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Shellie’s Stash

Riley Blake Pink Box Block of
Month
Wednesday July 8, All Day
A Little Birdie Told Me
Pillow to kick off the Kimberbell
Mystery Sew-along
Saturday July 11, All Day
Embroidery of the Month
Tuesday July 14, 10-2
Saturday July 25, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step-by-Step
Instructions & Design File
Panel Magic
Friday July 24, All day
Block of the Month
Wednesday July 22, All Day
(BOM will be the 4th Wed)
TWO DAY EMBROIDERY
EVENT
JULY 28-29 All Day
Kits are included
Call to sign up
Love Notes Mystery Sew Along
Every Monday in August All day
August 3, 10, 17, 24 and 31
Riley Blake Pink Box Block of
Month
Wednesday July 8, All Day
Embroidery of the Month
Tuesday Aug 11, 10-2
Saturday Aug 14, 10-2
Receive Kit, Step-by-Step
Instructions & Design File

totally enjoy summer! I love the all
the greenery, flowers and sunshine.
I love the birds, hearing the new
baby starlings and watching them
start to leave the nests. I love that
the days are long and the evenings
are filled with lightning bugs, the
sounds of frogs, crickets and cicadas. I love
that we have barred owls in our backyard that
hoot late into the night. But I mostly love that
the kids are out of school, playing outside and
coming to our summer sewing camps.
The kids’ camps are my favorite classes to run
because I love to watch them learn a new skill,
see their creative side come alive and master
the control of the sewing machine. I love that
they can be so proud of the things they
accomplish including being able to sew
exactly on the lines of paper during their very
first machine sewing attempts. I enjoy the
kids from previous years returning to our
advanced camps and get to see how much they
have progressed in their abilities as I watch
the next generation of sewists flourish. Every
year I am more and more impressed with the
kids and how well they do. I always think that
this year they are best that I have had and then
the next group seems to do even better.

This year was exceptionally fun for me as I got to
teach my own (first) granddaughter how to sew, just
as my grandma taught me. Making her the 5th
generation of sewist that I have seen in my family.
Obviously, I love sewing and I’m so excited to pass
on that love, desire and passion to as many as I can.
Who knows where this might lead them? They may
become the next great fashion designer, quilt artist,
interior decorator, or hobbiest. It opens a door for
their creativity, it shows them they can be proud of
what they have done and they can continue to
accomplish anything they put their mind to.

- Shellie Blake

Social Circle

We have two super fun events set to happen at the shop. July 28 and 29
we’ll have a 2 day Embroidery Event featuring Kimberbell embroideries.
Class fee includes all kits.

And every Monday in August we are running the ‘Love Notes Mystery’. A mystery designed by Kimberbell
that can be done either with just sewing or sewing/machine embroidery. (If you cannot attend, you can
still participate, we will mail your love note to you each week). One class fee covers the entire month of
Mondays, kit is addition and required.
Space is limited on both these events so sign up a soon as possible.

Sniplets
Here is a fundamental tip that
we sometimes forget. It is
mesmerizing to watch the
needle sew in our fabric but by
the time the fabric is under the
needle it is too late to make any
adjustments. When sewing
your seam allowances you will
stay more consistent if you will
watch your fabric and guide
instead of watching your
needle. If you are watching out
in front of the foot you still have
time to make adjustments
before it is sewn.
And
I
always
say,
EVERYTHING IS FIXABLE!
And it is.
That is what I love about thread,
fabric, sewing, and Jack. (Jack
the ‘seam’ Ripper) Voilá!

Spotlight

Customer Focus

Linda Adkins

Valentines Day. What a great day
to get married.

inda Adkins grew up
in North Little Rock
and has one younger
sister. She has loved
the area so much she still lives
there. She worked as the pastoral
assistant at St. Patrick’s Catholic
Church for 12 years. She did all
the office administrating and the
“behind the scenes” work
necessary to keep things running
smoothly. The girl that lived next
door to Linda had an older
brother, Roy, and while he was
visiting, she decided to introduce
him to Linda. Linda and Roy will
be married 40 years this coming

Linda Adkins is a very talented
sewist. She has been sewing her
whole life.
She did custom
designing of children’s clothing
with smocking and hand
embroidery and other garments for
customers for 14 years. Several
years ago everything changed for
Linda as she started the fight of and
for her life against cancer. She
faced multiple set backs, trials and
huge life changes during that time
which also affected the amount of
sewing she was able to do.
In 2015, when things started to
calm and Linda regained her
strength and stamina she found her

way to quilting. She loves
quilting so much that she hasn’t
done any smocking or garment
sewing since. After she bought
her embroidery machine, she
gave up hand embroidering as
well. She loves quilting because
she is able to use so many
different beautiful fabrics in one
project. She enjoys making the
mat bags and accessary totes
using multiple coordinating
fabrics and has made over a

dozen of them. Many of us have
been the privileged recipients of
these bags, including, my
granddaughter and myself. She
also loves flower gardening as
well.
Linda always puts
impeccable workmanship in
everything she does. She makes
everything beautiful, whether it’s
her flowers, quilts or bags.
Everything is a work of art, an
object of joy and a labor of love.

Linda loves being with and doing
for her family. She has one child,
her daughter Stephanie, and a son
in law, 2 granbaby girls and 1
granbaby boy. She has two 12
year old Yorkies, Liza and
Maggie. Linda is passionate
about her family, dogs and
friends and she loves to spoil all
of them!

