
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Episode 06:  
OOPS! Part 1 

 
By  

Alex Brown and Rebecca Mahoney 
  

 



 

SCENE I. 
INT - OCEAN VIEW - TRITON’S FOLLIES THEATER 
 
FRANK IS IN THE MIDDLE OF WONDERING JUST WHERE, EXACTLY, HE WENT  
WRONG IN LIFE.  
 
WE HEAR A CRACKLE OF STATIC OVER THE RADIO, AND THEN---  

 
BERTIE 

This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. If anyone’s out there listening,  
please call Line 601 immediately.   

  
FRANK 

(scrambling for the radio)  
No, no I’m here! Come back!  
 

SOMETHING CRASHES --- MAYBE A PIANO. THERE ARE A LOT OF  
SOUNDS ALL GOING AT ONCE. THERE’S LAUGHTER IN THE  
BACKGROUND AS SOME SUBTLE CREEPY MUSIC PLAYS. IT SWELLS,  
BUT IS CUT OFF BY A RATHER TERRIBLE GROWL.  

 
AND THEN NOTHING. SILENCE LINGERS FOR A FEW BEATS, AND  
THEN--- 

 
AN ALARM SOUNDS.   

  
TIME TRAVEL ALARM  

There has been an unexpected spoiler for this  
episode. Please hold as we rewind.   
Rewind.  

(slowmo) 
REWIIIIIIIIIND.  

(normal speed)  
A few hours earlier.  

  
THEME PLAYS BACKWARD.  

 
 
  

 



 

SCENE II. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 
 
We seem to be in the middle of a conversation between PERCY, NORA,  
and BOLLARD, their contact at Headquarters. What could it be about?!?  
 

BOLLARD 
I can’t believe  you’ve already botched the job.  

(pause) 
Oh, wait. Actually, I can . Seriously, is there  
anything you two can do that won’t end up 
turning into a complete, utter disaster?  

 
PERCY 

This isn’t a disaster!  
 

NORA 
It’s not like anyone died.  

 
PERCY 

...yet. 
 

BOLLARD 
(she laughs in a cackling kind of way)  

You’ve got  to be kidding me! Wait till the boss  
hears about this one!  

 
NORA 

(aw, shit) 
Wait! This doesn’t have to get back to her.  

 
PERCY 

...yet. 
 

BOLLARD 
You’ve taken two people hostage ! And now you’re  
about to play Home Alone with the rest of their  
crew.  

NORA 
That’s a little harsh. We’re better  than those 
clumsy thieves. We haven’t let the boss down  
once! 
 

 



 

PERCY 
(getting really cheeky about it)  

...yet. 
 
 

BOLLARD  
(100% WTF) 

Did you forget  what happened in Watchtower 8?  
You left a stack of dead bodies in your wake!  
You’re both still on probation for that one and 
now, in case you need to be reminded, you’ve  
taken two people hostage.  How do you figure  
that to be a good thing?  

 
NORA 

Well, we never said it was totally  a good 
thing. 

 
PERCY 

(gives it a slight delay, just to be extra  
annoying) 

...yet. 
 
 

BOLLARD 
(harshly) 

Percy, if you don’t have anything productive to  
contribute, maybe you should go check on your  
little bargaining chips.  

 
PERCY 

Oh no, it’s much more fun annoying you.  
 

BOLLARD 
Great.  

 
NORA 

Anyway, we’re gonna need back-up. The sooner  
the better, too.  

 
BOLLARD 

Yes, I’m aware of your predicament .  
 

 



 

PERCY 
Sooooooo help is coming...now?  

 
BOLLARD 

(like the Grinch after he just stole  
Christmas) 

No.  The Boss wants you to get out of this one  
on your own.  

 
NORA 

...what? 
 

PERCY 
That’s not fair.  

 
BOLLARD 

Life’s not fair, is it? Make it back with both 
of your assigned assets, and you can consider  
yourselves forgiven.  

 
PERCY 

Oh, come on. It’s not like it was our fault  
that those people died.  

 
BOLLARD 

You know the rules . Don’t break them again.  
 

NORA 
Whatever. 

 
She HANGS UP. 

 
PERCY 

(he whistles) 
She’s always so unpleasant.  

 
NORA 

Little Miss Know-It-All.  
 

PERCY 
Won’t she be surprised when we show up with  
Etta and her… friend  from Submare 3?  

 

 



 

NORA 
I wonder what they need her  for, anyway? The  
monster, I get --- he deserves to rejoin the  
others and swim free in the ocean! But the 
girl ? She’s just a fake historian who likes to  
hear the sound of her own voice.  

 
PERCY 

Maybe The Boss wants to liven up dinner with a  
morbid folktale.  

