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1. Snya Riaz 

 

I will hear Chrissie say, “be at peace”, and know it is the end of this recording of the 
Future Show. I will close my laptop and revel in the slightly depressing but profound 
feeling you get after thinking and listening about death and I will realise I never have 
thought about dying of old age or peacefully. 

 

I will think: If I'm going to die I'm going to make sure it’s known that people will still be 
talking about me like how tragic it was of me to save those 5 kittens stranded out at 
sea on a rogue lifeboat that fell off a ship somehow (don't ask me the details). I 
saved them and sacrificed myself, ah yes, that Snya, so brave, so kind, she was 
gone too soon. Or leaving my name in history books, records of my legal success, a 
justice fighter, Someone Who Changed the World.  

 

I will think. I think too much. 

 

I will think about this recording of my voice that you are hearing now. I will remember 
how I tried not to laugh myself silly after finishing because I found it so awkward, like 
I was talking to myself. 

 

 



 

I will replay the audio just once and I will think. Ugh, how embarrassing I really sound 
and live like THIS? 

 

I will think about where my voice will go. I will think how it feels anti-climactic now, I 
will think ‘what’s next?’  

 

My sister will suddenly slam the door wide open; she will look at me, I will look at her 
and then she will leave. I will see red because she leaves the door wide open (I’ve 
told her so many times) and so I will jump to grapple her back and then 
Wrestlemania bomb her until she finally understands the importance of Closing the 
Door. 

 

I will have to shut the door, with a decisive and final slam. Then I will open up Twitter 
and see the protests and outcry for basic rights. I will find new forms to sign and new 
lives to donate to, another brutality, another victim, another, another, another.  

 

I will angrily tweet into the void about fuck this, fuck that, what the fuck is going on. I 
will say, I could do a better job, I will say a baby could do better. I will say I don't care 
if I'm being too crass because this is how I feel, and they should feel ashamed. 

 

I will think how people are struggling, why is this happening, my god, I will think, why 
is this even something to fight for? I will have an overwhelming anger that this is 
even happening, but it will be happening. 

 

I will escape at the thought of the human race starting anew on an island somewhere 
out there like in Golding’s Lord of The Flies except less private school, stupid, and 
dumb - gosh those boys were so dumb.  

 

I will come across another think-piece, another tweet on oppression and society, and 
I will think how this is so SO infuriating and all I can do is sit here and yell into the 
empty space. 

 

I will be so, so angry that I can’t storm into parliament YET and make some noise so 
I will exit and let my anger stew and boil for a stronger day. (But not before re-
watching the completely stupid video of the shrimp dancing, as a little treat). 

 



 

I will sit facing my large window that looks out onto the street, feeling caged in from 
the outside but I will also enter the outside in animal crossing onto my little virtual 
island. My avatar dressed cutely in white triangle shades is basking in the sun and I 
will look outside where it will be raining silly and I will laugh at how different 
everything is in reality.  

 

I will call my friend, Riya, and ask her if she wants to play. 

 

She will invite me over to her island to show off her new spaces and upgrades 
because she is a try-hard and a nerd. We will run around on her island and I will 
laugh at how she’s still wearing that same grape outfit for the past week and she will 
defend herself by saying, “it’s cute”, and I will reply with a loud and telling silence. 
Everything is happy. 

 

I will laugh at her ugly villager, Al, and she will tell me to stop, stop talking about him 
please don't remind me. 

   

Soon I will say goodbye and go back to my own island, the absence of her voice and 
presence will make me feel uncomfortable, but I will adjust to the silence. 

 

An unknown time later, I will switch my switch off.  

 

I will look up into the sunlight. I will wonder if I will still be friends with Riya and 
everyone else in the future. I will wonder if we will survive through, well, everything. I 
will tell myself to think realistically instead of optimistically, but I will also tell myself 
definitely, without a doubt, bffs 4 eva lol. I will feel my brows getting heavy and a 
melancholy feeling trap my heart. I will quickly throw away the thought again 
because I will argue it's not worth hurting about something that is only real in my 
head, live in the present and let the future come as it will be.  

 

My thoughts will switch back erratically to whether animal crossing would ever 
become Virtual Reality, and honestly, how cool would that be?! I will send Riya a 
quick text saying, “how cool would VR animal crossing be though?! Hah, imagine, I 
would never leave.” 

 

And then all of a sudden, I will look up as a sunbeam hits me right in the face, and 
the room will be golden and glowy, a wave of something fleeting will wash over me 
and I will realise I haven't moved from this space at all.   



 

2. Nadira Sultana 

 

I will contemplate how my life has led up to this moment.  

 

I will think about the show that we have recorded. The show you have just heard and 
listened to.  

 

A show I never knew could exist.  

 

A show written by twelve different voices living twelve different lives.  

 

I will match faces to words. I will imagine twelve different bedrooms. 

 

Knowing that life has proven to be far more difficult than anything I could have ever 
comprehended is an uncomfortable truth.  

 

I will learn to accept it. 

 

I will sit cross-legged on the floor. 

 

The laptop will be closed beside me. 

 

I will have a staring contest with the cat that I will most certainly lose.  

 

I will think about you - you who will have just listened to this piece. 

 

One of you will be sitting in the centre of an overcrowded city.  

 

It will be shrouded in construction work and high-rise buildings.  

 

You will have been sitting in an office listening to me - to us.  



 

 

You will wonder whether the splodge on your tie was from the curry you ate last night 
or the nosebleed you got at that Christmas party where you got just that bit too 
drunk.  

 

You will hope it is neither.  

