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SC I  

INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BROADCASTING ROOM 

 

ROGER 

Okay. Let’s go over this again. 

 

There’s a COLLECTIVE GROAN from BERTIE, ETTA, and KATE. This is not 

the first time they’ve ‘gone over this again.’ It’s not even the 

third. 

 

ROGER 

Well, if some of us  were a little better on our 
feet, we wouldn’t have to get our stories so 

straight. 

 

BERTIE 

(wounded) 

I have a very honest face. 

 

ROGER 

I’m serious. If Frank goes wandering, or if our 

downstairs neighbor gets restless-- 

 

KATE 

(with a patience honed by years of 

bullshit) 

We get it, Roger. One person with Frank, one 

person with Bob at all times. I think we can 

manage that much. (beat) We probably didn’t 

need a printed schedule. 

 

ETTA 

Did you make this in Excel? 

 

ROGER 

… is there a problem with that? 

 

BERTIE 

(supportively) 

It’s cleaner than Word.  

 

ETTA 

(not going to touch that) 
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And why am I on Frank  duty first? I should stay 
with Bob. 

 

KATE 

He knows you best, Etta. And someone needs to 

talk him down.  

 

ETTA 

Down from what? You heard him. He just can’t 

wait  to be helpful. 
 

KATE 

That was before he had a chance to think about 

it. 

 

BERTIE 

(solemn) 

I passed by him in the galley, staring at the 

wall like it was full of sharks. 

 

ROGER 

Yeah, that’s been going on for about two hours 

now. 

 

ETTA 

(a beat, then a lengthy, lengthy  sigh) 
For the record, I still hate this.  

 

ROGER 

You don’t have to like it. Just talk up the 

noble cause for twenty minutes and make some 

excuse to leave. Simple. 

 

ETTA 

Sure. Simple... 
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SC II  

INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - GALLEY 

 

ETTA AND FRANK SIT ACROSS FROM EACH OTHER AT THE DINNER TABLE. THERE 

IS NO DINNER. IT’S PROBABLY CLOSER TO LUNCHTIME. 

 

ETTA 

Are you hungry? 

 

FRANK 

What? 

 

ETTA 

You ate like two bites of toast this morning. 

 

FRANK 

I guess I’m just… a little nervous.  

 

ETTA 

About lying? You didn’t seem to have any issues 

with that before. 

 

FRANK 

I lied to help you. 

 

ETTA 

It was the least you could do. 

 

FRANK 

I didn’t kill your… Bob. 
 

ETTA 

You didn’t. But one of your friends did.  

 

FRANK 

I don’t get it. 

 

ETTA 

What? 

 

FRANK 

Why do you care about them? The monsters? 
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ETTA 

Why don’t you? 

 

FRANK 

I… I just… it’s not--- 

 

ETTA 

Not what? Personal? It’s just business? Or, 

wait, tell me if you’ve heard this one before: 
They don’t have feelings like we do. Thoughts, 

emotions. Connections. They’re nothing more 

than wild animals. 

 

FRANK 

Well, yeah. It’s nothing personal. Just 

business. 

 

ETTA 

But that’s the thing… it is personal.  
 

FRANK 

Look, I get that they made your mom 

disappear--- 

 

ETTA 

(sharply) 

We don’t know that. 

 

FRANK 

Oh, come on. What else could’ve done it? 

 

ETTA 

I don’t know. But the longer I spend out here, 

the more I wonder if we turned them into our 

enemies to make us feel better about ourselves. 

 

FRANK 

...what? 

 

ETTA 

People are terrible. 

 

FRANK 
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...well, yeah. This isn’t groundbreaking news. 

 

ETTA 

But… why  does it have to be that way?  
(she sighs) 

Everything’s so messed up.  

 

FRANK 

Don’t worry. We’ll figure out what happened to 

Bob--- 

 

ETTA 

(getting a little agitated) 

And that’s the problem! How can you do this to 

them?!? Hunt them down, kill them without a 

second thought? Brag about it to your… your bros 
like it’s something cool. You have no right to 

do what you do. 

 

FRANK 

Oh, come on. You can’t be that naive. They 
aren’t innocent. But I get it. You’re standing 

so high up on your soap-box that they look like 

cute little kittens. But they’ve killed people 

- in fact, they’ve killed so many people that 

we don’t even have an accurate count anymore.  

 

BEAT. ETTA DRUMS HER FINGERS ON THE TABLE. 

