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the future cannot be redeemed. your voucher for the uplands 
of the yet-to-come cannot be spent. 

you hand it in at the kiosk on Chatzichristou, and the woman 
behind the plexiglas hands you a shiny, shrink-wrapped box. 
the box is marked THE FUTURE in a blocky font. 

the woman has turned her attention elsewhere. 

VKH�LV�ƓGGOLQJ�ZLWK�D�FRLOHG�ZLUH��VKH�LV�SOXJJLQJ�WKH�HQG�RI�
the wire into the top of a small, white contactless payment 
device. 

the sunlight is unbothered by the kiosk canopy, or by the 
obstacle course of small, plastic toys hanging above the 
woman’s head. 

the sun is ricocheting off the cheap, white plastic of the 
woman’s card machine. 

the device is glinting and glitzing and burning white like 
the bones of a small child moments after the explosion of a 
neutron bomb in a 1980s b-movie that you only half recall. 



it is possible that you have never seen the movie in question, 
or that you have only ever seen the trailer. it is possible you 
were told about it as a teenager and it seemed ironic and cool.

WKH�ZRPDQ�LV�ƓGGOLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�FRQWDFWOHVV�ERPE��

she is prodding the power cable into it, she is wiggling the 
cable and unplugging and plugging it back into the machine. 

the woman behind the kiosk has nails painted a perfect 
tangerine. 

across the street from the kiosk, a waitress is delivering a plate 
of curried snails to a small man with short, peach hair and an 
anodyne checked shirt. 

the waitress is joined by another who is carrying a small side- 
plate of wilted greens and a large skillet laden with a hunk of 
LQGHWHUPLQDWH�PHDW��ŴDNLQJ�RII�D�FKDUUHG�ERQH��

there is an ochre sauce on the meat, wet and glimmering in 
the light. 

there are big sunlit leaves, jittering in the wind. 

you turn away from the kiosk and cross the road, dodging 
between yellow taxis hastily congregating from three 
directions in a mess at the south-west corner of the intersection. 

the drivers are cheerfully engaged in bantz, through open 
car windows, in Greek, which is a language that you do not 
understand.

you are standing under the awning of a restaurant. a waiter is 
serving dolmadas, tzatziki and courgette balls as you tear at 
the plastic wrap of the product you have taken from the kiosk. 

you dink and dent the outer box as you pull out a sliding 
FDUGERDUG� WUD\�� LQVHW� ZLWK� D� YDFXXP�IRUPHG�� IDX[�ŴRFNHG�
plastic insert. 

the plastic insert has been formed with the words THE FUTURE 
as a relief set squarely below the product itself. 

WKH�SURGXFW�VWDUHV�XS�DW�\RX��VQXJ�DQG�KHOSOHVV�LQ�WKH�ƓW�RI�LWV�
IDX[�ŴRFNHG�SODVWLF�WUD\��LW�ORRNV�SRRUO\�PDGH��DQG�VXVSLFLRXVO\�



like the HERE AND NOW. 

*

somewhere, in Chengdu, China or Quang Chau, Vietnam, 

VRPHRQH�KDV�UHFHLYHG�D��';)�ƓOH�YLD�HQFU\SWHG�)73�WUDQVIHU�
for the latest design of the plastic insert packaging for the 
newest model of the HERE AND NOW. 

WKH\� DUH� UHOD\LQJ� WKH� �';)� ƓOH� WR� WKH� )RUPHFK�+'�6HULHV� ��
technician. 

the technician will produce a prototype of what – one day 
soon – will be launched, distributed and stocked as the most 
up-to- date model of the HERE AND NOW. 

somewhere in Athens, Georgia, there is a high degree of 
FRQƓGHQFH��

amongst the design-team and the market strategists, there is 
D�ƓUP�EHOLHI�WKDW�WKHLU�QHZHVW�LWHUDWLRQ�RI�WKH�HERE AND NOW 

will be relatively well-received. 

there is talk of achieving near-total market share. 

