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TESLA: | can send ny electricity 100's of mles with no | oss
of strength. AC doesn’t actually nove , it swtches
polarity, so fast it makes your notor spin.

EDI SON: You’'re tal king about running |ightning through the
streets! At frequencies that high, electricity is awld
animal. Far too nmuch power is involved. If anyone tries to
do it, he should be I ocked up! I'd see to it!

TESLA: |1've succeeded.

EDI SON: Balls! Pardon me, I'ma little indelicate. | talk
that way when | haven't slept for 3 days, and soneone takes

me for a school boy. I’ve conducted a few experinents with
this crazy stuff nyself. Before you got here, | went to the
funeral of a lab assistant. |I'mnot proud of that.

TESLA: You are m st aken.
EDISON: |'mwhat -- ?
TESLA: Fundanental | y.

EDI SON:. Who do you think you -- ? Is the nother of that
child m st aken?

TESLA: Change is painful. There is no need to appeal to the
| ower enotions.

EDI SON: Lower enotions! (looks around) Do you believe
this...?

TESLA: Archi nedes said: he who --

EDI SON: Archi nedes said a | otta hee-hoo! What do we call
t hese things?

HEW TT: Light... apples?
EDI SON:  No!

LARSON: Light... turnips!
EDI SON:  No!

HEW TT: Li ght-bul bs?

EDI SON: What ? Speak up -- !

HEW TT: Bub-bul bs, M Edison...?



LARSON: (scorn) Light-bulbs... | call themcrysticles!
EDISON: | like it...!
LARSON: (triunphant) Crysticles...!

EDISON: | like it. The DC |ight-bubble! That’I|l keep us busy
for a few weeks --

TESLA: | know the nmind of the Wzard of Menl o Park.
EDI SON. On, he’s gonna read ny mnd...!

TESLA: Chapter one: you invent sonething. Chapter two: you
like it. Chapter three: you refuse to see anything el se!

EDI SON: And that, ny friend, is the recipe of a best seller!

TESLA: W can |light up the sky, deprive the night of its
terrors! W can draw unlimted quantities of water fromthe
ocean for irrigation! W can fertilize the soil and draw
energy fromthe sun. Effects of cosm c magni tude can be
created. And very soon we will finish our work, and usher in
a gol den age!

EDI SON: Do you get these ideas froma crystal ball?

TESLA: This is awkward. | gather |’ m not naking nyself
under st ood.

EDI SON:. And | gather |'m speaking Swahili

TESLA: It might be better if you just settle up and pay ne
t he $50, 000. Oobviously, | can't prove what | say unless |
buil d the machi nes.

EDI SON: (puzzled) 50,000...7

TESLA: You said, | recall, that if | could "do it", there
woul d be 50,000 "in it". So, if you don't mnd... a cheque
will do.

EDI SON: (laugh) You' ve got a lot to | earn about the

Aneri can sense of hunour! You do have a sense of hunour,
don't you...?

TESLA: It doesn't necessarily cone when it's called.



EDI SON: You're full of dreans, son. Nothing a little hard
work won't fix.

TESLA: My work --

EDISON:. It's fine by me if you play with yourself on your
own time. But not in ny |aboratory, is that clear? I'|

raise you to 18 dollars a week. That's nore than | pay these
cl owns.

LARSON and HEWTT are very upset by that crack

TESLA: O owns nake $20 a week! At that rate, it will take
you 50 years and 6 nonths to pay ne the $50, 000 you

prom sed. You insist on proof. |I have no choice but to go
el sewhere to fund ny work. I do so with regret.
EDI SON: I’msure. Tsk -- |’ mdisappointed. You re a good

Wi re-man. But don’t play in the streets with your electrical
storms, M Tesla. Leave your keys.

TESLA surrenders his keys, starts to |eave.
TESLA: Anerica is still out there isn't it...?

EDI SON: You know who you rem nd nme of ? The North American
| ndi an.

TESLA: | respect and adnmire your work, but the truth is,

you' re no longer at the forefront. WII any of you conme with
me? Into the future? O wll you renmain here, in the fading
twilight...?

TESLA waits, then bows, exits. EDISON yells after him

EDI SON: | have a riddle for you! How nany geniuses does it
take to screwin a light-bubble -- ! (disgust) “Twilight”
- 171 “twlight” you, you -- !

HEWTT: M Edison...? (waits) Boss...?

EDI SON: What - - !

HEWTT: Is it possible ... that he's right?

EDI SON: Anything is possible. But not AC. Electricity is
like water flowi ng through a pipe. It doesn’'t nake sense to

have it run back and forth, the plunbing doesn’'t make sense.
You with me? It’s like you -- you can’t be a boy and girl at



the sane tinme. (he pats HEWTT s chest, realizes that
sonmething is am ss, but doesn't comment) The pl unbi ng
just... isn't.... Every instinct | got tells me that man is
dangerously wong! Anyone want to go rattle bones and read
crystal balls in Europe? Go right ahead.