Story Corner
A Fair Encounter
Written by Darren Blake
Jack walked among the swarms of people,
taking in the sights, sounds, and smells of the
occasion. It was the first time he had ever
visited a state fair, or any fair for that matter,
and the experience was certainly unique. There
were booths set up selling grilled turkey
drumsticks, jalapeño hamburgers, and fried
foods ranging from pickles to twinkies. He
stood back and watched as people tried to win
prizes by throwing little plastic rings onto beer
bottles, land ping-pong balls in little plastic
dishes floating on water, or tossing softballs
into bushel baskets. It was astonishing to see
patrons try and fail at tasks that seemed so
simple and easy, but which apparently were
much more difficult than they might have
imagined. After watching a number of games,
he noticed the purveyors at the booths cleverly
played on the emotions of couples,
encouraging a man to win a specific prize for
his female companion. By the time the prize
was won, the man had spent four or five times
the amount of money it would have taken to
buy the stuffed toy outright. Though Jack
didn’t play a single one of these games himself,
the spectacle of watching other people fork
over money for meaningless purposes certainly
provided a level of entertainment he had not
expected to find at his first state fair.
The East Texas State Fair held at the
fairgrounds in Tyler, Texas was always held
near the last week of September. Like most
big state or county fairs, there were carnival
rides in abundance, food booths, game booths,
livestock exhibits, attractions such as
magicians and petting zoos, and arts & crafts
exhibits. The goal of the organizers was to put
together so many attractions and exhibits that
it was almost impossible to see or do
everything in just one trip. That way,
individuals and families had to make multiple

return visits, expanding the revenue take. Of
course, each night of the fair featured a live
music performance from a regional or national
performer that was guaranteed to bring in fans.
A fair might only last a week, but it was a huge
money maker for the state or county.
The heat of the day began to wear on Jack
as he paced through the jungle of booths and
attendees. People were commenting on the
unusually warm weather for late September
when it was normally in the temperature range
of the upper seventies. Today the thermometer
had hit ninety-one degrees, and Jack began to
look around for someplace to cool off a little.
There were a number of enclosed buildings,
which housed the Marketplace, photography,
and creative arts. The closest of these was the
creative arts exhibit building, and he ducked in
to breathe some cool, dry air that stood in such
contrast to the humid and oppressive heat
outside. What met his eyes when he entered
the building surprised him. The first section
contained paintings and drawings hung on
temporary wall units that made the observer
wind around as if in a maze. The quality of
most of the work was astonishing, with some
of the acrylic and oil paintings as large as five
feet tall. The big works of art seemed to attract
the most people, but Jack discovered one little
colored pencil drawing that he felt surpassed
them all. It was only about twelve inches by
twelve inches in size and featured the face of
a grizzled cowboy with some riding tackle
slung over his shoulder. In the cowboy’s
mouth was a cigar, and among the ashes on the
end of cigar could be seen the embers burning
deeper down. The level of detail was fantastic
and beyond anything he could have imagined
using just colored pencils. He made a mental
note of the artist’s name. He might want to
look the individual up someday.

Forging his way past the sculptures and
other three-dimensional art, he walked through
a doorway into the next section of the building.
This was obviously the sewing arts section,
with a variety of hand-made articles of
clothing, handbags, and other projects that had
clearly been made with skill and care. Off to
the right he could see quilts hung in various
configurations. Even from a distance he could
discern and appreciate the skill used in creating
them. They ranged in color from bright and
glaring to muted and somber.
As he
approached, he saw a number of women
milling around and he supposed most of them
were the quilt creators. One younger woman
suddenly came out from behind one of the quilt
displays and joined the other ladies, and Jack’s
attention immediately went from appreciation
of the beauty of the quilts to the attractiveness
of this new participant. At twenty-six years of
age, Jack had had his share of girlfriends, but
rarely did anyone turn his head the way this
girl did.
It wasn’t that she was an
overwhelming beauty, although she was
certainly high on the attractiveness scale. It
was more the way she carried herself. She
seemed confident in her bearing and demeanor,
and as she smiled at those around her, her face
seemed to light up with happiness. It was an
intoxicating combination and Jack found his
legs carrying him forward toward the group.
As he approached, his sensibilities kicked in
as he realized he was not here to cruise for girls.
“Pardon me,” he said as he came near, “are you
the ones who made these quilts?” He asked his
question to the entire group, rather than
focusing it on the girl who had caught his
attention.
“Yes,” one of the older ladies answered,
“we all have quilts in the fair. We didn’t make

all of these, of course.” She paused for a
moment. “Are you a quilt maker as well?”
“Uh, no ma’am,” Jack replied. “But even
from across the room I was intrigued at the
colors and designs and had to take a closer
look. In fact, I don’t know much about
quilting, but I can see quality and skill on
display here.”
“Well let us tell you about it then,” one of
the other ladies offered.
As the group moved from quilt to quilt,
the woman who made each article explained
the design, the color choices, and the
methodology used to make it. Jack gently
guided a few of his questions to the younger
woman and, by the time they had completed
their tour, he knew her name was Donna. Of
course, he discovered the names of all the other
women as well, but Donna was most
memorable as far as he was concerned. He
thought he caught a spark of interest in her eye
toward him, but at no time was he able to get
any more than her first name. She looked to
be about his same age or a little younger, and
she clearly wore no wedding ring. Not wanting
to come off as creepy or a stalker, he thanked
the group for their hospitality and made his
way back toward the front of the building and
out into the heat of the day. As he wandered
through the fair park, his mind continued to
dwell on Donna. He envisioned her every
detail, from her dark blonde hair, her exquisite
complexion, the slimness of her shoulders, and
even the beauty of her hands. He wasn’t sure
what caused him to observe her hands, but for
some reason he wanted to just reach out and
touch them. Maybe it was the recognition of
the skill they proclaimed or maybe it was the
gentleness that seemed to emanate from them.
He wasn’t sure. This infatuation with a woman
was the last thing he had been looking for when
he came to the fair, but now she was all Jack
could think about. Since it was Saturday, he
reasoned that she might be in the quilting
exhibit on Sunday, and he determined he would
pay a return visit to that building tomorrow.
And this time, he planned to ask her out on a
date.
Having made a firm plan concerning her,
which resolved his slight vexation, Jack
continued to observe the sights and sounds of
the East Texas State Fair until evening began

