
K-5th Grade    1st Place 
 
Who We Are 
 
We Oklahomans are known to be  
cowboys or cowgirls, to have a Southern accent. 
A cowboy rides on his horse through the woods. 
There he saw a raccoon. 
He knew of movies raccoons were in. 
They were all cute and fluffy. 
He decided to get closer to it. 
The raccoon hissed and clawed. 
The cowboy had a scar on his arm ever since. 
We are not just country corn flakes anymore. 
We have different races and religions. 
We have Native Americans that live here. 
Do the other 49 states understand 
that we are not all farm people? 
People like to tease us and ask, 
"Do you have cars in Oklahoma?" 
Yes! We do have cars! 
We are a mini part of America 
with different races and religions. 
Even a raccoon isn't always mean. 
Raccoons are pretty cute. 
 
--Dykota Williamson 
Tulsa Honor Academy 



K-5th Grade       2nd Place 
 
Oklahoma Saturday 
 
O-K-L-A-H-O-M-A 
Oklahoma is like a tall glass of lemonade 
on a hot summer day 
sitting on the porch with grandma 
scissortailed flycatcher overhead 
watching the firecrackers sizzle 
hotter than the steak on the grill 
honeybees flying all around 
it's where I live 
It's Oklahoma. 
 
--Madison Collier 
Locust Grove Upper Elementary 



K-5th Grade       3rd Place 
 
Indian Blanket 
 
In our great state of Oklahoma 
where the strong winds blow 
and the wild prairies grow, 
 
we will come across our state wildflower, 
the Indian Blanket or firewheel, 
that makes beautiful roadside appeal 
 
with its bright shining colors, 
red, orange and yellow gold, 
standing tall, fierce and bold, 
showing the true beauty across Oklahoma. 
 
--Sissi Rodriguez 
Tulsa Honor Academy 



K-5th Grade       3rd Place 
 
Sweet Oklahoma 
 
I love the buzzing of honey bees. 
The redbuds remind me of roses. 
The flag is like freedom on a pole. 
The honeybees' honey is sweeter than sweet candy. 
When the flag blows in the wind, 
it is so majestic. 
When the trees sway in the wind, 
I have the urge to watch them. 
Buffalo are so majestic as they  
walk in the field of gold. 
At night the sky sparkles  
like a twinkling ocean. 
The scissortail flycatcher is so beautiful 
as it soars above the field of gold. 
 
--Max Cunningham 
Locust Grove Upper Elementary 



Adult       1st Place 
 
Watch Me Dance 
 
Watch me dance in the hay meadows, golden and sweet, 
Along grain silos and farmers attending their harvest until 
complete. 
Watch me dance among the floating Ozarks. 
Rugged terrains nestled in nature's parks. 
Watch me dance beneath the flourishing redbud tree. 
Where monarchs and honeybees fly carefully in harmony. 
Watch me dance along the abrupt bluffs of Beaver's Bend. 
Watch as I twirl in the gusty Oklahoma wind. 
Watch me dance to the echoes of the glistening waterfalls. 
Creating a whimsical solo; an attraction for all. 
Watch me dance freely where elevations soar high, 
performing in the Panhandle where the Black Mesa hugs the sky. 
Watch me dance gracefully to a Woody Guthrie tune 
while locusts and coyotes sing under the blissful moon. 
Watch me dance aside the Totem Pole and Blue Whale, 
as my crimson and aromas fill the crisp air. 
Watch me dance along the wide open plains, 
providing colonies of color during spring rains. 
Watch me dance timelessly along the shoreline; 
the gorgeous Grand gleaming when water and sky intertwine. 
Watch me twirl and glide, as herds of buffalo stride. 
Watch me sway and spin, as the scissortails swoop in. 
Watch me and you will see a piece of Oklahoma's natural beauty. 
 