Edi son | aughs, the | aughs becone tears, and Larson
conforts him

EDI SON: |1’ m dooned, aren’t |. It’s all soon going to cone
crashing down. Isn't it. My whole |life’'s work -- DC. Dead &
Cl obbered. | am 38 years old, M Larson. | have been
building ny DC enpire for over 20 years -- and now...?

LARSON: Appl esauce, Boss.
EDI SON: Eh? What ?

LARSON: Appl esauce. That’'s what we all say, Boss. It’s all a
| oada appl esauce.

EDI SON: Appl esauce...! (laugh) Hah! Bottle -- bottle that
and sell it! Ah, Larson, you have a genius for cheering ne
up. (yawn) ... but why can't | get a good night’s sleep? I
can sleep standing up on a train, | can sleep at the
theatre, but | can't sleep in ny own bed and dream of | anbs
and fishes and birds, with the darling wife snoring beside
me -- (dozes off)

LARSON | ays a bl anket over EDI SO\
LARSON: Nobody’ s never gonna beat you, Boss. Nobody never.

Exits. A light swoops down from above. EDI SON | ooks up
-- the light pulses, tantalizing, chirping like a
songbird -- he reaches for it, but as he cones near, it
pulls out of reach. He chases the light, and when he is
exhausted, enter TWAIN controling the light. Misic
cue: “Take Me Qut to the Ballgane”. TWAIN plays him
like a ventriloquist’s dumy.

EDI SON. Here, little birdie, cone to Poppa -- that's it,
just a little closer... (grabs and m sses) Damm! Has that
fried bastard got alternating current?

TWAIN. Way destroy Canelot, Ton? Wiy hate Arthur's great
ki ngdonf

EDI SON: | don't understand it!



TWAIN: | know how confusing this nust be. Let nme hel p. Ask
the secret question you nbst want to ask, but dare not.
Trust nme. |'m Mark Twai n.

EDI SON: There is one thing |I’ve always wanted to know.
what's electricity?

TWAIN. Yes, absolutely.

EDI SON: Yes, what?

TWAIN. That’s right.

EDI SON. What's electricity --

TWAI N Yes.

EDI SON:  What ?

TWAIN: Naturally.

EDI SON: Natural ly?

TWAI N Yes.

EDI SON: El ectricity is naturally...?

TWAIN: No, you haven’t been listening. W neasure
electricity with watts, after M Watt.

EDISON: If |I stick a fork in the wall, and | get a bad
shock, who do | call?

TWAIN: Watt.
EDISON: All I'’maskin” is what’'s the nane of the guy | call
TWAI N: Yes.

EDISON. I'’mtalkin” to a deaf guy!

TWAIN: There’s no need to shout, now If we don't see you in

the future, Tommy, I'msure we'll see you in the pasturel!
TWAIN exits, whistling "Take me out to the ball gane".
EDI SON awakens, fearful -- HEWTT enters.

EDI SON. Aiee! | had a nightmare and |' m not even asl eep!

HEW TT: Th-that woul d be the cocai ne, Boss.



EDI SON. Hewitt, ny best boy.
HEWTT: (w de-eyed) Me...?

EDI SON: Cone here, son. | want to know if | can count on
you. Can | count on you, M Hewtt?

HEW TT: Yes, sirl

EDI SON: Yesterday, | was king of the heap. AmI| on
yesterday’' s heap? (beat) You' re a fine lad. Can you work
fast? | need you to do a job for nme. Can you spell...? Wll,
get some ol der boys to help you. Print up a flyer.
"Alternating Current Exposed and Condemmed!" Got that?
"Dangerous! Deadly! Special Denpnstration!"™ Get themto al
t he paperboys you can find. Spread them around. Invite
everyone down to the warehouse. W'll nake the norning
edition if you work fast. (HEWTT starts out) Hold your
horses, harness that energy! Do you likes dogs...? | want
you to go out, round up dogs and bring emdown to the
war ehouse.

HEW TT: Kine a dogs?
EDI SON: I nmateri al .
HEWTT: Imm-terriers -- ?

EDI SON: Bring themto the warehouse. There’ s a boy,
nooooooow -- go! (alone) Don't be afraid. The Boss won’'t
| et himburst your light bubbles. Tsk. You know, it’s not
wi nning | enjoy so nuch as beating the other guy.

Dar kness. I n the darkness, sounds of dogs barking. They
are being electrocuted: flashes and sparks illum nate
the grimwork, like arc welding. Transition to

West i nghouse’ s | ab. WESTI NGHOUSE concl udes a tour for
TWAIN. They stop at a refrigerator. WESTI NGHOUSE opens
and cl oses the door.

TWAIN. Thank you, M “W. The tour of your factory gave
anpl e evidence of the vision that inspires so much
acqui sitiveness anong the public.

VESTI NGHOUSE: G ad | could help, Twain. But here, |ook at
these: N kola Tesla’s original patent applications for AC
power -- be warned! These are biblical truths -- you know
what crazy people run around quoting, hear what |’ m sayi ng?
God, this is exciting. | can't believe |"mdoing it! Do you



know how historical this? It's hiss-torical! For Tesla, and

West i nghouse. People will |ink the nane of "W w th AC power
forever! “W wll be a household word! Lord, are we
vi sionaries, or -- No! Damn |ucky's what we are!