to cool the furnace of the daytime temperature.
He noticed that people were beginning to
prepare the bandstand in anticipation of the
evening’s entertainment. From a banner, he
was informed that a country band called Hayes
& Crook would be performing. From snippets
of conversation, it was clear they were a
nationally renowned band, although he had
never heard of them. Wanting to make the
most of his first visit to a state fair, Jack
determined to attend. Maybe he could also
become a little more current in his knowledge
of pop culture, especially given the fact that he
was teaching teenagers this school year.
A crowd gathered as a local warm-up band
took the stage, and Jack found himself in the
near shoulder-to-shoulder standing room only
audience area. He found the music and the
experience to be very entertaining, and he saw
how people could flock to the venue. After a
forty-five-minute performance, the warm-up
band left the stage and an announcer indicated
that the Hayes & Crook performance would
begin in about twenty minutes. Some people
shuffled out to run to the restroom, get a drink,
or otherwise sit down for a few minutes, which
left some space to move around. Jack took a
minute to scan the remaining audience
attendees when his gaze came to rest on a girl
with dark blonde hair off to the right-hand side.
It was Donna, and she seemed to be making
her way closer to the bandstand. What’s more,
she seemed to be on her own. Seizing his
opportunity, Jack angled toward her so that
when she had taken up the spot from which she
intended to watch the show, he found himself
next to her. He turned to her in mock surprise.
“Donna! It’s Jack…from the quilt exhibit
today.”
To his delight, she seemed pleased to see
him. “Yes, Jack, I remember. How are you?”
“I’m good. Figured I’d come see the
concert tonight. I didn’t expect to see you here.
Are you a fan of the band?”
“I am,” she answered. “You too?”
He shook his head ruefully. “To be
honest, I haven’t really kept up with current
music. I’m sort of embarrassed to say I don’t
even know the band. Tell me about their
music.”
Donna had no shortage of thoughts and
opinions on the music of Hayes & Crook. She

loved their rhythmic style. She loved many of
their songs that told stories. She thought Hayes
was kind of cute, which made Jack laugh. The
conversation in which the two of them were
engaged was so enjoyable that it was almost a
disappointment when the band finally took the
stage, drowning out their ability to converse
very much with one another. Jack found
Donna’s analysis of the band and their music
to be very accurate, and he was convinced he
would also be a fan going forward. At one
point, the band performed one of their slow
ballad love songs called “Crossing Paths,”
which caused Jack and Donna to look at one
another. Their attraction was becoming
obvious and Jack gave her a playful wink right
near the end of the song, which caused her to
laugh and grasp his arm for an instant. Her
slight, brief touch was enchanting and it stayed
with him the rest of the night. He wished he
could reach out and take her hand, but he knew
that would be far too aggressive under the
circumstances.
As the concert came to an end, Jack asked
Donna if he could walk her to her car, and they
picked up their delightful conversation where
it had left off at the beginning of the band’s
performance. Most of their discussion focused
on the fair, Donna’s quilt exhibit, and the
concert. However, standing at her car and
feeling that his opportunity to know more
about her might vanish, Jack determined to get
to know her more personally and to ask her on
a date. “I never asked you,” he ventured, “do
you have a job or do you attend school?”
She suddenly laughed at the question.
“Both! I’m a language arts and literature
teacher at Hubbard Middle School down at the
south end of the 323 Highway Loop.”
Jack could hardly believe his luck. “No
kidding! I just started as a chemistry teacher
at John Tyler High School on the west side of
the 323 Loop! Kind of a funny coincidence,
don’t you think?”
“You mean that literature and chemistry
have so much in common?” she teased, smiling.
Jack laughed. “Okay! Okay! I’m
stretching here. I’m just trying to find a way
to say how much I enjoy your company and I
was hoping to invite you to join me for dinner
sometime…maybe this week?”

Donna looked at him slyly for a minute. “I
guess maybe I’d be okay with going out with
you.” She pulled out her phone, asked for his
number, and then called his phone. “There.
You have my number. I’ll hear from you this
week then?”
“Absolutely.” Jack opened her car door for
her and shut it again as she settled behind the
wheel. She waved to him as she drove off, and
he waved back. This was certainly an
unexpected turn of events. When he awoke that
morning, he had no intention or inclination to
meet a girl. In fact, given recent events, he
would have been inclined to steer away from
any potential relationships, and yet this one had
developed organically. It might be fun to see
where it led.
Jack called Donna Tuesday at the end of
the school day for them both and caught her still
at her desk. For the next twenty minutes, they
discussed their schools, their subjects, and their
students. Finally, Jack asked her to have dinner
with him on Thursday evening, a date she
readily accepted. Pulling up in her driveway in
his seven-year-old pickup, he noted that
Donna’s house was a very modest brick home
with a carport, probably built in the 1950’s. The
neighborhood was well kept and respectable,
but it was clear that the inhabitants were strictly
lower-middle class. That made sense. On a
teacher’s salary, one could not expect opulence.
With her middle school located only a very short
drive away, this neighborhood was a logical and
convenient choice. He knocked on her door and
as she opened to him, he felt his heart flutter just
a little. He had not expected that. He escorted
her to his pickup, opened and closed her door,
then settled in behind the wheel as they drove
to a local catfish restaurant that came highly
recommended by some of his fellow teachers.
On the way, he was able to ask her a little more
about herself. “So, is that your house?” he
asked, opening the conversation.
“It is,” she responded. “I bought it a year
ago after I had been teaching school for a full
year and felt confident enough in my
employment to take on a mortgage.”
“I take it you don’t have roommates, then,”
he said.
“I’ve thought about it,” Donna replied, “but
I’m kind of establishing my own routine and