 
NORA 

Who knows? It’s not like she answers any of my 
questions. 
 

PERCY 
And they’re always so good, too!  
 

NORA 
(she sighs) 

I hate to admit it, but Bollard did  have a 
point. You should go check on our hostages.  
I’ll start looking for the stragglers.  
 

PERCY 
When do want to meet back up?  
 

NORA 
It’s 0700 right now. Let’s call it in two  
hours. 
 

PERCY 
Radio silence until then?  
 

NORA 
Right. Wouldn’t want to give them any ideas  
about our locations.  
 

PERCY 
(sinsterly) 

...yet. 
 

The sound of a TAPE REWINDING transitions us out.  

 



 

 
  

 



 

SCENE III. 
EXT - TRANSCONTINENTAL BRIDGE - OUTSIDE OF OCEAN VIEW 
 
FRANK is chronicling his adventure on the Bridge. Who this recording  
is going to is anyone’s guess. It’s probably going to no one and he’s  
just making it ‘cause he can. Maybe he thinks it actually does go 
somewhere, or he’s storing them up to be able to show off one day.  
Like those awkward vacation slideshows that are in a lot of 80s  
movies. 
 

FRANK 
(he taps the mic)  

Test. Test. 1, 2, 3.  
(he clears his throat)  

All right. So this is Frank Hayward, Social  
Chair of The Hunt Club --- and September’s  
member of the month!  

 
BEAT. 

 
FRANK 

It’s somewhere around 0700 hours. Or, at least  
it was last time I checked. My hunt began  
about… nine hours ago, and I’ve been flying  
solo ever since.   
 
I don’t know where anyone else is. In case you  
were wondering. The others  prefer to hunt in  
packs, but I consider myself more of a lone  
wolf. 

(he laughs at his pun. At least someone 
finds him amusing)  

I wonder if my scanners are working.   
FAINT BEEPING FROM RANDOM EQUIPMENT-Y THINGS.   
HE SIGHS. 

Something’s been messing with them all day.  
Like, I know  I’m close but I don’t know how 
close.  
 
Guess I’ll have to rely on my impeccable 
instincts  instead of glitchy, unreliable  
technology. 
 

 



 

I wanted to start at Aqua Land, but Steve’s  
Squadron claimed it first. I’m still not sure  
you can call dibs on a location just because  
you had a dream about it, but we put it to a  
vote and I… I lost.  
 

(a pompous aside)  
Jealousy tears so many relationships apart.  
 

(back to normal)  
It’s not my  fault that I happen to have the  
highest trophy rate in the entire Hunt Club.  
Actually, let’s be real, I have the highest  
trophy rate of all time. Ever. Yep, that’s me.  
Numero Uno. Undefeated Champion.  
 
Lone wolf. 
 

BEAT.  
THE WIND BLOWS, AS IF TO FURTHER EMPHASIZE THE POINT.  
FRANK IS ALONE. COMPLETELY ALONE. ON A HAUNTED-ASS BRIDGE.  
 

FRANK (CONT’D)  
(he whistles) 

Anyway, I’m near some place called Ocean View.  
Or, at least, I think  that’s what the sign  
says. It looks like it might’ve been burned at  
one point. Or maybe that’s just normal wear and  
tear. Hazard of being out here, I guess.  
 
I haven’t heard any stories of this place… per 
s e. I think there was something about a show of  
some sort. Evil puppets. That old cliche.  
 
I have a hard time believing that’s  true. Like 
sure, the monsters  are real, but that doesn’t  
mean sentient puppets are a thing---  
 

A CRASH SOUNDS SOMEWHERE NEAR HIM. HE SEES SOMETHING IN  
THE CORNER OF HIS EYE, BUT ISN’T SURE IF IT WAS REAL.  
SUDDENLY, HE WONDERS IF PERHAPS IT WAS A MISTAKE TO STAY  
ON THIS PART OF THE BRIDGE. DUN DUN DUN.  

 

 



 

FRANK (CONT’D)  
(kinda shaken)  

I… I don’t know what that was. Maybe if I---  
 

ANOTHER CRASH. AUDIO CUTS OUT. BYE BYE BYE, FRANK. (Purely  
in the N*SYNC sense, and not in the death sense. If anyone  
was worried about Frank, he hasn’t died… yet.)  
 

 
  

 



 

SCENE IV. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - SUBMARE 3 
AROUND 0700 HOURS 
 

ETTA 
Are you almost done?  

 
ROGER 

It’s not like I’m planting hydrangeas . This is 
a highly complicated process that involves  
cross-wiring very specific parts of  
communications systems. If you want to be able  
to track them---  
 

ETTA 
Yeah, yeah. I’ll have to wait.  
 