--Angel Parks 
Bartlesville 



Adult        2nd Place 
 
Oklahoma's Land Runs 
 
As settlers pour in, 
Natives are pressed into corners 
White faces of dogwoods seek the sun 
Limbs of redbuds drip in April rain 
 
Indian Blankets sprinkle over prairie grass 
Strawberry patches thicken in Stilwell 
July plunges into deep cold at Blue Hole 
Dry August heat and buffalo stampede across Woolaroc 
 
Waves of wheat are yet to be planted, 
so settlers winter on turnip and potatoes 
 
--Lora Collier 
Locust Grove 



Adult         3rd Place 
 
Labor Omnia Vincit 
 
What strife exists that cannot be 
Overcome by labor-- 
Through press and plow 
And sweat on brow 
And reaching out to neighbors? 
 
What circumstance cannot be met 
By men who get no braver-- 
Through blood and fight 
And endless night 
And gun, arrow, and saber? 
 
What hurdle high cannot be leapt 
With work and God's great favor-- 
Through bended knee 
And mortal plea 
And penitence to savior? 
 
 
--Angela Loyd 
Jay 



6th-8th Grade        1st Place 
 

The Rose Rock 
 

Remember long ago,  
When I was part of the bays of old?  

Remember in the past,  
When all the sands kept me from the cold?  

 
But all those day are gone 

By over two hundred million years. 
Now I am all alone 

Without my friends who kept me from fears. 
 

Then the countrymen came; 
Removed me from the bay’s soft waters, 

Admired my rose form, 
Took me home to their sons and daughters. 

 
I passed from hand to hand, 

My barite petals worn from time’s touch. 
As even more men came, 

German, Irish, Mexican and Dutch 
 

Now they all honor me. 
All leaders and civilians agree, 

That I was better than 
My brethren under the olden sea. 

 
So at the sky I smile, 

Though I have no mouth that you can see. 
Watching the sun and stars, 

And all Oklahoma’s growing trees. 
 

--Candace Griffith 
Yukon Middle School 



6th-8th Grade        2nd Place 
 
The Redbud 
 
New pink blooms 
Opening with the fresh spring air 
Giving new hope for all people 
Different and alike 
Inspiring the young-minded 
To venture outside of their homes 
The redbud 
Showing us all that this 
Harsh and cruel world still has beauty 
Giving up its branches so that 
A new generation may live among us 
The scissortail may make a nest among 
The new pink blooms 
The beautiful pink tree 
The redbud 
 
--Callie Langerman 
Mustang South Middle School 
 



6th-8th Grade       3rd Place 
 
The Oklahoma Rose 
 
The Oklahoma Rose 
For it was a flower we chose 
Introduced in 1964 
The invention soon to soar 
The rose invented by O.S.U. for our state 
But the Oklahoma Rose was adopted very late 
A symbol of pride 
Our love for our state we cannot hide 
Oh, rose of dark red 
Where do you often lay your tired head? 
Let us see your glory 
All petals of forty 
The fragrance you bear 
In beauty nothing can compare 
And I say this without hesitating 
Your smell is intoxicating 
We know you will appear 
When spring time is here 
The Oklahoma Rose 
The flower we chose 
 
--Allyson Cooper 
Perry Junior High School 
 



6th-8th Grade        3rd Place 
 
The Oklahoman 
 
When the pounding is heard 
and the bison and herd 
go off running and the rain 
pours and thunder hits 
the old bison, now dead. 
Who killed him? What killed him? 
 
Light ceased the dull bison's life. 
But what did light symbolize, hierarchy? 
Or was it life and power. But now 
light took the bison to darkness, 
silenced the night and left the world 
to rest quietly asleep. 
 
Taken down from your post, 
now powerless without hope, 
needing more help to restore 
himself and take power and rule himself. 
You don't need power to love. 
Dead bison dead body decades 
decomposing into the soil later transformed 
to the beautiful flower known 
as the wonderful Rosa Oklahoma 
 
How such beauty can harm you, 
thorns into skin, dark red blood, 
just as its color, beauty within, now hidden 
 
--Jennifer Salazar 
Tulsa Honor Academy 
 
 