want to just do that for a while. Maybe later.
How about you?”
Jack shrugged. “I’m just renting a little
apartment. I haven’t lived here long enough to
know any of the neighborhoods.”
“Oh yes,” she said, “I remember you
mentioning you moved to Texas not too long
ago. Where did you move from?”
“Shouldn’t that be ‘From where did you
move?’” he teased.
“Touché,” she responded with a laugh.
“As a language arts teacher, I seem to get
corrected a lot. I’ll expect the full chemical
formula for 92 octane gasoline before the night
is over, Mr. Chemistry.” She paused for a
moment as if collecting her thoughts. “Hey,
you didn’t answer my question! From where
did you move?” she asked again with a grin.
He laughed with her good nature. “Okay.
I moved here from just outside of Durham,
North Carolina.”
“Were you teaching school there as well?”
“No, I was actually working as a chemist
for a company there.”
“What made you decide to leave?” she
inquired.
Jack collected his thoughts for a moment.
“I just felt I needed a change in my life…to
have an impact in ways I hadn’t up to that point.
What better way to have an impact than to teach
high school students some of the hard sciences
in our world, huh? And you probably wonder
how it is I came to Tyler. The answer is that it
was the first school district to accept me as a
teacher.” Jack looked ahead as he spoke and
drove. He didn’t want to look her in the eye.
She might see that he had given her only a
partial explanation to his presence in Tyler,
Texas.
The catfish restaurant was typical of so
many establishments in the South. From the
outside, it looked like a real hole-in-the-wall
joint, but true to recommendations, it had
absolutely outstanding fare. For the first time,
they each shared more details about their
families. Jack discovered that Donna grew up
in Hobbs, New Mexico, the youngest of four
children and was just one year and two months
younger than himself. She had been the only
one in the family to attend college, and that was
only a result of a full-ride scholarship to the
University of New Mexico in Albuquerque.

Her grades in high school had made that
possible. Her siblings had all gone to work
right out of high school and, like their
parents, were scratching out a living. Her
mother and father still lived in Hobbs,
although her siblings had all moved to other
places as they followed employment
opportunities. Donna never did explain how
she ended up in Tyler, but Jack figured she
had just accepted the job that had been
offered, similar to what he had told her for
himself.
Jack also shared some details of his own
family. He was also the youngest of his
siblings, with an older brother and an older
sister. Like himself, his sister worked at a
company as a chemist, while his older brother
worked as a business manager. His mother
and father had been married thirty-five years
and were still going strong.
Jack and Donna sat at the table and
continued to talk long after the meal was
finished. They particularly enjoyed talking
about their students and the peculiar aspects
of their teaching profession. Once they had
begun sharing stories about specific students
and their foibles, they both laughed so hard
that it was hard to catch breath. Eventually,
the stories began to take a different flavor as
they discussed acts of unusual kindness that
students had performed, totally out of the
teenage character. Before they knew it, three
hours had flown by and it was time to go back
home. As Jack opened the pickup door for
Donna and walked her to her door, he reached
out with his left hand and she reacted by
grasping it with her right hand. They both
realized it was a touching display of respect
and affection, and didn’t have the
awkwardness of actually shaking hands in
the conventional style. It also avoided that
awkward moment of whether a kiss was
appropriate. As he drove back to his
apartment, Jack could still feel her hand on
his and he reflected again at how much he
loved her hands. He still wasn’t actually sure
why he felt that way.
To his surprise and delight, Donna called
Jack the very next day. “I wondered what
you were doing tomorrow,” she asked.

“I didn’t have any particular plans,” he
answered, noting in his mind that it was
Saturday and that college football on television
would otherwise consume much of his day.
“What did you have in mind?”
“I’ve got something to take care of
tomorrow night. I was hoping you could
accompany me.”
“I would be very glad to join you. What’s
the occasion?”
“You’ll just have to wait and find out,” she
replied with a slight giggle.
“A mystery date then!” he declared with
formality. “Sounds like an adventure! When
and where?”
“Can you pick me up at 6:30?”
“Absolutely. And Donna,” he continued,
“I’m really glad you called.”
“Me too.”
As much as he loved watching college
football, Jack found it almost impossible to
focus on the game on TV. He kept checking
his watch to see if 6:30 was any closer than the
last time he had checked two minutes earlier.
By 5:00 p.m. he had put on a pair of nice slacks
and a well-pressed long-sleeved button-down
shirt with only the top button undone. By the
time he left his apartment, he has slipped his
loafers on and off half a dozen times out of
some kind of nervous energy. He astonished
himself at his own anticipation. This was not
like him. It had never been like him.
Pulling into Donna’s driveway, he exited
his pickup and knocked on her door. She
opened and Jack was happy to see her delight
as their eyes met. Opening the door fully, she
pointed to a large cardboard box on the floor.
“Jack, would you mind lifting that into the bed
of your truck?” she asked.
“No problem. What’s in it?” he queried as
he lifted. He could tell it was full of something
but it was not overly heavy.
“Oh, just part of tonight’s activity,” she
answered cryptically.
He placed the box into the bed of his
pickup, escorted her into the passenger side of
the vehicle and then got behind the wheel.
“Where to, Miss Daisy?” he asked, his southern
accent growing a bit thicker for effect.

