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Amanda, May 14, 2028.
In March 2020, Singapore was praised by WHO Chief, Tedros Adhanom for its response to the coronavirus outbreak, citing the effectiveness of its “all-of-government approach”. That was what a Straits Times report said, on the 10th year anniversary of the virus, detailing its spread in our country from the earliest days. I saw it in the news earlier. Now, Singapore receives no such compliment. The virus has us on our knees.  A cluster is shut and a new one emerges. A vaccine targets one variant but is quickly rendered useless by another.  We’re all stuck at home. I haven’t seen another face for years now. Ma and Pa are having it bad. Real bad. They don’t bother watching MOH press releases anymore. They’re tired. Tired of the countless euphemisms. Tired of slivers of false hope. Just tired. 
Ma is a housewife. If you could call her that. The woman who once breathed out delicacies now barely manages to leave rice and Campbell to congeal, a sludge to plop onto plates if anyone gets hungry. She’s dispossessed. Every day is lockdown, yet I rarely see her face. God knows what she’s doing inside her room.  Pa began drinking again.  No more kopi siew dai to start his mornings. In a world with no air travel, I guess that’s how Pa goes overseas. I think he loves Europe in particular. Sangria in Spain, gin in England, and he finally landed on absinthe in France. Google said it’s the same drink that drove Van Gogh insane, but Pa seems to be doing fine. He doesn’t talk to me much, but I suppose he still works and eats, and everything.  
Me? Well, I miss Pa and Ma. Even though I’ve only lived 6 years of a pandemic-free life, I remember us being close. We’d go overseas every year. Pa’d go to work and Ma’d stay at home with me. The perfect family unit. The other day I saw a picture of us on my 6th birthday, mere months before this hell would begin. Smiles plastered on our faces and not on fabric, my hands grimy with frosting and crumbs, and Ah Gong there in his rocking chair. 

Amanda, April 28, 2034.  
	Wow. The day has finally come. The world finally eradicated COVID-19. Scientists in the USA managed to use stem cells to create a universal vaccine. The be-all and end-all cure. The virus that has plagued us for the past 14 years will be gone in a matter of months, once it all gets rolled out. At least that’s what we’re told. Ma and Pa didn’t have much of a reaction, but they’re going for the jab anyway. It’s got a 99.999999% efficacy rate. I feel bad for the 0.000001%. 

Amanda, July 23, 2034
	I got my jab. Nothing’s changed for me. Everyone else has, though. There are news reports of bedridden COVID-19 patients getting up as if nothing had happened to them. Nearly everyone in the whole world is vaccinated. Ma and Pa almost seem happy again. Almost. Pa’s decided to stop drinking. Ma picked up a wok for the first time in aeons today and cooked scrambled eggs. No more sludge. I’m happy. Maybe we’ll be a family again. Like in that picture.
Amanda, July 26, 2034
	Pa did quit drinking. The day Vincent Van Gogh sliced off his ear, it’s said that he was going through a bout of alcohol withdrawal delirium. Now picture this: Pa instead of Vincent, and a wrist instead of an ear. 
The funeral was not a dramatic one. Ma and I stood by the coffin while relatives sauntered by, offering condolences and bereavement money. I did not cry; Mother did. I knew that if I cried too, she would disintegrate and join Pa in the South China Sea. 
	I guess the good news is that COVID’s gone. 

Mr Jones, August 9, 2040, 0700 hrs
	Capture her. She’s one of the only ones left. 

Amanda, August 9, 2040, 0810 hrs 
	All I remember is a loud crash. Window in my skin. Needle in my arm. My eyes close and I am gone. 

Mr Jones, August 9, 2040, 1000 hrs 
	Ah, you’re awake. I’ll answer a few questions. One, you can’t talk. It’s to do with the thing on your head. Two, I apologise for the rather rude awakening. And for your current predicament. I would’ve preferred other methods but time is of the essence. Three, I’m about to explain everything else. 
	I’m part of the group of scientists that released the universal COVID-19 vaccine. Yes, the one that saved the world. I know what you’re thinking. No, I mean literally. That machine on your head helps interpret your thoughts. Technology, am I right? Anyway, I digress. We did use stem cell technology, but we added something… different. You might recall, but if you don’t, let me jog your memory. 
Stem cells are particularly resistant to viral attacks, due to specific proteins. I shan’t get into the specific nomenclature. However, mere resistance wouldn’t kill COVID-19. The then-current mRNA vaccines worked for certain variants but were futile against others. We kept trying to find a universal solution, looking at different genes, proteins… Until we realised what we were doing wrong. 
We’d been so focused on the biological aspect, the scientific aspect, that we neglected one important thing: the mind. I’m sure you’re familiar with the placebo effect? Good. The brain can delude itself, to essentially cure ailments based on human perception. We wanted to take this effect one step further. We wanted to remove perception in general. You can’t perceive what you don’t remember. So, we set out on a mission: to wipe everyone’s memories of the virus.
	Is everything making sense now? I don’t know how we did it, but we did. Somehow we targeted specific memories. Memories relating to COVID-19. You saw it, didn’t you? How your dad suddenly stopped drinking. How your mother all of a sudden remembered how to cook. Did you ever notice that you weren’t affected? You remembered everything. How you remembered your father slumped against the couch with a miasma of spirits hanging around him at 3 am.  How you remembered peeking through your mother’s door left ajar and seeing her lying supine on the floor at sunrise. 
	When we released it, we said the vaccine had 99.999999% efficacy. This was not some lie fabricated so we wouldn’t get sued. This was the truth. If you do the math, around 77 or so people might not be affected by the vaccine. This number might’ve been bigger or smaller—we don’t know for sure. However, we have been trying to track down those who weren’t affected. This was done using the microbots inside the vaccine. What? Did I forget to mention that? Oh. Well, now you know. And you—you belong to this 0.000001%. Most of the others we managed to identify are dead. We know how they died. 
	The pandemic wasn’t easy. You and I both know this. We created the vaccine to save everyone, but for the unlucky 77, that wasn’t possible. Those 14 years resulted in a lot of suffering. Carrying memories of one of the darkest times in humanity is terrifying, and even more so when you can’t share that with anyone because everyone’s memory of that traumatic event has been wiped. Eventually, every single person we could locate that wasn’t affected died from suicide. Except you. You’re still here. 
	We’re offering to help you. We could release you right now, and let you go back to whatever you were doing, but you would inevitably join the others. We managed to build a machine. An elevator, if you will. It’s designed to slowly extract your memories like the vaccine should’ve—but you have to relive them first. It will hurt. Each button is a specific memory. If this goes well, you will be like everyone else. You’ll forget that any of this ever happened. All your years of pain, your father’s death, your mother’s immobility… But if it doesn’t… 
	We don’t know. 

Amanda, September 28th,  2019
	Ah Gong gives me a birthday angpow. Thank you Ah Gong! I run over to Mummy and pass her the red packet for safekeeping. Mummy will put in the bank for me, so I can have money to go to school next time.  “Mandy, come cut cake already!” Mummy whisks me away in her arms. 
“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday to Mandy, happy birthday to you!” Mummy’s voice is so nice. If Mummy wasn’t the bestest mummy in the world, she would be the bestest singer in the world! Daddy expertly lights the 6 neon pink candles on my Swensen’s ice cream cake. “Make a wish, dear!” I close my eyes and wish these 24 hours would never end. I wish Mummy and Daddy will be with me forever and ever. I blow out the candle.
	The nice neighbour, Mr Tan comes over. “3, 2, 1… Say cheese!” 
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