BEAT. BOB GROWLS.  
 

ETTA 
But how much longer is this going to take?!? We  
can’t just leave Kate and Bertie up there  
with--- whoever the hell these people are!  
 

ROGER 
If you’re not gonna help go do something  
productive. 
 

ETTA 
Like what? We’re already hiding in plain sight!  
If they know  we’re in Submare 3 then why are we 
still here ? 
 

ROGER 
We know they’re after...  

HIS VOICE TRAILS AWAY AS BOB GROWLS AGAIN.  
 

ROGER 
If they figure out how to disarm the system,  
someone needs to be down here to stop them.  
 

ETTA 
(flatly) 

 



 

Something tells me they aren’t  smart enough to  
figure that one out.  
 

ROGER 
Even so, their friends might be. We have no  
idea who they’re working with.   

(coldly) 
Or how much they know . 
 

ETTA 
What’s that supposed to mean?  
 

ROGER 
(and we’re having this  conversation again)  

You know exactly what it means. You sent out  
sensitive information and now they’re here 
looking for something that, for all intents and  
purposes, shouldn’t exist ! No one  outside of 
this Watchtower should know about the monster!  
 

ETTA 
(You’re kidding, right? No? You’re not  
kidding?) 

Did it ever occur to you that maybe, just 
maybe , this isn’t my fault? What if they’ve  
been running this same scheme for a while ? Have 
things gone wrong at other watchtowers? Or are  
we the exception?  
 

ROGER 
(aw, shit --- change the subject!)  

Look, I think we should just---  
 

ETTA 
(about as close to imitating Bob’s growl  
as she could be)  

NO! No, you don’t get to say anything  anymore. 
You knew  something was going wrong everywhere  
else and you didn’t tell us?  We could’ve 
stopped this before it started!   

 
BEAT. EVERYONE FEELS AWKWARD NOW.  

 

 



 

ETTA 
I’m done with this. Waiting isn’t going to save  
my friends. And neither are you . 

FOOTSTEPS as ETTA PEACES THE FUCK OUT.  
 
ROGER 

You can’t just---  
THE DOOR SLAMS. THE SOUND BOUNCES AROUND SUBMARE 3 AS  
ROGER SITS THERE IN SILENCE FOR A MOMENT, MENTALLY TAKING  
STOCK OF WHAT HAPPENED. AFTER A BEAT, HE FINALLY FINISHES  
HIS SENTENCE WITH NOTHING MORE THAN A WHISPERED WORD.  
 

ROGER 
...leave. 

BOB GROWLS. 
 
MORE TAPE TRANSITION SOUNDS.  
 
 
  

 



 

SCENE V. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - THE GALLEY 
 

PERCY 
Knock knock. It’s your friendly, neighborhood  
kidnapper. 

 
KATE 

(very unamused)  
Ha ha. Sooooo clever.  

 
BERTIE 

Wit that cuts like a knife.  
 

KATE 
Ummhmm. A very dull one.  

 
PERCY 

(he slow claps)  
Well, you two are quite the quippy team. Looks  
like we’ve got ourselves a couple of wanna-be  
stand-up comedians.  
 

BERTIE 
Nah. I’m pretty sure the only joke here is you.  
 

KATE 
Or it will be once our friends find you.  
 

PERCY 
Your faith in them is quite touching. Which is  
why you’ll be disappointed to know that they  
had the chance to save you, and they didn’t  
take it. 
 

KATE 
Probably ‘cause they’re not stupid. Like you’d  
actually  keep your word.  
 

PERCY 
We have so far, haven’t we? No harm has  
befallen either of you.  
 

 



 

 
BERTIE 

(indignantly) 
You knocked me out! And chloroformed Kate!  
 

PERCY 
Oops! There are always  exceptions to every  
rule. But you’re alive, aren’t you?  
 

KATE 
Yeaaaaaaaah sure. I guess that’s one way to  
look at it. 

(switching gears; best attempt at being  
somewhat nice)  

Question, though. Were these ropes really 
necessary? You should untie us. It’s not like  
we’re going anywhere.  
 

BERTIE 
We’d stay right here.  
 

PERCY 
(he laughs) 

It’s going to take more than that to trick me!  
In fact, I’m so disappointed in your that I  
can’t stay in this pathetic room for one more  
minute. I’ll check on you later. Try to come up  
with something better in the meantime.  
 

THE DOOR CLOSES BEHIND HIM.  
 

BERTIE 
You were right.  

 
KATE 

Of course I was. Had that one pegged from the  
start. 
 

BERTIE 
How can someone be so confident  and so… 
 

KATE 

 



 

Oblivious? The confident ones usually are. His  
friend, though --- Nora, if that’s her real 
name  --- she’s  the one we need to watch out  
for. 
 

