Hey, Girlfriend!

You wanted to know how the September ASTEF Board Meeting went? I'll start off with the
mundane. There was a lot of work. We did some moving, motioning, and agreeing to stuff over
the weekend, but you want to hear about the shenanigans, right?

Well first off, these women are competitive, so there is always a game. This one had boxes to
open to reveal surprises. You know that game show with the bald guy Howie and the
Buxom-Box-Holding Barbies revealing big bucks? Yeah, well this was nothing like that.

The screen had numbers and symbols that supposedly revealed some nonsensical codes. |
couldn’t make heads nor tails of it, so | just observed. I've heard of a Rosetta Stone who could
help decipher codes, but | don’t think she’s in DKG.
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Anyway pairs or groups worked to solve the code and then those women ran lickety split
through the double doors where sat a little box needing a code to open. There was plenty of
wailing and gnashing of teeth while some of them tried and failed to open the box. When
someone finally succeeded, there was jubilant hollering and everybody came back in to
decipher more codes.




Yep, there were five boxes! | was able to see through a crack in the double doors, and there
was one tall woman running around, flip flops flapping, her arms in the air like she was doing a
victory lap. | never saw the like. And guess what the “fabulous” prizes were? Candy! But if the
prize was a drunk monkey, | think those women would try their best to win him.

Then for dinner we went out to eat with our committees. One group drove in a tank-like vehicle,
and two of the sisters were knee high to grasshoppers. One short sister held onto the grab bars

and pulled herself up just fine. But the second one said her knee gave out when she was trying
to pull herself up and one leg went under the tank.
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Her shoe came off under there, and her short little arms couldn’t reach it. The other vertically
challenged one (dressed in her Go To Meetin’ Clothes) jumped down from the tank, laid down
on her belly, and army-crawled to get Cinderella’s shoe!
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You had to shed a tear reading that. Most sane people would say “No way am | crawling on the
filthy hot asphalt to get somebody’s shoe.” But we’re not talking about sane people here. We're
talking about Secret Sequined Sisters. That’'s what the husband of one of our members calls us.
We may not be secret or sequined or sane (all of the time), but we are sisters through and true.

When crazy codes, knees giving out, short arms and filthy asphalt can’t stop us, | believe we
will raise lots of money for ASTEF this year. | can’t wait for you to see the Fall Campaign!

Until my next adventure,

Lady Secret Sister



