Diary of Bruce Springsteen
Bernadette Horton

Wednesday 15th May 1968
Thought I’d give this a go. Diary writing. Although for how long I’ll keep it up I don’t know. Well, I got the letter today to go for the medical for my ‘Nam call-up. The day I’ve dreaded for the past few years. Tomorrow I face the music, and for once its not my own. Guaranteed death at 19 just doesn’t work for me. I ain’t telling ma and I certainly ain’t telling the old man after what he did last week. I’ll never forgive him for cutting my long hair whilst I was in bed, sick. All this ‘Music ain’t getting you nowhere, get a job, cut your hair, stopping wasting your time’crap. Oh, he’ll love it when they ship me off to ‘Nam.

Well, I hope as he stands to attention when they send me home in a box, that he’s proud I gave up my life for the American dream in a pointless war at 19. Jeez, all my buddies are being called up, and the next thing I know I’m borrowing a suit and attending their funerals while they go through the eternal checkout. Those military generals don’t give a damn. As usual it’s the working-class guys who provide the war machine.

Hey man, I just don’t know how I can face tomorrow. Is it wrong to admit I’m so scared and I’m sure as hell gonna miss my home?

Thursday, 16th May 1968
I  called my girl before I got the train. I got up at 4am, went off down to the phone booth and we just spent hours talking things through. Then I had to check in with the boys in the band. Each one of us has been dreading the call-up. Each one of us with a sackful of excuses not to go. But for the likes of us boys, you can’t dodge the draft, only the rich boys get help to do that. For us war is inevitable; like breathing – or not when we get to Vietnam.

Hey, I got the train, did the medical and came home. I lingered outside on the porch until gone midnight waiting for the old man to go to bed before going in. I just didn’t want to face him, hear the sarcasm, the whole goddamn boring arguments he always comes out with. I went into the kitchen and there he was, still up.
‘ Where were you?’
‘I got my medical.’
‘And what happened?’
‘They failed me.’
He got up, looked me in the eye and said ‘Good’ and then left the kitchen. Sure, wasn’t expecting that; the first time in my life the old man approved of something I failed at.

Friday 17th May 1968
Danny came round. We clapped each other on the back like blood brothers. Looks like the piano is back in the pawn shop and we gotta gig at Smokin’ Joes on the shore tomorrow night! Jeez, you couldn’t wish for worse luck. One of these days me and The Castiles are gonna have the bucks to keep our own band equipment! Until then we’re gonna have to borrow. But who the hell is gonna lend us a piano? In the meantime, me and Danny just did some chillin’ out on the porch and even the old man never said a word. 

Tonight, the band rehearsed and man we made some great music! The boys heard I had failed the ‘Nam medical and the usual jokes on just how I had failed kept ringing round the band room. No one will ever find out that’s for sure! I gotta light a candle in church on Sunday for being allowed to continue to make some great music. There is a Lord! Rosie’s gonna bring her girlfriends down to Joe’s tomorrow night, so it should be one of those warm spring nights with a good vibe, good music and who knows maybe a bit of romance in the air?  God knows we could all do with it. Danny tells me he knows this huge guy called Clarence who plays a mean saxophone. He’s coming down to the shore too, so it could be useful to meet him. I’ve never thought of how a sax could add to our sound before.

Hey man! Life’s for livin’ and I intend to live every minute from now on!

Saturday 18th May 1968

I had to go down to the phone booth because Max came round and said that Danny was in trouble. I called him up and he can’t get a piano anywhere. Said I would ask ma, but easier said than done. But Ma handed it over without a fuss. Good ‘ole Ma!
Real excitement as we heard some record guys were in town and were coming down to see us. Could this be the break I’ve been looking for?

Well, we rocked Joe’s and blew the place apart tonight! The vibe was good, the women were great and the music was finer! I really think we got something now. Clarence is coming down to rehearse with us next week bringing his sax. A big man. A real big man – he must be 6 foot 6 at least! He’s twelve years older than me so he has a lot of experience. I can’t wait to hear him play and see what he can add to the band sound.

At the end of the night Joe asked who he should pay the gig money to, Max told him, 
‘Over there, go and see The Boss’ as he pointed to me. All the boys in the band laughed. Jeez I hope that nickname doesn’t stick. I hate bosses!

The old man’s laid off me this week. Not a word. I wonder if he finally gets it? I wonder if he finally gets me? Music is what I do and who I am. Hey, who am I talking to? Danny says diaries are just for girls.

May 10th 1972

[bookmark: _GoBack]I forgot I hadn’t written in this thing for years. Today the dream came true. Today me and the boys, now called The E Street Band, after a street in our neighbourhood, signed for Columbia records. Its worthy of note. Its been a long hard road and a lot of ‘keep believin’ but I can now proudly say I am a pro musician. Even the old man can’t argue with that.
