
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mini-Episode 05: 
Home 

 
By: Alex Brown 

 
 
 
  



INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 
BEGIN RECORDING. 
 
ETTA sits at her usual console, on a very unusual day.  
 
She SIGHS. Then begins.  
 

ETTA 
There once was a little girl.  

BEAT. 
 

ETTA (CONT’D) 
There once was a little girl who lived in a  
hotel in the middle of the ocean. And it was 
beautiful. She’d follow the staff around,  
amazed at how quickly they could flip a room  
once someone checked out.   
 
She enjoyed how crisp the linens were as they  
went onto the bed. She tried her best to make  
little animals out of the hand towels that  
they’d leave on the pillows. A small favor that  
always delighted the guests.   
 
She was terrible at it, but the staff  
encouraged her anyway. They’d fix it after she  
left - she knew it, and they knew it. But, for  
a moment, she felt as if she could make  
anything she wanted.  
 
She’d get better at making animals out of  
things, eventually. Though she discovered that  
paper was much easier to bend to her will than  
a small towel.   
 
She wouldn’t figure that out for a few years,  
though. And she wasn’t thinking about the  
future back then. She was just a kid who knew  
the Transcontinental Hotel like the back of her  
hand.  Who loved standing in the garden,  
watching the water lull by.   
 



And when the sun set - well. Nighttime was her  
favorite part of the day. If no one was using  
the ballroom, she’d sneak up there while  
everyone else was asleep and just… sit there.  
Right in the middle of that massive room,  
taking in the stars.  
 
And the only thing that separated her from  
them? Floor to ceiling glass windows.  
Sometimes, moonlight would shine through, and  
she’d swear that the empty room would come to  
life. She wasn’t alone. Not when the moon came  
to visit, and she could watch the stars sparkle  
in the sky. 
 
They didn’t seem so far away then.   
 
And the questions someone usually has when they  
look up at the sky - is there something else  
out there? Someone  else? Never really bothered  
her. She figured that if there were other…  
beings out there, they couldn’t be terrible.  
They came from a beautiful thing, after all.  
 
And beautiful things, by some unnamed law of  
the universe, had no right being terrible.  
 

BEAT. 
 

Sometimes, she’d fall asleep in the middle of  
the ballroom. Her mother would find her,  
sprawled out on the floor, muttering about the  
stars and the moon. She’d wake up in her bed,  
tucked under way too many blankets, and her day  
would begin again.  
 
She didn’t know it at the time, but her life…  
her life was a beautiful thing. It was warm  
laughter, an abundance of cookies, and a  
hurried ghost story whispered amongst the  
staff. It was the happiest she’d ever been -  
and, maybe, the happiest she’d ever be.  
 



Because she had it wrong, all along. Beautiful  
things could also be terrible.  
 
The first night was the worst. Well, the whole  
day, really. Waking up in a bed that wasn’t her  
own - not under blankets that had been  
meticulously tucked the night before - but in a  
small cot. On a strange ship that swayed when  
the wind blew. The captain called her by a  
different name, then. It wasn’t anything she  
recognized. 
 
It sounded ugly and wrong when she repeated the  
words. They didn’t belong to her.  
 
She hated them.  
 
But she followed instructions. Her mother left  
a note, you see. Details were sparse, but she  
knew enough to use the name in the letter. She  
was to give the captain the rest of his payment  
when she reached the shore, and she would  
never, under any circumstances, speak of where  
she came from.  
 
There were enough places on the Bridge that  
would make a convincing lie. It was up to her  
to choose which one it would be.  
 
Once on land, she would look for her aunt. Life  
wouldn’t be as terrible as long as she found  
her aunt. 
 
And she was never to return to the Bridge  
again. 
 
The girl ignored this last part. Even as they  
sailed for the shore, she felt as if a piece of  
her had been ripped away.   
 
She lost the only place - the only people - who  
ever felt like home.  
 



She clutched the note in her hand, resolving to  
return one day. She’d take it all back -  
everything that was torn from her.  
 
She’d find a way to fix it.   
 
She found her aunt. Or rather, her aunt found  
her. She was right where the letter said she  
would be. Waiting at the dock. Clutching at a  
piece of paper in the exact way her niece was.   
 
The little girl had never met the woman before.  
But she looked so much like the person she left  
behind. Her mother, who only existed in the  
letters that each of them held.  
 
Neither the girl nor her aunt wanted to leave  
the sea. So they settled in a small town on the  
coast. A town that was rumored to have secrets  
- though she supposed that secrets were about  
as common as the gulls that stole food from  
unsuspecting tourists.  
 
Secrets kept their distance, you see. The  
little girl learned that secrets only chose to  
circle around her - to come close enough to  
touch her - when they saw the perfect  
opportunity. 
 
And, for most of that girl’s life, the secrets  
stayed away. And she’s happy to report that she  
did everything her mother asked. As far as her  
classmates were concerned, she’d never been on  
the Transcontinental Bridge. In fact, she  
wouldn’t dream of doing something so dangerous.   
 
