
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mini-Episode 04:  
Over Troubled Waters 

 
By Jen Ellision  



INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 
 
BERTIE sighs, shuffles papers.  
  

BERTIE 
(mumbles) 

I should just read the traffic report, like  
Roger said. But noooo, Etta said that if I was  
going to do that  I might as well not cover for  
her at all. That if I was going to do that,  I 
might as well just let the radio broadcast  the 
dead air. 

  
A PAUSE, realizing what he’s said.  

  
BERTIE 

(quiet, more somber)  
‘Dead air.’ Well. My most apt jokes always seem  
to come when I don’t mean to say them.  

  
BERTIE makes a frustrated sound and then continues on,  
frustrated—with who? Etta? The Bridge? Himself? Who can  
say? He certainly can’t.  

  
BERTIE 

Look, I just—okay, a story. Etta wanted me to  
tell a story. A particular  story, which I can  
do, it’s just. I don’t know, it’s strange to  
say it’s normal  out here. Reality has a very…  
flexible  definition when you’re used to hearing  
stories of babies crying where there are no  
babies and dead people who criticize your  
driving. 

  
But when you’re trying to explain something  
like that to someone on the outside, someone  
who expects their  definition of normal, you kind  
of start to remember that your  normal isn’t... 
Well. It   isn’t normal . That’s all.  

  
Not by a longshot.  

  



BERTIE realizes how quickly he’s sped through this  
mini-rant, more on the upset than angry side, and clears  
his throat before he speaks again, sounding much calmer.  

  
BERTIE 

I’m mucking this up. Let me try this a  
different way. I’ll back up.  

  
So. For those of you who aren’t fans of the  
rom-com genre, there’s this scene in a lot of  
romantic comedies. Hell, a lot of sitcoms. 

  
Those of you who are  fans, you know the one. The  
couple’s spent 80 minutes of the movie’s 90  
minute run time falling in love, but there’s  
this third act conflict. Maybe they got in a  
fight, scared by the depths of their feelings.  
Maybe an old flame comes back into the picture.  
Maybe someone is offered an incredible  job 
opportunity—you know, I still  can’t believe  
Rachel got off the plane for Ross.  

  
BERTIE has allowed himself to be distracted by this, one  
of the great mysteries of the world, but course-corrects.  

  
BERTIE (CONT’D)  

…I digress. 
  

There’s this scene. One half of the couple  
comes to the sudden realization that they  
simply can’t be  without the other and races to  
them so they can have their “I came here  
tonight because when you realize you want to  
spend the rest of your life with somebody, you  
want the rest of your life to start as soon as  
possible” moment.  

  
That sort of scene was the last scene they  
tried to film for Over Troubled Waters— The movie 
was supposed to be about a couple that meets on  
an epic life-changing tour over the  
Transatlantic Bridge. Trouble was, when the  
trip ended, they lived on opposite ends of it.  



  
Right from the get-go, I should  have been able  
to be excited about the filming. Among the many  
secrets out here, probably the worst -kept of 
them is that I’m a fan of romantic comedies.  
And why shouldn’t I be? They promise laughs,  
happily-ever-afters, and wuv… twue  wuv. 

  
It’s just that when the idea was proposed—I  
mean, a movie. Here.  Things had already been…  
unusual out here on The Bridge. For a while.  
The Transcontinental Hotel had vanished.  
Watchtowers kept getting shut down and Aqualand … 

  
Well. Aqualand was a terrible idea from the  
start. 

  
But with all of the money and tourist dollars  
that The Bridge was failing to bring in, the  
Powers That Be --- 

  
(this last bit is delivered with a lightly  
mocking bite. A mocking nibble, if you  
will) 

 BERTIE (CONT’D)  
--- were willing to overlook all of that. The  
movie’s studio was willing to pay big bucks for  
the location permits and there was this  
hope—slim though it was—that the movie would  
reawaken tourist interest in travelling across  
the bridge. 

  
BERTIE 

(as delicately as though he were tiptoeing  
through the tulips)  

Instead, it… awakened something else.  
  

BERTIE 
(a little bewildered, a little defensive  
on behalf of the crew now)  

And they can’t be blamed  for not knowing that it  
was awake, you know? The first signs were so…  
so subtle. 



  
BERTIE 

Filming was proceeding beautifully. The  
actresses were nailing their cues, the natural  
light was perfect, and they were covering more  
scenes in a single day than their production  
schedule had anticipated.  

  
Naturally, they reviewed the files each night.  
And at first, nothing was too off. Sure, there  
were a touch  more clouds in the sky than they  
remembered, but the lighting was still great  
and God, look at the framing  on those shots. 

  
BERTIE admires said invisible, imaginary framing as the  
crew must have.  

  
BERTIE 

[a touch reluctant, maybe a little somber]  
The weird stuff started on the third day. At  
first, the producers just noticed this laugh  
track when they played the day’s film back. It  
was high-pitched; a child’s, maybe a little  
girl’s. It gave everyone the chills. It was  
creepy,  but they were able to explain it away,  
you know? Their video probably just got mixed  
with the audio files from a different project.  
Sure, it had never happened before, but it could 
happen. Probably. Theoretically.  