 

ETTA 

We shouldn’t have built this bridge. We made a 

mistake.  

 

FRANK 

Maybe.  But someone  has to deal with the 
consequences. The Hunt Club makes sure that the 

monsters don’t get to any of the mainlands. 

It’s like a population control thing. You know, 

like with deer. 

 

ETTA 

You really believe that? 
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FRANK 

It’s true. If we didn’t intervene - if we let 

them just have free run of the place - what’s 

to stop them from going on land?  

BEAT. 

What if they want to get even? 

 

ETTA 

I’d say they’re more than a little justified. 

 

FRANK 

You don’t mean that. 

 

ETTA 

SHE SIGHS. 

I don’t know what I mean anymore. 

 

FRANK 

… I… don’t… understand… 

 

ETTA 

(defeatedly) 

I don’t, either. 

BEAT. 

Did I ever tell you about the time I got lost? 

 

FRANK 

The TV show? I don’t think anyone got that. 
 

ETTA 

No. No, I meant that literally. And I happened 

to like that show, by the way. 

 

FRANK 

(an audible shrug) 

To each their own. 

 

ETTA 

Right. Anyway, I was really little. Probably 

like eight, or something close to that. I’d 

been living in the Transcontinental Hotel for a 

few years at that point, and thought I knew the 

place like the back of my hand. And, as a 
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precocious eight-year-old, I’d bothered my mom 

enough to get permission to explore the place 

on my own. 

 

Of course, I was never really alone -- 
everywhere I went, her staff would watch me 

like hawks. I learned later that they had an 

‘Etta Spotted’ thread in their group messaging 

system. They’d post cryptic sightings and 

statuses whenever I’d popped up nearby. 

 

FRANK 

...sooooo how’d you get lost if everyone knew 

where you were? 

 

ETTA 

Murphy’s Law. I was out playing by the docks, 

tripped, and fell into a small boat. The staff 

member who’d been watching me thought I went 

back inside -- they didn’t know I was knocked 

out. The waves were really harsh that day and 

my boat wound up getting carried out to sea. By 

the time I woke up, I was floating in the 

middle of the ocean. 

 

I couldn’t see the Bridge. I had no idea where 

I was. 

 

So, I did what anyone would do in my situation: 

I cried. 

 

FRANK 

How’d you get out of it? 

 

ETTA 

I didn’t. I sat there in the boat, useless, as 

the sun sank low and night wrapped its cold 

tendrils around me. I thought I was going to 

die there. Alone, freezing, and wondering why 

nobody was trying to find me. 

 

And that’s when I heard my mother’s voice. I 

knew it wasn’t her, of course -- there was 
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something off about the sound. A quiet growl 

masked undeath her words. I should’ve been 

terrified. 

 

Instead, it calmed me down. 

 

FRANK 

...you heard a disembodied voice that was 

pretending to be your mom and you didn’t freak 

out? 

 

ETTA 

No. The voice told me to hold on. To keep 

waiting. That help was on its way, and all I 

had to do was stay awake. 

 

But it was so cold. It was hard to focus on 

anything other than how my whole body was 

shivering, or how bitter the wind was when it 

whipped by. 

 

I almost gave up. But then the voice told me a 

story. It spoke about the kindness it’d given 

to those visiting the Bridge -- and the pain it 

received in return. Of areas they could no 

longer access because of our structures, and 

loved ones who vanished. 

 

It sang a song of loss and despair.  

 

It kept me alive. 

 

Help did come, finally. They never explained 

how they found me, but I remember my mom 

looking out into the water, nodding as we sped 

back toward the hotel. 

 

Whatever was there that day -- it helped me. 

Even though it had no reason to. People like me 

-- like us -- had done enough damage to 

everything that the voice could’ve easily left 

me there alone. 
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Instead, it made sure I had company. And that 

my mom could find me. 

 

BEAT. 

 

ETTA 

You want to know why I care about them so much? 

Because they showed compassion for a lost 

little girl who needed help. They didn’t 

abandon me when I needed them most. 

 

And… well. That’s more than I can say for some 

people who were supposed to care about me. 

 

FRANK 

You mean your mom? 

 

ETTA 

We’re done here. 