TWAIN:. Are we. Tesla. The Serbian god/ man. Who since | eaving
Edi son’ s enpl oy, has taken what work he can get -- including
digging ditches. If he’'s so epiphenonmnal, why is he up to
his knees in nud?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Ditches! 1'Il see to it he never | ooks at dirt
for the rest of his life! Heaven forbid -- !

TWAIN: | have heard runmours that M Tesla spends an unseemy
anount of tinme in the halls of spherical ill repute.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Snooker! Heaven forbid! |Is he any good -- ?
TWAIN: (confidential) Triple bank shots. ...

VESTI NGHOUSE: (i npressed) Triple...!

TWAIN: (slight pause) Say, what’'s this?

VESTI NGHOUSE: | call it -- a refrigerator.

TWAIN: What is it for?

VESTI NGHOUSE: W're not sure yet.... But it appears to keep
dead things fromrotting.

TWAI N: How usef ul .

VESTI NGHOUSE: The only problemis, |I’mnever sure that the
little light inside goes off when |I close the door..

TWAIN. This calls for an investigation.
Together, they try to catch the |light going off. They
fail. They try again. TWAIN gets into the fridge and
shuts the door behind him (Aternately, the fridge
can be offstage.) Enter TESLA

TESLA: 97, 98, 99, 100, 101, 102, 103, 104. Hello, ™
West i nghouse.

VEESTI NGHOUSE: 104 what ?

TESLA: 105. I'msorry? Did you just say, "Wiat's it for"?
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VESTI NGHOUSE: No, | said... Have you retired your shovel ?
TESLA: Yes! 1'’mthinking of having it gol d-pl at ed.

WESTI NGHOUSE: Good. Good. Nick. The abstract to the

Comm ssi on | ooks good. Edison, the snake, renenber him-- ?
He' s been | obbying the state to Iimt conduction to 800
volts -- but we've got him nailed him under state

conspiracy laws. He knows when to retreat. N ck, you know,
we may have to slow down, and | et people catch up...!
(slight pause) Nah, this is nore fun! You re going to say
this is inpossible! You re going to ask where did the noney
come from The answer is this: everyone should be so | ucky,
once, to attend a neeting where what is on the table is a

plan to change the world...! Ahem And so, authorized by the
directors of "W Electric, | offer you a cheque for one
mllion dollars for all rights to the 40 original AC

patents. As agreed, you will be paid a royalty of $2.50 for
every horsepower of generating capacity built fromthese
patents. Ch! Here's a watch, so you' |l know when the new
century starts. Read the inscription --

TESLA takes the pocket watch. (or beeping wist watch
anachr oni sn?)

TESLA: (reads) "Tesla Electric Conpany." Say, that’s smart.
VESTI NGHOUSE: CGotta catch ny breath. Wat a day. You can
build your own | ab. Do you want to say anything...? For the
hi story books...?

VESTI NGHOUSE hol ds out an i magi nary m crophone.
TESLA: Tonorrow. .. ?

Bows, exits. WESTINGHOUSE | eans, contentedly, on his
fridge.

VESTI NGHOUSE: (awed) There he goes... M Tonorrow...!

Bl ackout. Edison's lab. HEWTT rolls out boxes on
wheel s. This scene can be played in bl ackout.

LARSON: Bring me the pointer.

HEWTT: | don’t see why we hafta use the poin er. A poin’ er
isn't dist a dog. A poin'er isn't dist something you use in
alab! It’s special! Used for huntin'!

LARSON: Huntin'? In Manhattan, Sparky?
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HEW TT: She mi ght dreamof it! If you don't care, then how
come we can’t use that retriever!

LARSON: kay, okay. Jeez, Hewey, don't get tearful on ne! |
t hought they tortured youses, turned youse out coarse! |
pegged you wong. Point out the retriever. (slight pause)
Now, retrieve nme the pointer.

HEW TT gi ves in,takes the dog to LARSON. LARSON
enthusiastically electrocutes it.

LARSON: Personal feelin's got nothin” to do with science,
Hewey. Hey!

LARSON pi cks up a device like a salad bowl with wires
attached.

LARSON: | wanna test sonmething for the Boss. Touch this.

HEWTT: |I’mnot touchin’ nothin’. The last tinme you nmade ne
touch sonet hing, ny eyebrows fell off.

LARSON: Hewey, you're a smart kid, but | don’t |I|ike ya. You
better pitch in around here, or I mght have to call... the
O phan Peopl e!

HEW TT: But | don’t wanna go back to the orph -- !
LARSON:

LARSON hol ds out the apparatus. HEWTT reluctantly
touches it, and gets an electric shock. LARSON | aughs.

HEW TT: Hah-hah. Say g bye to nmy eyebrows....

LARSON: No, I'mtrying to stop that. I don’t want the Boss
to fry his bread!

HEWTT: | think he knows better than that!