 

You will be lulled to sleep by the rain patting against your office window. 

 

You will dream of a life inexplicably greater than the one you have been forced to 
live. 

 

In a few weeks’ time your boss will give you a final warning. 

 

For the first time since you moved here, rent will be late. 

 

You will have to consider getting a roommate but getting sacked never felt so good.  

 

One of you will be sitting at a dining room table.  

 

One of you will be in a province enveloped in the cruel summer heat. You will have a 
makeshift paper fan in one hand. 

 

One of you will have just ended a phone call with your mother-in-law. You will have 
listened to this recording approved by her. 

 

One of you will never accept her invitations to book club but will always look to find 
commonality for the sake of the family you now share. 

 

One of you will be reminded by your children's screeching that hide and (go) seek 
does not yet qualify as a Maths lesson.  

 

You will hope that one day it will. 



 

 

When lockdown lifts, and eventually it will, one of you will begin to miss the living 
room doubling as a playground. 

 

One of you will miss your daily walks two metres apart from everyone - not counting 
those with fluffy dogs. 

 

One of you will miss a dining room table with all the chairs occupied. 

 

One of you will pick up your ringing phone despite being heavily reluctant. 

 

One of you will tackle the expected ridicule from your mother-in-law, having known 
all along that cutting your partner's hair with children's crafting scissors would not 
end well.  

 

Meanwhile, one of you will be sitting in your parents’ house on the other side of the 
world. 

 

You will find comfort in the familiarity of living in your childhood home as an adult but 
find shame in your lack of independence. 

 

You will have once craved freedom but have now come to enjoy the presence of 
those who've earnt the title of family.  

 

You will listen to the sound of my voice - our voices - attentively, with the intention of 
finally bringing an intellectual conversation to the table when gathering with 'friends' 
at the local pub. 

 

Your focus will have shifted gradually once you realise this recording was longer 
than ten minutes. 

 

You will stare at the tiny obtrusions on your wall. 

 



 

Years ago, you will have hung an NSYNC poster supported by five, no six blue tack 
splodges. 

 

You will have painted over them more than a dozen times but the glue that held the 
tack together will have stood the test of time unlike the unity of the all-American boy 
band. 

 

You will all live.  

 

You will carry on living - your lives having been changed by listening to this show. 
Our show. This version of our future.  

 

Your future.  

 

3. Angela Mhlanga 

 

An hour later, I will lay still in the etched grooves of my mattress with my eyes shut 
and planning my weekly schedule. Why won’t I enjoy the moment? This thought will 
start at the back of my mind and surely find its way front and center. There will be so 
much to think about, and I will know that relaxation will only come once everything is 
organized. 

 

The guilt of ‘laziness’ will creep in before making the cumbersome walk to the 
kitchen for yet another cup of tea. I’ll subconsciously search for my phone and 
quickly remember that I’ve placed myself on a social media diet and buried my 
device under, ‘the chair’. Located in the dysfunctional corner of my bedroom, 
defiantly unimpressed by my OCD. 

 

‘Misplaced’ hair ties, clothes, make-up, charging cables, half pairs of earrings, spare 
or old batteries, stuff upon stuff- who knows? Under that heap, ‘Samsung’ or ‘Sam’ 
for short, will lay containing an overwhelming vortex of images. I will ignore this and 
resume the short walk to the kitchen. 

 

The flat will be quiet. The smell of wet grass from Mum’s juiced vegetables will have 
permeated through the air. She will have left some kale juice for me before going to 
her essential job. For a brief moment, I’ll stand there doing a double take from the 
glass to the kitchen sink and the kitchen sink to the glass. 



 

 

I won’t have planned to leave the house again but will convince myself to take the 
bin out as it’s the least I can do. If I could handle the bin, then by default I could 
handle ‘the chair’ right? My bare hands will go to tie the bin and I’ll think about 
wearing my newly acquired armor complete with mask and gloves. I’ll then think 
about how I’ve touched the bin anyway and the task at hand will literally take less 
than a minute to complete. Before reaching the point of my internal argument- I’ll 
have shut the door behind me, and it will be light outside. 

 

A skip to the disposals area will fill my lung reserves with all the fresh air I can 
contain. Like a flower, my face will project upwardly toward the warm golden light. I 
will contemplate taking yet another solitary walk to nowhere in particular. 

 

A flow of young muffled giggles from less than two meters away will circle me and 
ask for my silence in a game of hide and seek. Onward I will cross as I will not have 
seen anything. I will remember telling you this and wonder if that makes me a 
hypocrite. But then I will also remember, assuring you, that I can keep a secret. I can 
keep a secret. 

 

My arrival to the dumpster will emit a melancholic sigh. I will vigorously toss a bag 
full of compost into the heap. Out will spring a black lined, yellow winged butterfly. 
He will glide, fluttering through the air showing off and landing with certainty on my 
bare shoulder. I will turn my head slowly. I’ll stand there present, silently thanking the 
golden butterfly for choosing me. 

 

We’ll both have a moment of peace. The golden butterfly will take flight as I watch. I’ll 
be standing in awe of God and all his creations. I will feel grateful to have had my 
Gift. At a later point, I will be surprised at myself for walking past the chair and not 
even caring. I will google butterflies and the significance of my encounter and google 
will have the facts but not the answers. I will learn something new and feel excited to 
have a good story to bring to dinner with Mum at some point in the week. I will think 
of how she’ll ask if I took a picture, then I’ll think about how ‘I wish I had camera’, 
then I’ll think about how nobody’s said that phrase since 1996 but I’ll turn to my 
mother and reply, ‘yes a mental picture’. 

