


FOREWORD . ..

A new year . . . threshold of a new decade . . . hopes for a
bright future — these thoughts are with us at this time. Dana is
ever-growing, ever-changing, is new and renewed. But always its
spirit lives on with those who come and go.

Likewise, the SOWER has grown and changed. The anthology
was first printed in 1942, and contained only creative writing. As
years passed by it grew to include art work, and more recently,
musical compositions. This year the SOWER contains creative
writing, musical compositions, art, a translation of poetry from the
German, and also a two-act allegory.

Yet the past has not been forgotten. Three beautiful old gas
lamps, sent as a token of friendship from Copenhagen, now provide
a soft, warm glow for the student along the way. This spirit has
been reproduced on the cover of the 1960 SOWER.

With a remembrance of the past and a look to the future, we
present to you the 1960 SOWER. It is yours to read and enjoy.
May it serve as a reminder of a year at Dana of which you were a
part.

To Professor Joseph Langland, University of Massachusetts, and
Professor Norman C. Bansen, to the staff, the contributors, and all
who have a part in creating the 1960 SOWER, I am sincerely grate-
ful. You have made this publication a reality.

Arlyce Fuchs, Editor
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THE SAND AND THE SUN

R. V. Carr

He stood on the chapel steps looking into the glare of the af-
ternoon sun; his mind wandered in the red, flat desert that shifted
before him. He hated the wind storms, when the sand drove so
hard that the adobe on the mission walls was bleached to a blind-
ing whitness—almost as if the evil desert had purified the church.
When the sand raged and screamed, it steadily carved deep
grooves in the buildings of the mission Del Solaz and the burning
grains even etched small designs of renewed hate in the soul of
Father Antonio. He hated the desert, and sometimes he found hate
for the rancheros, and more often, he hated the raiding comman-
cheros from the North. But his hate for the desert left little room
in his crowded soul.

Many years had passed since Father Antonio had brought
Christ to these people, but Christ had changed; He was no longer
the Blessed Virgin’s Child of the green valleys of Spain. He had
become the dry doctrine that Father Antonio was to preach to the
rancheros and peasants of this forsaken wilderness. He often
fancied that he could teach more of Christ to the snakes and liz-
ards than to the superstitious Mexicans with their desert spirits.

“Padre! padre!” The cry wafted and dried in the desert sun.

“Come quickly, mamacita!”

The tall dark frame of Father Antonio turned vainly from the
sun in the direction of the small voice.

“Quietly, Pepito, I will come.”

The words never betrayed a hint of that which dwelt in the
soul. Father Antonio’s brown, wrinkled hand swallowed the small
soft fingers of Pepito and together they headed toward the arch-
way leading to the main street of the silent Mexican village.

Father Antonio walked slowly, not with the meditating slow-
ness of the humble monk, but he walked almost haltingly, swaying
heavily on his right foot. He walked with the bones that were no
longer young, those that had once carried him through the fertile
olive groves of Granada. They were getting old and brittle—dried
by the omnipresent desert sun.

“Hurry, padre. Mama is very sick!”

“Yes, yes, Pepito, I am hurrying.”
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They had walked past the first of the small adobe houses
which lined the dusty street in twe crooked rows. The houses had
the same dry, white-washed appearance as the walls of the mis-
sion. Only these houses were roofed with dark thatch, for few men
in El Pueblo De Solaz could afford the fine red tiles that covered
the buildings of the mission.

As they passed between the rows of houses, Father Antonio
saw the same scenes he had viewed for thirty-five years. Nothing
had changed in Solaz; it was preserved like a tomb—a tomb in the
desert.

Pepito led Father Antonio through a low doorway into a dark,
stifling room. He recognized the odors of the hot air; they no lon-
ger strangled him with their burning scents. He could smell the
peppers which were drying in strings near the single window. He
smelled the spices of uncleaned cooking bowls and the brilliant
dyes of the coarse wool blankets, all of which were added to the
eternally rising dust of the floor.

“I have brought Father Antonio.”

He glanced at the bulging mound on the low cot against the
wall. A small square of fused light, from the lone window, fell on
the wrinkled face of the aging woman.

“Ay senora? Qué pasa?”’

“Padre!” The parched lips moved.

“Padre, the desert spirits are in me; they have come to take
my heart.”

“No, senora, they will not take it. Quietly now, you must
rest.”

As Father Antonio knelt down beside the cot, he looked deep-
ly into the feverish eyes of the old woman, eyes that he had seen
often before, the eyes of sickness—a disease of the desert. And
maybe it really did come from the desert spirits. He wiped the
sweat from her forehead. He thought of what the outcome of her
illness would be; maybe a day or only an hour, but she would die
soon.