LARSON: Sure, Hewey, he knows better. (laugh) Dy’ know what
this is?

Unvei l s an appar at us.
HEW TT: (bug-eyed) You nade Alternating Current -- !
LARSON: Yeah.

HEW TT: He’s gonna kill you -- !



12

LARSON: Nah.
HEW TT: But | thought --

LARSON: Save your thoughts for the crap-house wall. Sit
down. Lemre try a little -- flip the thing-a-ma -- jigger
the m zzenmast here, and -- voil al

HEW TT sits on a chair. LARSON pl aces the netal bow
upsi de-down on HEWTT s head. Turns his generator on.
Puts on rubber gl oves, goggles, touches contacts to the
bowl. HEWTT vyel ps.

LARSON: (thrilled) Wiwoo! Wiere' d the Boss be w thout ne.
| deas comn’ thick and fast. Didn’t know | had “er in ne...

LARSON turns the generator up to HHGH He is about to
touch contacts to the bow . EDI SON enters with a paper

EDI SON: Turn that racket off!
LARSON does so.

It's all right here in the Times, for Pete s sake: Tesla
gets his ideas fromouter space! (laugh) There' s your
immgration problem “Tesla hears voices from beyond the
grave! Consorts with fortune tellers! Cones froma country
full of witches, and bats, and dragons! He sl eeps on an
electric bed like a, like a...!”

LARSON: Faker?

EDI SON: (fa-keer) Fakir! They take himseriously! Not just
norons, but real engineers! Want to believe he's "the man
who knows", or sonet hing!

LARSON: They're sayin' his deal with Westinghouse will nake
Tesla the richest man in the world in ten years...

EDI SON: They haven't considered his dining bills! On the
ot her hand, they're not all saplings -- they have doubts
about parts of his N agara proposal -- all this AC

appl esauce. Fakir! How could they give the contract to
someone who coul d go bankrupt next week...?

HEW TT: But those are just runours.

EDI SON: Just runours? Wiy do you think | started thenf? How
do you think I got this country off gas in the first place?
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"Danger ous gases! Explosive gas mains! Child victins of
gas!”

LARSON: Got cha, Boss.
EDI SON: | shoul d hope you got ne.

LARSON: Everyone knows AC is inpossible. But |I've been
fiddling around and |1've conme up with something, with AC --

EDI SON: Is that what | pay you for? To fiddle around while
the Fakir burns ny power stations?

LARSON: No, it’s -- we were thinkin' we need is sonething a
little bigger than dogs and chickens -- that there's a
better angle -- a wow kind a finish!

EDI SON: What’s he on about? A “wow’ finish?

LARSON: The public’s comn’ out for the dogs. That’'s okay.
But when they start gettin’ bored we could nove on to horses
and cows. But that’ll get nmessy cause the animals enpty

t heir bowels when you give "emthe juice, so --

EDI SON: Larson, could you get to the point, before | |ose ny
| unch?

LARSON: They might be innerested in what you say about AC
bein’, like, suicidal. '"Tesla's Deadly Current'. Right? So,
if sone stooge was to, | dunno, have an accident...?

EDI SON t hi nks about LARSON s idea. EDI SON and LARSON
| ook at HEWTT who becones very nervous.

HEWTT: What...! \Wat...!

EDI SON. Janmes Watt, son, Janmes Watt! (beat) | m ght
normal Iy bl ow a head gasket if |I found AC equi pnent in ny
|ab. So long as we all know that ACis officially

i npossi bl e.

LARSON: On, yeah, we know that.

HEWTT: | told him Boss --

EDI SON: Qui et son. (flips open paper) Look at this. WIlly
Kenm er, convicted killer to be hung by the neck until dead
at Sing Sing. What a way to go. Hands tied, blindfol ded,

thrashing |ike a snared rabbit. It can take a man soneti nes
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15 minutes to die.Wat does a man think about? WIly
Kenmer. My heart just fairly goes out to the boy. 17 years
old. Achild. Hs Iife hardly begun. W can do sonet hi ng
about this. Larson, get the Warden of Sing Sing, and the
Governor. Tell them what we have.

LARSON: (not quite catching on) Wat do we have...?

EDI SON: A new patent, M Larson! Hanging is barbaric! WIlly

Kenm er won't hang, and he'll have you and M Tesla to

t hank. Get on it, M Larson!
Bl ackout. Enter TESLA with nysterious |light. He surveys
t he hei ght and range of a great enpty space. He holds a
gol d-pl ated shovel. Twirls it. It is alive with sound.
He invents air-guitar -- playing Jim Hendrix's
American national anthema | a feedback. Enter HEWTT.

TESLA: Here, mracles will be conmonpl ace. Here, dreans and
wi shes will be paranobunt and propheci es nade.

ABBY: M Tesla? |Is this gonna be your |ab?
TESLA: Do you like it?

ABBY: 1t’s huge!

TESLA: I1t's big enough. For now.

ABBY: |t’s great!

TESLA: It will be. (beat) M Hewey? What can | do for you?
Has M Edi son sent an apol ogy and a cheque for $50, 000...7?