  

4. Riya Parshad 

 

Tomorrow in the afternoon I will tell myself that I should do something today, but I 
won’t know what.  



 

 

I will tell myself that I should consider going outside because I haven’t in so long, and 
then I will. 

 

I’ll go somewhere I always like to go when I want to get outside, and out of my head. 

 

I’ll get ready, deciding between which clothes I should wear and then wearing the 
same outfit I always wear whenever I don’t know what to wear. Black denim shorts 
which have a slight tear at the bottom, a characteristic shirt that will say ‘I know how 
to style a statement piece if I want to,’ and I’ll wear my white socks that go slightly up 
my ankle but not enough that they are visible once I put on my trainers. I’ll get my 
keys and tell my parents that I’m going outside for a bit, they will ask me the same 
mundane questions they always ask me, and I will answer them the same way I 
always answer them.  

 

At this point, I will walk up to the front door and get ready to turn the brass doorknob 
and I will notice the chipped off-white paint around it and wonder if I will ever get 
around to repainting it. Then, I will remember that I forgot my face mask and I will 
rush back up to my room and put on my expensive mask that cost £14.98 for one 
from Amazon, £4.99 for shipping. When I put it on the thick layer of cotton will make 
it harder for me to breathe and leave a faint scent of newly washed fabric lingering in 
my nose. I will look at myself in the mirror on the wall and feel a short-lived burst of 
excitement when I look at it and I will think about how I spent 2 hours looking for a 
powder blue mask that looks as though it was once a bright blue but has since been 
washed too many times.  

 

Then I’ll leave the house, taking the same number 10 route I always take to Pool 
Meadow. I will sit in the back seat to the far right, unless it is preoccupied. In which 
case I will choose to sit in the second to last row of the bus on the left side, hopeful 
that no one will sit next to me as then I will have to move over one seat which makes 
it harder for me to get out. I will hold my breath the entire journey in hope that no one 
sits next to me and this time no one will, which will be a small personal triumph and I 
will take it to mean that today will be a good day. Then I will walk down to Memorial 
Park and pace myself, so I don’t run out of breath, or so my ankles don’t start 
hurting, which they usually do. I will be going alone because my friends don’t want to 
leave their houses, and one has a slight cough, another a sore throat. I will ponder 
the thought that the older I am getting, the more content I am with my own company. 
To be seen alone in public was a social crime when I was younger, but maybe in the 
future I will learn to enjoy the comforting silence of solitude.  

 



 

I’ll get there, I will sit where I always sit, on the slightly elevated hill that looks over 
the skate park, the play area and as far as the houses that peer over the park ever 
so slightly. I will sit down and think about the great times I have had here. I will think 
about the times I had water fights here with my friends and that one time where 
strangers joined in and decided to play with us and I will wonder where they are now, 
if they are. I will begin to closely reflect on the term ‘water fights,’ and how fighting 
entails pain, but how water fights entail the opposite. How water guns differ from real 
guns because they are used with the intent to be playful, not harmful. How water 
balloons and laughter are the only ammunition you need in a good water fight.  

 

Then I will think back to that one time I came here with a guy I was seeing, but not 
dating.  

 

I will think about his scent and how he was slightly taller than me so that the tip of my 
head reached his bottom lip and how he made me feel artistic and free to be myself, 
but not entirely, not in the way my future partner might. How he re-taught me the 
value of the authenticity of writing, with an actual pen, and the dangers of the ways in 
which our minds can get lost in technology, deep into the crevices of technological 
bliss. I will wonder about this for a while and appreciate the small lessons we take 
from people who may become insignificant to us in the future yet had an impact on 
the person we are today. 

 

I will recall the scent of his shirts, which smelt like pinecones, and his hair which 
smelt like damp cotton. I will look around me and see the trees and think about how 
often I never take the time to appreciate them.  

 

I will wonder how he is and wonder back to the last time we spoke and wonder if that 
is the last time we will ever speak.  

 

I’ll think about the time we met and how we got to know each other, about how we 
saw each other every other day and we eventually bumped into each other at a 
Sainsburys and decided to talk.  

 

I will think about how we hung out every day after that, and then never again. How 
one day we just stopped hanging out. I will think about how I would like to hang out 
again but as friends, but I will tell myself that’ll never happen because we’re distant 
memories to each other now. I will think about how he is now just a trace of a short 
summer fling that faded away like an oxygen deprived flame. I will think about how I 
will never know what it feels like to be touched by him again, but how that is okay 
with me.  



 

 

Then I will think to myself, this is why they call it Memorial Park.  

  

5. Esther Adesanoye 

 

Tomorrow evening, I will step out from my building, already anticipating some light 
rainfall. I will have checked the weather app and curse for leaving my umbrella at 
home anyway. I will have enough time for a long walk. I will pass by North Acton 
road. It snakes off into cul-de-sacs with pretty identical houses that form a semicircle. 
I will pass by graffitied shutters on Cullen way that will rattle with the wind. It will 
make a creaky jangle that echoes along the empty street. The rain will start. I will 
quickly make my way to a bus shelter, zigzagging to avoid murky puddles that will be 
forming. I will misstep and soak a jean clad leg. The muddy water will create a 
miserable grainy feeling in the sole of my shoe. In a matter of minutes, I will already 
be damp and with wet fingers I will try to order an uber. The bus services will have 
finished for the evening. 

