


High School Principal, David Pinnell, read for Wylie, who was on a trip.  The Reading also 
featured observations by Dr. Elaine Beason, and Kristin Ellermann, two regional educators.  
Beason surprised many with a slideshow of Northeast Texas scenes, showing a photographic 
gift that evoked the extraordinary in the ordinary.  A world traveler, and former Peace Corps 
worker, Kristin Ellermann, gave a spirited address noting that while many places in the world 
became a home to her, home in another sense, does not travel.  Much can become familiar, 
but memories can imbue what is familiar—such as her native region here--with the defining 



Imagine 

 

 

Imagine:  

Sitting in silence, broken only by the nostalgic creaks of the old wooden rocking chair 



Imagine living life where nature’s beauty is always inclined  

 

Imagine, Imagine, only, I don’t have to imagine  

Because a place like this is what I’ve always known 

Because a place like this is what I’ve grown to call home 

 

First-Place Adult 

The Road by Angela Wylie 
 

As I drive along the road - My road 
The road along which I was brought home 

As a tiny infant babe 
To the old, old ancestral home 

Where wind blew through the walls 
Surrounded by a vast sea of golden jonquils 

Swaying beneath old sycamore trees 
 

I drive past the house that Daddy built 
Where wind did not blow through walls 

That we moved away from 
And left my dog behind 

It became my Uncle’s house 
Who raised his family there 

And kept my dog. 
 

I pass the neighbor’s houses 
The fenced pastures where cattle graze 

The weathered leaning barns 
The overgrown old home-places 

Silent remains with empty cellars and 
Steadfast old magnolia trees 
Home to people no more 

 
Here is my life 

Along this winding curving road 







East Texas is as big as it is little 
  
From the largest Ag mechanics projects 
To the duct tape that’ll hold it all together 
From the mass trailer production that makes you wonder 
To the “Nah that isn’t rust, that just character” trailers 
From the boom and wonder that is Priefert 
To original blue head gate that started it all 
  
East Texas is as big as it is little 
  
From the best little league team in the country 
To the back-yard games that live forever 
From core marching band that march with elegance and grace 
To the crisp snap of the most decorated military band in Texas 
From the big city urban sprawl that creates a concrete jungle 
To the single flashing light towns that you blink and you miss them 
  
East Texas is a big as it is little 
  
From the “everything is bigger in Texas” 
To little bitty home towns all over this great region 
East Texas has it all 



Northeast Texas, My Home  
 

 

Brownsville, Texas-born but raised in Northeast Texas  

Moving from the brush country to the piney woods 

Leaving Cameron County for Titus 

I consider Northeast Texas my home  

 

Where I hear crickets chirping instead of honking horns 

Instead of bright city lights, I’m amazed by fireflies  

I don’t need a florist shop to see natural roses protected by thorns 

The beautiful wildlife and countryside is the view in my eyes 

 

Where on a hot summer day, I’d visit the State Park lake  

Instead of a crowded beach deciding where to lay 

Where communities come together at 4th of July and Christmas 

To watch the fireworks show or see the lit up parade at night 

 

Northeast Texas is my home 

 

Where small towns are nationally recognized 

Like the “Black-Eyed Pea Capitol of the World” in Athens 

Let me not forget the “Rose Capitol of America” in Tyler 

Or the “Gas capital of the United States” in Carthage 

 



Where I can travel to other countries while staying in Northeast 

I can visit the mini Eiffel Tower in Texas’ very own city of Paris 

As well as there is a lot of history from the golden days  

The Kilgore Oil Derricks at the World’s Richest Acre prove the oil boom 

 

Northeast Texas is my home 

The adventure never stops in small towns  

Because as they say “Everything is bigger in Texas” 

Northeast has it all 

Fourth-Place Student 

 
Hannah Dickson 

 What Texas Means to Me 
 

What does Texas mean to me? 

 

Texas means beauty in diversity.  

It means lush pastures, dry desserts, and dense forests 

It means tiny rural towns and booming cities 



It means unpredictable and everchanging weather 

 It means a melting pot of people under the same sun 

 

Texas means love unconditional 

It means friendships that last a lifetime 

It means Nana's sweet iced tea and Granny's homemade goodies 

It means treasured childhood memories, scrapping knees and climbing trees 

It means Family, foremost and forever in every Texan's heart 

  

Texas means a history as rich as its soil 

It means "Remember the Alamo" and that "Come and take it" attitude 

It means "don’t mess with Texas" 

It means a people with roots deeper than thos





From seas of bluest bluebonnets billowing in a warm Texas breeze, to the yellow rose 

whose name invokes feelings of strongest pride in any Texans heart, 

The splendor of east Texas is sung by the birds and all of nature behind the pine curtain. 

From the jubilant cheers on a cool night at the county fair, to the roar of a rowdy crowd 

under the bright Friday night lights, 