LQ�*HRUJLD�+4��WKH�YLEHV�DUH�JRRG��
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you are somewhere in a south east suburb of Bangkok. 

\RX� OHIW� $WKHQV�� *UHHFH� RQ� D� ORZ�FRVW� 6LQJDSRUHDQ� DLUOLQH�
almost two days ago. 

the airline food was surprisingly restorative. 

\RX�DUH�LGOLQJ�LQ�WUDIƓF�RQ�ZKDW�\RXU�SKRQH�ZLOO�ODWHU�WHOO�\RX�
is the Chon Buri Expressway. 

it is early morning, and you have just woken up in the footwell 
RI�D�ZHOO�PDLQWDLQHG��SOHDVDQWO\�VFHQWHG�7R\RWD�&RUROOD��

outside, the sun has risen and, beyond the gleam and grit of 
the highway fencing, a neat little grove of skyscrapers dazzles 
amongst a smattering of industrial machinery and a large 
expanse of phthalo green wetland. 

it is entirely unclear as to why you are here, lying on your side, 
full-foetal in the footwell of a mid-sized hatchback. 

it is possible that your drinking has gotten out of hand. 

i think my drinking might have gotten out of hand, you say 
to yourself. 

the driver turns away from the road to glance at you heaving 
yourself onto the backseat of his well-maintained hatchback.
the upholstery is a pleasing weave of turquoise and tangerine; 
the plastic moulding of the cupholder between the two front 
seats is dimpled. 

if I was a cat, I’d rub my face against the dimpled plastic, you 
say to yourself. 

WKH�GULYHU�LV�VD\LQJ�VRPHWKLQJ�LQ�7KDL��\RX�DUH�VFUDEEOLQJ�IRU�
your phone. 

\RX�DUH�WU\LQJ�WR�ƓQG�WKH�ORFDWLRQ�RI�WKH�%DQJNRN�EUDQFK�RI�
WKH�ŌEHVW�SDUW\�KRVWHO�FKDLQ�LQ�7KDLODQGō��\RX�DUH�VODSSLQJ�DQG�
swiping at the maps app of your smeared and sticky iPhone. 

you are pushing your phone towards the driver and pointing 
to the location of the Bangkok branch of best party hostel 
FKDLQ�LQ�7KDLODQG��



WKH�GULYHU� LV�VD\LQJ�VRPHWKLQJ� LQ�7KDL��KH� LV� ORRNLQJ�DW�\RX�
with what feels like almost unbearable pity. 



it is hard to know when your preoccupation with  party hostels 
began.

you know, of course, that at some point in the relatively recent 
past, the time you spent between zoom meetings attending 
to the action points of the previous zoom meeting shrank to 
the near-negligible. 

you know that, at some point, you would simply while away 
these hours sipping at the oat-milk long-black you had made 
yourself from the complimentary beverage bar provided by 
whichever co-working space you were dwelling in at the time. 

\RX� NQRZ� WKDW� LW� EHFDPH� D� UHŴH[�� D� FRPSXOVLRQ�� WR� VLS�
ludicrously slowly at your oat-milk long-black and scroll the 
internet for articles with titles like: THE TWENTY-SIX BEST PARTY 
HOSTELS IN EUROPE.

you know that you would ruminate, deliberating whether 
there were really twenty-six party hostels that could claim 
to objectively offer a level of fun that surpassed the other 
thousands of hostels in Europe. 

you know that, at some point, this question became of 
paramount importance to you.

you know too, that what may have simply been a linguistic 
tendency of easily consumable clickbait became a kind of lore, 
a list of establishments to which it became overwhelmingly 
imperative to travel to. 

indeed, there must have been a day when you simply stopped 
logging into those zoom meetings, the ones that Jane would 
insert into your Ical with all the delicacy of a long burnt-out 
oncologist administering his twelfth prostate exam of the 
morning.