 

I will hold my finger repeatedly over the home button as my phone vibrates “no'' At 
not recognizing my fingerprint. I will huff in annoyance and fumble in my bag for my 
bankcard to key in manually. I will hope I have not been charged multiple times and I 
will remember to check my statement in the morning. The Uber will come in a timely 
fashion. The driver and I will lock eyes for a second, as if we will agree to not bother 
with idle talk. I will be thankful he is not chatty and will instead scroll mindlessly, 
looking for nothing in particular; junk mail, bitcoin scams, the usual. I will then get 
motion sickness and resort to watching the streetlights blur as we speed off into the 
night. I will arrive home in 35 minutes. The concierge will look up from his monitor 
and nod a greeting, I will return it. The lift will not work, it hasn’t for two weeks now, I 
will try it anyway, the button will flicker then fade. I will end up taking the stairs. I will 
remember to unfreeze my gym membership tomorrow. My favourite show, Love 
Island, will be airing a rerun, I will prepare a hot drink and try to focus on the two love 
rivals bickering on the screen, they will continue to clash, and my mind will drift back 
to the future show. I will wonder about the show's latest predictions and if they can 
be altered at will, or, if alternate futures were already accounted for. Love island will 
finally end and blare its ghastly signature theme tune with its closing credits. I will 
wander around the flat, fiddling over the immaculate living room. I will try and put off 
the inevitable and take a deep dive through my photo album. I will delete, favourite 
and hide while my eyelids get heavier and my mind continues to run.  

 

I will take another sip of my drink and shake two melatonin tablets into my palm. I 
wonder if they will work. It will take 20 minutes. I will have the same nightmare as I 
did the previous night. It will be the same nightmare I have had since the death of my 
father. He will be laying there, arms crossed over his chest. He will be transferred to 



 

a concrete slab on a conveyor belt that leads to a roaring furnace. I will turn to see 
various people I will have met in my life laid out on the concrete slabs. One by one 
they are placed on a conveyor belt, I will try to protest, I will try to save them but they 
will not hear me, they will remain stuck until it’s their turn, there will be nothing I can 
do but watch them turned to ash.  

 

6. Malizah 

 

A few days later I will wake up. To the smell of burning. I will, before jumping out of 
bed to see what type of danger I’m in, reflect on my life and how it was never really 
the sweet aroma of bacon and eggs type. But ah yes - More burnt toast. My day will 
begin. 

 

I will sigh in the middle of my kitchen. Twist outs still in.  Hanging from out of my 
bonnet. I will start to shout to my friend that will be staying with me, to come sort out 
there morning bonfire. “this isn’t typically the way I wanted to be woken up, 
especially when I have so much to write.” 

  

I will blurt out as she is prying the burnt bread out the toaster.  I will then gather 
myself and after the mist of anger dies down realize how nice my friend has her hair 
done. Up in a somewhat messy bun with a lavender scrunchy holding it all together. I 
will tell her hair looks pretty and she will smile and bite down on her burnt toast 
sarcastically, rolling her eyes. 

  

I will turn the kettle on. “Wish we could do some of the things we normally do.” 

 

I will say- as I add oat milk to my steaming mug. 

 

“lunchtime cocktails”  

 

Lucky will scream ecstatically from the front room.  It would usually be outside an 
uptown café/bar. All the girls.  

 

Or maybe we could’ve gone to see the superhero movie. “yeah mad annoyed we got 
to wait until next year now” Lucky will reply.  

 



 

Our favorite is the franchise with all the superheroes in one. 

 

We would be geeky about the whole affair… I can just see it now… I will laugh to 
myself picturing how we would have deliberated on what the plausibility of changing 
the past without changing the future is. 

 

I will think on the fact that at some point we will be crying, there is always something 
we cry at. I will take a sip of my tea and think about how right the movies always turn 
out.  

  

“What do you think will happen in the next superhero movie, Lucks?” I will shout 
back rested against the counter still in my pyjamas. “They will probably bring them 
back somehow.” She will shout back. We will have hope.  

 

I will turn on Rakim and begin reciting his lines. Dancing around as I start to clean up 
the kitchen. I will dance a for a while before noticing Lucky stood at the doorway 
watching me. 

She will try and shout something over the noise of boom baps and slick rhymes. I will 
turn down the music.  

“What you saying?”  

 

I will question-standing with sponge in hand covered in bubbles.  

 

“I never knew you felt that way. I learnt a lot listening to your recording the other 
day.” She will say this with a half smile. I will not know if it was genuine or if she felt 
put out to hear at the same time as everyone else. Then my nerves kinda calm 
down.  

 

“Like the fact you borrowed my Majin Buu t shirt and spilt wine on it.”  

 

She will shake her head laughing and continue. I will crack a smile.  

 

“I always wondered where the hell that went,” she will continue. “Then how you felt 
about me having to stay with you because of my situation at home.” 

 



 

She will get more serious, quieter and proceed.  

 

“I know you were never really happy about how I’d been treated…It got worse being 
in lockdown and having to stay inside at home - but I must admit not wanting to be 
alone also keeps you in certain places way past their due date, fear kept me there 
over everything else.” 

 

She will look to the ground. I will put the sponge down and will tell her that’s what 
friends do, and she’s more than welcome to stay with me and it’s no problem. It was 
never a problem. I will give her a hug and I will turn the stereo back up – Gangster 
blasting. “But I'm cashin' cheques, with Premier on this jam.” 

 

Lucky will smile through teared eyes and begin reciting the next line of the verse.  

  

7. Mafalda Nunes 

 

On the 15th of August I’ll wonder if now that I have my own place, I’ll be able to have 
a firmer grip on my future.  

