
ished with plush carpeting creating a 
warm and elegant working environ-

ment. 
    Mike Card was Senior 
Project Manager, Dennis 
Tyeryar served as Super-
intendent, and Fran Ferri 
was Project Manager As-
sistant. 

 J.L . Wallace, Inc. has com-
pleted construction of the 

new headquarters 
for Southwest 
Capital Bank.  The 
project included 
the select demoli-
tion of an existing 
office building 
and build-out of 
a p p r o x i m a t e l y 
13,000 SF of inte-
rior space.  Con-
struction also in-
cluded the addition of three drive-
thru teller lanes. 
    Interior renovations consisted of 
converting a former medical facility 
into a customer service lobby, con-
ference room, private offices, and 
v a r i o u s 
o t h e r 
work ar-
eas.  Fin-
i s h i n g 
t o u c h e s 
i n c l u d e 
the ex-
t e n s i v e 
use of 
wood in 
the teller counters and reception 
area.  The main lobby also features 
hardwood flooring to enhance the 
richness of the interior décor.  The 
offices and conference room are fin-

 

 

Projects  At 
  or Near 

   Completion 
 

• White Cap Condominiums 
(pictured below) 

• Naples Heritage Clubhouse 

• Twins Plaza 

• Heritage Bay Pro Shop 

• Heritage Bay Chickee Bar 
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Southwest Capital Bank Complete 
By Mike Card, Sr. Project Manager 



made no effort on his behalf. 
    The days rolled by.  We made it through the Fall Festival 
and the Thanksgiving holidays, and I continued marking hap-
pily with my red pen. 
    As the Christmas holidays approached, I knew that Teddy 
would never catch up in time to be promoted to the sixth 
grade level.  He would be a repeater. 
    To justify myself, I went to his cumulative folder from time 
to time.  He had very low grades for the first four years, but 
no grade failure.  How he made it, I didn’t know.  I closed my 
mind to the personal remarks. 
    First grade: Teddy shows promise by work and attitude, 
but has poor home situation.  Second grade: Teddy could do 
better.  Mother terminally ill.  He receives little help at home.  
Third grade: Teddy is a pleasant boy.  Helpful, but too seri-
ous.  Slow learner.  Mother passed away at end of the year.  
Fourth grade: Very slow, but well behaved.  Father shows no 
interest. 
    Well, they had passed him four times, but he will certainly 
repeat fifth grade!  Do him good! I said to myself. 
    And then the last day before the holiday arrived.  Our little 
tree on the reading table sported paper and popcorn chains.  
Many gifts were heaped underneath, waiting for the big mo-
ment. 
    Teachers always get several gifts at Christmas, but mine 
that year seemed bigger and more elaborate than ever.  
There was not a student who had not brought me one.  Each 
unwrapping brought squeals of delight, and the proud giver 
would receive effusive thank-yous. 
    His gift wasn’t the last one I picked up; in fact it was in the 
middle of the pile.  Its wrapping was a brown paper bag, and 
he had colored Christmas trees and red bells all over it.  It 
was stuck together with masking tape. 
    “For Miss Thompson from Teddy” it read. 
    The group was completely silent and for the first time I felt 
conspicuous, embarrassed because they all stood watching 
me unwrap the gift. 
    As I removed the last bit of masking tape, two items fell to 
my desk: a gaudy rhinestone bracelet with several stones 
missing and a small bottle of dime-store cologne-half empty. 
    I could hear the snickers and whispers, and I wasn’t sure I 
could look at Teddy. 
    “Isn’t this lovely?” I asked, placing the bracelet on my 
wrist.  “Teddy, would you help me fasten it?” 
    He smiled shyly as he fixed the clasp, and I held up my 
wrist for all of them to admire. 
    There were a few hesitant ooh’s and ahh’s, but as I dabbed 
the cologne behind my ears, all the little girls lined up for a 
dab behind their ears. 
    I continued to open gifts until I reached the bottom of the 
pile.  We ate our refreshments, and the bell rang. 
    The children filed out with shouts of “See you next year!” 
and “Merry Christmas!” but Teddy waited at his desk. 
    When they had all left, he walked up to me, clutching his 
gift and books to his chest. 
    “You smell just like y mom,” he said softly.  “Her bracelet 
looks real pretty on you too.  I’m glad you like it.” 
    He left quickly.  I locked the door, sat down at my desk, 
and wept, resolving to make up to Teddy what I had deliber-
ately deprived him of-a teacher who cared. 
    I stayed every afternoon with Teddy from the end of Christ-

(Continued on page 3) 

Editor’s note: Due to the holiday season, his daugh-
ter’s wedding and many other things pulling at Jerry, 
this month’s article will be a story that is one of his 
favorites.  It is a story about the greatest gift of all—
giving of oneself. 