  
Why wouldn’t  they keep shooting?  

  
And when the cameras somehow started to capture  
the images of the lead actors in the foam of  
the waves beyond the beyond the bridge, that  
was a tech fluke too, right?  

  
Never mind that they stood entangled in each  
other’s embrace while their faces were cresting  
over waves. 

  
BERTIE 



( Dead  serious. Get it? I’m sorry for what  
I choose to be)  

…Never mind that the faces looked like they  
were screaming.  

  
They explained it away. They kept going.  

  
And one day… just like they hoped, the minor  
glitches? The minor tech issues  they’d 
encountered, they stopped.  

  
BERTIE 

(warms up, relaxes just a titch. Lull  
those listeners into a false sense of  
security!) 

The film crew got to set on Day 10, chattering  
excitedly. The files from yesterday were  
perfect— thank God , finally . And they couldn’t  
wait to see how the scenes broke down in the  
big “You can’t leave, I love you” scene.  

  
This actress was perfect for the part, they  
said. They gestured emphatically as they  
continued further into the set. This was her  
break-out role. They were sure she was going to  
go on to big, big  things. With great comedic  
timing like hers, and with a natural instinct  
for the right degree to give those dramatic  
moments; she never over or under-acted a line.  
She just was  her character. She was destined for  
fame, without a doubt.  

  
So they laughed, you see, when they found a  
metallic-painted Styrofoam statue of her  
beneath the lights and cameras. Someone with  
the same premonitions of her stardom was  
responsible, no doubt.  

  
One of the crew swaggered forward to inspect it  
more closely. ‘Wow, who in Props has this kind  
of time?’ they’d said. ‘They even got her  
freckles right!’  

  



He rapped the Styrofoam sharply.  
  

And a loud clang echoed back at him.  
  

BERTIE has to pause and collect himself a little, knowing  
how this story ends]  

  
BERTIE 

You see, if he—if all  of them had been paying  
attention, he might have noticed the metallic  
sheen of the ‘paint’ perfectly matched the  
shade of the bridge’s beams.  

  
It wasn’t Styrofoam.  

  
A tribute, then from the Bridge itself? I think  
it was one of us from the Watchtower who  
floated that idea, voice laced with doubt.  
Because even if it was  from the bridge, it was a  
little out of character for the forces at work  
here to choose to remember this girl in her  
pajamas. 

  
Watching that statement hit home with the crew  
was like watching a ripple spread over still  
water. ‘Her pajamas,’  they thought. ‘Her paja--’ 

  
“Has… has anyone actually seen  Laura since last  
night?” someone had called out.  

  
…Spoiler. They had not.  

  
BERTIE takes a sec, as one must. Dramatic pauses, amirite?  

  
BERTIE 

(awed) 
Did the bridge know, somehow, which scene they  
were filming that day? I think it must have.  

  
The bridge loved Laura. So it couldn’t let her  
leave. 

  
(Continuning on somberly)  



Over Troubled Waters  never made it to the  
theatres. As far as I know, the studio somehow  
got everyone to sign big, fat, NDAs—paid them  
off probably. We offered to figure out a way to  
get Laura’s bod—sorry, the statue  of Laura home  
to her family, but they refused.  

  
I think they still believe she’s out there  
somewhere. I guess this sort of thing is hard  
to accept when it’s not your day-to-day.  

  
Anyway, I put her with my roses. At least  
there, if she’s still alive somewhere beneath  
all that frozen metal, she can look at  
something beautiful.  

  
And we, out here at Watchtower 10, are some of  
the only ones who remember the talent of Laura  
Fremont. This was her last trip on her journey  
to stardom. Not even Kate—or any of our Bridge  
travel agents can help her to her next  
destination. 

  
BEAT. 

  
BERTIE 

This has been Bertie from Watchtower 10. And  
just in case Roger asks me about the report…  
I’ll tell you that traffic is clear. And I  
suggest you keep moving.  

  
Stop too long and we may have to keep you.  

 
 
  



CREDITS: 
 
This mini-episode of The Bridge was written by Jen Ellision. It was 
edited by Alex Brown. It features David Picarello as BERTIE. The music 
playing under tonight’s romantic comedy cautionary tale was composed 
by the best pumpkin chocolate chip cookie baker around, Sara 
Fairchild. Be sure to check out our website, thebridgepod.com, send us 
an email, or find us on Facebook, Twitter, and Tumblr. As always, 
please rate and review us on iTunes, or the podcasting app of your 
choosing! We hope you enjoyed learning about Over Troubled Water’s 
doomed movie shoot! Thank you, once again, for listening to The 
Bridge! Here’s an outtake from Jen Elliision, who wrote this 
mini-episode (and plays BOLLARD). 
 
 