 

On the 16th of August a friend of mine will sleep over. The government guidelines 
will now let us hug. I will cry. 

 

August 18th I will get a knock on the door. It will be the person I like, with flowers in 
hand and the promise of happiness. After being apart during lockdown we will finally 
be able to start a relationship. 

 

On September 20th I will excel at my job. I will feel relieved that all of my hard work 
has paid off. 

 

October 2nd I will have saved enough money to buy something I have been wanting 
for a while. I will be torn between getting driving lessons, buying a designer bag or 
adding that sum to my master’s fund. Ultimately, I will save most of it and use a 
smaller portion of it to purchase a rug for my bedroom and some frames. Perhaps if I 
fill my house with the warm memories of the past, I won’t feel so alone.   

 



 

October 3rd My parents will visit. I will cook them a healthy yummy lunch and we will 
talk about our lives and what is new. My mum will let me know that she is thinking 
about going on vacation with my dad. I will wonder if I too should travel somewhere. 
By then the travel bans imposed by the pandemic will have significantly eased and 
we will be able to travel for leisure. Maybe I will go to Italy like I have always wanted 
or maybe even Monte Carlo or Greece. 

 

October 5th will be my dad’s birthday. I will get him a bottle of good wine and I will 
invite them over again to enjoy it at my place. I will be making enough money by then 
to treat my parents to a really lovely meal. I will give them the news that I have been 
hired as a freelance writer for a magazine and that the pay will be enough to buy 
myself a week in Bora Bora if I want to. By then I will have a bit more than £1000 
saved up. 

 

October 7th I will spend the night with my friends, we will get drunk, maybe even 
make mistakes. I’ll wonder if these are the people I will know for the rest of my life. 

 

On the 12th of October my friends will surprise me with a trip to a pool nearby. It will 
be one of those memorable days that extend to unforgettable nights. 

 

October 20th I will receive immense praise from one of my articles. My social media 
will be blowing up. A model agency will reach out to me and offer me a casting for a 
Netflix TV Show that will be filmed in the UK. I will book the date for the audition and 
study the script they will send me. The TV Series will be interesting, and my 
character will be really challenging. 

 

October 22nd I will be verified on Instagram. 

 

October 29th My first love will reach out with an apology and I will be brave enough 
to let him go.  

 

November 1st I will realise that I was always enough. 

  

8. Sam Colby 

 

In about a year from now, I will be sitting in my parents’ house at night after an 
unproductive day. I will think about how strange it is to be completely alone even so 



 

long after lockdown was lifted. The only light will be coming from my computer 
screen as I mindlessly scroll through my emails. I will be clicking and deleting, 
through the junk and spam and will remind myself that I need to be better at clearing 
my inbox.  

 

Click. Delete. Click. Delete. 

 

I will be listening to ‘The Sound of Silence’ blaring through my headphones, 
drowning out the world. When the song is finished, feeling the strain against my 
temples, I will shift my headphones slightly off my ears, giving a brief sensation of 
relief, exposing them to the outside world. 

 

I will hear a thud. I will think it comes from downstairs. A hard punch of freakish 
adrenaline will rip through my body. In a quick fluid movement, I will remove my 
headphones. Sitting, still, trying to refocus, my toes curling into the carpet being 
aware of how quiet the house is, unnaturally so. I will question if I did indeed hear the 
thud. I will miss the quiet familial sounds from downstairs. I will remind myself of 
countless nights I have been alone, sitting in my chair, never disturbed.  

 

I will close my eyes, breathe in, feeling a cool rush of air entering my lungs, and try 
to embrace the silence. I will breathe out. 

 

Breathe out.  

 

I will feel how empty the house is, no car in the driveway, no light emanating from the 
windows. I will picture how abandoned and empty the rooms appear from outside, 
even my own room. How empty and quiet the street is. I will wonder who would hear 
me? I will remind myself, how suspectable I am to over-analyzing situations and then 
begin to doubt again whether I heard anything in the first place or that I’m just 
overtired, and my brain is playing tricks on me again. I will remind myself, that this is 
just an intrusive thought and feel a flicker of shame in my gut, embarrassed that 
even at 22 I am still a prisoner to my mind. Yet I will find it impossible to wrestle the 
fear into a rational space. 

 

I will remember a news article- stating a recent spike in robberies in the area. I will 
recall a story my grandparents had told me months before, how a deaf neighbour of 
theirs had been robbed whilst she was in the house. I will imagine going to bed, 
slowly drifting off to sleep, to feel a shift in the darkness, a figure looming over my 
bed. Brought back into the present, I will sift through the clutter of papers and 



 

random wires on my desk, sending a pen rolling to the floor, to find my house key; 
the same house key I was given on my first day of secondary school. I will take the 
key and place it between my ring and middle finger tightly. I will quickly move to my 
bedroom door staring out into the darkness, I will feel as if I can sense another 
presence. My fingers will dig into the palms of my hands. 

 

I will hear a creak. 

 

I will consider briefly whether I should make myself known, by turning on a light, 
shouting, calling for help or whether instead I should run, or face the intruder. But I 
will push these thoughts aside. I will notice the pace of my breath quicken with the 
rise and fall of my chest. 

 

I will step out of my room into the darkness and slowly take four paces to the top of 
the stairs. I will descend down the stairs, wincing on the 5th stair, as the floorboard 
protests. I will silently curse. 

 

I will stand still, holding my breath, listening to the darkness. It will be able to hear 
the shifting of my bones in the silence. 

