
New at SBMC,
“Saturday night  

a the Movies” 
come enjoy 
the movie 

and bring a snack.  
Starts at 9:15.

Membership Drive:
Thank you for your continued support, and please spread the 
word about membership. We are a fine club and we have every 
reason to be proud of what happens in this place.

 
Service work:
The club is in need of someone 
with bookkeeping skills. Jim M. 
has filled this position for years. 
He has blessed us with his service 
and his skills—he has paid our 
bills on time, he has recorded and 
tallied our collections and keeps 
clear and concise records---we 
might need 3 or 4 people to fill 
his shoes! If you are willing please 
contact Drew C.

Lifeline 
For additions/corrections/
contributions contact Melissa at  
Melissa@Springcrk.com. 
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Angry Birds 

Today I interacted with people who use 
anger to get what they want.  They must 

think raised voices and threats move me—it 
does, but not how they think. I just want 
away. While I’m quiet I think about how 
all that noise affects me.  If they could read 
my mind they would not go that route. I 

say nothing and think about how my mother 
raged...against everything.  Her mother, my grandmother seemed 
bigger than life. She demanded attention and frightened grown 
men and she delighted in her alcoholic rants.  My mother couldn’t 
stand up to her so she picked a man who would take her away, but 
my grandmother followed. Somewhere along the way my mother 
became like her, rejecting everything and everyone. I hid, I didn’t 
come into the house unless my father was home, and I gave up 
on wanting love that was wrapped in thorns. I just wanted away. 
I haven’t changed. I want reason, conversation, peace. I’ve tired 
of those faces that constantly disapprove. Today I turn them over, 
with compassion because of the program. But the program also 
teaches me to take care of myself. Angry people can’t take my 
peace or my connection to a gentle higher power.  Today, I choose 
peace and serenity. I shut my doors at the end of the day, I bring 
out a blanket and move up close to my husband. He takes my 
hand and I take a deep breath. I love this life I have—maybe God 
just wanted to show me what’s out there if I don’t continue to seek 
Him...ok, I’ve seen it. No thanks, pass the hot chocolate.

New ADDitioNS:
Have you noticed the two new planters outside our lobby entry? 
They are gifts from Jan F. and her husband Mike. They are a beau-
tiful addition to our club, and if  we just get through this winter, 
the plants will bloom this spring and many more to come. 

Boxes of book have shown up at the club thanks 
to Paula N. , and an impromptu book exchange 
has emerged. Come find a treasure of leave one for 
someone else.
 

Light side
A guy was in a bar about as drunk as it’s possible to get. A group of 
guys notice his condition and decide to be good 
Samaritans and take him home. First they stand 
him up to get to his wallet so they can find out 
where he lives, but he keeps falling down. He fell 
down eight more times on the way to the car, 
each time with a real thud. After they get to his 
house, he falls down another four times getting 
him to the door. His wife comes to the door, and one guy says, “We 
brought your husband home.” The wife asks, “Where’s his wheelchair?


