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This is my story. Once reminded to live life in the present moment became reenacting both the impact 

of the past and the changes of the future. During my lifetime I heard: “Emilia Rodriguez, the creator 

of electricity”.  That is me, I had changed the way society now views technology. I remember a time in 

my younger years when I would follow my finger on the crowded words of my textbook that 

complimented Thomas Edison’s invention of the light bulb, which was once one of the greatest in 

history. Now, in the year 3097, I am the one that is recognized for science lessons on the topic - at least 

to those who want to hear about it. To understand, we need to go far back to the year 3029, known as 

the year of an epidemic, technological discovery, and an unexplainable occurrence all in one.  

 

.    .    . 

 

I was known as quite the scholar since my middle school years. Then, in high school to college, I was 

known as the Phoenix Poindexter in my schools because I would assist students using my best 

knowledge and abilities. My mother always told me, “Emilia, If you want to work in any career, 

consider all the outlooks and outcomes before your actions.” As I grew up I learned the importance of 

her advice, it would pertain to more than just my career.  

 

Fast forward to the year 3030. I was parting ways with my college roommate and best friend, 

Chantelle. We had just graduated from Arizona State University as the class of 3029. She was 

interested in botany, but I was interested in engineering. She was a slim, red-headed, and green-eyed 

girl. She gave me a soft hug and handed me my luggage with the little amount of stuff I had left in our 

old dorm. As I was about to leave, as always, she had to give me a humorous goodbye.   

 

“Don’t let the door hit you on the way out”, Chantelle snickered with a sarcastic grin.  

 

I threw my luggage into the back seat and got into the driver’s seat. My first destination was to go visit 

my struggling mother. She had been on life support for a couple of months.  It wasn’t pretty. I knew 

she didn’t want to see me cry before she passed. I should have been happy she didn't die from a disease 

like cancer or heart disease, but I wished she could have been with me at least until my wedding.  
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“I should pick up some flowers for her before I ---,” as I was going to finish my sentence I noticed a 

strange light coming from far above. 

 

“Is it me or does the sun look brighter than usual”, I murmured to myself with a concerned tone. 

Suddenly, it seemed like I had just gotten blinded by a bright light that I saw in the sky. I pushed the 

brakes of the car immediately. Luckily, the flower shop was in a less vacated place where traffic was 

rare. I still checked to make sure that I and anyone around me were safe from what occurred. After the 

instance, the sky was clearly brighter, it wasn’t yellow or orange like the sun. It was as if we had lived in 

122-degree weather as Arizona had back in 1990, along with instances of bright lights that looked like 

they played hide and seek in the clouds.  

 

“Are you alright ma’am?”, a middle-aged man questioned as he was approaching my window.  

“I am perfectly fine, thank you”, I assured him with a smile. I noticed that I put my brakes on in front 

of someone’s house when I finally gained my senses back. 

“Be careful on the streets; there were a lot of people who suddenly crashed a few minutes ago”  he 

cautioned leaning on the window sill of my car. I saw that he was disturbed about what was 

happening, but he wasn’t outside when it happened. I questioned how he knew.  

“What is your name?”, I pleaded with a face full of curiosity.  

“My name is William. I live in the house that your car luckily didn’t crash into.” 

“Didn’t crash into it?”, I inquired, confused.  

“I was watching the news on television and suddenly it turned off and wouldn’t turn back on. I got a 

notice on my phone to be careful on the road since there was a sudden light that blinded a lot of 

people on the roads.” 

“Do you know why your television turned off?”, I asked in a frantic tone.  

“I have no clue”, he finally replied.  

 

I dashed to go to the hospital to see my mother, knowing she was on life support. I hoped that the 

sudden occurrence didn’t cause a power shortage at the hospital my mom was being taken care of. 
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When I got there I saw that all the lights were out, the whole hospital was lit by candles and there was a 

quiet yet unstable panic. I can never forget the uncontrollable sobs of the people who had family 

members with ineffective ventilators, or heart rate monitors they trusted. My mother, luckily, was only 

on life support because of a severe lung injury that the doctor said she would recover from with 

enough medical attention. Although, for those that died from old age, I knew it had to be a 

heartbreaking experience. I felt the sadness in the room through the aura itself. It was the year 3029, 

and this event was just the beginning.  

 

.    .    . 

 

I introduced my mother to my new apartment. She was as fragile as a wet piece of paper. It was very 

hard to watch her struggle to do ordinary things that I had taken for granted. As I put her to rest, I 

noticed a car parked in my driveway that I had never seen before. I had a nervous feeling about the car 

because whoever was in there was completely unknown to me. I opened the door with caution. The 

stranger unexpectedly slid out of his front seat. Startled, I now recognized the face was someone I had 

seen earlier that day - William. It was the man who owned the driveway I had parked in front of before 

witnessing the traumatic events at the hospital. He came up and reintroduced himself, but this time in 

a more professional manner.  