 
Three Letters from Teddy 

By Elizabeth Silance Ballard 
Reprinted from More Stories For The Heart 

Compiled by Alice Gray 
 

    Teddy’s letter came today and now that I’ve read it, I will 
place it in my cedar chest with the other things that are impor-
tant in my life. 
    “I wanted you to be the first to know.” 
    I smiled as I read the words he had written and my heart 
swelled with a pride that I had no right to feel. 
    I have not seen Teddy Stallard since he was a student in my 
fifth grade class fifteen years ago.  It was early in my career, 
and I had only been teaching for two years. 
    From the first day he stepped into my classroom, I disliked 
Teddy.  Teachers (although everyone knows differently) are 
not supposed to have favorites in a class, but most especially 
are they not to show dislike for a child, any child. 
    Nevertheless, every year there are one or two children that 
one cannot help but be attached to, for teachers are human, 
and it is human nature to like bright, pretty, intelligent people, 
whether they are ten years old or twenty-five.  And sometimes, 
not too often, fortunately, there will be one or two students to 
whom the teacher just can’t seem to relate. 
    I had thought myself quite capable of handling my personal 
feelings along that line until Teddy walked into my life.  There 
wasn’t a child I particularly liked that year, but Teddy was 
most assuredly the one I disliked. 
    He was dirty.  Not just occasionally, but all the time.  His hair 
hung low over his ears, and he actually had to hold it out of his 
eyes as he wrote papers in class.  (And this was before it was 
fashionable to do so!)  Too, he had a peculiar odor about him 
which I could never identify. 
    His physical faults were many,  and his intellect left a lot to 
be desired, also.  By the end of the first week I knew he was 
hopelessly behind the others.  Not only was he behind; he was 
just plain slow!  I began to withdraw from him immediately. 
    Any teacher will tell you that it’s more of a pleasure to teach 
a bright child.  It is definitely more rewarding for one’s ego.  
But any teacher worth her credentials can channel work to the 
bright child, keeping him challenged and learning while she 
puts her major effort on the slower ones.  Any teacher can do 
this.  Most teachers do it, but I didn’t, not that year. 
    In fact, I concentrated on my best students and let the others 
follow along as best they could.  Ashamed as I am to admit it, I 
took perverse pleasure in using my red pen; and each time I 
came to Teddy’s paper, the cross marks (and there were 
many) were always a little larger and little redder than neces-
sary. 
    “Poor work!” I would write with a flourish. 
    While I did not actually ridicule the boy, my attitude was 
obviously quite apparent to the class, for he quickly became 
the class “goat,” the outcast, the unlovable and the unloved. 
    He knew I didn’t like him, but he didn’t know why.  Nor did I 
know-then or now-why I felt such an intense dislike for him.  
All I know is that he was a little boy no one cared about, and I 

The Season of Giving   by Jerry Wallace, President 



RCH  Reflections         

 RCH Completes New Home for Richards Family   by Patti Lacy Robinson  

B ob and Cindy Richards, from Waterloo, Iowa, are 
building for retirement with the completion of 

their home in Cape Harbour.  Long time residents of 
Iowa, Bob’s 25 year business manufactures business 
forms for the auto industry and Cindy owns a web 
hosting company.  The Richards will be 
moving from their part-time home in 
Charleston, SC where they have resided for 
the past six years.  Their daughter and two 
grandchildren live in the Chicago area. 
    They selected the “Veranda Dois” model 
for their deep-water canal lot and custom-
ized it to take full advantage of a breathtak-
ing view overlooking a mangrove preserve.  
The 4 bedroom, 3 1/2 bath home encom-
passes 3,922 SF living area with a total of 
5,743 SF. 
    The lower level features formal living and dining 
rooms, leisure room, study, breakfast nook, kitchen, 
guest suite, and master bedroom suite.  The master 
suite shares a double-sided fireplace with the living 
room.  The living room and leisure room each have 
zero corner sliders opening onto a huge lanai and 
pool area.  Upstairs offers two bedrooms with Jack and 
Jill bath and game room.  A Juliet balcony overlooks 
the downstairs formal areas. 

    An upstairs balcony looks down upon a screen en-
closed free-form, negative edge pool and spa.  The pool 
deck, lanai, and balcony feature gorgeous marble 
pavers.  The summer kitchen has a stainless steel gas 
grill, refrigerator/icemaker, and sink. 