She laughed at the reference. “Just turn
where I tell you.”
After 3.9 miles and only 8 minutes, she
pointed to a long driveway and told him to
turn the truck into it. At the head of the
driveway was a flagpole that bore the
American flag and a sign that said “VFW Post
1799.” Jack followed the long driveway back
through a wooded area that eventually opened
up to a small parking lot and a building. The
paved portion of the parking lot was already
full, so Jack had to pull to the end of the
pavement and park on the dirt. After letting
Donna out of her side of the vehicle, Jack
picked up the box as they made their way
toward the building. “Looks like quite a
crowd here tonight,” he observed.
“Yes, and that dirt parking lot will
probably be overflowing by the time we get
started.”
“What are we getting started?” he asked.
“Wait and see.”
There was a gathering of people already
assembled as they stood around visiting prior
to whatever event was in store. There were
tables and chairs scattered around in a rather
haphazard fashion, and most of the attendees
already had a beer in hand. There was a
television at the far end of the room tuned to
some kind of reality show, but it was muted.
Jack placed the box on a table next to a similar
box and watched as more people poured in.
Several women came over to greet Donna and
two of them Jack recognized from the quilt
exhibit at the fair. He was amazed that he
remembered their names as he greeted them
when they approached. “Apryl and Loraine!
Nice to see you again!” They greeted him in
return as then Donna introduced the other
ladies who all seemed to be there for the same
purpose.
Donna turned to Jack. “Okay, time to tell
you what this is all about. We’re all members
of the Tyler Quilt Guild. We get together
once a month to work on something we call
‘Quilts of Valor.’ We coordinate with a
committee associated with the Veterans of
Foreign Wars to award finished Quilts of
Valor to deserving veterans here at this
building. Tonight, we will be awarding
twenty quilts in gratitude and appreciation to

some of these veterans. The box you carried in
holds ten quilts, representing hundreds of hours
of work by members of our guild. What do you
think?”
“I am impressed,” Jack answered. And he
meant it. He also felt honored that Donna would
deem it appropriate to invite him despite the
relatively short time they had known one
another. He knew that members of the guild
would take notice of Donna’s companion and
would have many questions and comments for
her later. If she were not prepared to face those
reactions, she certainly wouldn’t have invited
him.
When it came time for the presentations, the
members of the Tyler Quilt Guild stood at the
front of the room, the table in front of them piled
with neatly folded quilts stacked in precise piles.
They took turns reading out the name of a
veteran, giving a brief history of their service,
including the arm of the military, the war in
which they served, and a number of other
pertinent details. Then two of the guild
members pulled a quilt from the stack, unfolded
it, and held it aloft for all to see. Then they
gently re-folded it and presented it to the veteran
who had been featured. After long applause, the
next veteran was highlighted until all of the
quilts had been presented. Jack watched the
process from near the back with great interest.
Virtually all the quilts were made in patriotic
colors, but all with very different patterns. The
quality that went into their creation was evident,
and he thought that some of them were even
better than some of the quilts that had been
featured in the fair. It was an inspiring evening
as he watched Donna alternately recite the
veteran’s background and service or hold up a
quilt for the audience to see. He noted the joy
in her eyes as veteran after veteran came forward
to receive their quilts, many times with tears
running down their faces. It was notable that
three of the veterans were women and only one
of them shed tears, where more than half of the
men did, despite the fact that all of them had
seen life-threatening combat. By the time all of
the presentations had been made, he continued
to watch Donna as she interacted with members
of the guild and with the veterans they had come
to honor. It was then he noticed something in
himself that was making its way to the surface.

He found that he was caught completely by
surprise by this sudden feeling. He was falling
in love with Donna.
The short ride back to Donna’s house
allowed Jack to express his tremendous
admiration to Donna and her friends of the
Tyler Quilt Guild. Although he was clearly no
quilting expert, it looked to him as if their very
best efforts went into these quilts that they were
giving away to others. In his experience, it was
often materials of shoddier production that
were given away, while the greater
craftsmanship was retained or sold. Not so in
this case.
Once his pickup was in the driveway, Jack
and Donna continued to talk for over an hour.
It would have been more comfortable to move
inside, but neither of them wanted to interrupt
the flow of the conversation. Finally, when it
seemed they were both ready to retire for the
night, Jack walked Donna to her door and took
her right hand in his left as before. This time,
neither of them wanted to let go until Jack
finally spoke. “Would you mind if I kissed
you?” he asked softly.
She moved a step closer to him and looked
up into his face. “I would like that,” she
responded. Their kiss only lasted a few
seconds, but in that space of time it became
clear to both of them that their affection for one
another was growing deeper and more
meaningful. On the drive back to his
apartment, Jack reminded himself that the
move to Texas was not designed to meet a girl
or fall in love. Quite the opposite, actually.
Yet he found he was not feeling at all opposed
to the current development. In fact, as he
examined his own feelings, he began to
recognize a happiness growing within him that
he had never before experienced in all of his
twenty-six years.
As October and November passed, Donna
and Jack found ways to be together several
times per week. Sometimes they went out for
dinner, and sometimes they just sat at the home
of one or the other and watched a movie.
Donna found it hilarious that a smart chemist
like Jack loved the silly comedy Happy
Gilmore. Jack found it equally entertaining
that Donna would be happy if she could watch
The Sound of Music every day of the week.

