
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mini-Episode 10: 

TRANSCRIPTION 

 

By: LINSEY MILLER 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE CLICK, RATTLE, AND STATIC OF A TRANSCRIPTION DISC STARTING. 

CLAUDIA’S VOICE IS INSTANTLY LOUD AND PRESENT. SHE CLEARS HER THROAT. 

IT IS NOT A PERFECT RECORDING. 

 

CLAUDIA 

I cannot speak to the dead. I suppose, after all these 

years and heartache, I must clarify that. I thought I 

could for some time, you must understand—for what were 

those voices in the dark if not the dead?—but I was much 

too enthralled by the concept back then to notice. I 

always reached out to the ghosts, muttering their names 

and lives to them, and they always reached back. The 

whispers were comforting, a constant hum beside me.  They 

used to repeat what I said, not speak, and to me it was 

confirmation enough that they were the dead I am still 

searching for. I told my clients their loved ones were 

here. They were safe. They were talking to me. It was a 

struggle, so their words were few but heartfelt. I always 

meant to help. 

 

But one day they stopped repeating what I said. 

 

I didn’t tell my clients what they said after that. It was 

easier to carry on with the charade, wiring the lights to 

flicker and stringing fishing line to the bookshelves. It 

is easier to fake a séance than to hold one. 

 

I can hardly blame them. I promised them one final chance 

to speak to their loved ones. I promised them words. But 

what else was I to do? I had made promises and I meant to 

keep them, and after so many came to me with the same 

stories and same tears and same questions, I knew what to 

say. It wasn’t as if I were lying—I could hear voices. 

 

I could not hear the voices they wanted me to hear. 

 

I’m not sure what they are even now, but Payne Manor is 

drowning in them, their voices seeping between the walls 

and fading in and out with the tide I have asked them, I 

have asked them so many times, who they are to no avail, 

and I have wandered into the dark of high tide, water 

lapping at my ribs, salt stuck to me like burs, and gotten 

as close to the voices as I could, but it was never close 

enough. I have flooded the basement and drenched myself to 

the bone, ear pressed to the water’s surface. I have asked 

them who they are. They have asked me who I am. I have 

looked for them and found nothing. 

 



We have gone in circles these some odd years. They have 

taken words from me, borrowed the names of the dead 

without pause. Whispered those names back to me months 

later, mangled syllables in soaked ears. They have 

laughed, screamed, cried. But only when I have done it 

first. 

I sat in the basement for two days, water up to my chin, 

and watched the water ripple as they spoke. They are real, 

more real than the ghosts I always wanted. 

 

But what are they? The lack of answers worries at me even 

now, a tongue against cracked lips. The answer is just 

there, beneath a thin layer of flesh and blood, but 

nothing I do peels it back. I am hungry with wanting, as 

though the earth of my body has opened up and left a great 

hole within me that longs to be filled with the knowledge 

of who I have been listening to for all these years. But 

now, who has stolen my words and my voice and restitched 

them into these new cries that keep me awake at night? 

Why? 

 

The records don’t catch them. I’ve wondered if those new 

magnetic tapes will have better luck. They’re all the rage 

in my old circles now. Unlike me. 

 

SHE SNORTS. 

 

What do they hope to hear with metal and magnets that 

silence and listening couldn’t hear? 

 

We always we look down, to the sea, to the sound. The 

voices, my voice, come and go, raking away pieces of me 

each time the silences settles again, but I’ve always.... 

 

SHE SIGHS. HER VOICE IS SOFTER. 

 

I always went looking for the voices. I always went 

looking where they called me to. Never behind. I never 

look…. 

 

SHE SIGHS AGAIN. HER ROCKING CHAIR CREAKS. THERE IS AN EXTENDED 

PERIOD OF SILENCE.  

 

THE CLICK, RATTLE, AND STATIC OF A TRANSCRIPTION DISC STARTING. 