“Father, will mamacita die? Will she die?”

“Only if it is God’s will, Pepito.”

Father Antonio turned and clasped his rosary between his
hands. He bowed his head. The prayers droned through the dark-
ness. They mingled with the dust of the floor; they rose and fell,
dryly drifting through the hot room.

Pepito was quietly sobbing and praying, but his prayers fell
damp in the dust of the floor; they splashed into tiny patterns of
red mud.



A short time later, a deep sigh penetrated the thick atmos-
phere of the dark room and Father Antonio could be heard pro-
nouncing the Benediction—the word-spirits, unreal, rolled slowly
between Father Antonio and Pepito.

“Padre?” a weak voice asked, “padre?”

“Yes, Pepito.”

“No! No! Mama?”

“Come, Pepito.”

Father Antonio stepped out into the hot desert sun. A slight
wind was whirling small funnels of sand around the buildings. As
he walked toward the mission his head was bowed, but not with
reverence. He looked down at the dry, red earth. He felt the tug-
ging hand of the sobbing Pepito, and he thought how much he
hated the sand and the sun.

NIGHT ENCHANTMENT
Sally McMahon

Giving light upon the world are the moon and the stars.

Illuminated by the moon are the well-rounded rocks embedded
deeply into the abounding hills.

The bird of prey hovers into space casting its rambling
shadow on the heads of the hills.

Shallowed crevices are protected from the moon’s ray and
small almost obscure insects are busily consuming the day’s
tributes.

Ambling over rock and pebble, searching endlessly for food,
the coyote settles its shrunken body into the mouth of a hill.

And peering down at him is the philosopher amongst the hills,
the owl.

Seeing and knowing all, he gazes below with indifference at a
valley blind with darkness...a microcosm...in the stillness
of night.



“OUR FATHER WHO ART
IN HEAVEN”

T. J. Hess

¥, ..the blast leveled homes in an area of fifty miles; radiation
killed all living creatures up to one hundred miles. New York a
desert!” Johnny threw down the paper and walked off sunny
Market Street into a small bar. The bar hummed with conversa-
tion and a great number at the rail kept the bartender busy filling
glasses. The drunks piled up in the back of the establishment. 1
guess the news left little time for preparing against the inevitable
attack on this great city, thought Johnny, as he reached for his
glass of scotch. A flash came over the radio...“Any persons at-
tempting to leave the city will be shot at the police barricades!”
Johnny laughed inside himself at the astonishment on the cus-
tomers’ faces when they heard this. Where could they go? There’s
no sense getting out of town now, might just as well sit tight and
wait for the end. He slung the drink of scotch down across his
tongue and it led a bitter trail toward his stomach. Getting up
from the bar stool, he crossed the barroom and strode back into the
sunshine. Walking briskly, he observed people scurrying back and
forth carrying their life possessions strapped to their backs. They
were preparing to evacuate the city.

Windows along the walks were smashed; thieves reached in
and a handful of wedding rings disappeared. It’s disgusting, John-
ny said to himself; God’s creatures act just like pack rats leaving a
sinking ship. The biblical story of Noah and the ark crossed his
mind. Where can they go but to certain death?

Johnny walked on. Here and there he could hear people
screaming and crying. .“and there shall be weeping and gnashing
of teeth”...the phrase raced through his mind. He looked across
the street and saw the bloody remains of a suicide leap from the
forty-story building. One of many before the end, he said to him-
self. He took a left turn into an abandoned restaurant. The mirror
behind the counter was smashed, otherwise everything was in
place. He sat down at the counter and lit a cigarette. A sign over
the counter read: “No credit allowed!” Isn’t that the way it is
right now, he mused, nothing but cash on the line! We are going
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to get what’s coming to us. After our long cold war they're paying
us off in total destruction! Picking up a salt shaker he threw it
across the room; it shattered against the far wall. Out he went in-
to the daylight. Another two blocks and he stood in front of a huge
cathedral with the doors ajar. He walked in. His footsteps echoed
up the long aisle. Johnny walked to the front, shed his coat onto a
nearby bench, straightened his clerical robe, stepped up to the al-
tar, knelt down. ..“Our Father who art in heaven...!”

LENT
Willa Houtwed

Ash Wednesday.

Cold and drear, the darkened snow s
Covers the land. The leafless trees

Seem mourning in their nakedness.

The sun hides its face in shame.

