
Rising Currents

When picturing a science lab, what do you imagine? A lab full of people working away trying

to make the next breakthrough that could change that world? Maybe you imagine a lead scientist

and his assistant working all through the day on a project that they have dedicated their life to.

However what I don’t believe that you’d imagine would be a lonely man sitting behind his desk trying

desperately to make something work. That’s what my life has turned into. Day after day, I work away

trying to find someone who will give me the funds to finish building the Wardenclyffe tower. But

every time I pitch the idea to someone, they call me whacked. A mad man.

The press doesn’t help at all, several publications have been made about me, calling me a

danger to society. They seem to think that I am plotting something devious, but that couldn’t be

further from the truth, the notion that Wardenclyffe tower is some explosion waiting to happen is

pure fiction. Now if Edison had built a tower like this, they would herald him as the genius they seem

to believe that he is. I know better than that, I know what he is, he is a thief.

I’m getting sidetracked again, need to focus on planning this pitch. If this one doesn’t work

out then its game over for me. Edison will have won the “the battle of the currents” as the press have

so kindly named it. But J.P Morgan could change all of that, the money that they could bring to

Wardenclyffe would allow me to not only finish building the tower, but it would also allow me to

bring on a team of people, which would give me a major advantage.

As I sit here putting the finishing touches on my pitch to J.P Morgan, the magnifying

apparatus that I had moved from my lab in Long Island recently begins to quake as if it was being

possessed by the devil himself. At that moment a blinding light fills the room; I quickly cover my eyes

with my arm. Its energy flows through the room, causing every hair on my body to stand on end, but

what is it?



The light slowly begins to dim as I peek out at what found its way into my lab. At first I

thought my eyes were playing tricks on me; it is me but at the same time it isn’t? It is some kind of

electrical being that has taken my form, but why?

“W-What do you want?”

The creature points up to the unfinished tower above the lab. I had attempted to send out

messages into space to see if the tower could transmit electrical signals across a large area, but I

didn’t think that it even sent the signals out, let alone send the signals into space.

“I—Am—Here—To—Help.”

“Help? Help me with what? My work?”

“C-O-R-R-E-C-T.”

“How are you going to do that?”

The creature ascends into the tower, it seems to connect with the electrical pylons on the

top of the tower causing a reaction which causes the tower to spark with electricity. Realising what it

is doing, I make a mad dash over toward my workstation where the electricity gauges are positioned,

as suspected the tower is fully powered and as close to being operational as it has ever been. This

creature is offering me a chance at redeeming my name within the community.

The creature gracefully descends from the top of the tower as if it were an angel coming

down from heaven. It stands in front of my desk staring at me for a few moments as if it is waiting for

me to say or do something.

“Why do you want to help me? What do you get out of it?”

“S-A-N-C-T-U-A-R-Y.”

“You’re a refugee?”



The creature does not respond. I don’t suppose it knows what a refugee is.

“I can offer you some sanctuary, but I don’t know how much protection I can offer you here.

There are people out there that would use your abilities for horrible things. Of course, I wouldn’t do

that.”

Lying to a creature that could barely speak English feels wrong, but what else was I to do? I’m

hardly going to give up this opportunity that has so kindly fallen from the heavens.

“You can stay here as long as you want to, I would advise that you do your best to stay

hidden. There is a storage room that I can show you too, no one will look for you in there. Only I go in

there.”

The creature seems to be focused on the heavens; almost as if it is looking for something or

waiting for something to happen.

“Is everything alright?”

No response. But I can see that something is troubling the creature based upon the look it

has on its face. I believe that it is trying to communicate with me through its facial expressions, but

why wouldn’t it just speak to me like it did before?

“Are you being hunted by someone or something?”

The creature nods: its head hangs down as if it were ashamed of something. It’s hiding

something, but I doubt I’ll find out what it is by pressuring the creature into an answer, that answer

will rise to the surface sooner or later.

I hope.

However, the thought does cross my mind that the creature could be using me to advance its

own goals, if that is the case then we’ll just have to wait and see what the goals are. For now, I intend



to make the most of having the edge within the Battle of the Currents. Edison won’t know what to

do.

I lead the creature into the storage room and lock the door behind me. I know that a simple

lock won’t keep the creature from wandering out of the room, but it will at least stop other people

from looking in there.

As the months pass by, the creature slowly helps me to re-establish myself within the

scientific world. In exchange I offer the creature a means to stay alive through feeding off some of

the energy that Wardenclyffe will create once its complete. It never told me why it wanted

protection or what from, but I can only assume that it was a refugee from its own species. I hope one

day it is capable of properly communicating with me so it can confirm my suspicions. After I finished

my pitch, I even manage to secure one of J.P Morgan’s biggest grants that they have ever given

someone. Which allowed me to finish building Wardenclyffe to its fullest potential. The creature is

still completely obedient to me and no one knows that I used its abilities to advance my own goal

and ambitions, besides no one needs to know that. After all, the only thing that they care about is

that they get their lighting within their houses.

Although one man does seem to care about how I managed to climb to the top of the theoretical

scientific pyramid, the man who was once my greatest rival. Mr. Thomas Edison, who now works for

me digging up the roads so that we can place cables for communication in them. I thought that it was

only fitting that I put him to work doing the exact same thing he forced me into doing when he tried

to rob me of my discovery of the alternating current. Now the roles are reversed he finally gets to see

all the pain, suffering and humiliation that he put me through all those years ago.

