yet in
each of whe churches that I have been involved with, church membership
has definitely meant quite a bit to an awful lot of people,

There is5 a rule in teaching thet vhat you expect from your student
is what you'll get, I think, perhaps, that the rule would apply to
ministry as well. If we supect our people to be anathetic and show
up in small numbers, they probably will, And if thet is the best we
can hope for in the 80's, then I might as well give up this dream and
g0 back to my part-time job as the chaplain over at Agway.

Jim Laas
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TO MY BROTHERS AND SISTERS AT LTS

I regeet that I was unable to bid
each of you a fond, personal farewell
upon the termination of my attendance
at the seminary. Please accept this as
an alternative but equally warm "Auf
Wiedersehen,"

While my reasons for leaving are
too numerous and deep-rooted to be ment-
ioned here; suffice it to say I found my-
self stepping to the tune of a different
drummer than the institution as I marched
toward qualification for the ministry.

So I ask for your prayers; and I shall
pray for you,

I leave LTS with a wealth of warm
memories and good relationships. And
while I left with a great deal of dis-
appointment on one hand, I gleaned a
great deal of pleasure on the other out
of the realization I was able to come away
without the slightest hint of animosity
or hostility in my heart for anyone or
anything I encountered in the LTS commun-
ity. I take pleasure in being able to
say to you that, in spite fo some very
deep differences in conviction between
some of you and me, I enjoyed knowing
each of you and I consider each of you
my firend.

Particularly dear to me was the
fellowship that developed between my
dorm-mates and I at Richards Hall,

To Bruce, Steve, Scott, John, John, and
John, you always made me feel like a
brother despite the great difference in
our ages and I will always cherish that.

I will miss each of you and in particular,
our gathering around the supper-table at
night,

Whether you be student, faculty or
administrator, may I wish you the Lord's
blessings on your endeavors, and may they
bring honor and glory to the name of the
Lord. I am current}y serving God in the
Shore Christian Center, a small but
growing charismatic church in Asbury Park,
New Jersey. Should any of you ever get
out this way I would consider it a
pleasure to see you.

Sincerely yours in
Christ,
John Whalen
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SOME MUSINGS ABOUT CHAPEL

The students and faculty of LTS are
called (not an easily défénable word) to
be here to serve, to grow in knowledge
about serving, to learn about a living
God. How do we do that?

Through study, papers, projects,
books, books, more books, the Bible,...
Y es but libing? 1Isn't there something
more? Living,...indicates a breathing,
a growth, an interaction. Doesn't that
demand time to listen to and talk with,
God? How do we do that? Perhaps by
isolated meditation and prayer, per-
haps by corporatd experience. Perhaps
GCod is even found in our brothers and

sisters...
Where are we all when the Chapel bel!

rings? Yes, the next class demands cram-
ming, the library is open, Chapel isn't
considered important enough to have the
support staff o6 the Seminary attend,
only a few faculty there, a class is
moved off-campus and yes, there are
always a dozen excuses. For many of

us the Semjnary isn't our prime place

of corporate worship, but we ared here
to serve, to learn, to interact; to sup-
port one another, Where are we when the
bells calls us?

We are a busy people, but neverthe-~
less, where should we be, students and
faculty alike?

Sometimes the Services just aren't
so great (this week the Parish Resource
Center did an excellant job). But shoul-
dn't we struggle and learn together,
good or needing improvement?

Yes, there is controversy over sexist
language, to much formality, not enough
but doesn't growth come out of struggle
in coumunity?

It's when we are not there, we lose
you and I. For I suspect we need to meet
God in the community at worship as well
as at study. Revelation didn't end with
the New Testament. Perhaps we would be
healthier community more closely related
te the living God if we did indeed take

time to worship together,
(cont, page 3)



OLCE AWD DO

I walk my life with persistnecce,.
sometimes slcwver, sometimes faster
knoviing full will I'1ll stop but
once,

Once and Done'i

Du if I wvalk this 1ife with no
hone of something more, my walk
becomes a crawl and my thoughts
are drawn to death,

. Once and Done'

Therefore I hold fast to the
hope of eternal life with all my
faith, vhich I keep in my heart:
with all my might,

Once and Done?

Yes, once and done, with this
existence, wvhich is tied to an
carth with both pain and joy., Am
I forced to walk this persistant
road alone? o, not if I invite
my God along,

Once and Done.

When I do reach death's door -
and venture in, where I have not
been before, it will be a comfort
to know my life's companion knovs
the way. I will no longer walk
fast or slow; there I will soar.