All is white and black,

A contrast of the pure

Against the vacant soul

Of man. What promise here?

Silent and sure the seasons change.
The ground again is bare, and where
The snow lay, now are tufts of green.
The sun still hides its face

Behind the clouds, and soft spring rain
Falls to the earth.

Resurrection.

The dawn arrives, and with it comes

The song of birds. No more of snow or rain,

But only sunlight streams from skies of blue.

A tree, once barren at the summit of a lonely hill

Is now adorned with green,

The hill is now a labyrinth of flowers.

Thus do the seasons change, and thus the soul of man
Is cleansed, until another Lent

Brings need, then promise, then relief.
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APRES - MIDI

Rhytimically Bright

Isaac Jenkins
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Hacetta Jim Olsen

MAN ALONE

Jim Olsen

Although my ketch was at anchor, it rolled and pitched with
the waves. A vicious wind forced its way between the high rocky
cliffs that flanked the narrow mouth to the cove. I could barely
hear the shrill of the wind whistling through the rigging above the
torrents of rain pounding on the cabin roof. It was not an unusual
storm for February though. I had experienced worse storms many
times.

It was depressing to be alone; to think back over the past few
empty years. Each one had seen me degenerate one step further.
I made my way across the cabin to a bottle of rum. The sky was
bright as day for an instant, then came a deafening clap that rolled
off into a whisper. Bottle in hand, I stepped out on the deck. I was
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completely drenched by the rain in a few seconds, but the wind
was warm and the water soothed my hot face. Once again I was
lost in memory. The bottle was almost empty before I realized, but
I had had enough. I tossed it into the water. It floated upright at
first, but the wind and waves took their toll. It began bobbing from
side to side, taking in water, diluting the once pure rum. More
and more water splashed in as it slowly sank until only the neck
remained above the surface. I turned away. I could not watch it
any longer. I knew what would happen to the bottle...and to my
soul.

DER GOTTSUCHER

Gustav Schuler

Ich habe Gott gesucht und fand ihn nicht.
Ich schrie empor und bettelte ins Licht.
Da, wie ich weinend bin zuriickgegangen,
Fasst’s leise meine Schulter: ,Ich bin hier,
Ich habe dich gesucht und bin bei dir.” —
Und Gott ist mit mir heimgegangen.

THE SEEKER

Translated by
Willa Houtwed

I sought the Lord, and yet I found him not.
I raised my voice, and in that hope I fought.
Then, as I weeping fell, at dusk of day

He raised me, softly saying, “I am here,

I have sought, and found, and I am near.”
And God is with me on my homeward way.
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THE LOST DEADLINE

Holger Madsen

:“Well, that’s all for today,” sighed Joe as he stuck the reports
into the big brown envelope. Pushing his chair back from his
desk, he swung a tired foot over his knee and wearily began to un-
lace his hiking boot. With about as much gusto as a man who has
hiked twenty miles can muster, he repeated the same procedure
with the other foot. Uttering a long groan he extended his stock-
inged feet in a gesture of complete fatigue. Too tired to move he
just sat and stared out of the dirty window. He was too exhausted
to think. Joe was jolted back to realization by the shrill jingle of
the phone. Staring at it with contempt, he let it ring, hoping that
whoever it was would soon give up. No dice—the phone kept ring-
ing. Snapping to alertness he grabbed the receiver, “Yea,” he
growled.

“Long distance,” said the sweet voice at the other end of the
wire. “We have a call for a Mr. Joe Johnsen. Los Angeles is call-
ing.”

“Put them on,” said Joe.

“It’s a Mr. Les Regan from Los Angeles who wishes to speak
with a Mr. Joe Johnsen,” insisted the operator.

“Well, who the devil do you think I am, Santa Claus? Put
Regan on.”

“Yes, Sir,” gasped the operator.

With the receiver to his ear, Joe reached for a pencil and pa-
per while the operator struggled to get a clear line. After the usual
interlude that always went with a long distance call in a small
town, Joe finally heard a familiar “Hello, Joe.”

“Hello, Les, what’s up?”

“Got a pencil and paper, Joe?”

“Just like asking a duck if it can swim,” thought Joe. But that
was Regan for you, always direct—never any time for salutations.
“Yea, shoot,” he muttered.

“150 blue, 250 pink, 600 red, 700 green, 240 brown, 60 purple,
2 twenties and 1 thirty. These are all bales. Did you get them all?
And make sure that they are all number one stuff.”