When Thanksgiving rolled around, they both
determined that they did not have enough time
off school to make the drive to be with parents
or siblings, so they spent that together as well.
However, as Christmas vacation approached,
each knew that decisions would have to be
made. Would they each travel to be with their
own families? Would one visit the parents of
the other? As mid-December approached,
Donna finally took control of the situation.
“Jack, why don’t you come home with me to
Hobbs for Christmas. I’d like my parents to
meet you.”
Jack didn’t respond right away. “I’d
really like to do that,” he finally answered, “I
just have to check with my folks to make sure
they’ll be okay with it. In my whole life, I
have only spent two Christmas times away
from family. Does that upset you?”
“Not at all.” In fact, it had the opposite
effect. If he was this conscientious of his
family’s feelings, she knew he would never
intentionally hurt her.
Jack spoke to his father by phone the next
day and explained the circumstances. He
explained that he would really like to make
the trip to Hobbs to meet Donna’s parents.
Jack also indicated that the eight-hour drive
would be a prime opportunity to deepen their
relationship further, because when two people
are together for such a long period, lots of
things come out.
“Are you sure about this?” his father
asked.
“I am,” Jack responded. “I can honestly
say I have never felt this way about a girl
before.”
“Are you going to tell her?”
Jack thought a minute. “No. It’ll have
to wait.”
“I think that’s probably wise, Jackson.
Have fun at Christmas. Let Mom and me
know how it goes. I’m sure she will want all
of the details.”
Christmas at Jeff and Kelly Anderson’s
house was a delight for Jack. The home of
Donna’s parents was fairly small with only
three bedrooms, but it was clean and tidy.
Donna’s only sister came home for the
holiday as well, but her brothers weren’t able
to get away to join them. As a result, Jack

was assigned the room they had used while
growing up and it was clearly a room for boys.
There were still glow-in-the-dark stars
adorning the ceiling.
Not knowing what kinds of gifts to present
to the family, Jack settled on popular novels,
which turned out to be a good choice. They
were all avid readers. Even though Donna was
the only college graduate in the family, they
had all certainly educated themselves on all
sorts of topics, clearly a result of their interest
in books and knowledge. They even took the
time to ask Jack many questions about
chemistry, and he enjoyed teaching them as
much as they could absorb on the topic. It was
an interesting contrast to the way many of his
students approached the subject of chemistry.
For the few days they spent together in
Hobbs, Jack and Donna enjoyed taking long
walks around the area. It certainly felt like a
southwestern town with its flat terrain and
sparse vegetation. Jack was not accustomed
to seeing so few trees, and it was interesting to
be able to see for miles without going to the
top of a building or hill. Donna talked to him
about what it was like growing up in this area.
People were not wealthy, but they had good
hearts. She told him that it had been almost
impossible to get in trouble as a kid, because
there was always someone around who knew
her parents and would immediately pass the
word along if she stepped out of line. By the
time their Christmas vacation in Hobbs was
over, Jack knew that he was completely and
fully in love with Donna, and she clearly had
the same feeling for him. In those quiet
moments while driving back to Tyler, Jack
began to make his plan.
As the winter months waned and spring
began to bring out the blossoms on the trees,
the end to the school year was creeping into
sight. Jack and Donna had continued their
courtship and both of them could see where
the relationship was headed. On a Friday night
in late March, Jack called Donna on the phone.
“Want to take a walk with me tomorrow?” he
asked. Since Christmas, long walks together
had become one of their favorite activities.
“Sounds good,” she replied. “Where did
you want to go?”

“We haven’t been to Faulkner Park recently.”
“That sounds good. I love that trail.”
They arranged for Jack to pick Donna up in
the morning before there would be a lot of foot
or bicycle traffic on their path. As usual, they
were deep in conversation from the moment they
met. However, only half an hour into their walk,
Jack motioned for them to detour slightly off the
path to sit in one of the frequent benches that
dotted the trail. They sat, and there was an air of
expectancy in Donna’s demeanor. “So why did
we have to sit down, Mr. Tatum,” she asked,
playfully using his last name in a formal manner.
“Well Miss Anderson,” he responded in the
same playful tone, “I was hoping to convince you
to change your last name to Tatum.” Her eyes
grew wide as the realization hit. This might have
been more than she expected. “Donna, I’m
asking you to marry me,” he finished.
A smile began to creep across her face as
she looked into his eyes. “I would like that,” she
responded.
“That’s a ‘yes?’” he asked, the playfulness
in his voice still evident.
“That’s a yes,” she confirmed. “Can I tell
you a secret?”
“Sure.”
“When I first moved here, I used to imagine
that I would meet and marry one of these Texas
oil millionaires,” she laughed. “And wouldn’t
you know it, I fell for a school teacher instead.
As the saying goes, I guess we’ll have to live on
love, ‘cause we won’t have any money.”
Jack chuckled. “Why would you want to
marry one of those rich guys? So that you can
live in a mansion, drive expensive sports cars,
and go to the hairdresser every day?”
Donna became a little more serious.
“No…but I grew up sometimes wondering where
my next meal was coming from. My family…we
had some hard times. More than anything I guess
I would just like to have the stability of knowing
that all of our bills can be paid. I don’t really
care about all the typical trappings of wealth.
It’s more of a security thing for me.”
“In that case, there is one thing I need to
make you aware of before we move forward,” he
said, the playfulness now completely gone from
his demeanor.
She suddenly worried about his next words.
“What do you need to tell me?”