 

She GETS UP and LEAVES. 
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SC III  

INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - BREAK ROOM 

 

The scene is SILENT as we enter, save for some RUSTLING as FRANK 

fiddles with the equipment that will allow Watchtower 10 to listen in 

to his meeting with the Hunt Club. We can also, faintly, hear ROGER 

drumming his fingers on the countertop. 

  

ROGER 

Soooo… 

  

He sounds abnormally upbeat. FRANK, though not usually one to pass up 

the opportunity for a conversation, ignores him. 

  

ROGER 

Nervous? 

  

FRANK 

No.  Just… wanted to take a look at this mic 
before I have to wear it. Make sure you guys 

can hear, right? 

  

ROGER 

(Ooh, someone’s defensive) 

Okay. 

  

BEAT. FRANK continues to fiddle with the equipment. 

  

ROGER 

… it’s just that you seem nervous. 

  

FRANK fumbles whatever he’s holding. 

  

FRANK 

Rog, I’m kinda trying to concentrate over here. 

You know. Prepare myself? Mentally? 

  

ROGER 

Oh? Don’t let me stop you, then. Just pretend 

I’m not here. 

  

BEAT. ROGER STRETCHES, LETS OUT A SIGH. 
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FRANK 

(okay, that’s it) 

Could you stop? 

  

ROGER’S tone shifts to something a little more recognizably… ROGER. 

  

ROGER 

You really think your Hunt Club buddies are 

going to give you a moment to collect yourself? 

  

FRANK 

Is this a… drill or something? 

  

ROGER 

Not a drill. Just a friendly heads-up. (beat) 

More like a wake-up call, really. 

  

FRANK 

(sigh) 

This isn’t about the monster thing again, is 

it? Because I just  got that talk from Etta. 
  

ROGER 

(a little tighter than usual, which is 

saying something) 

No, it’s not about ‘the monster thing.’ But – 

and keep in mind this is coming from someone 

who doesn’t have the warmest fuzzies towards 

the creatures of the deep – you could stand to 

sound a little less flippant. 

  

FRANK 

Oh. Sorry. (beat) So… what, then? 

  

ROGER 

Well. I thought you might want to know you’re 

potentially the easiest read I’ve ever seen. 

  

FRANK 

Ah. Well. I live up to my namesake! (beat) I’m 

frank ! Get it? (beat) Trust me, when you get 
down to it, I have a great  poker face, see? 
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ROGER 

… is that it? 

  

FRANK 

… yes? 

  

ROGER 

… you look like you’re going to cry if I 

breathe on you. 

  

FRANK 

(exploding) 

These are my friends , Rog! They know me. They 
see me all the time. There’s no way I’m not 
gonna be nervous! 

  

ROGER 

Fair enough. But what I’m saying is, there’s no 

way you can let them see that. You’re a hunter, 

right? So you understand what predators do when 

they smell blood in the water. 

  

FRANK MAKES A DISTINCTLY QUEASY NOISE. 

  

ROGER 

Don’t look at me like that. I’m not here to 

make you feel worse. 

  

FRANK 

… you’re not? 

  

ROGER 

Well, not just  to make you feel worse. 
  

FRANK GROANS. He is starting to wonder why he ever thought Roger 

‘got’ him. 

  

ROGER 

Okay, okay, fine. Your poker face needs some 

work? Then let’s give it some work. 

  

FRANK 

(completely perplexed) 
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Oh. Yeah. Um. (beat) From you? 

  

ROGER 

… somehow I do not hear gratitude. 

  

FRANK 

Ah, no! Don’t get me wrong! Very grateful! It’s 

just… you… don’t seem all that… 

  

ROGER 

(dryly) 

Are you saying I’m not the very picture of an 

even keel? 

  

FRANK 

(sheepishly) 

Sorry. 

  

ROGER 

That’s the trick though, Frank. Having a poker 

face doesn’t mean being someone you’re not. 

That’s more suspicious than anything else, 

actually. 

 

FRANK 

(laughing) 

You say that like covert operations are a 

regular thing at Watchtower 10. (beat) They… 

aren’t, are they? 

 

ROGER 

Not yet, anyway. No. If anything, I’m thinking 

of the delivery job I had not long after I came 

to the Bridge. 

 

FRANK 

You didn’t come out here with the company? 

 

ROGER 

I didn’t start off in the Watchtowers. Don’t 

tell Etta, but I started with whatever odd jobs 

I could find when I made it out here. Anything 
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that would pay my way. It was like that for 

most of us out here back then.  