 

After a moment I will move again. Reaching the bottom of the stairs. Making my way 
to the kitchen. Eyes straining against the harsh darkness. Seeing the open window 
above the sink. I will feel a sharp stab of fear in my stomach. I will think of my 
parents shutting the window each night. 

 

I will quickly make my way back to my room. I will take no care to be silent. Shutting 
the door behind me I will crouch on my bed. My knees pressed against my chest. 
Staring at the door. My heart beating against my ribcage. An intruder will know I’m 
here. I will imagine the door being flung open. A figure standing there. I will force the 
shock of these thoughts out of my brain. But my eyes will fixate on the door, my toes 
gripping the bedsheets, and my jaw tense with the anxiety that I am letting my mind 
run away with me again. 

 

I will sit and I will wait. My mind will race with possibilities. I will need to use the 
bathroom. I will become aware of time moving. I will pick up my phone. I will write a 
text to my parents. ‘Hey, quick question: did you leave the kitchen window open?’ I 
will feel stupid for writing it, but the need to send it will take over. I will continue to sit 
on my bed, my eyes flicking from my phone to my door as I wait for a response. My 
phone will ping a text back: ‘Probably, we’re just around the corner anyway.’  



 

 

I will then remember this recording, which I did about a year ago from now. I will feel 
an overwhelming sense of comic foolishness flow through me, that even having 
already predicted this moment, in the moment, I still lost all sense of certainty. 

 

9. Awandiswe Mkwananzi 

 

On the evening of 29th May 2021, I will be sitting at my desk.  

 

I will be struggling. I will be struggling to find the right words. 

 

The most accurate words for an email, some artistic writing, for a poetic masterpiece.  

 

I will suddenly realise that I have forgotten to wish a friend a Happy 22nd Birthday. I 
will feel guilt. Then I will remember we are no longer friends. Remembering the rocky 
boat from which we both drifted from each other.  

 

I will dive into a sea of sadness, and I will try to write but scribble out the 
congratulations. 

 

I’ll think of my enduring love. My relationship with the work I love and crave, yet 
loathe so much. 

 

I will love it but feel as though I am carrying too much on my plate and I’ll doubt 
myself even though I constantly tell myself I’m great at what I do.  

 

I’m going to want to cry when I realise that I have other commitments in my life. 
Something that I will be required to do. Are these commitments a necessity? When 
did my devotion become a task of hardship? 

 

My fingers will tremble as they hover the keyboard. Thinking. Trying to reason with 
me. Trying to think of something, anything! 

 

And then the words will come to me.  



 

 

Then I will write this: 

 

“I can feel 

And I can sense 

I no longer understand my element 

So, because of this, am I dense? 

 

Day and night, I float through life mindlessly 

It has been some time since fear has knocked at my door 

 

Fear 

 

At first, she used to tap lightly 

Gentle taps turned to knocks 

Knocking turned to harsh bangs 

All the while, I still welcomed her into my dwelling 

 

I don’t know where she’s gone  

I suppose she’s hiding from me  

Because I will not allow an entity, I do not possess to give me comfort? 

But I feel lonely without her 

She provided a sense of comfort for the unknown 

 

As of late, I am no longer concerned with what the future holds. 

Tired of stressing of the unknown 

I say scream this aloud so that I may feel bold 

 

I thank the night sky  

For letting me scream 



 

For letting me shout and yell into the abyss 

This confusion is an ongoing theme” 

 

And that’s where it’ll end. 

 

I’ll let out a shaky breath  

I'll attempt to think pleasant thoughts about how I’m going to see my friends again 

Hold them 

Shriek and snort in laughter with them 

 

Because I’ll always think of how long we had spent without seeing one another. 

My mind will be clouded by the tragedies of the world  

 

And me being who I am will get the chance to walk freely  

When Tamir Rice couldn’t 

Breonna Taylor couldn’t 

Mark Duggan couldn’t 

Trayvon Martin couldn’t 

Mike Brown couldn’t 

 

I will stop reading the names of those who were brutally murdered.  

I will stop writing contrasting articles about how our communities hurt my people. 

I will stop it all, because I will be done for the night, baring too much on my shoulders 
that will be powerless. I’ll be carrying the weight of society, just like Sandra Bland 
did. 

 

They couldn’t walk freely, voluntarily go on a jog, be candid about their feelings. 
They couldn’t love openly. Not ever again. But I still will walk without restrictions. 

 

I will walk without them, right? 

No 



 

I’ll know that my fate lies in the hands of the unjust system. That I will not have equal 
rights like my peers. And I’ll wish for my equal rights to be considered. 

 

We will all be scared. Continuing to live in fear for ourselves and others. 

 

I’ll think of my appetite to produce great stories and write until my fingers bleed. And 
they will.  

I’ll take a shot at portraying a whimsical sense of humour and capture the hearts of 
many but fail miserably; Because I won’t be funny. I will write things to intentionally 
leave people deep in thought.  

 

I will want you to understand how I feel. Melancholy but willing to see the light again. 

 

I will blink, then suddenly realise it is a new day. The 30th of May 2021. I will feel 
optimism speeding its way to my soul. The different strokes of the sun will shine 
brightly through my newly purchased blinds, that I will buy to give me a sense of 
power in my room. 

 

I will feel a sense of ownership of the day. Then all of a sudden I will want to conquer 
the world.  

 

I will stare deeply into the mirror and I’ll come face to face with the person who will 
decide my life.  

We will gawk at each other and wait until either of us will speak.  

We’ll whisper small words of affirmation until we’ve had enough. 

We will be ready for the new day.  