He sighed. “I worked for the same
company my father works for. I took a
sabbatical from the chemistry lab, but Dad
called and really wants me to come back. I
won’t go if you don’t want me to, but I’d really
like to rejoin the company. I’ll miss teaching
for sure, but I also make a lot higher salary there
than I do in the high school.”
“Move to North Carolina?” she whispered.
“Yes. How do you feel about that?”
Donna wasn’t sure how she felt about
leaving her school and students, but she did
know she loved this man and wanted to be with
him. “I’ll go with you,” she finally declared.
“No regrets.”
“There’s one more thing…” he began.
“Oh, Jack, I’m not sure I can take one more
thing.”
“No, this is good, I think. My dad is
coming into town next Tuesday. I was hoping
we could have dinner with him so he can meet
you. Mom won’t be there, but there’s time to
meet her later. What do you think, want to meet
my Dad?”
With the tension broken and the heady
realization of what was happening becoming
ever more real to her, she laughed. “Why of
course! I would love to meet Mr. Tatum Sr.”
Dinner at Bernard’s Mediterranean
Restaurant was a real treat for Donna. She had
heard that the food there was outstanding, but
the prices had always kept her from giving it a
try. Charles Tatum didn’t seem to have the same
concern about dinner costs. He had met Jack
and Donna at the restaurant and they were seated
on the outdoor veranda to enjoy the pleasant
spring evening air.
Donna could imagine that Jack would look
just like his father in another thirty-five years.
The elder Tatum had the same distinctly strong
chin, seemed very fit and healthy, and had only
a few streaks of gray in his otherwise dark hair.
Upon meeting her, he gave Donna an
enthusiastic hug and seemed genuinely
delighted to make her acquaintance. Once
seated, he asked Donna to talk about how they
met and fell in love. “I’ve heard my son’s
version of events,” he said, “but now I want to
hear the real story.” That made them all laugh,
and Donna was happy to oblige. She was still
talking when the food arrived, which interrupted

the story only for a minute, but then the
conversation picked back up again. When
she finished, Charles Tatum nodded.
“Well I’m really glad Jackson has found
someone like you,” he declared.
“So, I hear that you’re a chemist as
well,” Donna replied, hoping to learn more
about her future father-in-law.
“I am. Did Jackson tell you that he
was working for the same company as
me?” Charles asked.
Donna looked at Jack with mock
suspicion.
“You know, he never
mentioned that. So… tell me more.”
“It’s a company based in Research
Triangle Park. Have you ever heard of
Research Triangle Park in North
Carolina?”
Donna shook her head. “I haven’t.
I’ve never been to North Carolina.”
“Of course,” Charles replied. “Well,
anyway, I work for a company called
Bynetix. It’s a pharmaceutical company.
Have you ever heard of that one?”
Donna looked a little sheepish.
“Sorry. I’m really striking out with you
here, aren’t I?”
Charles laughed. “Not at all. It’s a
specialty company in a specialty industry.
I imagine a lot of people outside of North
Carolina aren’t familiar with us.”
The conversation continued as they
talked about their families, outside
interests, and even the Quilts of Valor
project. Two and a half hours flew by as
they talked and enjoyed one another’s
company.
Finally, Charles Tatum
indicated he needed to leave. “I’ve got
several early morning meetings set up with
people who have come from all over the
United States to talk to me. I guess I
should get a good night’s rest to be able to
properly accommodate them.” After
giving Donna a goodnight hug and doing
the father-son manly hug thing with Jack,
he departed. Jack seemed unusually quiet
on their drive back to her house. Donna
attributed it to seeing his father after a long
absence, but even when kissing her
goodnight, he seemed distracted.
The next morning as she was
preparing for one of her final school days

before summer vacation began, she received a
call from Jack. “Can I pick you up after school?”
he asked. “I think we need to talk.”
Donna’s heart sunk a little. “Nothing good
ever comes after hearing those words,” she
replied.
He chuckled, but she could tell it was forced.
“It’s nothing to worry about…really. But it is
important.”
Donna struggled to concentrate through the
whole school day, but her mind kept imagining
all sorts of awful ways the day could end. It was
actually a relief when she walked out of the
middle school and saw Jack sitting in his pickup
waiting for her. He jumped out and let her into
her side of the vehicle, then got behind the wheel
and began to drive. “Where are we headed,
Jack?” she asked, a little tentatively.
He briefly turned and gave her a smile.
“There’s something I want to show you.”
“What do you want to show me?”
Jack paused for a long time without
answering, then took a deep breath. “Sweetheart,
I’ve been keeping a secret from you. It’s time
to tell you the one thing you don’t know about
me yet.”
Donna struggled to keep her voice from
shaking. “Jack, ever since you called this
morning saying we need to talk, I have been
imagining every possible awful scenario under
the sun. Now you say something like that to me.
I’m sick inside. Please don’t do this to me.”
Jack glanced at her again and gave her a
reassuring smile. “You trust me, don’t you?
We’re almost there. Trust me a little longer.”
After just another five minutes, Jack turned
onto Airport Road and pulled up to a building
that had a sign signifying that it was Johnson
Aviation. He hopped out of the pickup, opened
Donna’s door, and escorted her up the stairway
and into the front door. A man stood at the front
desk who was dressed as a security guard. Jack
pulled out an ID card and showed it to him. The
man waved them around the counter and out the
back door. Jack took Donna’s hand as they
descended a stairway and then followed a
covered walkway toward a large hangar area.
They approached a sizeable private jet parked in
the hangar that had the stairway folded down
allowing entry into the cabin. Outside stood a
man dressed in a pilot’s uniform.

