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Drive 
(For Lucien and Josh) 

Long, thin whispers, eddies 
sandsharp, sever 
my lights-this winter 
has turned the russet twines 
of wild trees 
to dust-the earth 
to a desert, prophet/ess; 

by my sides 
old wheatfields lie 
bare, unleavened as moon: 
I am thinking of men 
reaping nothing 
this year 
but shadows. 

Ice spins me 
to a halt, darkness; 
the sky leans 
starless, peeling drily 
on myqlass, 
its ashen pieces 
holding me in, 
bloodless 

as Jove- 
l am thinking of you 
reaching through 
an airless space 
that once gleaned 
my breath-you 
pulling me 
against the weight 
of roots frozen ,, 

against the weight 
of roots frozen, 
again I am breaking­ 
here, where there's no 
denying season, 
the falling drift 
of your arms. 

A. Jozefiak 
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Downtown Rockford, IL 

They've overshopped this soil. 

One day, back when 
dollar bills grew tall 
in cashbox rows, 

crowds down here 
sloshed like cabbage slaw. 

The next day they dried up 
only to migrate 
to more fertile floors. 

Soon weeds cracked through sidewalks, 

but merchants couldn't eat 
that green, 

so there are no 
fingerprints left for me 
to windex off glass cases 
ripe for plowing under. 

Tim Brown 
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Winter Weed 

Light burns a leaf through my pillow. 
Flowers still float. 
The hoes grub it. You're no chrysanthemum. 
I crack through leaf-smoke, 
your electric tape g reenhouse. 
Everything planted gaes under. 
You're there to flatten the rifts, 
whispering to your seeds. To you 
I'm the darkest way down, 
all winter in the shed. 

Ward Smith 
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Black Hole in an Illinois Farmyard 

Sleep escapes; it has no weight. 
The night sounds of crickets and light breeze 
of insect wings, the near flutter of leather, 
and the feathered white glide of an owl have come 
to seem but one more side to silence. 
And still, across the broad fields, 
the long sigh of the highway cuts back 
the dark. Stars become headlights, 
distant and dimmed; the domed.flare of some 
small town on the horizon outshlnes 
the slender silk of moon. Tall stalks 
surround me; the earth sinks at my center, 
lies concave around me. A diesel howls 
from beyond this depression, and shifting voice, 
pulls free of the dark field's draw. 

Michael Cassidy 
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The Shawl 
(For Irene) 

Knitting needles click and turn 
as the hands in your old wooden clock; 
I've gathered the quiet hours 
from this room, to bind tight 
as unbroken cocoons: 
you can take 
no more spaces 
widened to the raw 
farm winters of Illinois; 
I have heard your breath 
grow hard like the river­ 
through your deep 
uncertain sleep, 
waited for its underosrrent 
to split bright 
the pallid surface 

already the branch 
in your window 
is releasing its 
feathery gold 

the needles are flying­ 
like monarch wings, 
a soft beat 
against my closed 
unwilling hands. 

• 
A. Jozefiak 
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Traven and Huston: 
Searching Out 

The Treasure of the Sierra Madre 
Tim O'Grady 

Probably the most effective way to begin a comparison be­ 
tween an original work of fiction and its adaptation for the 
screen is to isolate the inevitable differences in the ways the 
two hand le nearly identical themes, plots, and characters. 
From a study of these variances we can arrive at several 
useful conclusions on the particular formal requirements of 
each medium and perhaps even approach a definition of the 
unique emphasis that each "auteur" - the author of the 
story and the director of the movie - chose to attach to the 
same basic material. 

The Treasure of the Sierra Madre is an especially good 
specimen for this sort of analysis because John Huston's " 
1947 screenplay deviates in such apparently minor ways from 
B. Traven's novel, published twelve years earlier, and is so 
essentially faithful a transposition into film of the fundamen­ 
tal narrative elements of this intriguing literary fable that the 
omissions and changes which do exist seem much more im­ 
portant than they would in a "freer" rendering of the same 
work. But when these discrepancies are defined, it becomes 
clear that the novel differs most significantly from the movie 
in that it concentrates less on character than on the primary 
tract-like theme of irrational and tragically destructive human 
greed as a universal trait in "civilized" societies, intertwining 
with it a series of related subthemes on such economic and 
political issues as the exploitation of the working classes 
throughout history, first by Big Religion and later by Big 
Business, and the means by which these workers have been 
subjugated in order to perpetuate and increase the profits of 
the owners. The film, on the other hand, spends little time on 
what often appear in the book as parenthetical disgressions 
and chooses for its focus the near-allegorical roles of the 
three major characters, each of which represents a distinct 
aspect of the central dramatic conflict. For, while Houston is 
said to have largely agreed with Traven in his observations on 
the social and economic pressures that aggravate the 
"human condition," it was, more than anything else, because 

his medium demanded a certain cinematic "logic" of its own 
that he saw fit to distill and rework Traven's loose little epic 
into a compelling adventure story with "some decidedly vivid 
thematic overtones. 

Both versions of the story can be divided into three nearly 
equal parts: the first covering the "Tampico" scenes, in­ 
cluding the introduction of Dobbs, his winning of the lottery, 
and his decision, together with Curtin and Howard, to begin 
the prospecting expedition; the second describing the expedi­ 
tion and mining operation itself; and the third treating the 
departure from the mine, the disintegration of the partner­ 
ship, Dobbs' death, and the loss of the gold. In this way there 
are many likenesses in structure and in theme between this 
tale, especially as it is developed in the novel, and Norris' 
McTeague (which, of course, was also made into an impor­ 
tant film) in that both plots can be similarly divided, both 
utilize the interwoven motifs of greed and gold, both feature · 
the winning of a lottery as a portentious element of the ac­ 
tion, both move from the questionable "civilization" of a port 
city in the West to the threatening wilderness of the desert, 
and both are decidedly naturalistic in tone, lean toward an ad­ 
vocacy of socialistic "solutions," and lack the "finished" 
style of classic Jamesian realism. And, though it is obvious 
that these two stories are hardly identical in all respects, the 
wealth of additional details in both books that would lend 
themselves to such a comparison might add to our under­ 
standing of the major influence of early twentieth-century 
pulp fiction (which, ironically, is referred to repeatedly in a 
disparaging way by Howard in The Treasure of Sierra Madre) 
on works that have achieved higher places in the literary 
canon. 

It is noteworthy that there is no mention in Traven's novel 
of the name of the city where we first encounter Dobbs. This 
is perhaps indicative of the author's wish to universaliie his • 
story, conceivably to turn it into an explicit parable il­ 
lustrating his central theme. Huston, however, takes pains to 
place his characters in a real and specific city (literally Tam­ 
pico, though the actual location shots were done in Durango); 
and, as Naremore points out, his uncompromising attention 
to the precise details of his exotic locales in this and later 
films probably made him "as responsible as anyone for Holly­ 
wood's postwar movement away from back-lot settings."' 
After a brief opening tableau involving Dobbs and his .first 

handout from "the man in white," the novel lapses into a long 
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