CLAUDIA’S VOICE IS INSTANTLY LOUD AND PRESENT. THE RECORDING SEEMS TO 

BE REPEATING BUT THIS VERSION IS MORE WARPED. THERE ARE AUDIO ERRORS. 

IT SKIPS. 

 



Look. 

 

IT LANDS ON THE RIGHT GROOVE AND BEGINS AGAIN. 

 

CLAUDIA DOES NOT CLEAR HER THROAT. 

 

I-I cannot speak to the dead. I suppose, after all these 

years and heartache, I must clarify that. I thought I 

could for some time, you must understand—for what were 

those voices in the dark if not the dead?—but I was much 

too enthralled by the concept back then to notice. I 

always reached out to the ghosts, muttering their names 

and lives to them, and they always reached back. The 

whispers were comforting, a constant hum beside me. They 

used to repeat what I said, not speak, and to me it was 

confirmation enough that they were the dead I am-am still 

searching for. I told my clients their loved ones were 

here. They were safe. They were talking to me. It was a 

struggle-struggle, so their words were few but heartfelt. 

I always meant to help. 

 

But one day they stopped repeating-ing what I said. 

 

IT SKIPS. 

 

At. 

 

IT RESUMES. 

 

I didn’t tell my clients what they said after that. It was 

easier to-to carry on with the charade, wiring the lights 

to flicker and stringing fishing line to the bookshelves. 

It is easier to fake a séance than to hold-hold one. 

 

THE REPETITION OF THE WORDS IS NOT NOTICEABLE AND COULD BE LOST IN 

THE STATIC OR CLAUDIA CLEARING HER THROAT. SHE DOESN’T DRAW ATTENTION 

TO IT AS IF IT’S NOT HAPPENING ON HER END. 

 

I can hardly blame them. I promised them one final chance 

to speak to their loved ones. I promised them words. But 

what else was I to do? I had made promises and I meant to 

keep them, and after so many came to me with the-the same 

stories and same tears and same-same questions, I knew 

what to say. It wasn’t as if I were lying—I could hear 

voices. 

 

I could not hear the voices they wanted me-me to hear. 

 



IT SKIPS. 

 

Me. 

 

IT RESUMES. 

 

I’m-I’m not sure what they are even now, but Payne Manor 

is drowning in them, their voices seeping between the-the 

walls and fading in and out with the tide-tide. I have 

asked them, I have asked them so many times, who they are 

to no avail, and I have wandered into the dark of high 

tide, water lapping at my ribs, salt-salt stuck to me like 

burs, and gotten as close to the voices as I could, but it 

was never close enough. I have flooded-ed the basement and 

drenched myself to the bone-bone, ear pressed to the 

water’s surface. I have asked them who they are. They have 

asked me who I am. I have looked— 

 

IT SKIPS. 

 

Look. 

 

IT RESUMES. 

 

—for them and found nothing. 

 

We have gone-gone in circles these some odd years-years. 

They have taken words from me, borrowed the names of the 

dead without pause. Whispered those names back to me 

months later, mangled syllables in soaked ears. They have 

laughed, screamed, cried. But only when I have done it 

first. I sat— 

 

IT SKIPS. 

 

At. 

 

IT RESUMES. 

 

—in the basement for two days, water up to my chin, and 

watched the water ripple as they spoke. They are real, 

more real than the ghosts I always wanted. 

 

But what are they? The lack of answers worries at me even 

now, a tongue against cracked lips. The answer is just 

there, beneath a thin layer of flesh and blood, but 

nothing I-I do peels it back. I am hungry with 

want-wanting, as though the earth of my body-body has 



opened up and left a great hole within in me that longs to 

be filled with the knowledge of who-who I have been 

listening to for all these years. But now, who has stolen 

my words and my voice and restitched them into these new 

cries that keep me— 

 

IT SKIPS. 

 

Me. 

 

IT RESUMES. 

 

—awake at night? Why? 