BERTIE 
Unfortunately, she’s also wandering around the  
watchtower, looking for our  friends. 

BEAT. 
 

KATE 
(she sighs) 

I know, I know. I’m almost done.  
 

BERTIE 
It’s taking longer than I thought it would.  
 

KATE 
Yeah, well, you don’t  want to know how I’m  
getting out of these ropes.  
 

BERTIE 
Actually, You never really went into detail ---  
 

THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING INTERRUPTS HIM.  
 

KATE 
Aw, come on. Not again---  

 
ETTA  

What the hell?  
 

YOU GUESSED IT. TAPE TRANSITION SOUND TIME.  
 
 
  

 



 

SCENE VI. 
EXT - THE TRANSCONTINENTAL BRIDGE - OCEAN VIEW PROPER 
 
FRANK has escaped his quarry’s clutches, and is hiding out in a  
theater. He sadly doesn’t remember that this particular theater is  
where Triton’s Follies had its fateful run.  
 
 

FRANK 
Okay, so it’s officially... 0800 hours. I’ve  
made contact with the target. Or, I guess, the  
target  has made contact with me . There were a  
lot of claws. More than I expected. I might be  
bleeding. 
 
But that’s neither here nor there. I appear to  
be in some sort of… theater. I guess that’s  
cool. I never really cared for it that much  
myself. Back when I lived in the city it was  
like everyone  was an actor. I saw this play,  
one time --- one of the few things I actually  
went to --- Macbeth?  
 
Something like that can really make you think  
about life, you know? Like, if I bleed out in  
this abandoned theater, will anyone know? Will  
anyone care? 
 

BEAT. HE’S LOST IN THOUGHT FOR A MOMENT. THEN HE CLEARS  
HIS THROAT. 

 
FRANK (CONT’D)

It’s probably best if I don’t know the answers  
to those questions. The good news is, I think  
my tourniquet is working just fine. The bad  
news? I have absolutely  no idea where I am.  
 
Uhhh, let’s see. There are a bunch of old props  
around me. The usual fare. Plastic potted  
plants. A couple of bird cages. Lots of shoes.  
 
I wonder how many feet have been in those  
things. Ew. 

 



 

 
There’s a stage --- obviously. I’m kind of far  
back from it. If this place was filled I’d  
probably have to look over someone’s head to be  
able to see anything going on up there. There’s  
a… what’s that thing called, where all the  
technical people go? Like the ones who run the  
lights and sound and stuff?   
 
A boot? 
 
No, that’s not right. The boots are on the  
stage. Like, actually on the stage. There’s a  
pair of pink plaid rainboots just sitting  
there. 
 
Huh. Weird. I don’t think those were there a  
minute ago. 
 
Maybe I just didn’t see them, on account of the  
whole 
needing-to-tie-a-tourniquet-so-I-don’t-die  
thing. 
 
I’m probably gonna camp out here for a few  
hours. Maybe have a snack, take a nap. Figure  
out a nice way to recover so I’m at my best  
when the hunt resumes.  
 

SOME KIND OF STATIC SOUND. HE’S FADING IN AND OUT.  
 

FRANK (CONT’D)  
Ooooookaaaaaaay. I definitely  didn’t see that  
dummy there a few minutes ago.  
 
Maybe I just need some sleep.  
 
That’ll help. 

TAPE TRANSITION OUT AGAIN.  
 
  

 



 

SCENE VII. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - GALLEY 
 

BERTIE 
Etta! 

 
KATE 

Are you all right? Did they hurt you?  
 

ETTA 
I’m fine! In fact----  

SHE TURNS TO LEAVE FOR A MOMENT, THEN DRAGS PERCY’S LIMP  
BODY INSIDE. 
 

ETTA (CONT’D) 
(fuck yeah!) 

I’d say I’m winning.  
 

KATE 
(kinda disappointed)  

Damn. He’s still breathing.  
 

BERTIE 
(the personification of ???)  

...how’d you knock Percy out?  
 

ETTA 
They left a bottle of chloroform outside. He  
didn’t even notice it was gone. Well, until he  
got a taste of his own medicine.  
 

KATE 
(#allthejudgment)  

Could they get any worse at their jobs? Who  
just leaves chloroform sitting out in the open?  
 

BERTIE 
Think you can untie us?  
 

ETTA 
Oh! Yeah! Hold on.  
 

RESTRAINTS ARE CUT FREE. WOO WOO.  

 



 

 
KATE 

Thanks. Whaddya think we should do with this  
one? 
 

BERTIE 
Probably a bit much to drag him away with us.  
 

ETTA 
I think we can leave him here. Send Nora a 
little message . 
 