‘“‘Since when did I ever send you anything but number one?”
snarled Joe.
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“0.K. O.K.,” said Regan apologetically. “Don’t be so touchy.”

“Where do you want them and when?” yawned Joe.

“No later than October 6, spotted in Frisco.”

“Are you crazy? That’s less than two weeks away and it's
still too bloody hot to cut. I haven’t even got any cutters started,
let alone have 10,000 ready to ship,” protested Joe, coming fully
awake.

“That’s your problem, Johnsen. Just see that they get here.
I'll call you tomorrow.” With that, Regan hung up.

“Why you stupid slob of a malleable iron double-back action,
self-adjusting cor........

“If you are through with your call, sir, please hang up,” inter-
rupted the operator.

“Aw shut up,” he moaned throwing the receiver into its cra-
dle. Without taking his eyes from the order sheet before him, Joe
reached into a drawer and pulled out a bottle. As he peeled the
wrapper from the bottle, he stretched out his foot reaching for the
nearest boot. ,

“Here’s to the night shift,” he muttered as he poured some of
the dark black rum down his throat. “11 p.m. Better get at it.”

Entering the New Moon Cafe, Joe peered through the smoky
haze of the noisy room. This third-rate joint was always filled with
“Smokeys” after the late night show was out; Charlie ought to be
here too. Pushing his big, well-proportioned body through the
welter of bronzed faces, Joe spied Charlie and some of his gang in
a back booth.

“Hi, Joe,” greeted Charlie. ‘“Sit down.”

Charlie was a good guy. He was popular with his tribe. He
had a high school education and that put him in the role of spokes-
man. He was smart, too, and a real go-getter.

“Got a tough job for you, Charlie. How many men have you
got? Good men, I mean, cutters that don’t need an inspector.”

“About ten,” replied Charlie after a minute’s hesitation. Go-
ing to start cutting already? Plenty hot yet, isn’t it?”

“Too darn hot, but this is a special order. How soon can you
get your gang together?” asked Joe. He was beginning to feel bet-
ter now that the rum was starting to work.

“Just a minute, I'll see,” said Charlie. Going down the length
of the cafe he called to this fellow and to that. As the men crowd-
ed around the booth, Joe wrote on a napkin. 150-2’s, 250-4’s, 600-
6’s, 700-8’s, 240-10’s, 60-12’s, 2-20’s, 1-30. Turning the napkin to
Charlie, he asked, “How soon can you have these ready to go,
baled and loaded?”
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“How much money?”’ queried Charlie.

“Two bits a bale.” -

“It'll take us about two weeks,” replied Charlie.

“At thirty cents a bale, how long will it take?”

After a conference with his gang, Charlie answered, “One
week, if there’s beer money.”

“There’ll be beer money if you make it in a week.”

“O.K,, it’s a deal,” said Charlie as his gang nodded smiling ap-
proval.

“Keep them in the shade and bale them at night. We don’t
want them to shed,” cautioned Joe as he left the jabbering group.

Next evening when the phone rang Regan asked, “How are
you coming?”

“They’ll be loaded in a week and on their way. What’s the
big rush all about?”

“The boat leaves for Hawaii October 2, and we have to sharp-
freeze them first,” snapped Regan. “What'’s the price?”

“Thirty cents plus beer money,” replied Joe.

“That’s too much. Why, we can’t afford to pay that,” Regan
sputtered.

“That’s your problem, Regan,” chortled Joe as he hung up.

A few days later Charlie phoned and asked Joe to have the
cars spotted as they would be ready to start loading any day.

Joe made his way along the walk and entered the little wait-
ing room that smelled of old cigars and snuff. “Darn it,” he
thought, “I should have gotten to work on this angle long ago.” He
greeted the little shriveled-up man in the visored cap as he hob-
bled out of his chair and made his way to the counter.

“Hi, Jess, how soon can I get a couple of fifty-foot boxcars
with solid frames?”

“Lemme see,” replied the other, thumbing through a little
book. “Two weeks is the earliest I can promise you, Joe. But if
you’ll take the open frames you can have them tomorrow.”

“This is a U.S. shipment and you know that the Yanks won’t
accept open frames and there isn’t time to reload at the border,”
Joe explained. “Can’t you make a switch for me? This is urgent.”

Jess peered over his dirty glasses at Joe’s hand. Seeing the
ten-dollar bill in it, he said, “I'll give you one.”

Joe tossed him the bill. “I need two, though.”

