


In the upper division, Joe Dan Boyd from Winnshoro again appeared in the winner’s circle,
now for the third straight year. The former East-Coast journalist’s winning, $100 poem,
“Pandemic in Northeast Texas: Thanatopsis Revisited 2020,” was a brilliant summary of the
astonishment, new-found sobriety and accommodations that characterized the local response
to the coronavirus. Jennifer Buckley’s “Hope for America,” an interrogatory poem, took
second place, and also attested to an introspection awakened by recent events.

The contest also featured the third Northeast Texas Image Contest. Whereas the poem rubric
challenged authors to reflect the life, culture, or history of Northeast Texas, the
photographers had to capture winsome sights in the area of Texas between the Red and Sabine
rivers. This year, the winners in this category located scenes of especial grandeur. In first
place in this category, winning $70, was James Buckley’s “Sunrise over a Wood County Lake.”

In second place, winning $20 below, was Hannah Barnes’ photograph of a Cass County lake:







The judges, which for poetry included NTCC Associate Vice President, Anna Ingram,
Professors Mandy Smith and Jim Swann, and for the images, Art Professor Debbie Strong,
dismissed many entries this year as subpar. But the top poems and images achieved some of
the best scores of the contest’s history. Notable in the student category were two startlingly
Imaginative poems: the “Texas Symbol Love Affair” by Katelyn Lester, and “Mood Swings”






A welcome warmth in spite of the fever
This land washes us in.

A kiss of honey, of butter,

Every taste a delicate reminder

He remains mine, and | am always his.

Nallely Gutierrez
Las Manos de un Trabajador

Those hands that you may see,

Those palms that you may feel,

They bear with them so much.

Behind every callus, every scar

Every scratch and every line,

There is a story.

A story that not everyone knows.

A story of a hardworking, hispanic man---a son, a brother, and a father.
From feeling the fresh, early morning breeze
to wiping off the sweat on his forehead,
Those hands have felt it all.

The rays of the hot, blazing, Northeast Texas sun;



The mildew that forms on the grass in the fields;

The smoothness of cattle hides as they try to tame the animal;
The roughness of the barbed wire fences that line the ranch;
Those hands have felt it all.

From driving a bright blue, New Holland tractor under the Texas sky
to holding the hand of a loved one,

Those hands have done it all.

Those hands have helped plow and plant fields;

Fields that stretch for miles on the rolling Texas landscape.
Those hands have helped bring food to a table;

A table where a family gathers to feast

on the riches those hands have provided.

Those hands have done it all.

They have bled.

They have been bruised.

They have been blistered.

They have brought blessings upon this family.

“Que dios te cuide.”

May God take care of you,

As those same hands make the sign of the cross.

No matter how rough the may get

Or how tired they may be,

Those hands that you see are

Las manos de un trabajador.



Hilda Rodriguez

Creo

Got here in 01.
Out of the Mexican sun.
With shades of ambition,

A brand new ethnic edition!

Couldn’t dictate where we would reside.

Only God would provide.

But we came to Northeast Texas!
Here we are.

We are following our star.

Creo. | believe. Therefore here | am!
Haven’t thought of leaving

To the green pastures and still, clear waters cleaving






My parents were called “essential workers.”
While others stayed home and bickered
Their breath of life flickered.

They had worked the line
Their tired body aching

Their own safety breaking . . .

But the line was never problema alguna

In the whole scheme of our fortuna

Everyone has to eat.
And keep the beat.
Why not help.
Without a whelp.
We kept working
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Haven’t thought of leaving

In you O Hostile State, still believing.

Carolina Alcocer-Salas

Your early morning smile is breathtaking

You are a sweet gentle bright light in my day
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Five Million Covid-19 cases in US by August, 2020.
Death's bitter hour to 176,000 unsuspecting souls.
World-wide pandemic in 2020, and all 50 US States.

Not even Northeast Texas would be spared whole

Now mature: Some call me sad-eyed ancient,
| treasure the flickering wind we call breath.
Comprehending not, the motivation of anyone

Who ignores precautions, encouraging death.

May we so live that when comes our own clear call

To become one with rocks, rills and peaceful streams:

There we explore realms unknown, moving with

Grace and trust to slumber in purposeful dreams.

--A tribute to lives lost to Covid-19 in Northeast TX
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