
Hey Girlfriend!  
   I’m so sorry you weren’t able to go to the Regional Conference, but as promised, I got you 
covered with the deets. That’s what the kids say for details.  
   For the two hour trek to the site, Edna Earl insisted on driving the six of us in her 90’s era 12 
passenger van. Edna Earl’s late husband, Edward had souped it up back in the day. It was ugly, 
huge, and loaded. It seemed the logical choice for  transportation since we ourselves were 
loaded down with bags, purses, bottled juice, packaged crackers, an oxygen tank, a walker, 
extra hearing aids, and Tums. (Duty ne’er upon us palling.) The one teeny bopper among us 
had her phone and some fancy electronic tablet. Her purse was this tiny thing strapped to her 
body! All the better to load her down like a pack mule when we got there.  
   We reached the conference with only a couple of near misses and hairpin turns, and Edna 
Earl quickly maneuvered the van into handicapped parking. (Staunch courageous we.) We 
schlepped all our stuff into the nice air conditioned school building, with Teeny Bopper locked 
and loaded. (Mindful of our sisters’ needing) 
   We divided and conquered that conference, going to as many of the workshops as we could. 
We all wanted to go to the ASTEF one, so we did. My ASTEF sisters did a great job of 
explaining how we roll, and they had an impressive Power Point Presentation created by a cute 
and techy ASTEF overachiever.  
   Lunch was scrumptious, and we all put our $5 plus in the red bags on our table. We convinced 
Teeny Bopper to hold off eating her cake, to hold it high, and sing “This Is the Birthday.” (Aid and 
guidance from those leading) 
   The most exciting part of the day was finding out who got awards, scholarships, and project 
stipends. It would have been even more exciting if our chapter had won anything. To win you 
have to apply. I hope it inspired our chapter to write an application this coming year. (Work for 
others is the leaven that inspires our band!) (We shall win for aye!) 
   And remember the red bags? You know what all those $5 donations turned into? $10,419.81 
statewide, Baby! We would have jumped up and down like the teeny bopper if we were able, but 
Edna Earl had snuck in some noisemakers and a cowbell.  We made our approval known. And 
guess where that ten thousand plus bucks is going?  To the convention at San Marcos next year 
to fund projects and those little aspiring educators! (Education ‘er we’ll further) 
   We missed you at the conference, Girlfriend! Edna Earl wants to pick you up for a meeting or 
two this year if you’re up to it. 
   Considering your heart condition, I told her I had already offered to take you in my non-souped 
up car. I will be obeying all traffic laws. No need for anti-anxiety meds or Hail Mary’s. 
Well maybe prayers might be needed. They're always good!  
 
See you soon, 
 
Your sister who goes by 
Lady Secret Sister  