BERTIE 
(uncertain) 

That doesn’t involve us killing him --- right?  
 

KATE 
Nah. Too much paperwork.  
 

ETTA 
Not to mention the whole murder thing is bad.  
 

KATE 
I mean yeah, there’s that.  
 

BERTIE 
We could  just feed him to Bob.  
 

ETTA 
I really hope that was a joke.  
 

BERTIE 
I’m not sure. 
 

KATE 
All right, dweebs. Step aside and let me tie  
him up. I’m gonna make it… fun  for them when  
they try to undo all these knots.  
 

BERTIE 
Hey, where’s Roger? Shouldn’t he be with you?  
 

The COMM GOES OFF. THEY ALL JUMP.  

 



 

 
ROGER 

Finally . 
 

ETTA 
Took you long enough.  

 
ROGER 

Now’s not the time. We have bigger fish to fry.  
 

ETTA 
(the verbal equivalent of flipping the  
bird) 

Fine, but we’re going to talk about this later.  
 

ROGER 
(right back at ya)  

Agreed. Before we can do that, though, we need  
to get these intruders the hell out of here.  
 

KATE 
And how do you propose we do that?  
 

ROGER 
We split up. 
 

KATE 
(seriously?!?)  

Roger, what the hell kind of an idea is that?  
We’ve already secured Percy in the Galley. We  
don’t have to split up.  
 

ROGER 
(sharply) 

We need to find the other one. She’s wandering  
around somewhere, but I haven’t been able to  
track her down yet. Bertie, take the upper  
levels, and Etta, stick to 1. Keep watch and  
make sure Percy doesn’t leave. Kate, come down  
to the submares.  
 

ETTA 
I should be down in the submares---  

 



 

 
ROGER 

(harshly) 
No. Kate and I are the only ones with combat  
training. If Nora wants to get her prize,  
she’ll have to go through the both of us.  

 
ETTA 

Great. And you’re sending Bertie and me alone  
because…? 
 

ROGER 
Because I genuinely think she’s headed my way.  
Not yours. Find whatever weapons you can and…  
if I’m wrong, don’t hold back.  
 

BERTIE 
But--- 
 

ROGER 
I said don’t hold back . Bertie, once you’ve  
cleared Level 2 make camp in the Broadcasting  
room. You’ll be our point person until we get  
this mess sorted out. We’ll communicate through  
walkies only if we need something.  Understood? 
Radio Silence unless you really need help.  
 

ETTA 
How do we know she won’t be listening in?  
 

ROGER 
I’ve re-wired our in-house frequencies. She  
won’t be able to access them.  
 

KATE 
(mildly impressed)  

Well, seems like you’ve thought of everything.  
 

ROGER 
That’s why I run this place.   

BEAT. 
ROGER 

Now hustle, people. We haven’t got all day.  

 



 

 
BERTIE/ETTA/KATE  

Yessir! 
TRANSITION WOOOOOOOO.  

 
  

 



 

SCENE VIII. 
INT - OCEAN VIEW - OCEAN VIEW THEATER 
 
FRANK is really regretting a lot of life choices now. He makes  
various remarks as the following recording plays for what seems to be  
the billionth time.  
 
TRITON’S FOLLIES THEME PLAYS.   
 

WELCOME BRIGADE  
Looking for a fun way to pass the time on a  
Sunday? Head over to Ocean View and check out  
our brand new reboot of a timeless classic.  
That’s right! Triton’s Follies is back in  
business! Be prepared to have our  
highly-skilled (and classically trained)  
performers dazzle you with daring stunts and  
routines that defy every known law of the  
universe . 
 
Experience life on the edge of your seat as you  
witness our fearless acrobats glide across the  
room without missing a beat.   
 
You’re sure to enjoy our newest (and most  
innovative) act, Persnickety Pete . He might 
look like one of those normal, boring  
ventriloquist dummies, but you’ll find that  
he’s quite different.   
 
In a good way!  
 
From taxes to taxidermy, Persnickety Pete  
always has an opinion on the things that matter  
most to you.  
 
Be careful how you react to his answers,  
though! He isn’t called Persnickety Pete for  
nothing!  

(darkly) 
Remember: Be kind to Pete, and he’ll be kind to  
you! Be rude to him and… there’s nothing we can  
do . 

 



 

(cheerful again)  
We hope that your experience at Triton’s  
Follies is truly something you can write home  
about! If you do  decide to write home about it,  
be sure to use our official Triton’s Follies  
stationary! 
 
We know you’ll find that Triton’s Follies is  
truly a show to die for !  

CHIME/TRITON’S FOLLIES THEME OUT. A BRIEF MOMENT AS FRANK  
HOLDS HIS BREATH, WAITING FOR THE AD TO BEGIN AGAIN. HE  
EXHALES WHEN HE REALIZES THAT IT’S FINALLY DONE.  