 

10. Lanaire Aderemi 

 

You are probably wondering when I will talk more about you, and less about me? 
And so, I will now tell you your future. 

 

One day, you will wake up and feel this urge to sign into your twitter account.  

 



 

You will sign into twitter and notice your followers have significantly decreased. You 
will remember it is because you have not praised the big men in days. You will 
remember that there is no personality on Twitter now – timelines are filled with the 
big men’s political ads. You will feel very strange about this change. You will sign out 
of twitter to get ready for work. 

 

You will get ready for work 325 times. Once for each day. You will open twitter, as 
usual on the 325th day. You will notice that your followers have decreased 
significantly. 503 followers to 219 followers. You will recall that you have not praised 
the big men for nearly a year.  

 

You will remember that less followers means less currency and so you will panic. 
You will recall that the government has announced that when your followers reach 0, 
you will lose everything. You will consider tweeting to praise the big men. You will 
consider tweeting to save yourself. You will shiver a little because you will remember 
the big men have no mercy. You will recall that the big men know when you are 
anxious. And ad will pop up reminding you to praise the big men. You will remember 
that your tweet is an offering and if you stop tweeting you will become their sacrifice. 

 

You will notice that users tweet in favour of the big men’s dangerous policies and 
governance. You will notice that the Twitter timeline algorithm rewards these users 
with more followers. You will consider praising the big men so that you will gain more 
followers and live longer. You will dismiss this thought because gaining followers 
means more surveillance, more monitoring and less freedom. You will remember 
that you will always be watched, and the big men are following your digital footprints. 

 

You will not criticize the government because they are watching you. You will scroll. 
You will not engage with the brave users you admire who criticize the big men. You 
will scroll. One day, you will get tired of scrolling without interacting. You will get tired 
of always listening and never speaking. You will feel physically exhausted in this 
social world. You will shiver and shake as you read your tweet to ensure that your 
characters respect the big men. You know the big men are watching you as you edit 
your tweets. You will be forgiven for not publicly criticizing them – for discarding the 
tweets in your draft. You will keep scrolling. You will remember that Twitter was 
bought years ago and since then, democracy disappeared. You will notice that 
Twitter controls offline lives. You will remember that the big men make the brave 
users suffer. You will keep scrolling. You will notice that there is no humour, no 
crowdfunding for the poor, no memes, no consciousness-raising. You will remember 
that this world is created by and for the big men. 

 



 

You will get tired of scrolling without interacting. You will delete your profile. You will 
remember that you can express yourself in another way. You are aware that this way 
is older, obsolete and outdated but it is the only way to keep yourself sane. You will 
get a piece of paper and grab a pen and you will write. You will write to your friend 
about how much you hate the big men. You will smile as you write because you are 
relieved that you can be out of this Orwellian fantasy and Panopticon legacy. You will 
smile even more as you advise your friend to delete their profile. You will seal the 
envelope that holds your letter. You will smile even more because you know that the 
big men do not check the post. You will drop your letter in the post box. You will 
notice that the sun shines brighter today. You will be glad that you left Twitter. You 
will not regret losing your currency. You will remember that your freedom is greater 
than the currency of followers. 

 

This future doesn’t apply to all of you, how could it? However, it applies to one of you 
and you will recognize it is your future when you live it. 

  

11. Lewis Goode 

 

I will delete Facebook, Instagram and Snapchat.  

 

I will learn how to actively listen - I’ve missed a lot   

 

I will realise that Social Media is just a way to track the people you have interacted 
with. Not connected with.  

 

I will recall how The Recession of 2021 showed the true cracks in the society we 
have created.   

 

I will be forced to take a job in the city; the ‘Northern Powerhouse’ is nothing more 
than a hoax. 

 

Moving to London will remind me of how much I appreciate fresh air and the colour 
green. 

 

At 33 years old I will still cuss as I run for the bus, and see the back end just pull out.  

 



 

I will be criticised when I raise my fist and take a knee during Remembrance Day. 
They never cared to remember people that looked like me. 

 

Being human will become an option as we will be able to buy ‘bionic upgrades’; 
changing my definition of actual people — Only the rich will be able to afford this. 

 

I will always be a proud Black British Man. 

 

When I travel the world people will stare, they must be blinded by my greatness.  

 

I will tell her I love her, whilst still figuring out how to love her. 

 

I will rejoin Facebook, Instagram and Snapchat. Nobody uses them anymore 
anyway.  

 

I will stay up late scrolling and scrolling, I’m 37 and still searching. 

 

I will become strong enough to let them walk  

 

I will move to Africa, my motherland. I shall stay there for a couple of years and 
realise how strong she is - a call to invest. 

 

I shall ponder on the concept of time. Some will call it a waste of time. 

 

I will feel alone. 

 

I will see things that I will wish that I could forget 

 

I will write my first book and say to myself that this shall not be the last.  

The book won’t sell very well. 

 

It will be my first and final book. A Uniology.  



 

 

The Media Machine will increase its productivity, transmitting stories directly to the 
brain, they can now send us an unlimited number of new stories a day.  

 

Orange juice will no longer be sold with bits - I will be in bits. 

 

I will be reminded of what love is every time I look into her eyes.  

 

I will have to learn some Mandarin for my trip to Kenya, and Cantonese for my 
holiday in Costa Rica. 

 

I will see the Chinese flag being raised in countries throughout Africa, Latin America 
and many more. The strength of neo-colonialism will be too much for countries still 
recovering from their last fight with colonial plight. 

 

I will wish that I learnt Judo for when she brings home her first boyfriend. 

 

My social anxiety will make me laugh at a time when I wanted to cry.   