“How are you doing, Chris?” Jack asked the
man.
“Doing well. Thanks Jack. Good to see you
again.”
“Who’s your co-pilot today?”
“Sonny.”
“We’re just going to step inside for a few
minutes,” Jack declared.
“Sure thing,” the pilot replied.
Jack and Donna ascended the stairway and
ducked through the jet’s opening. Inside were
the plush trappings that one saw in pictures of
private jets but few people ever actually saw
firsthand. There were a dozen leather-covered
seats, some facing forward and a few facing
toward the rear of the plane. Jack guided Donna
to a forward-facing seat, while he took one of
the rear-facing seats so he could speak to her face
to face.
Worry had been replaced by
bewilderment in her eyes. “Jack, what is all
this?”
“I need to tell you a story,” he began. “Let
me get it all out before you ask any questions,
okay?”
“Okay.”
“Last night my dad asked you a couple of
questions. He asked if you had ever heard of
Research Triangle Park, and then he asked you
if you had ever heard of Bynetix. I think he was
testing you.”
“He was testing me?”
“Hang on. I’m getting to it. Be patient.”
“Sorry.”
Jack gave her another reassuring smile.
“See, where we’re from, everybody knows
Research Triangle Park and everybody knows
who Bynetix is. What’s more, they also know
who owns Bynetix, and that is the source of our
problem. When my dad was about my age, he
and another chemist developed a molecule that
turned out to be a major turning point for people
who suffer from congestive heart failure. They
sold their discovery to another company who
paid them enough money that my dad and his
business
partner
started
their
own
pharmaceutical company and called it Bynetix.
Since then, the company went public and has
grown rapidly over the years and now has a
market cap of about fourteen billion dollars. My
dad still owns thirty-four percent of the
company, making his net worth a little over four
and a half billion. He not only works for the

company, as he said, but he also serves as the
CEO and President of the organization. When
he asked you if you had ever heard of Research
Triangle Park or Bynetix, he was fishing to see
if you really knew about the Tatum family or
not.”
“Why would he care if I knew about your
family?” Donna asked, unable to restrain her
questions.
“Well, that’s actually at the heart of this all.
See, our whole family is involved in Bynetix,
and each of us owns part of the company. I also
have stock options. My net worth is somewhere
north of three hundred and fifty million.”
Donna choked. “What?”
“Sweetheart, that’s my big secret. I left
Durham to get away for a while and live a normal
life. Whenever I dated a girl, I never knew if she
was interested in me or the family fortune. You
can’t believe how many friends you have when
you have a lot of money, but of course very few
of them are true friends. I decided to take a year
away from all of that, although I didn’t expect
to find someone that I would fall in love with. I
just wanted to breathe free for a while. I was
amused when you talked about finding a rich
Texas oilman to marry, because although money
does solve some problems, it also tends to create
others. You might be interested to know that I
own a house in a gated community. There are
some really nice houses in my neighborhood, but
I don’t own the biggest or the best. In fact, my
house is probably one of the smaller ones in
there. I don’t have a house in a gated community
for prestige or conceit, however. Security is the
main issue for me, sort of how you indicated that
having enough money to pay bills was security
for you. You’ve seen the pickup I drive. Some
of my neighbors who drive super-expensive
sports cars or luxury cars see me toodle by in my
old GMC and they just shake their heads, but I
don’t care. I want to feel grounded to things that
matter most. Since I met you, I have been
admiring your hands, but I really wasn’t sure
why. I think I know now. To me, your hands
represent the best in you. You use those hands
to teach young people, to make quilts that honor
the service of soldiers, and to bring happiness
and joy to others. You and your hands represent
the best in people. I admire that. I honor that.
And that’s also why I want you in my life.” Jack

paused for a moment to look at Donna. “Now
do you have any questions you want to ask me?”
Donna thought for a moment. “If you like
it here in Tyler, why did you agree to go back?
What’s in North Carolina that’s so important?”
“That is a good question,” Jack answered.
“Before I left Bynetix, I was leading a team of
chemists that had developed a molecule that
showed great promise in slowing or stopping the
progression of Alzheimer’s disease. It has now
entered the final stage of clinical trials. If it
successfully comes through those trials, it will
likely be approved by the FDA. Dad called me
back to shepherd the drug through those trials.
I’ll miss my students, for sure. But the
opportunity to do an even far greater good is
open to me. I feel duty-bound to complete it.”
“How long do those trials last?” Donna
asked.
“A minimum of five years. Probably more
like seven years.” Jack paused to observe her
reaction. “You okay with that?”
Donna smiled. “You just gave me every
other reason to love you,” she replied. “Sure,
I’ll probably get used to the money, but your
attitude toward serving others and making life
better for people is one of the things I find most

attractive about you. I’m looking forward to
facing the future together.”
“Anything else?”
Donna looked around the jet’s cabin. “Does
this thing fly?”
Jack laughed and clapped his hands. “It
does!” He walked forward to the plane’s open
hatch and stuck his head out. “Hey Chris, call
Sonny. She wants to take her for a ride.”
“Will do, Jack. Flight Plan?”
“Just up and back.”
“Very well.”
Jack returned to the cabin and sat in the seat
next to Donna who was looking thoughtfully out
of the window. He reached over, took her hand
in his and kissed it. She turned to look at him
and noticed that he had a twinkle in his eye.
“Buckle up, Sweetheart,” he said with an
engaging smile. “The ride is about to begin!”

The End
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