Again the little old man looked over his glasses at Joe’s hand
where another ten-spot lay. He shook his head. Joe dug into his
pocket and exchanged the ten for a twenty. Jess’s face broke into
a sly grin. “They’ll be on the siding tomorrow,” he mumbled,
scooping up the bills.
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Charlie and his gang met their deadline and everything went
according to schedule. Regan had even phoned and assured Joe
of a bonus.

Two weeks before Christmas, Regan phoned again. “Bad news
Joe—the Hawaiians are disappointed.”

“Why, what’s the matter? What happened? Weren't they
good enough?”

Regan laughed, “The boat sank two days out of Hawaii, so
now Davy Jones is stuck with ten thousand Christmas trees.”

:')3 £
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Rubber Plant Jim Olsen
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GOD CAN'T DRIVE

Stanley Cupp

I awoke with a start to see Grandpa standing beside the bed.
The sun was glaring through the shade as it always did on the
morn of a hot day. He chuckled softly when I squinted at the
clock. It was 7:30.

“Come on, ‘Zilch.’ Can’t be a sleepy-head and catch those old
bullheads. Grandma has pancakes on the stove already.”

I sat up in bed, trying to decide what to say. Grandpa patted
me on the rump as he turned to go. Yawning and stretching, my
mind not yet fully awake, I cnce again tumbled into thoughts of
decision. I had fallen asleep the night before, restless and dis-
turbed over my problem.

Every summer a part of school vacation included a stay at
Grandpa and Grandma’s house. Today was Sunday and the folks
would be here to take me home. It had been a short week, prob-
ably because we had had so much fun together. But now I must
decide. Grandpa wanted me to go fishing with him, and if I did
the folks would be here before we got back. If I didn’t go with
him, he’d be hurt, and if I did, the folks would be hurt, I wished
that Mom and Dad were here now so that they could tell me what
to do.

I crawled ot of bed slowly, remembering the week’s events.
Visions of picking strawberries and eating more than I put in the
pan, sitting quietly along the river bank with the old yellow cane
pole resting across my arm, and riding along a country road in
Grandpa’s old Model T Ford—these things passed through my
mind in the time it took for me to reach the window. I raised the
shade and looked out. ,

The robins were taking their turns at bathing in Grandma’s
bird bath near the front of the house. I could see the shed where
Grandpa parked his car, partially hidden in the alley across the
street. Old Nels was working in his garden among the flowers. He
could sure tell some fish stories.

As I began to dress I heard a call from the kitchen telling me
to hurry up. “You better get here pretty quick or I'll have your
cakes all ate up.”

Then he chuckled aloud when I hollered that I was coming.
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Grandpa was always in a good humor. He often laughed until he
got red in the face and started to cough from smoking too many ci-
gars. He was a good buddy, too, and it was very seldom that he
passed anybody on the street without talking for a minute. I liked
to visit with him in the summer, and everybody liked the way
Grandpa came to visit when somebody was sick or had died.

I finished tying my shoe and went into the kitchen. Grandma
smiled her good morning and put some pancakes on my plate.
Then as I started to sit down, she said “Ah! Ah! Ah!” and I went
over and washed my hands and face.

After a bit Grandpa looked up at me for a minute, noticing
that I hadn’t as yet said anything.

“What’s the matter, ‘Stick-in-the-mud’? Don’t you feel good?”

“Yeah, I feel O.K.,” but it didn’t sound like it. I ate only three
pancakes before saying that I was full.

“What?” said Grandma in disbelief. “You can’t be full al-
ready or you are sick.”

“Grandpa, I don’t think I better go fishin’ today.”

“So that’s what’s the matter. You can stay here if you like,
and wait for the kids to come.” He looked up and winked at
Grandma.

“Well, I wanta go fishin’ with you, Grandpa, but maybe I bet-
ter wait for Mom and Dad instead.”

“Ok-e-doke. Maybe we can find something to do after din-
ner. Would you like that better?”

I nodded my approval and he left, hollering back through the
door to say that he’d see me out at Aunt Edna’s for dinner. “With
a whole string of nice bullheads, too,” he added with a chuckle.

* * *

It was afternoon now, about one o’clock. My family had come
and we were all out at Aunt Edna’s farm. Just about everybody
was there for the celebration, since today was Sunday, July 2.
Aunt Lucile was up clear from Des Moines and Uncle Floyd had
driven over a hundred miles to come up from Waterloo. Everyone
was laughing and joking about his coming such a long ways and
then finding that Grandpa was gone fishing, but the whole house-
ful agreed that they wouldn’t want him to be any other way. It was
just like him.