 
FRANK 

Oh my god, it’s over. I thought she was never  
going to shut up.  
 

FOOTSTEPS AS HE APPROACHES THE STAGE.  
 

FRANK 
Persnickety Pete, huh? Doesn’t seem very  
special to me. Just looks like every other  
dummy I’ve seen. Vacant eyes. Creepy smile.  
Weird tux. 
 
How ‘bout I just… relocate this thing?  

HE THROWS THE DUMMY ACROSS THE ROOM. GOOD JOB.  
 

FRANK 
That’ll do it. At least I don’t have to look at  
that thing anymore.  

 
TRITON’S FOLLIES THEME PLAYS SUBTLY IN THE BACKGROUND, AS  
IF SOMEONE JUST PUT ON A RECORD.  
 

FRANK 
Huh. Music. That’s a new one. I’m gonna go…  
turn that off. Wherever it is.  

HE JUMPS ON THE STAGE, WALKING OFF INTO ONE OF THE WINGS.  
 

FRANK 
I think it’s coming from over here---  

 



 

SOME HIGH NOTES TRILL ON A PIANO, CUTTING HIM OFF. HE  
TURNS, FACING THE HOUSE.  
 

FRANK 
Oooooookay. The piano’s definitely over there,  
to the left of the front row. Unless invisible  
people suddenly became a thing, there’s no one  
sitting there. So I don’t know what up with  
that creepy background music.  

MORE SINISTER HIGH NOTES.  
 

FRANK 
And yet, the thing keeps playing. Maybe it’s  
one of those automated things. Like those  
creepy fake fish at Aqua Land.  

 
A BURST OF STATIC AS BERTIE’S DISTRESS CALL GOES THROUGH.  

 
BERTIE 

This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. 
 

THE PIANO STOPS. SILENCE FOR A MOMENT, AND THEN THE  
WELCOME BRIGADE’S ANNOUNCEMENT STARTS UP AGAIN. IT’S  
MOSTLY NORMAL, THOUGH THERE’S SOMETHING A LITTLE  
DISCONCERTING ABOUT THE WAY SHE SOUNDS NOW.  
 

WELCOME BRIGADE  
Remember: Be kind to Pete, and he’ll be kind to  
you! Be rude to him and… there’s nothing we can  
do . 
 

A SECOND BURST OF STATIC.  
 

BERTIE 
This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. If anyone’s out there listening,  
please call Line 601 immediately.   

BEAT. 
Is anyone there? This is Watchtower 10. Hello?  
… Frank…? 
 

FRANK 

 



 

(scrambling for the radio)  
No, no I’m here! Come back!  

 
SOMETHING CRASHES --- MAYBE A PIANO. THERE ARE A LOT OF  
SOUNDS ALL GOING AT ONCE. THERE’S CREEPY LAUGHTER IN THE  
BACKGROUND AS SOME SUBTLE CREEPY MUSIC PLAYS. IT SWELLS,  
BUT IS CUT OFF BY A RATHER TERRIBLE GROWL.  

 
FOR A MOMENT, THERE IS NOTHING. AND THEN A FEW HIGH NOTES  
TRILL INTO THE AIR, ONLY TO FADE AWAY.  
 
 

ANOTHER STATIC TRANSITION.  
 
 
  

 



 

SCENE IX. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 
 

BERTIE 
(uneasy) 

Guys? 
  

KATE 
Bertie? Are you alright?  

  
ETTA 

What happened?  
  

BERTIE 
Oh. Nothing. Just checking in.  
 

ETTA 
Son of a--- 

  
ROGER 

(who has taken the walkie from Kate)  
Bertie, do we need to review the meaning of radio  
silence? Again?  

  
BERTIE 

If we don’t keep in contact, how will we know if  
someone needs help?  

  
ETTA 

With any luck? We can follow the screaming.  
  

BERTIE 
And anyway, there’s nothing here.   

  
KATE 

You checked Level 4?  
  

BERTIE 
Nothing but wind and total darkness.  

  
ETTA 

(touched) 
That’s my  phrase. 

 



 

  
KATE 

Wait. Bertie, are you near the broadcasting  
room yet? 

  
BERTIE 

Right outside. Why?  
  

KATE 
You could see if anyone on the bridge is  
listening. And try the emergency lines. Maybe  
someone can get help.  

  
ETTA 

And work on your delivery. My listeners expect  
a certain quality—  

  
ROGER 

Enough. Bertie, once you’ve sent out your  
distress call, you should  be able to access  
every room in this watchtower through the comms  
system. See if you can figure out where Nora  
is. Once you find her, call it in. And if  
everyone could stay off the walkies—  

  
ETTA 

Sure thing, sunshine. Over and out.  
  