 

ROGER is suddenly, fully aware of FRANK’S rapt attention, and he 

clears his throat and steers himself away from any potential 

nostalgia. 

 

ROGER 

(dismissively) 

I was pretty young.  

 

FRANK 

So… when you say ‘delivery job,’ you mean…? 

 

ROGER 

(wry) 

Nothing as exciting as what you’re thinking. A 

lot of driving and even more heavy lifting. I’d 

meet people on loading docks, exchange a few 

words, and leave the package to… whatever its 

purpose was. I never knew what my cargo was. I 

wouldn’t have thought twice about it, if not 

for the storehouse guard. 

 

FRANK 

And… this is the guy who taught you your poker 

face? 

 

ROGER 

Not like that. She didn’t have  a face, for one.  
 

SILENCE. AND THEN.... A CLANK. 

 

FRANK 

… what was that? 

 

ROGER 

(quickly) 

Repairs. 

 

FRANK 

What kind of repair makes a noise like th-- 
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ROGER 

Nothing you need to worry about . Now where is 
she… 

 

TYPING AS ROGER PAGES ETTA. 

 

WELCOME BRIGADE 

Please hold while your party is reached. 

Please hold while your-- 

 

But ROGER doesn’t have long to wait. ETTA picks up, sounding 

out-of-breath. 

 

ETTA 

What ? 
 

ROGER 

Just wondering how those pipe repairs  are 
going. Because you should know I can hear those 

pipe repairs  from here. 
 

ETTA 

Well, maybe if you got down here to spend some 

time with the pipe repairs  the pipe repairs 
wouldn’t be quite so restless. 

 

ROGER 

(the physical effort of containing his 

sigh just might reopen his wounds) 

Can you manage for another ten minutes? 

 

ETTA 

Okay. Just don’t blame me if the pipe repairs 
get noisy... 

 

AS ETTA CLOSES THE CALL, ROGER ATTEMPTS TO RE-ESTABLISH THE MOOD. 

 

ROGER 

Now. Where were we? 

 

FRANK 

… faceless storehouse guard? 
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ROGER 

Right. Like I said. I don’t have the warmest 

fuzzies towards the creatures of the deep. But 

this one, technically, was my coworker. 

 

I don’t know how they paid her, exactly. 

Probably how they lured her there - with wide 

open space where no one would bother her, and 

with as much fresh catch of the day as she 

could eat. I always wonder if she had any real 

idea of what she was doing there. Some of them 

understand things like that, somehow. But 

whether she understood it or not, her nesting 

grounds were under the storehouse. She had her 

own reasons to protect it. 

 

FRANK 

Okay… but… still wondering about that 

lack-of-face problem? 

 

ROGER 

Surprisingly, you get used to that part fairly 

quickly. The same way you get used to the rest 

of your coworkers and their quirks. Honestly, 

compared to Etta’s chocolate fountain disaster, 

not having a face is basically a non-issue. It 

was why they kept her there that was harder to 

work around. 

 

My boss said it was a protective instinct, that 

she wouldn’t have been so vigilant if she 

weren’t nesting. I never got the sense that her 

instinct was to be violent. But if she sensed 

fear in you, she’d respond in kind. 

 

It’s brilliant, actually. Fear is how you catch 

most people coming for the wrong reasons - 

looking for something to steal, or a place to 

hide. There are people who don’t feel much fear 

at all, of course. But those people are rarer 

than you think.  
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It came with some workplace hazards, though. 

She couldn’t see. Which meant she couldn’t tell 

an employee from a common criminal. If you 

wanted to get into the storehouse, you had to 

do it without scaring her. 

 

The fact that she was three stories tall and 

had three rows of teeth didn’t help , sure, but 
it was almost beyond the point. If someone 

tells you that you can’t be afraid, no matter 

what? That’s the first thing you’ll be. 

 

I wasn’t very good at it, my first couple of 

weeks. 

 

FRANK 

You don’t seem like the easily-scared type. 

 

ROGER 

I was nineteen. If you’re not scared when 

you’re nineteen, you’re not paying attention. 

Put the monster aside, and you’ve still got 

plenty to be afraid of: that you’re not going 

to have a job next week, that your quarters 

have already sunk halfway into the water, that 

you’re in the middle of the Atlantic and maybe 

they didn’t build this thing as well as you 

thought. Take your pick. 