We boys were all out playing softball in the yard, hardly con-
scious of the fact that dinner was late because Grandpa hadn’t yet
arrived. Besides, we were all having a good time, what with the
fireworks to be shot off as soon as it got dark enough later in the
day. None of us even noticed the strange car pull into the lane and
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stop outside the house. A few minutes later my younger sister ran
into the yard, screaming the message which the man in the car had
brought with him.

“Grandpa’s dead! Grandpa died and made his car get stuck in
the ditch!”

The words stopped all motion. We stood dumbfounded, unbe-
lieving, yet struck by the weight of what she had said.

“Don’t ever say that again, you stupid little brat,” I growled
at her.

“Go ask Mom if you don’t believe me, then,” she said with
the smirk of a proud youngster.

I raced into the house, hitting her and knocking her down as I
passed. One look told the awful truth. There would be no cele-
bration today, nor the 4th either. Mom hugged me against her
stomach, the tears streaming down her cheeks. She led me into
the bedroom where we could be alone.

“Grandpa got stuck in the mud while he was fishing, Sonny,
and he had to work too hard to get out. When he was coming to
see us, God decided to take him to Heaven where he could rest, so
He made Grandpa’s heart stop and drove the car off into the
ditch.”

I began to cry even harder. Her words echoed in my mind. I
didn’t care what she said. God sure must not be a very good dri-
ver if He couldn’t get Grandpa home safe.

FAITH'S DUTY

Timothy Larsen

When in that moment all seems lost—
The past all lived in vain,

And soul within its storm is tossed
On waves that bear no gain—

Then faith by duty has one choice:
It pleads to search inside

To find and hear that still small voice
That calms and turns the tide.
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Study in Ceramics and Glass
Jim Schaeffer
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A SOUND OF LAUGHTER
An Allegory In Two Acts

by
Richard V. Carr

CHARACTERS
Dr. Vance Landersen: A Physics Professor
Adam
Martin Luther
Charles Darwin
Omega
A Messenger
Peter: Innkeeper

A SOUND OF LAUGHTER
Act I Scene 1

First Setting—A narrow winding pathway barely moonlit in the

misty night; a very cool, almost cold breeze moves the trees
that overhang the pathway. The path itself is so crowded by
the trees that it seems to pass through a tunnel.

Briskly walking down the pathway is a rather short, heavy-
set man; thrown over his shoulders is a long dark cape; he is
absorbed in his own audible conversation. His name is Dr.
Vance Landersen.

. Landersen: I can’t ever remember it being this cool in July

nor can I recall a night as black as this; not even a star.
Hmph! That devilish moon is purposely leaping behind every
cloud that passes.

Hello. Looks like a torch, yes.

Hello there!

Adam: (on the pathway) I greet you in God’s name.
Dr. Landersen: (Mumbling to himself) Strange looking chap. Must

Dr.

be an entertainer for the Inn.

(The strange man is clad in what appears to be a cave man’s
costume of animal skins.)

Landersen: Glad to see your light; black as hell out here.
Going to the Inn? The name’s Landersen, Vance Landersen.
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Adam: (Astonished at the rapidity of Landersen’s conversation)
I—I am Adam.

Dr. Landersen: (Grabs his hand and pumps it vigorously) Are you
headed for the Balbrook Inn?

Adam: Balbrook Inn?

Dr. Landersen: Yes. Yes! Come now, this path leads nowhere
else.

Adam: You must be mistaken; this is the path to Nod.

Dr. Landersen: Nod? Where? Damned if I've heard of that
town.

Adam: I know nothing of a town, but Nod lies at this path’s end.

Dr. Landersen: I'm sorry, old chap, but Balbrook Inn lies on this
path. After all, I've traveled this path for seventeen long
years; I live at the Inn.

Adam: I, too, have traveled this crooked path many times.

Dr. Landersen: (Interrupting) I say, it’s damned cold standing

here. Let’s walk on.
(They turn and begin to walk down the path. Landersen speaks
again.) If this is your path, and I'm sure it’s mine, and if we
walk together, we should both arrive at our destinations. (He
laughs) I say, that is a hell of a paradox. Don’t you have an-
other name besides Adam?

Adam: No. Only Adam.

Dr. Landersen: Say, what’s the costume for? Rather cool for this
evening, isn’t it? That lamp—strange, I hadn’t noticed it be-
fore. An oil lamp?

Adam: I carved it myself; it burns sheep’s oil.

Dr. Landersen: It’s strange this breeze hasn’t blown—(He sud-
denly stops speaking; he turns about and takes a long look
back down the pathway; he mumbles) Hmm, very curious.