KATE 
Careful. Both of you.  

  
And just like that, BERTIE is alone again.  

  
BERTIE 

Okay. Call for help. That  I can do, right…?  
Okay, this must be the Emergency Broadcast  
System— 

 
ALARM SOUND...UM SOUNDS, CUTTING HIM OFF.  

  
ALARM 

THERE IS AN UNEXPECTED PARING KNIFE IN THE  
EMERGENCY BROADCAST SYSTEM.  

 



 

  
BERTIE 

That answers that… time to work on my delivery,  
then.  

We hear BERTIE messing with the equipment as he sighs.   
 

BERTIE (CONT’D)  
Who taught the system how to detect different  
kinds of knives…?  

  
Now settled into ETTA’S usual chair, BERTIE clears his  
throat. 

BERTIE 
(nervously) 

H… Hello? 
(Deep breath, BERTIE. Just come out with  
it.) 

This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. If anyone’s out there listening,  
please call Line 601 immediately.   
 

BEAT. 
Is anyone there? This is Watchtower 10. Hello?  
… Frank…? 

  
Nothing. Just to drive that point home, the WIND HOWLS  
against the side of the watchtower.  

  
BERTIE 

(With a sigh of realization)  
Aaaaand with no phone, there’s no way to know  
if anyone’s tuned in. But Frank’s got to be  
listening… right? Frank, if you’re listening,  
you need to get to Watchtower 10 immediately.  

  
A sober thought hits him.  

  
BERTIE 

Maybe he’s not. Maybe we’ve taken him for  
granted for too long. Oh, Frank. We didn’t know  
what we had until it was gone.   

BEAT.  
No. That’s going way too far.  

 



 

  
BERTIE sighs. 

 
BERTIE 

I should keep broadcasting for a few minutes.  
Right? That’d give us our best chance. … Well,  
I guess I should do this right.  

  
And it’s showtime.  
SOME TYPING AS MUSIC BEGINS TO PLAY.  

  
BERTIE 

Do any of you… hypothetical listeners remember  
the Transcontinental Botanical Gardens? If you  
don’t, you’re in good company. Nobody remembers  
the Transcontinental Botanical Gardens. Even at  
the time of its grand opening near Checkpoint  
12, the Gardens were considered a costly  
mistake. Having fresh water out here means  
expensive filtration or shipping supplies from  
the mainland. The people who built those  
gardens didn’t want living organisms with  
needs, they just wanted something that would  
look pretty and make them money. And they  
succeeded in one respect, at least. The Gardens  
were beautiful.  

  
BEAT.  

This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. If anyone’s listening, please send  
help immediately.  

  
BERTIE gathers himself, and continues.  

  
BERTIE 

But looking beautiful doesn’t keep you safe in  
this world. The Gardens fell into slow,  
agonizing disrepair. The last straw was when  
the structure’s severe weather protections  
failed, killing three visitors during a sudden  
storm. That was more than enough for the Travel  
Agency. They locked down the building. They  

 



 

closed the access road. And all of the plants  
died. 

  
BERTIE sounds more than a little perturbed at the idea.  
But at least for a second, he’s thinking about the death  
of the Botanical Gardens, rather than considering his own  
potential and imminent death.  

  
BERTIE 

So The Bridge forgot its Botanical Gardens. But  
that didn’t mean everyone else had. There was  
one person willing to slip under the fence and  
walk the battered access road to what remained  
of the Gardens. He had been a frequent visitor,  
once. He had even traveled there with his  
fiancée to celebrate their engagement. It was  
the last trip they would ever take. She was  
ripped into the sea on the Gardens’ last day of  
operation. 

  
But despite the bad memories that remained in  
the ruin, this man never forgot all the love he  
once had for the place. He rarely visited his  
fiancée’s empty grave on the mainland. But he  
traveled once a year to the Gardens, with a  
small bouquet of primrose. The man and his lost  
love used to write letters to one another using  
only flowers. She would know that primrose  
meant “eternal love.”  

  
Which is why when the man saw a single lotus  
flower pushing out of the soil, none of the  
logical explanations for its presence crossed  
his mind. All he could think was that lotuses  
are often a symbol of ‘rebirth.’  

  
(deep breath) 

This is Watchtower 10, requesting emergency  
assistance. If anyone’s listening…  

  
BERTIE gives up midsentence.  

  
BERTIE 

 



 

Anyway… the man started what he considered to  
be a ‘correspondence’ with his lost fiancée.  
Because every time he came back to the Gardens,  
he found more and more life, almost hidden in  
the ruins, pushing up from the ground. And to  
him, it always meant something. Wormwood for  
absence and sorrow. Heliotrope for devotion. A  
snowdrop for hope. This was his favorite. He  
felt more hope than he had in years.  

