“Look at us. A group of self-deluding old fossils traipsing
around as if we’re on some bloody gap year, humiliating
ourselves. (...) We should just face up to the truth. That
we’re all old. We’re all past it. That’s the real truth. The
raw, unvarnished fact of the matter. All we’re good for
now is a beige bloody bungalow. With a sodding panic
button in the... sodding corner”
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