 

“My name is William Smith. I am one of the lead engineers at Arizona State University”, he ended with 

a confident smirk.  

 

“Yes, yes. We met earlier today”, I admitted with a nervous feeling in my stomach. Beforehand I was 

too worried about my mother and the sudden power outages to focus on how he looked. I snapped 

myself back to reality.  

 

“Wait, what are you doing here?”  
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“I am here because you are one of the students who graduated with high honors in the engineering 

program at ASU according to your grades and overall accomplishments. We need to go back to ASU.” 

 

“But what about my mother!?” 

 

“She can come with us, but she can’t get in the way”, he commanded looking back at me with a serious 

look on his face. The more we interacted, the more I felt like he had two separate attitudes toward me. 

I helped my mom get ready to go, packing a bag with things that she needed in case anything bad 

happened or she wanted something to refresh her. I was still worried since none of the electricity was 

coming back on. All my mom and I have been doing are reading and waiting to see if we would be 

informed on  what happened. Although, it wasn’t  at all what I had expected. 

 

When we got to the university, things didn’t have the usual cheerful atmosphere that it had when I 

went to college. No one was out riding their skateboards or even riding the electric scooters that are 

somehow found everywhere around the school. It was more of an ominous feeling as I walked down 

the campus hallway with William. He sent my mother to be taken care of by one of the specialists 

dealing with people who have health concerns during this time. I honestly trusted her to take care of 

her more than myself. What can I say? I’m an engineer, not a nurse or doctor.  

 

The haunted feeling stayed in my stomach as he led me into the Engineering Research Center (ERC) 

where there was a whole packed room of people and candles. It was like a scene from the Jigsaw movie, 

and I felt like I would be told to do something that my life depended on. Although, I could tell that it 

wasn't the only room that was packed in the building since there were also lines to the elevator. 

William took my hand and took me into the fishbowl, not a literal fishbowl, which was the main room 

in the whole building for presentations and such.  

 

A tall man with glasses, light brown hair, and an athletic physique was in the front of the room. He 

was in front of a presentation made of paper, since all electricity was down, called “Solar Flares: The 

End to Electricity”.  
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“My name is Dr. Lois Stein. I am the main coordinator for your newest operation. You are the ones 

who have to save electricity.” 

 

.    .    . 

 

I put all the puzzle pieces together and realized what was happening once he started talking more about 

solar flares. The most powerful solar flare that was once known to humanity occurred in 1859, the 

Carrington Event. Solar flares propel bursts of particles and electromagnetic alterations into the 

atmosphere of the Earth. That was the most that I knew about solar flares at that time. As Dr. Stein 

continued his presentation, I became insightful about the situation at that moment. I sprained my eyes 

trying to understand the fancy diagrams he had drawn on one of the paper sheets. I managed to 

comprehend what he was presenting through his descriptive, advanced words.  

 

“Electric alterations are happening now at ground level because most transformers in power grids are 

blown out. No power grids mean no electricity. This also means that power plants are defective since 

transformers are the instrument that allows long-distance transmission. Of course, creating a new type 

of transformer for every home that defies this new solar flare would be expensive and unrealistic and 

would take more than 10 years to manufacture and sell. The biggest problem is that this solar flare is 

continuous with no explanation.” 

 

“Why don’t they just continue to use fossil fuels?”, one of the students in the crowd asked.  

 

“The power plants that run on fossil fuels are now defective since the solar flare has actually started to 

affect the process of electrical power that is generated from fossil fuels. Your task is to create a tool that 

can collect the energy that is flaring from the sun and spread the energy across the world, especially 

where electricity is vital”, Dr. Stein disclosed with a serious yet slightly encouraging body turn. 
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“This isn’t going to be easy”, William whined while staring forward at the paper that read, 

“Questions?” in bold letters. 

 

William and I decided to team up in order to get more ideas on the table. We decided to do more 

research, specifically in a book called “Learning About the Sun for Dummies” that had a section that 

focused on solar flares.  

 

“Solar flares have something called a solar maximum. Coronal mass ejections and solar energetic 

particles all increase in frequency as we get closer to this maximum. Coronal mass ejections are solar 

explosions that are causing the electric fluctuations of the power grid.” 

 

“Luckily, solar flares do not directly affect humans because of the Earth’s atmosphere”, William 

confirmed with a slight smile. I hadn’t seen him smile since we first met by accident.  

 

“I have an idea! Back in the day, I worked on a small project that involved solar panels. What if we used 

those? The Solar Propulsion Laboratory just created the perfect type of thin silicon solar cells that are 

flexible, yet can stay in the position and shape you want them to be in! If we calculated the proper 

distance and the right angle, it can be perfect to spread energy across the world! And then--”, William 

interrupted before I got ahead of myself. 