 

We shall see many years where women earn more money than men, doing away 
with the Gender Pay Gap. If only they paid as much attention to the Ethnic Pay Gap. 

 

I will wonder why even as an Elderly Black person, facing inequities has to be a part 
of my identity. 

 

I will wonder where the years went, flicking through secondary school photos and 
sharing my superhero stories with my grandchildren. 

 

I will try to figure out the choices that lead me here. I will spend an entire morning 
looking out the window and thinking in this way.  

 

I will say, think about the moment after you die. Take a moment and picture what the 
world will look like without you in it, but what residuals of you shall remain. Think of 
your inconsequentially to the universe; but your potential in the universe.  



 

 

Picture your loved ones, picture your family, picture preparations for your funeral or 
how everyone shall rejoice now that you’re gone. Not because you have gone, but 
because you were here.  Imagine the legacy you will leave. The change you shall 
create. What will people say about you once you’re gone? 

 

My grandmother spent her final 100 days in the hospital, and I told myself I would go 
and visit her at her home when she finally made it out. But she didn’t make it out.  I 
was eighteen and caught up with my own busy life and dislike of the doom and 
gloom of hospitals. One day out of one hundred. That’s all it would take.  

 

It made me realise that tomorrow is never guaranteed, the moment in which we live 
in is all we can see to be true. Tomorrow is the future and remember, the future is 
never guaranteed. If I can use 1% percent of my time well now, this will multiply and 
ensure that I live my life well. I remind myself to use my tiny, inconsequential-but-
consequential grain to ‘do good, and thus good will follow me’, as my Grandmother 
would say. 

  

12. Chrissie/Nomusa Okorie 

 

Have you ever asked yourself what the world will be like after you are no longer part 
of it?  

In the future, who will have world domination The US or china?  Imagine that in the 
future this might be a world were humans will be able to migrate to mars to start a 
new life.  

  

Imagine a mother holding a new-born baby.  

  

They say when one departs from the world, a new life comes in.   

  

 Friends sitting on rooftop bars laughing about how terrible their week has been.  

  

A young man helping an old lady with her shopping.  

  

A park filled with little children running around screaming.  



 

  

A man running down the street to catch the 12’o clock bus.   

  

In a supermarket there’s a mother screaming at her children to put the food down. 

  

A couple sit at the beach holding hands, madly in love.  

Surrounded by family and friends as they celebrate their engagement. 

  

A family sitting around the table saying grace, before they tuck into their meal. 

  

A street full of closed shops, with only one offlicense left open. 

  

Blue lights flicker from the off license as a man and women come out of it arguing 
about a can of Stellas. 

  

A half empty bus driving down the Chelsea bridge. 

Life moves on, people move on. When you depart from the world, the world carries 
on as normal as if you never existed. 

  

I have never taken time to think about my future, let alone my death.   

  

And I will all come to an end. The final curtain will close. 

 

Your final chapter will also end. The book of your life will be put on a shelf which only 
your closet family and friends will have access to. 

  

When the world forgets your name, your loved ones will always share your story with 
the next generation of your family. 

  

But they too will move on with life like the rest of the world. 

That's how life works. 

  



 

I’ll try not to worry too much about my departure from this earth. As I will want to 
leave with the best memories of my life.  

  

Let’s just say that for me there will be a tiny cottage surrounded by wildflowers and 
fruit trees. The roads will be narrow, and they will only lead to 2 local shops. The 
nearest town will be 200 miles away from me.  

 

Let’s say I was always a City girl before retiring. Always loved the rush hours. Me 
running through Brixton station to get the Victoria line. I liked the adrenaline the rush 
hour would give to me.  

  

Retired, the loud noise of the City will have started to irritate me.  I will have begun to 
hate been rushed by passers-by to cross the street. I will have wanted to take my 
time to cross. To acknowledge my surroundings. To analyze every detail of the 
buildings I will pass. 

  

Technology will have taken over the world. Let’s say Driverless cars and buses will 
dominate the city.  

 

No one will visit each other as they used to. Letters will have become digital and 
family time will be a distant memory. Lonely will have become the new cool.  

  

I will reflect on how the world is now. How the world was then. It will become strange 
to me the way the world changed. 

  

So, let’s say I’ll be in the countryside, in my little cottage. Warm inside with all my 
favorite books and my boxes filled with all the memories I will have collected 
throughout my life. On the walls will hang pictures that my grandchildren have 
painted for me. I will be surrounded by all the paintings I bought from the countries 
that I visited over the years.   In the corner there will be light brown oak bookshelves 
with all the books I will have written. From plays to essays to poetry pamphlets.  

  

I will take a good look around this room.  I will get up out of my rocking chair and 
head to my kitchen. I will then place my cup in the sink and click my wash button.  A 
robotic hand will appear and wash my cup, placing it on the drying rack. I will 
remember how I miss being able to do the littlest things like washing my dishes.  
Let’s say My children will have bought me this sink after I found out I had arthritis to 
put less strain on my hands.  



 

  

Let’s say I will walk out of the kitchen, using my voice to turn out the lights in the 
kitchen and living room.  I will head to my room, then I will stop in the corridor and 
glance at the family photo I took with my husband, grandchildren and children; 
before my husband passed. Teardrops will fall from my eyes as I will mutter the 
words, I love you to my family.  

  

I will head to the bedroom. Take a look in the mirror and smile at myself. I will get 
into my bed, using my voice to summon the light off. Then I will drift off to sleep. This 
is the end of the road for me. I can be one with my husband and my soul will be at 
peace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 