ABBY: No.... (beat) Can | work for you?

TESLA: Thank you, M Hewey, but | don’t think so. I'll be
| ooking for skilled engineers fromsundry international --

ABBY: |’ m good with nunbers! | changed. | woke up, and |
was different.

TESLA: (planning) Hmm, netal reinforcenments there, and
there.... Wat’'s that, M Hewey? You' ve changed? Wat did
you change into?
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ABBY: | was a stunt rider. In the circus. But | kept
falling off the elephants. | started getting aw ul

headaches. A doctor told nme nmy brain was too big. He
recommended mat hematics. And sl eeping with a piece of radium
under ny pillow Like Mary Curry! M headaches went away.
And then, one day, | woke up with a proof of Fermat’s Last
Theorem floating, in front of me. Where n is greater than 2
there are no whole nunbers x, y, z and n that solve the
equation xN + yN = zN which is intuitively on the noney,
right...? Goes like this -- have you got about a week...? W
have to exhaust a lotta cases. You know Cantor’s theory of
infinite nunbers, Gddel’s theorem-- You sort of, | dunno,

bl enderi ze "emon high -- and pour themthrough a axi om
consi stency provability filter -- I Qops.... There' s one
nore thing, M Tesla.

TESLA: Anot her change?
ABBY: (takes off her hat) I'm.. other gendered.

TESLA: Things are changing pretty fast, but that's a little
fast even for ne. Are you saying that a piece of radium
under your pillow changed you into a girl? Fascinating. How
long did this take?

ABBY: No, |’ve always been a girl. That’s how | got a job?
In M Edison’s | ab?

TESLA: Ah... We'd better get you to the patent office...!
He offers his arm She happily takes it. Exeunt.
Transition to Patent O fice. Enter EDI SON hauling the
el ectric chair. WESTI NGHOUSE enters carrying a toaster
Only after realizing that they can’t avoid one anot her,
do they break into greetings.

VEESTI NGHOUSE: Shit. We-hell, Tomy...!

EDI SON: Shit. Hey, Georg-ie boy...!

VEESTI NGHOUSE: How s Sarah? Tom jr? Sally? And little
Gakl ey?

EDI SON: Fine, fine -- and Crandall? Ceorge, jr? Ws? And
little MIlicent?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Coul dn't be better. Randle is going to be a
lawer. Tell Sally to watch for himat Stanford -- !

EDI SON: -- Harvard, heh -- !
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VESTI NGHOUSE: Heh...! New, uh, patent, Tonmy?

EDI SON: W' ve had a productive week! What's that you' ve got
t here?

VESTI NGHOUSE: A bread fryer! It's for frying bread...!

EDI SON: Tasty! You know, between you and ne, | really don't
feel confortable com ng down here --

VESTI NGHOUSE: No.

EDI SON: Makes nme junpy --

VEESTI NGHOUSE: | t chy.

EDI SON: Strange peopl e.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Getting stranger all the tine!

EDISON: | think insanity is spreading up through the Patent
Ofice, like bad sap. D y' hear what the Conm ssioner of
Patents, did?

VEESTI NGHOUSE: What - -

EDI SON: He asked President McKinley to disband this office!
VESTI NGHOUSE: No. . .

EDI SON: Swear to God. He said, "Everything that can be
i nvent ed, has been invented."

They both burst into | aughter.

EDI SON: | understand one of ny graduates is with you now --
Telsa...?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Tesl a, yes.

EDI SON. Hard to warmup to -- ?

VESTI NGHOUSE: No, |'ve found himquite charm ng.
EDI SON: Onh, sure. But... odd ideas?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Somre quite interesting.

EDI SON. Mmm. Still working for you?
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VESTI NGHOUSE: Mmm.

EDI SON. Mmm. Troubl e nailing himdown though?
VEESTI NGHOUSE: None so far.

EDI SON: What's this we hear about a contract?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Yes, licensing rights, and rights of first
refusal on all new --

EDI SON: But not $2.50 a horse.
VESTI NGHOUSE: -- which in our opinion he deserves.

EDI SON: George, one would think your real intention is to
send him back to hustling snooker. You don't really see
West i nghouse grow ng that big?

VESTI NGHOUSE: 1t's not a question of how big ‘W is going to
grow, Tom The point is, ACis the w nner.

EDISON: Is it now.

VESTI NGHOUSE: You know it is. Sure you do. Everyone's coni ng
aboard. DC will soon go the way of the tel egraph -- Dead and
Cl obbered -- there’s sonething you sonet hi ng about.

EDI SON: Now wait just a --

VESTI NGHOUSE: You were left twisting in the wind by the
t el ephone. (sigh) The terrible pain, eh, of being an
i nventor. ..

EDI SON: | hardly think twisting in the wind -- !

VEESTI NGHOUSE poi nts at EDI SON -- "gotcha." EDI SON
recovers.

EDI SON:. On, you may be right. It's a wonderful thing to
t hrow noney at your boy, and keep your Board happy. CGuts!
Hat's off to ya. | know when I'mlicked. Say -- you want
tickets to see Houdini at the Pal ace, tonight?