 

“I think you’re being a little too optimistic here”, William bubbled with a happy yet uneasy look. 

 

He seemed right though. We had basic knowledge about solar flares and the only known tools that 

used solar panels were satellites in space, which were no longer available. Those only worked because 

optical reflectors concentrate the sunlight and have an integrated circuit that converts the electricity 

made from sunlight to radiofrequency energy that is transmitted through an attached antenna.  

 

“The energy from solar panels can be wirelessly broadcasted back down to Earth in a safe and 

controlled way as a laser beam to solar farms that then can easily be transported to the cities. We can 
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use vacant farms to then create more solar farms - sustainable and effective! Aren’t I smart?”, I cooed 

to William with a wink.  

 

“Look, Emilia, if you really want this to work I’ll help you. It is the best chance anyone has right now, 

but we are going to need more than just us two”, he giggled back at me.  

 

“Alright, that makes sense”, I whimpered with a nervous laugh.  

 

It was not an easy start. We created a handwritten presentation with our thinking and somehow things 

worked out great.  
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We seemed to get a lot of support from a lot of other engineers. Although, they didn’t seem to commit 

because they all had their own ideas that they wanted to have flourished. I got most of my support 

from Dr. Lois Stein and William.  

  

.    .    . 

It was the year 3032. There were new tools, such as new transformers and inverters, created to have a 

basic current of electricity at ASU for presentations and printed documents. Although, it wasn’t 

enough time to give transformers to those who really needed them. Those who relied on technology 

for their health conditions died due to the things that failed them. It was known as the Black Plague 

Effect because it seemed like we were pushed back into the old ages where everyone who couldn’t 

handle their health on their own died. Some say that it was just the natural way of life while some say 

that it was a tragedy. It was an epidemic of epic proportions to many people.  

 

My mother was one of the ones who died from her lung problems. She died peacefully though; I got to 

say goodbye to her in her last days. We read the story of the Lion King together, she read that story to 

me with my dad when he was still alive. I am happy she is resting instead of when she would constantly 

need to take her pills or lie down. She always told me never to be sad when she died because her goal as 

a mother was to always have me be happy, no matter what.  

 

“Emilia, are you going to give your presentation on the Solar Orbital Alignment Ring?”, William asked 

me in a kind voice.  

 

“Yes, Mr. William; I am ready to S.O.A.R”, I beamed with a confident smile at him. William and I 

have been closer than two people can be since those days. He was there for me when my mother died 

and wouldn’t leave my side.  

 

“Good morning everyone. Project S.O.A.R. is going to take the energy from the solar flare through the 

solar orbital ring to the farms on Earth, and then we have electricity for society! It will be 35,000 KM 
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away from Earth so that it can sustain proper conditions that will not be affected by the solar flare”. I 

appealed as I turned to the next slide to give a vision to my ideas.  

 

 

 

It was just a year after developing the idea and sketching it out, I was nervous. We were still in the 

middle of getting funding. As I stood in front of my new presentation with my own original sketches 

and diagrams, I felt sort of faint. I can tell William was proud of me. At first, he was serious and 

seemed to be skeptical about my ideas. He became my number one supporter.  

 

“We have an urgent meeting in the ERC”, a sudden engineer came up to me after my presentation 

with a frantic tone of voice. 

 

“What is going on”, I was trying to be serious and trying not to look panicked since after only two 

years I had been looked upon as a leader by a lot of the other engineers. William taught me how to have 
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faith in myself and not to let anyone put me down - which is ironic since he used to be concerned 

about the realism of my ideas.  

 

As I walked into the ERC, I saw Dr. Lois Stein staring down at the floor as everyone worked on 

project S.O.A.R. alongside me.  

 

“We have collected some data from going from home to home and asking questions. Apparently, some 

people in Arizona are starting to believe that maybe electricity is no longer a priority as if they can live 

like ‘how our ancestors once did’. They have the philosophy that without electricity, things have 

become less stressful and healthier. No more kids staying inside, no more excuses for parents to be 

working overtime, and no more distractions from learning in traditional classrooms. This has brought 

small protests to the United States of America. The philosophy of technology versus the philosophy of 

nature. Deciding between continuing technology or staying with how nature intended things to be. 

We barely have enough transformers and technology to get this project underway -now this! Emilia, 

what do you think we should do?” 

 

I was shocked by the sudden question from Dr. Stein.  