there must have been a moment when your colleagues’ polite, 
concerned emails dried up and they moved to dedicating the 
ODVW�ƓYH�RU� VL[�PLQXWHV�RI�HDFK� ]RRP�PHHWLQJ�\RX�KDG�QRW�
attended to bitching about you, to inference and speculation.

there must have been a time, too, when this also stopped, 
when the orders came down from the senior leadership team 
that your prolonged absence, your reticence to respond to 
emails – which developed seamlessly into almost total silence 



– was a serious matter.

you were sure there must have been at least one zoom meeting 
that Jane had been asked to convene between the members 
of the senior leadership team, in which you were a line item 
on the agenda, or perhaps the sole topic of consideration.

occasionally, you would smile to yourself as you poured the 
complimentary oat-milk into your coffee, lightly amused at 
your own mental abstention from those structures – zoom 
calls, strategy documents, internal management frameworks 
– which for so long had been the horizons of your conceivable 
world. 

silly people, you would think to yourself, as you returned to 
your hot desk. such boring people, you would sigh as you 
ŴLSSHG� RSHQ� \RXU� 0DF%RRN� 3UR� ��� LQFK� �ODWH� ������ DQG�
tapped at the notes app to bring up the current iteration of 
the document you had titled, rather simply: PARTY.



your driver is slowing to a crawl as he peers to his left at each 
alley you pass. 

you are sliding past a building site in which men work 
furiously in cavernous ditches, laying the foundations for 
another tower, another hotel to rival the Pullman Grande 
6XNKXPYLW��

WKH�JODVV�DQG�VWHHO�RI�WKH�3XOOPDQ�*UDQGH�6XNKXPYLW�JOLQWV�
DQG�OHHUV�RYHU�WKH�UDPVKDFNOH�VWUHHW�Ŋ�3UDVDQ�0LW�Ŋ�RQ�ZKLFK�
\RXU�GULYHU�ƓQDOO\�FRPHV� WR�D�VWRS��KLV�SDVVHQJHU�VLGH� W\UHV�
hushing against kerbstones.

it’s seven-thirty in the morning, and you have no idea how 
long you have been in the taxi, but your driver charges you 
what you are sure must be a very reasonable fare.

he is looking at you with pity again, or perhaps it is more the 
rictus of an empath’s embarrassment, like the time you went 
WR�ZDWFK�\RXU�ƓUVW�JLUOIULHQG�LQ�D�VFKRRO�SOD\�DQG�IHOW�LQWHQVHO\��
LQWROHUDEO\�VLFN�DW�WKH�WKRXJKW�WKDW�VKH�PLJKW�ŴXII�KHU�OLQHV�

you step out of the car. last night’s attire suddenly feels 

inadequate in the morning chill. your box-fresh white sneakers 
DUH�EDGO\�VFXIIHG�DQG�KDYH�DFTXLUHG�DQ�XQLGHQWLƓDEOH�JUH\�
crust.

you are wearing knee-length orange shorts, made from a 
cheap synthetic fabric that makes your butt sweat more than 
it possibly should, a black vest and a palpable twinge of 
absence on your head, which once sported a blue and white 
trucker cap.

\RX�YDJXHO\�UHFDOO�\RXU�WUXFNHU�FDS�ŴRDWLQJ�XS�DQG�LQWR�WKH�DLU�
as you leant out of the side of a tuktuk hurtling down a dual-
carriageway, the cap bobbing for a while like a bird of prey 
then dropping to the ground and disappearing in the glare 
of oncoming headlights.

you are sad about your cap. 

you remember you were leaning out of the side of the tuktuk 
to make a little more room for a Canadian woman who was 
leaning over you and vomiting into the wind, her puke 
becoming an amber trail that also seemed to hang for a while 
in the hot, damp air.



you are faintly displeased that the image of your cap being 
obliterated by a heavy goods lorry and the smell of vomit are 
the only memories you can conjure of the evening before.

you are deeply in need of stilted, awkward conversation with 
some of the other guests at the Bangkok branch of the best 
SDUW\�KRVWHO�FKDLQ�LQ�7KDLODQG�

you have the overwhelming need to enquire, or perhaps to 
infer, how and why it came to pass that you woke up in the 
IRRWZHOO�RI�D�ZHOO�PDLQWDLQHG�7R\RWD�&RUROOD

you would like to be told, or perhaps to deduce, if there is 
an objective reason to feel the shame, the anxiety, the sense 
of doom and dread that appears to constitute the entirety of 
your current emotional state.