VESTI NGHOUSE: Thanks, |'mstaying in with the m ssus --
frying bread...!

EDI SON: Do that, Georgie-boy.
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EDI SON goes off to one side, rolls up his sleeves and
does sone fine-tuning work on his electric chair. Enter
TESLA and ABBY.

TESLA: Duro! Do you mind if | call you “Duro”? It would be
your approxi mate nane in Serbian.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Call ne anything you like -- Duro’s fine.
TESLA: Has the Niagara Falls Comm ssion conme out yet?

VESTI NGHOUSE: (checks his watch) Ach! This is depressing. |
hate waiting for non-scientists to decide our future. Wat
right do they have --

TESLA: Duro. Meet Abby Fletcher, ny new bookkeeper. | was
just explaining to Abby how, sone day, creatures of |ight
will visit us from another planet, but they will ignore us
al together, and go straight to our power stations, and talk
to our turbines...

TESLA passes his hand past a row of lights and they
bri ghten and trace out beautiful flowerings on the
wal | s.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Creatures? O |ight?

ABBY: He doesn't really believe in critters from ot her
pl anet s.

TESLA: Oh, but | do. | hope to hear fromthem one day.

VESTI NGHOUSE: (uneasy) Don't let Edison hear this stuff,
Ni ck, unless you want to see yourself on the cover of the
Times with pointy ears --

TESLA: Tomisn't diabolical. He just wants all the toys in
t he yard.

ABBY: Hey, | worked for the guy. He' s greedy.

TESLA: As a matter of fact Tomwas quite receptive to ny
ideas of life on other worlds.

VESTI NGHOUSE: This is all very interesting, N ck, but we're
| eavi ng oursel ves wi de open. You haven't been protecting
your work. 100's of people are profiting fromit. Do you
want to nake mllionaires of interlopers -- ?
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ABBY: Nick's a genius, M “W, but he hasn't invented
everything yet. Well has he? Have you? No. So there.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Let’s share a rational nonent. Edison, he
says genius is 1% inspiration, and 99% politics --

ABBY: | think it's 99% "perspiration.”

VESTI NGHOUSE: Do | have to rem nd you that you are
collecting royalties. Wstinghouse stock is taking a
beating. | need this N agara decision. Edison's driving up
prices and underbidding. It's a standard one-two

conmbi nation. As our costs go up, God help us if we can't
keep a line of credit open.

TESLA: What are you going to do about it?

VESTI NGHOUSE: What am | going to do about it? I’mgoing to
burst with pride.

TESLA: | don't foll ow

VESTI NGHOUSE: As of next nonth, AC power will light the
m nes of Colorado! It was a hard sell, but I got “em

TESLA: Congratul ati ons.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Thank you. You have never seen pennies pinched
so tight till copper trickles out from between those nmi ners’
fingers!

ABBY: Wiich mnes...?

VEESTI NGHOUSE: All of them..

VESTI NGHOUSE pops the toaster -- it is full of noney.
TESLA takes a bundl e and ABBY takes a bundl e.

TESLA: Money!

VESTI NGHOUSE: Not ruch, but it's a start. It'Il generate a
buzz.

ABBY: Nick’s the greatest of themall! |I want to see him
[ift up all 2 mllion tons of the human race and carry us
forward as many steps as he can before he dies! | want the

nanme “Tesla El ectric Conpany” on the back of every business
and home appliance for the next mllion years...
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VESTI NGHOUSE: Tesl a Electric. On every appliance. Wat about
West i nghouse El ectric?

ABBY: Er, | nean....
Enter DUEL, Conmi ssioner of the Patent Ofice.
DUEL: Are the parties present?
VEESTI NGHOUSE: Yes, sir.
EDI SON: Yo -- !

EDI SON wi pes his hands with a rag, nakes hinself
present abl e.

DUEL: Since accepting this appointnment to the Patent O fi ce,
the both of you know that | have done everything in ny power
to shut it down.
EDI SON: What is the decision?
DUEL: -- because nothing you do, is of consequence.
EDI SON:  You fruitcake...!
VEESTI NGHOUSE: Don’t break formation, Tom -- !
DUEL: Because, gentlenmen? Inventions don’'t work.

Pause. Look at each other, then:
VESTI NGHOUSE & EDI SON (j oi ning): Inventions don’'t work...?
DUEL: 1've been reading a nan naned | saac Newton. For every
action there is an equal and opposite reaction. Thus, if
wheel s renove energy fromthe water, water will cease to
nove. Bad economics. If lightning is pulled fromthe sky,
the sky will certainly lose its blue. Bad econom cs.
EDI SON: Lose its blue...?
DUEL: I'’mnot the nost brilliant man who has ever lived --

EDI SON: No, Commi ssioner, you are not.

VESTI NGHOUSE: W' re agreed, Conm ssioner, but what about
Ni agara Fal | s!
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DUEL: Nature is economical. Nature doesn’t need ne. Nature
doesn’t need you. Everything that can be invented, has been
i nvented. Quod erat denonstrandum

VWESTI NGHOUSE: Yes, brilliant, but we want the deci sion,
Conmi ssioner...?

