
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Mini-Episode 01:  
FIGHT OR FLIGHT 

 
BY ALEX BROWN  



SCENE I. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 
 
MUSIC BEGINS. 
 

ETTA 
There’ve been lots of revolutionary ideas  
throughout history. If you wanted me to rattle  
off a few examples, I’d have to say that  
domesticating cats, the invention of the waffle  
maker, and chocolate fountains come to mind.  

 
But in the spring of ‘75, an idea that was,  
according to my very accurate definition,  
completely unrevolutionary  opened on the  
Transcontinental Bridge. Aqua Land was a very  
modest 150-acre patch of ocean that, as I’m  
sure you know, was home to two aquariums,  
countless thrill rides, at least a dozen shows,  
and The Kraken , which…. 

 
Well. 

 
That’s a story for another day.  

 
In what was either some kind of miracle or  
crossroads bargain with a demon, Aqua Land  
managed to operate without incident for five  
whole years. 

 
I know, I know. I’m just as shocked as you are.  

 
I wish I could tell you that the “incident”  
that broke their safety streak was something  
small. Like a leaky faucet, or someone stealing  
a stuffed bear from the gift shop. But, when it  
comes to Aqua Land, things are never that  
simple.  

 
In the summer of 1980, there was a string of  
disappearances. Patrons taken from the  
amusement park’s grounds, never to be seen  



again. But where did they go, exactly? And who  
- or what - was responsible for taking them?  

 
Unlike other incidents on the Bridge, these  
disappearances, despite being documented quite  
thoroughly, offer no consolation for those who  
lost loved ones. No mementos resurfaced, no  
words were carved into posts, and none of the  
victims were ever found.  

 
Reports from around that time all describe the  
same thing. One simple, haunting tune that  
rooted them to the spot.   

 
Imagine, if you can, that you’re at an  
amusement park, enjoying time with your family.  
Or maybe you aren’t. It’s too crowded, somehow  
the entire park is out of popcorn, and you’ve  
been standing in line for The Kraken  for two 
hours. You still have no idea what’s in store  
for you once you finally get to the front of  
that line, but it’d better be worth the wait.  
You’re wondering how Aqua Land can be so  
short-sighted that it runs out of popcorn when  
a few lilting notes drift around you.  

 
They settle on your shoulders, calming you  
down, enabling you to take a few deep breaths.  

 
Inhale. 
It’s been two hours and you’ve only moved a few  
spots up in line.  

 
Exhale. 
But it’s fine. Not everyone can say they’ve  
ridden an underwater roller coaster. Everyone  
back home will be so jealous!  

 
And just like that, it’s over. Any anger you  
felt has ebbed away; it’s replaced with the  
serenity of nothingness. With this new sense of  
calm, you quietly exit the line. You tell  
everyone it’s just to use the restroom, that  



you need a bit of air, or you’re going to get  
some lemonade.  

 
You walk away with a smile and a wave. You go  
exactly where the music tells you. Around the  
corner. Past the third gift shop you’ve seen  
today. Through a gate that’s marked solely for  
the use of employees. And you wait. You wait as  
the music washes over you, encouraging you to  
just stay where you are.   

 
There’s a slight pause in the notes. Just a  
hint of hesitation is enough to snap you out of  
it. You’re somewhere you aren’t supposed to be.  
That much you know, as you glance around at the  
fences built up around you, guarding you  
against innocent passers-by. You should be out  
there with them; blissfully unaware of what’s  
behind the fence. But instead, here you are,  
face-to-face with something you’ll struggle to  
describe for the rest of your life.  

 
Monster . Seems to sell the thing short. If you  
didn’t know any better, you’d think it was just  
a person. An employee staring at you, because  
you clearly don’t belong. But then you see that  
it’s eyes are red. Not bright red, like a stop  
sign. They’re a deep, rich red. The color of  
blood that seeps out of a wound.  

 
And that’s when you realize it. The sensation  
hits you right in the gut, and you reel back,  
letting your body choose between fight or  
flight. The creature’s eyes aren’t red. They’re  
filled with blood. Thick liquid pools in the  
corners of its eyes before it trickles down the  
creature’s face.  

 
It sobs, holding a hand out toward you.  

 
And that’s when you realize something else.  

 



That song you heard - the music you adored - it  
was the creature’s sobs. And it’s about to  
begin crying again.  

 
You escape, somehow, you escape. You know no  
one will believe you, but you file a report  
with the Bridge Travel Agents anyway. Your  
family cites stress, or lack of sleep, as a  
reason for your supposed hallucination. You  
start to believe them. After all, you had  been 
driving one of the longest parts of the trip  
the night before.  

 
But just as you’re about to leave the park, a  
kid in a Spiderman shirt walks up to you. He  
holds out his hand, and beckons you to kneel  
down next to him. He watches you with eyes that  
are far too serious for a seven-year-old and  
says, quite simply, “I saw it too.”  

 
For every person that disappeared that summer,  
there were five reports from people who claimed  
to escape from the same entity. While their  
physical descriptions vary - some saw a person,  
others saw shadow creatures that were a blur of  
edges, and one even saw their childhood pet -  
there are two consistencies in each report.  

 
The eyes are always filled with blood. And the  
creature’s sobs are the most beautiful sound  
you could ever hear.  

 
When I was younger, there were rules I had to  
follow. They seem reasonable enough now, but  
when I was a kid I hated  them. Don’t go out at  
night. Don’t wander too far. Don’t talk to 
strangers . To me, these rules held me back from  
the one thing I wanted most: an adventure.  
Adventures, after all, lead to stories. And  
that’s why you’re here, isn’t it? For the  
story. 

 



But what do you when you’re told something so  
outlandish that it doesn’t seem possible? Or,  
even better: what do you do when you witness  
something you know no one else will believe?  

 
I’m afraid I don’t have an answer to either of  
those questions. But it does make me wonder  
about what’s out there. And what it might cost  
to discover it.  

END. 
 
  



CREDITS: 
 
This mini-episode of The Bridge was written, narrated, and edited by 
Alex Brown. The music playing under tonight’s Aqua Land Adventure was 
composed by the Rock Band Champion of the world, 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 your first (but not only) visit to Aqua Land! Thank you, 
once again, for listening to The Bridge! Since I’m out of credits, 
here’s an outtake from me trying to record this mini-episode. 


