


185

Diary: Future C

Dear Diary,

I’'m writing this in my thoughts, from my hospital bed.
That was one bad accident, but at least | fared better than the ca

the others will be here soon and | already feel like I'm under trial.
It's not like being middle-aged is all it takes to grow wise and stdp scre

P.s. | was drunk, as always. | know that, they know that. | couldl’'ve enf
also ki

Shit ove

Mum or paralysed like Dad. Maybe it's what | wanted. | could’'ve
7 But who are they to judge? My fucking band? Let’s just get this {
\ //l '//////
Diary: Future D
Dear Diary, '///

I've gone all out for the 50th anniversary of the band.

We've got a nice boat all to ourselves. After all, you only live once and | think
we’'ve earned some pampering. A will take us far enough

from the shore and we’ll watch the sunrise together.

And perhaps tomorrow morning we’ll feel young again.

P.s. How do you tell your friends you've got cancer?

How do | ask A for one last wish, a boat trip into my
personal sunset? | guess I'm about to find out. The band made me grow past my
fear of living. It's time to get over my fear of dying.
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