Adam: (Noticing Dr. Landersen’s glance back down the path) Cu-
rious?

Dr. Landersen: (Turning to Adam) Oh, yes. About the lamp, I
mean; the wind hasn’t blown it out. (He again looks back
down the path.)

Adam: You are right. I thought I knew it well, but it is not the
same now.

Dr. Landersen: (Interrupting) Did we pass on to another back
there?

(The light in Adam’s lamp suddenly goes out.)

Adam: The lamp has gone out!

Dr. Landersen: (Absently draws a lighter out of his pocket) Try
this.

Adam: What is it?
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Dr. Landersen: (Again looks down the path) What? Oh! (He tries
several times to light the lighter, but it fails to light.) Damn
machine. -

Adam: The wind—

Dr. Landersen: (Thrusts the lighter back in his pocket) The what?

Adam: The wind has stopped.

Dr. Landersen: (Recovering himself) Well, that’s more like it; I
knew this cold spell couldn’t last in the middle of July.

Adam: (Casting his eyes towards the sky, whispers) God has
once again sent us the moon and stars.

Dr. Landersen: (Looking up, slightly astonished) Yes —

Adam: Geod is with —

Dr. Landersen: (Breaks in) Well, there’s no need for that lamp
now. Let’s hurry on; I'm hungry, and you must have some
rehearsing to do.

(The lights dim to dark and both men walk briskly off stage.)
Scene II

Same pathway with a cutaway inn at right—it is in darkness—

lights come up to dim on two figures.

Dr. Landersen: Ah, just around the bend.

Adam: What is?

Dr. Landersen: The Inn! It’s just around the bend; (A sound of
loud voices comes from the Inn) don’t you hear the laughter?

Adam: (Slowly) Yes, I hear, but if the path ends—(They round
the bend in the path and the light from the windows suddenly
bursts upon their faces. Adam whispers astonished) I am lost.
—What demon’s trick have you led me into?

Dr. Landersen: (Stopping to stare at Adam) What was that you
said? (He laughs) A trick? Surely you’ve seen an Inn be-
fore.

Adam: (Still whispering) This is the Inn? It is the Serpent’s dwell-
ing.

Dr. Landersen: Are you completely mad? Stay and catch your
death, I'm going in.

(Landersen turns to enter. Suddenly Adam drops the extin-
guished lamp and leaps for Landersen’s arm; he is still awe-
struck, and does not speak. Landersen ignores Adam, con-
fronts the door, turns the knob and marches straight in. He
stops in mid-stride and gasps. The door is still open and Adam
is still clinging to Landersen’s arm.)

(The lights come up on the left of the Inn while the right side
is still in a semi-darkness.)

Luther: Ah! (A loud voice booms from a figure before the fire-
place) More guests!
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Dr. Landersen: (Still slightly astonished but becoming furious)
What?—What in the world’s going on here?

Luther: We're not sure this is in the world (Returns the figure
from the fireplace).

Dr. Landersen: Would you mind telling me what’s going on here?

Luther: An excellent question which deserves an answer —
which I cannot supply.

Dr. Landersen: (Squarely facing figure at fireplace) Who are you
and why are you dressed like that?

(The figure steps towards Landersen; he is dressed in the
garb of a 16th century priest.)

Luther: (Seriously) My name is Luther, Martin Luther.

Dr. Landersen: (Again astonished) Are you daft? You're who?

Luther: (Laughs) You've not heard of the renegade Luther. —
You cannot be a Catholic.

Dr. Landersen: (Weakly) No, of course not, I'm a Lutheran.

Luther: (Astonished) A what?

Dr. Landersen: (He suddenly realizes the door is still open; he
slams it; then rather nervously he speaks.) Well, I'll leave you
to your party and retire. (He turns left and walks to the left
wall; he even reaches out for a non-existing door knob.)

Luther: (He follows Landersen’s actions; he notes the gesture for
the door knob and laughs) Now, who'’s daft? Were you going
to walk straight through the wall?

Dr. Landersen: (He stares blankly at the wall. Adam has remain-

ed very close to Dr. Landersen and now Landersen, annoyed,
shouts at him.) Will you stop following me!
(Then Landersen slowly walks to the large oaken table that
reaches to the other end of the room. He withdraws a chair
and slumps into it, staring at the ale mug before him. Adam
recovering, moves swiftly into a chair beside Landersen. Dr.
Landersen gazes around the room as if it were completely
strange to him. His eyes come to rest on two other figures
seated at the table. One is seated opposite Adam. He is rather
short and plump with a long, white beard; he is dressed in a
jacket and vest from about 1850. The other figure is seated at
the far end of the table and is obscured slightly by the dark-
ness at that end of the room. He is dressed in a red cloak and
hood, and he is facing the wall; it is impossible to see his face.
It cannot be seen if the figure is man or woman. Dr. Lander-
sen turns to Luther questioningly. Luther speaks, pointing to
the figure opposite Adam.)

