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Overview & Rationale:


  John Wayne said it best – “Tomorrow is the most important thing in life. Comes in to us at midnight very clean. It's perfect when it arrives and it puts itself in our hands and hopes we've learnt something from yesterday.”  Few can predict the future, but all of us can project and catch a glimpse of what we’ll be like in ten years.  For this assignment, I want you to write a diary entry that places you “10 Yeas Down the Road.”  Quite literally, what will your life be like?  What will you be doing?  What kind of life have you created for yourself?  Here’s the deal, however – you need to be realistic and grounded. For example, it stands to reason that you will not be playing in the NBA if you currently make the modified squad as a junior.  Moreover, you will not know the ‘bling-bling’ riches of the Hip-Hop world if you have no musical talent and can’t write a decent ‘spit.’  Again, I implore you to be realistic.  Not that it is not possible, but you probably are unlikely to be on a beach in Matabungkay drinking a bottomless pina-colada thronged by leagues of beautiful ladies.  Think about your profession, your goals, your ambitions, your relationships, your fears, your doubts … the direction you’re headed as you step foot on the road of life.
Prompt:



  Place today’s month and day on your paper, but date it 10 years down the road.  Create a diary entry that projects, analyzes, and describes where you’ll be 10 years down the road.  Consider the following: your profession, your goals, your ambitions, your relationships, your fears, your doubts … the direction you’re headed as you step foot on the road of life … how your today paves the road for this future.

Mr. Kuhn’s Model Diary Entry:
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March 23, 2020 (NOTE: YOU MUST DATE YOUR ENTRY 10 YEARS DOWN THE ROAD)


Dear Diary,

I saw the first robin of spring this morning.  It was a hopeful sign in an otherwise frightful day.  Parenting is the ultimate karmic boomerang.  All the crap I pulled on my folks is coming back full-circle to kick me right in the pants.  All the nights I snuck out my window; the Friday night ruckuses at the Stone Quarry; the $500 bailout from the Chenango County Jailhouse for the infamous “Millie’s Diner Incident” all pale in comparison to the parental trials of Logan and Ava.

The distance between Logan and myself scares me.  I guess he’s just like any 17 year-old kid; he’s withdrawn and the bond we once shared almost washes away in the silence that stands between us.  He won’t let me into his head.  I’m knocking at his door every night (that’s a metaphor, by the way, Dear Diary), but he won’t open.  I know that the break-up with Jennifer has taken its toll on him, and all I want to do is tell him that I was once there.  I was once that 17 year-old kid whose “heart-gut” got a pulverizing beat-down by the likes of Joy Blissflower..  Here’s what I fear the most: suicide.  Most parents are concerned about drugs and reckless driving, but this is my fear.  I know it’s an irrational fear, but for me it’s actually quite rationale.  The fear literally crept into my dream last night.  I know,he respects life too much.  His love is too much.  His future is too much for such thoughts.  Man, my hope is too much.  As a parent of teenagers, I need to talk to the teenager that is still in me and acknowledge the thoughts that I entertained as a teen.  You know the ones – “When I’m a parent I’ll _____ (fill in the blank).”  Well, when I was a teenager I said this – “I will be the parent that is a friend and a parent.”  Here’s the thing – I feel like I’m not fulfilling either role right now.  Logan rejects me, just flat-out won’t have any of it.  I don’t know what to do.
Ava is another story.  She’s boy crazy.  And I’ll be the first to admit it – I’m a sexist.  When I learned that Logan was sexually active, I said –“Go get ‘em boy!!  Woot … Woot!!” – but with Ava I want to kick the ass of every boy that looks at her with even so much as a cross-eye.  She was just five years old the other day playing in her room for hours on end with Barbie & Ken.  Little did I know that this “play” was the stage for now – the here and present.  Ava is Barbie!!  At least she thinks she is.  Her grades are starting to drop because she’s constantly got to ‘holla at her celly.’ There’s a distance between us as well that troubles me.  She never comes to me anymore to talk.  She never wants to go on “Son/Daughter” dates anymore.  Just the other day I’m convinced that she ducked down in the car when we drove past a group of her friends.  At least she’s still dancing.  And she’s happy.  There’s always a skip in her step.

I keep telling myself – it’s just a phase.  I used to dread the coming of the “teen years.”  But like the “terrible-twos,” this too shall pass.

Wish me luck Diary.  I’m off to a family meal.

Kristian 