 

“I believe that Emilia wants to continue with operation S.O.A.R.! We don’t know how far this 

controversy can go. It could just be a threat from the public telling us that if we don’t come up with 

something soon, then they won’t need us”, William interrupted in a stern voice. He seemed angry now 

that I remember. Angry at the public? Angry at the whole situation? I was never able to read this guy’s 

mind. All I did was look at Dr. Stein and nod at William’s aggressive comment.  

 

As William grabbed my hand with the intention to leave to continue getting volunteers for the project, 

Dr. Stein suddenly grabbed my attention once again with a new problem that I never expected.  
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“As with any project, there is always someone who doesn’t agree. As an example, we have a personal 

account for this new philosophy that goes against us. She wished to speak here today to change your 

minds for this project. Welcome, Chantelle Murphy.” 

 

As he said Chantelle’s full name, it sent chills down my spine. It was like this new problem would hit 

me in the heart and discourage me more than all the challenges I would soon face. As we locked eyes, 

she had a face of disapproval while I had a face of discouragement.  

 

“My name is Chantelle Murphy. I am here to tell you how much has changed since technological 

advancements have been wiped from the Earth. In just a couple of years, we have seen an increase in 

plants, animals, resources, weather that we have never even seen before. When you look up at the 

Arizona sky at night, you are actually able to see the stars sparkling in the darkness. The moon is no 

longer covered by polluted fog. The animals are no longer trapped inside of zoos and factories because 

there is no power to contain them and so they can live where they are supposed to be. Don't you see it? 

The world is better off without all this technology that you claim is so important!”, she stopped 

talking with an inspired smile.  

 

Everyone in the room was unhappy. In the eyes of professional engineers, I can tell that they were not 

amused. Dr. Stein gave her thanks and told her that she was dismissed. She knew she had not won. 

Innovation was what engineers strived for. Nothing stopped the creation of my idea, not even my own 

friendship with Chantelle that had been crushed right in front of my eyes by a philosophy. She had 

never even shown up to my wedding or birth of my first child, Ariana Smith.  

 

We had an influx of money come in from billionaires who wanted to support technological 

advancements. It was easier said than done to actually build S.O.A.R. It was traveling through space 

itself. Getting the materials in actuality was the easy part. Getting the people to go into space and build 

the tool was the hard part. It was bigger than Earth itself. We first sent parts into space that were as 

small as satellites. The challenge was getting the workers and engineers to travel to space and back. 
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With the length and size of S.O.A.R., it took millions of volunteers and lead engineers to help us. I 

hoped the world wouldn't see me as the destruction of the natural systems before then. 

 

 

 

.    .    . 

 

After 6 years of development, it was the year 3038. Forty percent of the United States decided to live 

without electricity while sixty percent had helped in the development of new technology that 

wouldn’t be affected by the continuous solar flare. The economy after the solar flare seemed to have 

been destroyed. Most jobs required electricity to work. The poor had to work in jobs that require hard 

labor, such as farming or selling products they created by hand. For the techs, it created new job 

opportunities with the creation of new tools and innovations. The poor who couldn’t afford the new 

forms of electricity and tools started to riot for high paying jobs for hard labor workers. Around the 

United States, chaos broke loose in different parts of the world. Not only is the poor community a 

problem, but the division of philosophies soon became a problem as well.  

 

Forty percent of non-electricity users were mostly in the Northeastern and Southeastern parts of the 

United States. They argued that the less technology and electricity they used, the more their pollution 

rates decreased. It was ironic how fewer technological advancements meant the more natural 

advancements came to be. Hunters didn’t have trackers, the animals are safer. Since buildings were 

harder to build and maintain with no electricity, nature had been able to take control of the buildings 

and actually created homes for animals. There was also the argument that it is cheaper to live without 

electricity, wood and candles being cheaper than electricity ever was is the main argument.  

 

Meanwhile, the people who supported my ideas believed that technological advancements are crucial 

for the success of humans. Especially since I used solar energy, people believe that I had the best 

intentions in mind. I did, but I wanted to mostly make my mom proud and to put my engineering 

degree to work.  
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As I am writing this personal account for posterity, it is 3097. Tension has seemed to develop between 

the nationalists and the futurists and the poor and the rich. It has been 57 years since things had 

noticeably taken a worse turn in 3040. S.O.A.R. was becoming more powerful each year and it is still a 

controversial topic while I am still alive. I decided to write my story years after we had made sure 

S.O.A.R. was becoming more of a success.   

 

“Would you like to go out for coffee with me, Mrs. Smith?”, William flirted with a smile.  

“Shall we, Mr. Smith?”, I said with a confident smile back at him.  

 

As we had coffee, I started writing this story. My decision to write about my observations became 

known by thousands, including Chantelle. Her last wish to me was to include her handmade paper 

note into my story, hoping the future society would realize the drastic difference between us.  
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The world has been completely divided and controversial due to S.O.A.R. since 3040.  

 