Luther: He calls himself Darwin, Charles Darwin, and the other,

the other does not speak.
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Dr. Landersen: (Still astonished, whispers) Charles Darwin? —
And you, you are truly Martin Luther?

Luther: I have told you so, and I speak only truth; and who are
you and what is your servant called?

Dr. Landersen: (Regaining some of his composure) I'm Dr. Vance
Landersen and this is Adam—he is not my servant.

Luther: Adam? Only one name?

Adam: (Timidly) Yes, only Adam.

Luther: (Amused) Easier to remember, I envy you.

Darwin: (Speaking to Landersen and Adam) Would you mind
telling us how you two came to this place.

Dr. Landersen: (Slowly, as if trying to remember) I was return-
ing to this Inn — ah, Balbrook Inn — from the University as I
do each evening; I took the shortcut over the moor.

Darwin: Enough!—I suppose (pointing to Adam) that’s his story
also?

Dr. Landersen: No. He —

Adam: (Interrupting) I was going to visit my son —

Darwin: (Breaks in) And you were taking the wooded pathway?

Adam: Yes. I always —

Darwin: (Again breaks in) The same!—Exactly the same story.

Luther: He means that we all seemed to be on a wooded pathway
when suddenly we came upon this tavern.

Darwin: Inn! If you please, Herr Luther.

Dr. Landersen: (Surprised) Inn —. Yes, where is the Innkeeper?

Luther: Innkeeper?

Dr. Landersen: Yes, Peter, the Innkeeper.

Luther: There are none but those you see in this room.

Dr. Landersen: (Rising, calls) Peter —? Peter —? (He then no-
tices the absence of a counter and that there is only one room
and one door, the one which he and Adam entered.)

Adam: (Leaping out of his chair) This is evil! I must leave this
place. (He looks at Landersen with pleading eyes, then turns
to the door).

Darwin: It’s of no avail to leave. There is only one pathway, and
it ends just around the bend—. Go ahead, look for yourself!

Adam: (Looks at the figure at the far end of the table) Trapped!
The Serpent has trapped us!

Dr. Landersen: (Seats himself again and grasps the mug) Ale?

Darwin: Yes, five mugs of ale and five chairs, Whoever owns
this place was only expecting five guests.

Luther: (Glaring at the red-hooded figure) Yes, there are many
strange things about this Inn. (Then defiantly) He neither
speaks nor turns about!
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Dr. Landersen: Won’t speak?

Luther: (Dryly amused) He reminds me of a certain Bishop I
once knew.—

Darwin: (At these words the figure slowly turns about and faces
the other four people who are astonished to see the cloaked
figure move. Darwin is the first to recover) Who are you?

Omega: You shall call me Omega.

Luther: (Seating himself next to Darwin) You are a Greek then?

Omega: No, not a Greek.

Dr. Landersen: Then, who?

Adam: (Whispering) The Tempter.

Omega: For now a name, but soon you shall know all. (He again
slowly turns to the wall.)

Dr. Landersen: Impossible, it’s a joke.

Luther: If it is, it’s the most clever joke of all ages (He laughs).

Darwin: (Seriously) It’s no joke. Our very presence is proof of
that. But one fact is positive, we must have been specially
chosen to be here.

Luther: Chosen? What do you mean, chosen?

Darwin: I'm not sure why or who did the choosing, but we are
here and we have transcended time.

(At this moment there is a soft knock at the door.)

Luther: Enter.

(The knock comes again)

Luther: Enter!

(Dr. Landersen rises and walks to the door. He opens it and
a strange soft light floods the doorway. Omega rises as do
Darwin and Adam; Luther is last and he rises slowly.)

Adam: (Whispering) The Serpent has come.

(The light disappears and a youthful-locking man steps in. He
is clothed in a white gown and hood.)

Dr. Landersen: (Slowly and dryly) Will you sit here? (He offers
the young man his chair.)

Young Man: No, I will stand, for what I have to say will only
take a moment. You are to decide a question that will deter-
mine your future in this world. The one whom you call Ome-
ga will answer any questions after I have gone. Man has been
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