 

But eventually you have to choose which scares 

you more: monsters, or unemployment. No one 

wants to retain a delivery driver who can’t get 

into the storehouse.  

 

So I needed to work with her. The question was 

how. 

 

My first few attempts weren’t great. My first 

dozen attempts, really. Everything set her off. 

I worked to keep my face as blank as possible. 

I learned to meditate . It didn’t work. The 
calmer I thought I looked, the more upset she 

got. 
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And then I snapped. I couldn’t complete a 

single delivery without sending one of my 

coworkers into the storehouse for me. I was on 

the verge of getting fired. And finally I asked 

her, “What do you want ?” 
 

(beat) So yeah, was pretty sure those were my 

last moments on earth. 

 

FRANK 

You think ? 
 

ROGER 

Except the opposite happened. She dove back 

down to her nest. I had to make a couple trips 

across the footbridge with my cargo. She never 

tried to stop me. I crossed that footbridge 

dozens of times after that day, before that 

shipping company went under. Sometimes I was 

scared, sometimes I wasn’t. But I never let her 

tell the difference again. 

 

Here’s the thing. It’s not about looking calm, 

or relaxed, or finding your emotional center or 

whatever. If that’s a show you’re putting on, 

people can always tell. But if you look normal 

- whatever normal is for you? It works both 

ways. It’s the easiest thing for you to 

remember. And the hardest thing for them to see 

through. 

 

There’s an UNEASY PAUSE, as even FRANK recognizes that ROGER’S not 

just talking about the job.  

 

FRANK 

How do you do that, then? I mean. Be normal, 

even when you’re not. 

 

ROGER 

(with a quick, bitter laugh) 

Well. What’s the phrase? Fake it ‘til you make 

it.  
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BEAT AS THAT SINKS IN.  

 

I’ll leave you to it. 

 

FRANK 

(audibly unsettled) 

Sure. 

 

ROGER’S DEPARTING FOOTSTEPS TAKE US INTO… 
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SC IV. 

INT - ??? 

KATE 

So I guess it’s my turn to babysit.  

 

FRANK 

(condescending) 

Babysit? I don’t need anyone looking after me. 

Especially not a *travel agent* 

 

KATE 

(unaffected) 

Fine. I’m fine sitting here in silence. We may 

be out in the middle of the ocean but you 

wouldn’t believe how hard it is to get a moment 

of peace and quiet around here.  

 

FRANK 

Fine.  

 

KATE 

(is silent) 

 

FRANK 

(is silent) 

 

KATE 

(is silent) 

 

FRANK COUGHS, CLEARS HIS THROAT 

 

KATE 

This is killing you, isn’t it?  

 

FRANK 

Not at all.  

 

KATE 

Ah, so you’re aware that you’re a terrible 

liar.  

 

BEAT as IT’S CLEAR FRANK IS TRYING TO DO SOMETHING WITH HIS FACE 
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Wait, what are you doing with your face. Did 

Roger just give you a lecture on this?  

 

FRANK  

(very proud) 

This is my newly reinvented poker face.  

 

KATE 

(laughs to herself)  

Of course. It always comes back to poker 

somehow with Roger.  

 

FRANK  

What’s that supposed to mean?  

 

KATE 

(without skipping a beat) 

You know, it’s not even about trying to mold 

your facial features into . . . whatever this 

is. Lying isn’t about convincing other people, 

it’s about convincing yourself. 

 

KATE SIGHS 

KATE 

So, like, I realize you don’t have the 

strongest moral compass.  

 

FRANK  

(taken aback) 

Hey, now. Just because I hunt monsters? 

Monsters that have AND will kill people? 

 

CAN KATE EVEN HEAR FRANK? SHE’S CARRYING ON THIS CONVERSATION WITHOUT 

HIM 

 

KATE  

But moral compass or no, you think these people 

are your friends. And friends are the hardest people 

to lie to if you don’t believe the lie yourself.  

 

 

FRANK  

(indignant) 



23 

And you’d know?  

 

 

 

KATE  

You’d be surprised. For someone who kills 

*apparently* in the name of protecting others, I 

think you’d get it, too. Sometimes you have to do bad 

things to save good people.  

 

 

FRANK  

See! So you get why I joined the Hunt Club.  

 

 

KATE  

No! Ugh, you’re just proving my point. That’s a 

lie you’ve told so many times you believe it 

yourself.  

 

KATE TAKES A DEEP BREATH 

 

KATE  

Listen, I’ll give you a better example. What 

have you heard about travel agent training?  