DUEL: We stand on rock, thick as night. Can’t you snell the

di nosaur bones? Man has no wings -- wax nelts -- feathers,
gentl enmen, are for dusting, not -- (sneezes) -- do you see
nmy point?

EDI SON: Right there on the top of your head you flam ng
crackpot -- !

DUEL: It was... a tie.

EDI SON:. On, give ne strength. For the love o Pete, nan, how
could you allow a tie? You blithering -- !

DUEL: O course, | had the deciding vote. The vote of
reason.

EDI SON and WESTI NGHOUSE grab copies of the witten
deci si on.

DUEL: God didn’'t nmake Niagara Falls for our cheap use. Leave
t hem al one.

ABBY: How did he vote -- ? How did he vote -- ? (reads)
Despite certain reservations concerning this hithertofore
bl ah blah blah ... majestic blah blah blah ... great

prom se. Nikola Tesla's Alternating Current is the wave of
the future. (giddy) WE WON NI AGARA FALLS -- !

EDI SON: Shit.
VEESTI NGHOUSE: God bl ess Anerica...!
TESLA: | feel | haven't slept for weeks. Now, | could fly!

VESTI NGHOUSE: Do that in nmy |ab and there’s 50,000 bucks for
you. . .!

ABBY t akes WESTI NGHOUSE' s papers and flips through
t hem

ABBY: (shocked realization) Were s the distribution deal?
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EDI SON: (reads a happy discovery) Hello! “Edison s greater
experience..."

ABBY: (reads) “Conpromse...” What’s this about “a
conprom se in the best interests of all concerned” -- ?

Edi son put in a separate distribution bid!' They divided the
contract!

VESTI NGHOUSE: They what? Lemme see that -- !
VESTI NGHOUSE grabs the contract from ABBY.

VESTI NGHOUSE: Edi son distributes our electricity? | build
t he power station, | generate the power. And that weasel --

ABBY: W bake the cake, and Edi son --

VESTI NGHOUSE: Makes all the noney...? W have been
cheat ed. .

VESTI NGHOUSE starts to have troubl e breathing.
ABBY: Sit down, “W -- put your head between your knees.

TESLA: Wonderful. This is a conplete vindication. This
proves that ny electricity is safe.

VESTI NGHOUSE: He knows it’'s safe -- ! He's always known it’s
safe -- ! Stop kidding around -- ! Wat planet are you fronf

TESLA: According to who: the New York Tinmes, or the Daily
News. .. ?

VESTI NGHOUSE: This isn’'t snoke and mrrors! It’s war! There
will be casualties! | feel faint.

ABBY: Count to 3.14165 --

VESTI NGHOUSE: (sl ight pause) Gee, that hel ped. Ckay, too

| ate for chicken-egg disputes about truth and runours. Too
late to blane Edi son for an unstabl e narketplace. You see
what we're up against! Sheer nmercantile brilliance! Look at
him salivating over our turbines! Look at that insufferable
grin! 1"mgoing to |lose ny fanobus sunny di sposition...!

TESLA: Well, I’"mgoing to congratul ate him
VESTI NGHOUSE: Over ny dead body! You' re supposed to grab ne,

and stop nme! | could peel his skin -- he's com ng over --
Exit, stage left...!
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VESTI NGHOUSE scurries away, as EDI SON nears.
EDI SON: CGeorgie...! Aw. ..
ABBY: Nick, please, don’'t let ne hurt him
TESLA: Shhh, Abby, don't worry.
ABBY: I'’mtoo beautiful to go to jaill!
TESLA: Abby. Watch this...
EDI SON: Wl |, there, Tesla...?

EDI SON extends a hand. TESLA bows. ABBY shrinks
behi nd hi m

EDI SON: Who’ s that hiding back there? Ch, sorry, M ss.
Thought | knew ya. Here we are, Teslal C ass reunion.

TESLA: Congratul ations, Tom This is a great day.
EDI SON: What -- 72

TESLA: For electricity.

EDI SON: | suppose ... well, yes it is...!

TESLA: | saw the pose for what it was. | knew the rea
Thomas Edi son woul d knock sone sense into that fool who has
been bl ocki ng progress.

EDI SON: (thinks) Onh, you nmean Duel ? Takes all kinds, doesn’'t
it...

TESLA: | knew you woul d eventual |y begin to conprehend ny
work. It takes tine for pasta to absorb water. |1’ m delighted
to bury the American god of conpetition. Never again wl |
those yellow fangs drip with gore after a dogfight in the
mar ket - pl ace. From now on, conpetition will be nmeasured in
terms of how rmuch social good is acconplished, not whether
“A” can eat “B’, skin, bones and all

EDI SON: | have AC. I'’mnot |ooking for a lyricist.

TESLA: | don’t nean to offend, Tom but AC, in your hands,
woul d be like putting a child in the Wite House.

