
A Boy Name Schmutz by Kim Roberts  
 
His mother dressed him up so fine, 
spent all her cash on sailor suits, 
wool knickers with the sewn-in pleats, 
and floppy grosgrain ribbon ties. 
The Coney Island crowd of boys 
liked him though: his dirty jokes, 
 
his pitching arm.  Also the way 
he let his mother dress him up, 
then watched her face go purple-red 
screaming down the tenement walls 
to all the ragged neighbor boys 
who called him out to stickball games. 
 
His name is Irving! she would shout 
to my father and his gang below. 
It's Irving!  You dirty indigents! 
You impecunious gutter rats! 
No one screamed as gloriously: 
How dare you beggars call him Schmutz! 
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Exodus by Ray Greenblatt 
 
It was not the plunging 
of the horses' hooves 
nor their fierce snorting 
their wild writhing manes 
nor even black luminous eyes 
huge as an inner world 
 
          but the churning chariot wheels 
          the spinning silver hubs 
          with long gleaming blades 
          attached in the vortex  
          like a meaning with keen consequence 
 
behind a hummock 
watching the escape of thousands 
as a torrent about 
to meet the sea's torrent 
a mystic-ascetic-prophet-poet 
a man with no human commitment 
 
          the wind became a voice 
          and the waters began to part 
          in mass hallucination 
          the fleers hesitated 
          pursuers stumbled 
          for a mere moment 
          an epic oil painting 
          about to coalesce 
 
          then the miracle took place 
          the watcher remembered what he had seen 
          and history continued 
          never quite the same. 
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The Hiss of History by Hadara Bar-Nadav 
 
 
I live with an oven. A heavy 
weight. I set the timer, skim 
its caked corners, wobble 
near faint when considering  
a square. Entry. Exit. Door  
 
to nowhere. Memory framed 
by double-paned glass so I can see  
the stream of blue flames cave  
the roof of my mouth. The hiss 
of history ablates my face, blisters 
 
my tongue and my name, numbers  
me among millions. I crackle  
as a leaf. An entire epoch turned        
its face, then washed its hands 
for dinner on an ordinary day.     
 
Who set the table in silver  
and lace. Who opened  
the door, then closed it.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

3RD HONORABLE MENTION 
 
 
Hadara Bar-Nadav is the author of Lullaby (with Exit Sign) (Saturnalia Books, 2013), awarded 
the Saturnalia Books Poetry Prize; The Frame Called Ruin (New Issues, 2012), Runner Up for 
the Green Rose Prize; and A Glass of Milk to Kiss Goodnight (Margie/Intuit House, 2007), 
awarded the Margie Book Prize.  Her chapbook, Show Me Yours (Laurel Review/Green Tower 
Press, 2010), was awarded the Midwest Poets Series Prize.  She is also co-author of the text-
book Writing Poems, 8th ed. (Pearson, 2011).  Recent awards include the 2013 Lynda Hull Me-
morial Poetry Prize from Crazyhorse and fellowships from the Vermont Studio Center and the 
Virginia Center for the Creative Arts.  Hadara is currently an Associate Professor of English at 
the University of Missouri-Kansas City. 
 


