Ladies and gentlemen, fellow club members, and random people who Jjust
wandered in looking for snacks,

As I stand here today, I can't help but feel like I'm graduating from a
school I accidentally enrolled in. Yes, it's my farewell, but don't
worry--it's not you, it's me... and the restraining order.

We've shared some unforgettable moments together, like the time the
projector broke down, and we had an impromptu shadow puppet show. Or when
we spent an hour trying to decide if "Pizza Fridays" should actually be
"Taco Tuesdays." Ah yes, true club milestones.

I must admit, I'll miss the endless debates about who controls the
thermostat. Seriously, one degree up or down, and it felt like we were
reenacting an Arctic expedition or a desert trek.

As I prepare to step down, I hand over the club responsibilities with
great confidence that someone will figure out where the missing stapler
is and whether or not there's another packet of instant coffee in the
cabinet.

In all sincerity, thank you for all the wonderful memories. Remember, I'm
just an email away--or more realistically, a carrier pigeon or a smoke
signal. Keep being amazing, keep laughing, and never forget our club
motto: "We came, we saw, we forgot what we were doing here."

Take care!



