EARTH: REIA.

“How do I look?” The young woman turned around, blinking her eyes childishly. For a moment, I forgot who she was: my daughter who was so afraid to start online kindergarten school, now standing in front of me in a princess-like gown, all grown up. I felt the pressure build up around my eyes. I chuckled slightly and nodded in assurance as the make-up artist stared exasperatedly at me. 

“You look absolutely wonderful, my sweet Zara,” I mumbled, unable to control my emotions. She smiled sweetly. My eyes drifted to the pendant hanging on her neck, my chest tightened. My mind began to wander, the train of thoughts only breaking when it started to move.
 
“Here, Ma. You should take it.” Zara stuck her fist out.
 
“He’s going to walk you down the hall through that.”
 
“You can have it till the ceremony starts.” She slid the necklace into my palm, the coldness of the metal chain sending chills down my spine. Zara shut the lights off and closed the door behind her. Sighing, I pressed and held on the stone. 
 
There he was, the love of my life. The old feelings resurface as I walk up with my arms outstretched, only to suffer the pain of realising that it was only a hologram. 

Again. I bitterly laughed. Oh, how technology has advanced so much, I can’t blame myself for doing that every time since he looks so real, I thought. 
 
But deep down, I knew it could never be real, because the face displayed was youthful, with determined and endearing eyes, and a playful smirk: the last picture taken of him before he had left. We were twenty-five years old when he left, and it had been thirty years already. I had always looked up at the night sky, connecting constellations, and wondered if he, at the same moment, was doing the same thing. 
 
JUNO: ARTHUR. 
 
Thirty years. It was through the stars that we were taught how to tell the time on Earth. 
 
Besides, I could tell it had been long since I had arrived here. I knew how time ran differently on Juno but I only realised how slow it passed when the doctors and nurses began rebuilding homes on the planet, replicating their neighbourhoods. It felt like it took years for the sun to rise, which truly, it did. Recovered patients started new families, and when I asked about their old ones on Earth, they would always reply, “By the time we get back, they would already have been dead long ago.” 
 
But will we ever go back? I had always pondered. 
 
My gaze fell upon the photo frame on my office desk. My heart struck out an agonising pain through my chest. The corner of my lips twitched, my face unsure if I should smile or not. Reia. I just wanted to engulf her in a hug and kiss her. She glowed as she wrapped her arms around her baby bump, grinning. 
 
My baby. I wonder how old he...or she is.
 
A lump formed in my throat. I tried to reach for her, only for my fingers to hit the glass, and my fragile heart to shatter into a million pieces. 
 
I was the last doctor to be sent out to Juno. It was during the planning of the last batch of patients when my boss approached me.
 
“An exciting and meaningful expedition. You’ll be saving thousands of lives, isn’t that our vision?” He had said. 
 
I could not bear leaving Reia, we both knew the complications of going to outer space. I immediately turned it down and trudged away when he hollered. 
 
“You’re making a big mistake, Mendez!” 
 
I could never forget how painful it had stung hearing those words. I had turned towards my boss shakily, trying to find the right words to retort back but I could not. So, I walked away.
 
But, as the days passed, the thoughts of going to Juno kept eating my time. That was all I could think of. There were people who needed saving. However, as usual, I brushed it aside.
 
He was right. I had made a big mistake. But now, I do not know if it was coming here or having to lie to her to come here to Juno.
 
Nonetheless, what could I do?
 
There was no turning back. 
 
EARTH: REIA.

Amidst the flurry of panicked bridesmaids touching up their faces and dresses, I gaped at the beautiful cherry blossom trees outside. It was my idea for them to get married in February, as nothing could ever beat the romantic and dreamy atmosphere of springtime.
 
But, to be honest, I only suggested it because we were supposed to get married in February. 

We had everything laid out after planning it for a year. We had been married legally for a year but had insufficient money to have a church wedding, which we had longed for.
 
They just had to wait for that day to take him away for me. 

“Mrs. Mendez, my sincere apologies. We have to take your husband away; it is for your safety.” The officials barged into the church hall and pulled Arthur’s arm. 

“Wh... what? Can you at least tell me what’s going on? Arthur...Arthur, what’s going on?” A great overwhelming sense of confusion and shock seized my body. 

“I’m sorry,” was all he managed to say before he was assisted out. 

My father had rushed towards me, catching me by the arms. I had almost fallen over the steps, which was especially dangerous for the baby. I could not feel anything, except for a rising paroxysm of shame, fear and dejection. 

He was sick, they had said. The results had come in late, and when they had received it, they had no choice but to immediately take him to the hospital. Though it was non-transmissible, they were still afraid it could mutate and become contagious. It still did not make sense to me. But, soon enough, I found myself standing in front of him, our eyes saying a wordless goodbye through the window pane, before he departed for Juno.

I'll wait for you to come home, my love. 

JUNO: ARTHUR. 

“Woah,” I circled around, mesmerised by the technology and equipment.

“Yep, this is our pod,” The piloting astronaut patted me on the back. I was chosen to try out the newly devised spacecraft. Even if they predicted a 30% chance of arriving at Earth, I immediately grabbed the offer.
 
“Ah, yes, before I forget. Here are some pictures for you to see, so that you wouldn’t experience a large shock from the change of environment.” He placed an envelope on my shaky hands and turned the gears on. I eyed it apprehensively before opening it. 
 
My heart swelled in an unexplainable feeling of joy and relief. Earth looked absolutely stunning: pristine buildings and advanced architecture, wildflowers growing amongst roofs and roads.
 
“Electric flying cars? Holograms? Transit Elevated Buses are now real? This is sick!” I gasped, shuffling through the pictures, my fingers halting at a particular one. My heart stopped. My lips quivered; my vision clouded. 
 
“Zara...Zara Rae M... Mendez? This...is this my daughter?” I muttered, the lump in my throat growing by the second. I flipped through them further: her first steps, her first day in primary school, her university graduation. My body shook vigorously as I wailed, my quick breaths fogging up the helmet. Beside Zara stood another woman, with long curly brown locks highlighted with white and grey strands and her eyes, her dark brown irises that were too familiar to be unrecognised.
 
Reia. 
 
I sank into my seat, weeping like a child, going through the photographs. I stopped crying, holding out a photo in dismay, and for the first time I experienced the fatherly feeling of seeing a young man hugging his daughter, “I suppose this is Zara’s boyfriend.” I heard the pilot cackle at his seat, who then ranted about how he had found out about his daughter’s fiancée. 
 
I stared outside wistfully as the spacecraft rumbled. 
 
Finally. 
 
I’m going home.

EARTH: REIA.
 
I stood restlessly as we waited patiently for the bride to enter. I smiled affectionately at Theo, who was fidgeting his fingers. The doors suddenly swung open, the sun rays creating an alluring and enchanting blur to Zara’s figure. The piano played its sweet harmonies, everyone stood up and admired her. 
 
But then, all of a sudden, the church hall echoed from the crowd’s murmurs.  My eyebrows furrowed; my eyes blinked in confusion. My heart skipped a beat. Zara went to embrace me but I could not take my gaze off of him; for a moment, I forgot where I was, what time it was. The world stopped turning. It was only just me standing in front of a face: youthful, with determined and endearing eyes, and that signature playful smirk. My ears welcomed a gush of the entrancing melody of his voice as he spoke.
 
“I’m home, my love.” 
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