ZKHQ� WKH� LQHYLWDEOH� KDSSHQHG�� DQG� DQ� RIƓFLRXV� VRXQGLQJ�
HPDLO�IURP�'HFODQ�LQ�+5�GURSSHG�LQWR�\RXU�LQER[��\RX�ZHUH�
sipping a complimentary oat-milk long-black in a co-working 
VSDFH�MXVW�HDVW�RI�%URDGZD\�0DUNHW��/RQGRQ�

\RX�ZHUH�VFUROOLQJ�WKH�+RVWHOZRUOG�UHYLHZV�RI�DQ�HVWDEOLVKPHQW�
in a remote coastal village on the island of Corfu that seemed 
to specialise in both Kayaking and emphatic inebriation.

the photographs of this particular hostel were the usual 
informational images of 10-person dormitories, steel framed 
bunk beds and backpackers merrily paddling their way 
through gentle waves, or sloppily dancing, dressed in pink 
satin sheets tied to resemble togas and balancing shot glasses 
on their heads.

Declan’s email presented itself as an invitation, suggesting a 
time and date for you to meet the company director, the head 
RI� +5�� DQG� D� ODUJH�� RYHUEHDULQJ�PDQ� IURP� WKH� OHJDO� WHDP�
called James. 

you had met James only once before, when you had attended 
a similar meeting called to rid the company of a junior 

strategist with a penchant for cocaine and very little sense of 
professional decorum.

James was one of those men who had acquired a law degree 
from a moderately prestigious university, but whose only 
skills seemed to be the ability to talk loudly over anyone else 
in the room, a provincial, private school education, and the 
literacy required to read slowly and clearly from whatever 
sheet of A4 paper he had printed in advance and brought to 
the meeting.

by the time this particular email arrived, it had been several 
months since you had logged into a zoom call, and a little less 
since you had replied to any of your colleagues’ emails. 

DOWKRXJK�� \RX�KDG� FRQWLQXHG� WR�RSHQ�0LFURVRIW�2XWORRN� �Y��
������ HYHU\�PRUQLQJ�� HQMR\LQJ� KRZ� WKH� VSRUDGLF� SLQJ� RI� D�
new message would chime as a kind of background birdsong, 
and as a reminder of everything you no longer cared about. 

you savoured the simple pleasure of marking each email as 
“read” as soon as it arrived, without ever opening the email 
in question.



Declan’s was different. you knew it would arrive and, when it 
did,  it would ultimately require a response. 

you sat at your hot-desk and sipped slowly at your 
complimentary beverage, considering your options.

it was true that – as with every other email from the last 
three months that did not directly pertain to enquiries you 
had made with a particular party hostel or a mildly eccentric 
sounding bar crawl –  you could simply mark it as “read” 
without opening it. 

however, you also knew that in this particular case you would 
be tacitly approving your own dismissal, and that your failure 
to respond might allow James to confect a plausible legal 
argument for withholding your severance pay.

another option would be to reply with a terse, two-line email 
notifying your employers of your resignation.

a third option would be to attend the meeting in question, to 
log in to zoom and spend an hour so in the company of the 
GLUHFWHU��RI�+5�DQG��RI�FRXUVH��RI�-DPHV�

\RX�RSHQHG�0LFURVRIW�2XWORRN�� \RX� VLJKHG�DQG� WDSSHG�RXW�
a terse, two-line email notifying your employers of your 
resignation.

you closed Outlook, you smiled and returned to what had now 
EHFRPH�D�UDWKHU�LQWULFDWH��;/6;�VSUHDGVKHHW��HQWLWOHG��PARTY.