Does that make me a bad person? If you were in the same position, wouldn’t you want to see

someone who has exploited you suffer the same way you did? I’m snapped out of that thought by a

knock at my office door.



“Come in.”

The door slides open to reveal Robert Underwood, a long-time friend of mine ever since I

moved here. He works as an editor for the Century magazine and has been a major player in my work

being showcased to the rest of the world. He has a look of concern written across his face.

“Nikola, we need to talk. There has been a development at Wardenclyffe.”

“Is the creature safe?”

“For now, but I worry that if you don’t find a more secure location for it, the creature will be

stolen by one of our rivals.”

“Edison? No, he wouldn’t dare steal it from under my nose without any help.”

“I’m not talking about Edison; do you remember the investors that gave you the money to

finish building the tower?”

“Ah yes, J.P Morgan.”

“Yes, they’ve noticed how you’ve catapulted yourself up the scientific food chain and now

they want to find out how you’ve done it.

“Are they off their rocker? Surely they should know that their money was the reason I was

able to get to the position that I’m in now.”

“They’ve managed to get the support of the local government and some local law enforcers,

they suspect that there has been some sort of foul play involved in your rise to power.”

“Foul play?! I did no such thing. That creature offered to help me in exchange for safe harbor

on this planet.”

“You then degraded one of your scientific rivals and rose to the top of the ladder. Surely you

can see that some of what you’ve done to get here isn’t right?”



He’s on their side, he thinks that I shouldn’t have what I rightfully earned. No matter. If I have

to move the creature to another location then so be it. I can’t lose this position of power. I won’t.

“Is the creature prepared for transport?”

“We can have it ready to be moved by nightfall.”

“Then do so, swiftly.”

As I watch him walk out of my office, I realise what I must do. I have to move the creature

myself. If he really is on their side then he could just hand the creature right back over to Edison and

that would be it. Years of my life would be for nothing; I’d be exposed and carted round as a fraud. I

cannot let that happen, I simply cannot.

As I once again arrive at the ever so familiar sight of Wardenclyffe, I notice that the main

door has been forced open from the inside. Strange, when I left only a few hours ago there was no

one in here, except for…

Oh god.

I break out into a mad dash hoping and praying that it hasn’t gotten far. As I arrive at the

cage that once held the creature, I am greeted by a door that has been forced open. Did it escape on

it’s own? There’s no way it could have gotten help. Unless. That bastard. I knew he was working with

Edison, what to do now? There’s no doubt that whoever got out with the creature is now long gone,

so my best bet is…

I collapse down onto the ground in a heap, I don’t know what to do next. That creature. It

was… It was my everything. My entire career rode on that creature keeping faith in me. Maybe

there’s still time, maybe I can convince the creature that Edison and Underwood are trying to use it.

What am I saying? What have I become? That creature came to me in a time of need and all I have

done is use it to make my life better, it never once asked for anything in return except for safe harbor

on this planet.



Have I become the thing I once feared?

Am I a monster?

None of that matters now, I must find the creature before it’s too late. If only to set it free

and let it choose its own fate. But where would Edison and Underwood go, it would have to be

somewhere where they think I wouldn’t look. But where? I pull a map of Long Island out from

underneath my desk, spreading it across the table.

There are so many places that they could have run to. I don’t have enough time to search

through all of them, nor do I have the energy to undertake such a task. If I went back to my lab in the

city, I would get some scientists to help me locate them. Could even get some of them to search for

me. That’s it! I’ll do that.

As I arrive back at the lab, I feel a sense of unrest and uneasiness within the lab. Something is wrong,

upon walking through the doors, everyone just stares at me.

“Is everything alright?”

William, one of my best scientists’ steps forward.

“Mr. Tesla. I think I speak for all of us here, but we need to talk. It’s about Mr. Edison. He

spoke to us, all of us.”

“Oh yeah? What did he say?

“He told us everything sir.”

“I—Well I can explain.”

“No need sir, we’ve all already made our decision.”

That moment all the scientists packed up their things and walked out of the lab in unison,

leaving me standing there in my lab, alone. I am now right back where I started five years ago. Soon



my name will be meaningless, and all my supporters will put out their money. He did it. Edison really

did it. He won.

The only thing I have left now is getting back the creature and stopping it from falling into

the hands of Edison, who will no doubt exploit it and use it in the same way I did. I can’t let that

happen. I won’t.

Hours pass by as I sit in my office looking through various maps of Long Island, narrowing

down where they could be hiding, and then it hits me. Edison has a secret lab much like

Wardenclyffe on the edge of the city. As long as he believes I don’t know about the lab, that would

be the perfect place for them to hide away until everything falls apart here with me. It’ll take a while

to get there on foot but it's my best shot at getting into his lab without being noticed.

After around an hour of walking at a steady pace. I arrive at Edison’s hidden lab. An old,

abandoned factory out on the edge of the city. He thought he was clever hiding away out here, but

then again, I always have been the smarter out of the two of us. As I look out onto the building from

the bushes, I spot a guard on duty. He’s armed with a Browning shotgun. Now I realise that this is

going to be a lot harder than I initially thought.