Once and Done,

Chip TFalk
ATTHETTON:

The fourth Pot Luck ixtravaganza
will be made menifest in the
refectory on Tuesday evening,
Harch 11th at 6:15,
meints are as follows:

A-% main dish
=X veggies
=R selad

9-%4 dessert
All are welcome, You may bring
your von silverwvare since (like
the Pinto) plastic silverware has
a tendency to explode on impact.,
RP

(Continued from pg. 3)

I need ny brothers and sisters to
Per-
haps I am not alone in this desire.
Jet!s invite one another to Chapel.

be there, perhaps you do too.

Cail M. Tillotson

' PHE DEATH OF A POBT

Bven the trees cried;
leaves drippning dev;
early morning tears,
from a lover true,
Yo more would they lace his lines
with sturdy images, wispy drea:
The sun refused to shine-
it's hope had died it seems,
The clouds hid the teary eyes
of a fond friend of many a
vision,
that seeped from his pen-
the sun nmorned for that reason.
Love in silence stood
in chills, it tried to hide,
the grief of the loss of a partne:
who once stood at it's side,
and sharec its very heart beat
with all who reacd his rhyme,
Lven God sighed;
for another voice lost to time,
Anéd the world wvas quiet, still
not a one would forget the
moment,
When he let his heart go free-
from its earthly torment,.
When he spread his soul dut upon
the breeze- -
time was marked, so all would
know it,
The world wvas left blind,
upon the death of a poet,

RHV

T CONTIVUETHG STORY OF

Course assign-

REV, SYDHEY SPELLING
SUPER PASTOR
CHAPTER TIREE ’

"Just a second nmy cear,v I
calmly responced to Miss Honeypot,
my nov frantic secretary racing ux
the side walk, #I have a job to
doiw

Leaning into the first and
lowest branch of the tree from
vhich the darling little chirper
had fallen, I tucked the sparrow
into its nest, »ausing breifly to
invoke the Lord's healing upon
the trembling body, Then, with
the elegance of a swan, I returned
to the ground leaving behind a
piece of communion bread and a

(cont, Page 4)
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Many of you may think that the
1980 Vinter Clympics were totally
covered in the 51 hours which
ABC broadcast., Vell, don't believe
it. I was there and there are a
number of events which were unduly
neglected,

Consicer the arrival of the con-
tingent from the CGalapagos Islands,
The sleigh dravm by eight tortoises
was cecoratively adorned with beau-
tiful shells from the islanc, and
they Jjourneyed for four months
to arrive there, They only missed
the closing ceremonies by 48 hours.
ABC should have waited,

Millions thrilled to 1800 pounds
of men and machine roaring down
the mountainside in the bobsled
runs, but only a few were fortunate
enough to stumble upon a 3 ton bus
to catch a ride into town; and the
scrambe then was easily more ex-
citing than the U,S.A.-U.S.S.R.
hockey ratcl.

At any rate, I thought you should

hand than the local gossip. In-
structing her 1mmvclately to call
the local nrayer chain for immed-
iate prayers for a Herox healing,
I headed for the machine., For I
knew that congregation withcut a
bulletin on Sunday morning tvas
like a blinc¢ man wvithout a walk-
ing cane,

Will the Xerox machine be heal-
ed? Will Rev, Sidney Spelling
be able to lecad his congregation
vithout a bulletin?Tune in nex
week,
Tiin PTP PROGRAL:: PASY, . PRESEIT,,,

FUTURE?222

This Tuesday during the conm-
munity hour, both past and pres-
ent members of the PIP nrogram
wvill be commenting on their exp-
criences within the ppogram, You
are all invited to hear some of
the ‘igood stuffi’ about the prograw
during community hour aththe ilafer
Center,

know--there are amny more stories

behind a sporting event than the

networks would lead you to believel
HORT

SIDHLY continued

Jesus saves tract for the sparrou'sg
enjoyment,

iiliow my dear secretary, vhat,..’
But before I could finish the
question, the buxom blonde, with
an excessive amount of cherry lip-
sitck had entw i ned herself around,
my neck seecking my collar for sol-
ace for her tears.

Wlly cdear, what is so pressing a
trauma that you find this hyster-
ical response necessary? I re-
sponcded, trying to unwind the
clinging arms from my meck lest
the local gossip eye the incident
from her bedroom across the street)

'"Ch, Pastor S5Spelling,'' she gasp-
ed in a rushed panicky voice,

The copy machine is broken and
it's time to do the bulletins.,®

I surmised in an instant that

there was even more of a danger at
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