
Hey, Girlfriend! 
It’s been a month of Sundays since I wrote to you, and February is creeping up on us like a 
knock off pair of designer jeans. Since you’re on my Need to Know list for all things ASTEF, you 
gotta know about the newest Opportunity to Give (AKA February fundraiser.) 
I’m coming in through the back door, but you remember my Grandpa Otis Henry, right? He was 
the oldest living Elvis impersonator, a big deal every February at the assisted living facility. Even 
though he was 80, tone deaf, and needed a walker, Gramps showed his love for The King (and 
the ladies) by performing one or more luuuuve songs every Friday of February.  
Gramps still thinks I’m his gofer, so he called and asked me to bring tongs and some insulated 
gloves. Of course he did.  I do as I’m told and arrive at the home just as Gramps is starting his 
repertoire out on the patio. The home had one of those little three legged grills from the 70s, and 
an attendant  was cooking hot dogs on it as a special Valentine treat for the residents. Nothing 
says love like a cooked weiner. Gramps is standing with his back to the grill. He’s singing and 
gyrating as much as he can with a walker and arthritic hips. He motions me closer and takes the 
gloves leaving me with the tongs.  His “audience” of four ladies are sitting on their walkers 
“dancing” and “swooning.” Gramps motioned me over and whispered, “Take the tongs and pick 
up a briquette or two.” Say what? 
He started belting out, “I’m just a hunk, a hunka a hunka burning love,” just as I arrived back 
with the hot briquettes.  I noticed that Gramps had the insulated gloves on and was motioning 
me to hand over the briquettes.  I watched as Mr. Hunka Burning Love started throwing the 
briquettes to his adoring fans.  Thankfully he was not a good pitcher, and the ladies weren’t 
even trying to be good catchers. No one was injured in the kerfuffle, but Gramps was not 
allowed to do his future concerts outdoors. Gramps, who was a romantic at heart, tried to 
perform a symbolic gesture of his love for the King and the ladies. Too bad he picked the wrong 
medium.    
It just so happens I have a pirated video of that performance, and I called to offer it to P.S. for 
ASTEF’s loving month. I thought it would be a wonderful way to kick off our February giving 
campaign. Well that went over like a lead balloon.  Mrs. President informed me that 
Advancement and Marketing were doing just fine on working out the details of the February 
campaign and there was no need for my “kind gesture.” Hmmm She didn’t sound like she 
thought it was kind. 
At our Zoom meeting a few days ago, we heard that the title of the campaign is “Ignite the 
Heart.” Just as I was thinking I’d bring up Gramps and his video, they showed us these beautiful 
graphics to go with the campaign.  ASTEF had always had some techy people who do amazing 
things with just some string and baling wire as my Uncle Rudolph used to say. But this teeny 
bopper of a girl just joined the board, and she’s brought some new techy type tricks. She looks 
14, but when I told her that, she said, “Ma’am, I have kids older than that.” Ever notice that 
ma’am used to be a sign of respect, but now it just screams, “Old, Ancient, Kaput!” (Cue the hag 
from The Princess Bride.) I’m mostly kidding. She is sweet, and she is brilliant, but I still think 
she’s just pretending to be old enough to be on the board. 
So, Girlfriend, go to ASTEF.org and look at the new campaign.  I know I don’t have to tell you, 
but donate while you’re there. It’s truly a beautiful campaign, lovingly put together by a group of 
slightly crazed and majorly caffeinated over achievers who care about Texas students, teachers, 
and projects.  

http://astef.org/


 
Till next time, 
 
Lady Secret Sister  