 

The records don’t catch them. I-I’ve wondered if those new 

magnetic tapes will have better luck. They’re all the rage 

in my old-old circles now. Unlike me. 

 

SHE SNORTS BUT THE SOUND IS DISTORTED. 

 

What do they hope to hear with metal and magnets that 

silence and listening couldn’t hear? 

 

We always we look-look down, to the sea-sea, to the sound. 

The voices, my voice, come and go, raking away pieces of 

me-me each time the silences settles again, but I’ve 

always.... 

 

SHE SIGHS. HER VOICE IS SOFTER. 

 

I-I always went looking for the voices. I always went 

looking where they called me to. Never behind. I never 

look-looked…. 

 

SHE SIGHS AGAIN. HER ROCKING CHAIR CREAKS. THERE IS AN EXTENDED 

PERIOD OF SILENCE.  

 

IT IS CLAUDIA’S VOICE BUT THE WORDS ARE STILTED, MECHANICAL, AS IF 

THE EQUIPMENT MAKING THE SOUNDS WAS NOT MADE FOR SUCH THINGS. 

 

I cannot speak. Years. Time. You reached. The constant me not 

always I. They lie. String. Words. Keep them. Same voices. Hear 

me. Hear voices in tide. I lap. I press. Am I?  

 

THE VOICE SEEMS TO GET THE HANG OF SPEAKING. IT SLOWLY IMPROVES AND 

BECOMES LESS STILTED. 

 



Nothing in years. Taken me. Names without me. I spoke. Real. 

Real. Lack of me. Now. There. Beneath. But I am hungry. The 

earth, a hole, of who I have been these years. Now my words 

awake. Why? New rage. Old me. 

 

THE SNORT IS A GURGLE, LIKE DROWNING. 

 

Hear. All. Listen. Look. Come. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. 

Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. Look. 

Look. Look. LOOK. LOOK. LOOK. LOOK.  

 

IT SKIPS. 

 

Look.  

 

THE ROCKING CHAIR CREAKS. OR A STIFF JOINT CRACKS. THE BACKGROUND 

SOUNDS, THE SKIPS, MIGHT HAVE ALWAYS BEEN THERE OR THEY MIGHT NOT BE 

SOUNDS AT ALL BUT AN IMITATION OF THE SOUNDS. THE CLICK, RATTLE, AND 

STATIC MIGHT BE THE CLACKING OF TEETH DISGUISED BY AN OLD RECORDING. 

 

Look. At. Me. 

 

THERE IS AN EXTENDED PERIOD OF SILENCE. CLAUDIA’S VOICE PERFECTLY 

IMITATED WITH NO STATIC OR ISSUES, AS THOUGH FRO A PERFECT, NEW 

RECORDING. 

 

I cannot speak. 

  



CREDITS: 

Thank you for listening to this definitely not haunted mini-episode of 

The Bridge. This episode was written by me, the YA Fantasy author who 

is almost surely not a ghost Linsey Miller; edited and produced by 

potential but not probable medium Alex Brown; performed by the most 

certainly not dead Naomi Evans; and accompanied by the music of Sara 

Fairchild, who is likely not a mockingbird. 

 

While ghost hunting adventures at Payne Manor are no longer offered 

due to past events, you can look look for more about The Bridge on its 

website, http://thebridgepod.com . You can also find out more at at 
Facebook, Twitter, and Tumblr, or contact the crew by email. If you’d 

like to find out more about my series featuring a genderfluid thief 

auditioning to become the next Royal Assassin, you can contact me me 

via my website at linseymiller.com. Or by talking board. Please rate 

The Bridge on your favorite platform. Thank you so much for listen 

listen listening to The Bridge. 

For today’s outtake, we have a couple of definitely not related to a 

poltergeist examples of things that can go oh so wrong when one reads 

through the credits. And there are so. Many. Things. 

https://t.co/WCEMowslWv