Her aunt wasn’t as good at lying. She probably  
could’ve been if she’d truly tried. But she  
never believed in being dishonest. She turned  
hard and brittle, breaking apart like sand  
whenever the girl made up another story.  
 



The girl stopped telling lies at home. She  
saved them for school instead. She used them as  
shields whenever the other kids got too nosy.  
Hiding behind stories that she crafted  
meticulously from memory - or, sometimes, her  
imagination.  
 
She’d tell them about the things that hid under  
their beds - and the things that lingered  
around them. Creatures passed down from  
generation to generation; monsters that weren’t  
real. 
 
Well, not in the beginning, anyway. But these  
things had a way of latching on to  
insecurities. To hatred. Mistrust.   
 
Fear. 
 
And before anyone knew better, these monsters  
were just as real as they were. They crafted  
them throughout the years, putting as much care  
into their creations as the little girl did  
when she tried to make a paper swan.  
 
Her classmates never believed her; they  
couldn’t see - no. They didn’t  see what was 
right in front of them. They chose to ignore  
the monsters. 
 
The little girl stopped telling stories after  
that. Because what was the point, if no one  
would listen? 
 
Instead, she spent her free time staring at the  
ocean. Waiting for something - for someone  - 
who could prove she wasn’t alone.  
 
She grew up watching the stars, and sitting  
with the moon. There were some days where she  
couldn’t sleep. And many, many more where she  
couldn’t stay awake. It was better to just stay  
in her bed. To not have to face the world.  



 
Everything made sense when she was asleep.  
 
Her aunt didn’t notice. She was always away,  
desperate to prove that she was right. Not that  
her aunt would’ve been much help.  
 
The little girl didn’t know it at the time, but  
her aunt… her aunt was just as lost as she was.  
They’d both fallen into their own bottomless  
pits, plunging toward ground that would never  
appear. 
 
No matter how hard she tried, the little girl  
couldn’t stop falling.  
 
She’d close her eyes, fighting back tears as  
she wondered why she was so broken. Pleading  
for something to fix her. Wishing for  
something, anything , to change. 
 
But nothing happened. And those monsters she  
told her classmates about - the ones that  
thrived off of fear and hatred - they found  
her. They told her something, and then they  
left. They went back into the world, to prey on  
others, and the little girl couldn’t do  
anything to stop them.  
 
She sat in her room, staring out the window.  
Clouds covered the moon as their words bounced  
around in her mind.  
 
You are worthless.  
 
And terrible. 
 
You aren’t loved, and never will be.  
 
For a long time, she believed they were right.  
 
Sometimes, she still thinks they’re right.  
 



There are days - far more than she’d like to  
admit - where she remembers that she’s still  
falling. She’ll sit in the garden, watching the  
the water lull by, stomach twisted into knots  
as she wonders if she’ll ever feel like she did  
all those years ago.  
 
Safe. 
 
Loved for who she is.  
 
It seemed like something she imagined.  
 
Her home. 
 
She looks up at the moon, wishing she could go  
back to when she was younger. When everything  
was beautiful, and terrible things didn’t  
exist. 
 
But then the secrets she’s hidden come rushing  
through the air. Diving toward her, as if she’d  
just tossed food out to ravenous birds.  
 
And again, she realizes that she was wrong.  
Because the terrible things had been with her  
this whole time.  
 
And they’ll no longer stay silent.  
 
The weight of that thought crushes her,  
draining out the small bit of hope she’d clung  
onto for all those years. She was only one  
person. And the things she wanted to fight -  
 
Mistrust. 
 
Hatred. 
 
Fear. 
 
They’re too much for her to handle alone.  
 



But then a hand reaches out to her.  
 
Someone asks her to watch a movie, or hang out  
in the archives, or… even reminds her to do her  
job. 
 
And the secrets fly away because for a moment -  
for one small moment  - it feels like she’s  
home. 
 
She doesn’t have to be alone.   
It took her a long time to understand what that  
meant. 
 

BEAT. 
 
There will always be terrible things.   
 
But there are people who would stand with her.  
Who would fight by her side.  
 
And she, in turn, would fight for them.  
 
With every bit of her being, she’d never stop  
fighting. 
 
Because everyone should feel safe. And loved  
for who they are.  
 
That world existed only in her imagination.  
 
But she was going to change that.  
 

END. 
 
 
  



CREDITS: 
 
This mini-episode of The Bridge was written and edited by Alex Brown. 
It features Alex Brown as ETTA. This mini-episode’s breathtakingly 
beautiful music was composed by the one person I know who always finds 
the perfect holiday gifts, 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! Before we get to the outtake, 
Team Bridge would like to thank you for listening, and, as we get 
closer to the new year, we’d also like to remind you that you are 
loved, you are important, and you matter. And now, as if you hadn’t 
heard my voice enough, here’s another outtake of me trying to 
pronounce a word. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 