    Taking full advantage of the deep-
water canal, the Richards also had a 
large dock constructed complete 
with Captain’s walk and Tiki hut. 
    To minimize possible damage 
from hurricanes, impact resistant 
glass was used throughout the 
home.  A large capacity LP gas gen-
erator with a 1,000 gallon LP tank 
can power the entire house for up to 
several days in the event of a power 

failure.  The generator is programmed to come on auto-
matically if power is lost for any reason.  
    Prior to beginning construction, the Richards con-
sulted with professional interior designer, Luanza Mait-
land, on every detail of the home’s color palate and the 
many customized, built-in features they wanted added 
to the floor plan.  The end result of the collaborative ef-
fort between, owner, decorator, and RCH is a home that 
reflects the unique personalities and tastes of the own-
ers. 

mas holidays until the last day of school.  Sometimes we 
worked together.  Sometimes he worked alone while I drew 
up lesson plans or graded papers. 
    Slowly but surely he caught up with the rest of the class.  In 
fact, his final averages were among the highest in the class, 
and although I knew he would be moving out of the state 
when school was out, I was not worried about him.  Teddy 
had reached a level that would stand him in good stead the 
following year, no matter where he went.  He had enjoyed a 
measure of success, and as we were taught in our teacher 
training courses, “Success builds success.” 
    I did not hear from Teddy until seven years later, when his 
first letter appeared in my mailbox. 
    Dear Miss Thompson, 
         I just wanted you to be the first to know, I will be graduat-
ing second in my class next month. 

Very truly yours, 
Teddy Stallard 

    I sent him a card of congratulations and a small package, a 
pen and pencil gift set.  I wondered what he would do after 
graduation. 
    Four years later, Teddy’s second letter came. 
    Dear Miss Thompson, 
        I wanted you to be the first to know.  I was just informed 

(Continued from page 2) that I’ll be graduating first in my class.  The university has not 
been easy, but I liked it. 

Very truly yours, 
Teddy Stallard 

    I sent him a good pair of sterling silver monogrammed cuff 
links and a card, so proud of him I could burst! 
    And now today-Teddy’s third letter. 
    Dear Miss Thompson, 
        I wanted you to be the first to know.  As of today I am Theo-
dore Stallard, MD.  How about that !!?? 
        I’m going to be married in July, the 27th, to be exact.  I 
wanted to ask if you could come and sit where Mom would sit if 
she were here.  I’ll have no family there as Dad died last year. 
 

Very Truly Yours, 
Teddy Stallard 

I’m not sure what kind of gift one sends to a doctor on comple-
tion of medical school and state boards.  Maybe I’ll just wait 
and take a wedding gift, but a note can’t wait. 
    Dear Ted, 
        Congratulations!  You made it, and you did it yourself!!  In 
spite of those like me and not because of us, this day has come 
for you. 
        God bless you.  I’ll be at the wedding with bells on! 

Elizabeth Silance Thompson 



A t the JLW/RCH Christmas Party four  employees were 
honored for their unique contributions to the compa-

nies over the course of the past year.   
    Project Manager David Grossman received the Rookie 
of the Year Award. 
    General Superintendent Dennis Tyeryar was honored 
for the second consecutive year as Superintendent of the 
Year. 
    Senior Project Manager Assistant Robbyn Spears re-
ceived the Honor Award and Project Manager Assistant 
Fran Ferri received the Heart of Gold Award. 
    Each of these purpose partners went above and beyond 
their normal responsibilities to create an environment that 
emphasizes the company’s Mission, Vision, and Values 
Statements. 
    Congratulations to all the award winners and to every 
valuable member of the JLW/RCH team.   

     
 

    We also welcome Richard Uhde to the JLW/RCH family.  
Richard has taken on the responsibilities as our new Cus-
tomer Care Technician. 

J.L. Wallace, Inc. 
Royal Corinthian Homes, Inc. 
9111 West College Pointe Drive 
Fort Myers, FL  33919 

www.jlwallaceinc.com 
www.royalcorinthianhomes.com 

 

Office Numbers: 
 
JLW    239-437-1111 
Fax      239-437-1324 
 
RCH  239-437-1625 
Fax  239-437-4015 

 

 Warmest wishes for a very Merry 
Christmas and a New Year filled with 

health,       happiness, and love. 

HR Corner by Lisa W. Elliott, Controller 

Happy Birthday 
 

Michael Seifert—December 8 
Robbyn Spears—December 8 

Dennis Tyeryar—December 19 