  
And this was around the time his friends and  
family became concerned about him. He was  
spending more and more time on The Bridge, and  
he was holding even tighter to the memory of  
his fiancée, just when it looked like he’d  
begun to let her go. Even when he told them the  
whole story, it only made them more concerned.  
I mean, no offense, but these were people who  
wouldn’t have been able to tell a willow from a  
cypress. They didn’t understand how flowers  
could translate into declarations of love after  
death. 

  
This went on for months. Eventually, the hope  
the flowers once gave him wasn’t enough. And  
one night, as he looked for her message in the  
Gardens, he called out to her. “I can’t take  
this anymore,” he said. “I want to see you. How  
can I see you?”  

  
And when he looked around, he saw a little  
flower, barely visible, under a fallen tree  
trunk. An ox-eye daisy. A flower neither of  
them had used in their messages before, but he  
knew it all the same. ‘Patience.’  

  
He lifted the trunk. And he found dozens of  
them. Rows upon rows of ox-eye daisies.  
Patience. Patience. Patience.  

  
His life back on the mainland was crumbling.  
His loved ones were pressuring him to give up  
on the Gardens. So he decided what he thought  

 



 

‘patience’ meant – what he wanted it to mean.  
So he sat down beside the flowers. And he  
waited. 

  
He wasn’t very far from his truck, or from  
civilization. It was just a twenty minute walk  
back to the main road. But when you wait for  
that long in the cold, without a drop of  
drinkable water, eventually waiting is no  
longer a choice. It’s simply all you can do.  
And the last thing you’ll do.  

  
When Etta told me this story, she said that was  
the plan all along – that the fiancee lured the  
man to his death so that they could be  
together. But ‘patience’ could have meant  
anything, right? It could have meant that she  
wanted him to go back home and live out the  
rest of his life, and that one day they’d see  
each other again. Even with the people we know  
best, sometimes we don’t understand them as  
well as we think we do. Sometimes we talk at  
cross-purposes, and open doors we don’t mean  
to. Not everything has to be malicious, right?  
Sometimes it’s just a misunderstanding that got  
someone else hurt…  

  
BERTIE takes a deep breath.  
 

If anyone’s out there, this is Watchtower 10,  
in need of immediate assistance. But… something  
tells me no one is.   

  
And with that, BERTIE signs off.  

 
END OF PART 1. 
 
 
  

 



 

CREDITS 
 
Thank you so much for listening to The Bridge! This episode was            
written by Alex Brown and Rebecca Mahoney. It features, in order of            
appearance, David Picarello as BERTIE, Salim Razawi as FRANK, Jen          
Ellision as BOLLARD, James Turner as PERCY, Danielle Wood as NORA,           
Alex Brown as ETTA, Chris Martin as ROGER, Liz Hull as KATE, and Sarah              
Grover as THE WELCOME BRIGADE. We’d also like to welcome back special            
guest Alex Najibi as THE ALARM. The creepy laughter was provided by            
Olivia and Maya Smith. 
 
The creepy piano music was composed by the best of friends, best of             
Hokies, Sara Fairchild. Our theme song (which was backwards this          
time)and our ridiculously cool one-of-a-kind Triton’s Follies theme        
were composed by the ridiculously cool one-of-a-kind Jake Hull. This          
episode was edited and mixed by Alex Brown. SO MANY of our sound             
effects for this episode were provided by Dead Signals, creators of           
the Archive 81 and The Deep Vault podcast. Seriously, you’re the best.            
In honor of International Podcast Day, we recommend three shows that           
love stories as much as we do! Be sure to check out Sable and Spirits               
Podcast, and The Box! 
 
Also, we’d like to give a special shout-out to Jen Ellision, who just             
released FALL OF THRONES AND THORNS, the last book in her YA High             
Fantasy trilogy! If you like stories about kick-ass girls with          
elemental powers and kingdoms in peril, be sure to check out her            
Threats of Sky and Sea trilogy! 
 
Do YOU have ventriloquism experience? Visit our website at 
thebridgepod.com and YOU may be selected as Persnickety Pete’s next 
assistant! You can also find us on Twitter @bridge_podcast. And on 
Facebook and Tumblr.  
 
Please rate and review us on iTunes, and feel free to email us at 
watchtower10reports@gmail.com. It’s kind of a long address, but if you 
go to our website and click on the little mail icon, it’ll lead you 
right to it. Thank you, once again, for listening to The Bridge! Since 
this episode went out a little later than expected, I had a lot of 
time to put together a few outtakes from basically everyone ever. 
Enjoy! 
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