EDI SON: I'’mglad you don’t nmean to offend -- !
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TESLA: AC has nmuch wi | der potential than you could possibly
understand, even if | ran 100,000 volts through you. It’s
fitting we conbi ne our energies.

EDI SON: Say what ?

TESLA: | have hundreds of revolutionary ideas to discuss. In
fact, | have invented several new fields. As business
proposals. Witten in lay terns with no technical detail. To
protect ny interests, you understand. Abby -- ?

ABBY hands papers to a surprised EDISON. He is
bewi | dered as he tries to process what follows --

ABBY: Radar. Turbine. Robotics and renote control. 12 new

el ectro-magnetic notors. 2 new systens of electrica
distribution. Electric arc |anp and net hod of operating

el ectric arc |lanp. Incandescent |anp. Electric railway
system Fluid propul sion system Aerial transportation
system Apparatus for the utilization of radiant energy.
You'll like this one, Boss -- lightning protector... Listen
carefully -- Apparatus for intensifying and utilizing
effects transmtted froma distance to a receiving device..
Know what that neans.

ABBY wi t hhol ds t hat one.

TESLA: Thank you, Abby. Read them at your |eisure.

EDI SON: Yeah, yeah, I’'Il get... 1’'Il get right onit....
EDI SON exits dunbfounded with all the manuscri pts.
TESLA calls --
TESLA: Sounds |ike good business to ne...! That was fun, you
know. | hope he's all right. Tomreally has done a fine job

with a primtive formof power. A commendabl e job. A basic
job. You can’'t take that away fromthe Wzard of the 19th
Century.

Enter TWAIN, apart from and watchi ng them unseen.
TESLA: He' |l help nme build a world perfect as a machine. He
doesn’t know it yet -- how could he, he can't see the
machi ne for the parts -- but |let himgo hone and... evol ve.

ABBY: |'ve never seen anyone intimdate himlike you.
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TESLA: Should | have added | cone froma |line of warriors,
that if he got on ny bad side, he mght as well --

ABBY: Think he got the nmessage. Want a drink, soldier -- ?

TESLA: A Manhattan in a barrel big enough to go over the
Falls in.

ABBY: We're tuned. Tonorrow we beat the Wzard at his own
gane. | better | ook at the books. But I'msure we can afford
a New Year’s Eve party.

TESLA: At the Ritz?
ABBY: Natch

ABBY & TESLA: (sing) We're off to beat the Wzard, the
wonder ful Wzard of Menlo Park...

They | augh as they exit together. TWAIN | ooks out to
t he audi ence, shields his eyes fromthe lights..

TWAIN. M Mrgan...? Sorry, |'ve gotta stick ny neck out
here. There's a nice piece we've been working up. A kid up
from Kansas by nane of WIly Kermier. WIly's a nice kid, a
good kid. We think he's got hinmself a real strong closer for
the first act, a wow kind of finish...! Wiat's that -- ?
Thank you, M Morgan, thank you. (bow ng) | thank you, he

t hanks you, his nother thanks you. (claps hands) Boys -- !

TWAI N exits. Enter EDI SON, | ooking at some notes.
EDI SON. Let’s be sure we’ve got it. What are the voltages:
um .. 1725 volts for 10 seconds. And then 240 volts for 90
seconds. (calls) Wat are these 240 volts for? M
Larson...?
LARSON: (off) Those'r to, like, wash it out of his system

EDI SON:. Wash what out of his system-- I'mtrying to wite
a press rel ease?

LARSON: (entering) Unh, that’'d be life, Boss.
EDI SON: Life! Good Lord, can’'t we call it sonething el se?
LARSON: Bi ol ogi cal action?

EDI SON: No. . .
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LARSON: Vital flux?
Unhappy, EDI SON exits nuttering.
BIG VO CE (off) Ladies and Gentlenen... Mark Twain --

Enter TWAIN, as host.

TWAIN. Thank you, thank you, how you doin' -- ! W've got a
special treat for you tonight. A great new escape arti st
will now performthe nost death-defying escape ever! WIlly

Kenm er has 30 seconds to free hinself before 1725 deadly
volts of raw AC electricity nake their way from here
(touches his head), to here (touches his heart), and
finally, to here (touches his rear end). Gve it up for a
man who never has to sing sing for his supper! Everywhere he
goes they sing sing his name -- WIIy!

Enter WLLY, a prisoner. LARSON fastens himto the
chair.

TWAIN:. Orchestra -- !

Cue el ectrocution. The switch is thrown. AC electricity
rips through WLLY screans. Sound can hel p create the

i npression that a new gate to hell has opened. WLLY
struggles, screans, until he is dead.

TWAIN. WIly -- ! Pay no attention to the man behind the
curtain, folks -- !

He indi cates EDI SON operating the controls of the
generator. EDI SON grins, waves. TWAIN dons a chef's
apron, oven mtts, and holds a prong and a bottl e of
sauce.

TWAIN: Y all conme back in 15 minutes! W' re gonna serve up
sonme barbecue and party well into the next Century -- !

Bl ackout .

| nt er val



