
The year is 2050 and you’ve been asked to write about the coronavirus pandemic for a 
museum. What story would you tell? 
 

31st December 2019 
 
I tear families apart, I end lives, I steal love and replace it with 

fear.  
I am silent and deadly and evil. 
I have no love or happiness inside me, only hatred. Cold, hard 

hatred. I am microscopic and unnoticeable. I stay in the shadows, 

ready to pounce, I wait until they're too weak to fight back, then I 

strike. They don't notice me, they don't want to notice me, they’re 

too afraid. Soon, I will destroy humankind. I'm the bringer of agony 

and death and despair. I show no mercy or love or regret. I will ruin 

all, slowly but surely, little by little, bit by bit.  

 

21st March 2020 
 
People are starting to find alternatives for the joys I've taken away 

from them. Funny, I thought taking these things away would weaken 

them, but it’s not working. This isn't the kind of behaviour I've 

expected. People are sacrificing their lives to save others, which is 

unexpected. I thought they would be isolated, alone, lost in their 

grief. But they're learning new hobbies and ways of communicating 

even without seeing each other! I must up my game.  

 

7th of August 2020 
 
You might be wondering why I haven't been killing as much, well I 

have been developing a new plan. I realise what I've done wrong, I 

have been attacking people from the outside, when what I really need 

to do was to affect people by taking away their love and hope. Of 

course this can be easily fixed, I just need to hurt people 

mentally.  

 

 

2nd January 2021 
I have heard the word vaccine echoing around the walls of the world. 

Every time someone says it I weaken, slowly but surely, bit by bit, 

little by little. The humans are unifying more than I thought they 

would. This is bad, this is very very bad.  

 

15th June 2021 
 
I will not be defeated by these humans, these ‘wise men’ will not 

defeat me. I will not be defeated by men with no weapons except love 

and laughter. My name brings fear to anyone who hears it. I am a 

world wide villain. I am a master of death. I'm a demon of the night. 

I'm a bringer of anger.  

I am coronavirus.  

 

Years have passed and there is no sign of coronavirus, but still, 30 years later, its name 

haunts us. 

  

 

 

 

 