 

FRANK  

That it’s where flight attendants go when 

they’re tired of actually dealing with people.  

 

KATE  

 

Well, FRANK, some agents don’t ever make it out 

of training. They don’t make it out alive.  

 

NOPE, SHE’S HAD ENOUGH. 

 

KATE  

 

Knowing what you know about what’s out here 

along the bridge, you really think becoming a Bridge 

Travel Agent is a breeze? You think just because 
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there aren’t travelers that there aren’t people we 

need to keep safe?  

 

Prospective travel agents go into training for 

all sorts of reasons. Sometimes the wrong reasons. 

They think because they’re good people they can do 

some good in the world by coming out here and trying 

to make life on the Bridge just a little better. But 

you know what happens when those good people get in 

over their heads?  

 

SLIGHT PAUSE 

 

Someone like me has to step in and save them 

from themselves. And that’s never as glorious at it 

sounds, either.  

 

There was this kid, Harley, just out of college 

going through training when I was. Freckles, sweet 

smile, the whole innocent deal. They hadn’t ever even 

seen the ocean until they got out to the training 

center. And they definitely hadn’t ever been through 

any sort of rigorous physical training. Those boot 

camp days were long and hard. At least three agents 

broke a bone or sprained an ankle or got a black eye 

somehow. Harley did all of the above.  

 

What made it so much worse was how badly Harley 

wanted it. They skipped meals to get extra hours in 

the gym. They skipped sleep to run late at night or 

in the morning when no one was watching. I’m sure 

they would have been *so good* at the crisis 

management parts -- the classroom parts of the 

training -- but they wouldn’t ever make it there. 

Some people just aren’t cut out for that kind of 

pressure.  

 

I just couldn’t watch it anymore. I had to step 

in. It wasn’t easy to go to the captain, but it was 

for Harley’s own good. It *was* easy to pull real 

concern into my voice though when I told the captain 

that Harley had a problem. It was just one simple 

step further to say that they’d been doping up to try 
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and keep up with the rest of us. It was easy to 

reflect that same look of disappointment I saw in the 

captain’s eyes right back at her because of course I 

was disappointed, too. You just have to find the 

truth in the lie and *feel* that truth. That’s what 

makes it believable. That, and that when they went to 

search Harley’s things, I made sure they’d find what 

they were looking for.  

 

FRANK  

 

Oh, I get it. So you convinced 

yourself that sabotage was for their own good? 

You lied to *yourself*.  

 

KATE 

 

You know what? I think we’re done 

here.   I’ve got other things to do. I’m really 

not suited for playing baby sitter. Let’s get 

you to someone who is.  

 

Well - are you coming?  

 

FRANK 

 

What? Where are we going?  

 

KATE 

 

Bertie’s garden domain.  
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SC. V. 

INT - Greenhouse? 

 

BERTIE 

The Kraken… it wasn’t my first high-profile 

project. 

 BERTIE pauses, hastily adds: 

I don’t mean that to sound blasé or anything 

like that… It’s just that I’d worked on  bigger 

projects than it before. 

  

FRANK 

(Sounding skeptical that anyone who is not 

he, numero uno, lone wolf extraordinaire, 

has managed any sort of real 
accomplishments) 

Yeah? Like what? 

  

BERTIE 

(mildly affronted) 

You probably heard about the hovering 

observatory they installed above the Space 

Needle out in Seattle a few years back, right? 

  

FRANK grunts an affirmation. 

  

BERTIE 

That was one of ours. But Aqualand--the 

Kraken—it should have been a turning point for 

my career. I’d been part of a team of engineers 
before, but this was the first time I’d been 

asked to lead everyone. 
  

And it was hardly a cakewalk of a project. 

  

I mean, aside from the project itself, the 

whole team was a bit jumpy. There were all of 

the rumors about the place! Music not everyone 

could hear, vanishing park-goers, people-- things 
that cried blood. 

  

We ignored the stories in the beginning. It was 

pretty easy. The beginnings of most projects 
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were simple cases of math and science. And 

mathematicians and scientists? We’re a 

skeptical bunch. If you prove a theorem or a 

hypothesis, you may have a case with us, but 

we’ll still need to see some more 

experiments—because really, a one-time 

occurrence could just be an anomaly. 

  

FRANK 

Small minds, Bertie. The things I’ve seen out 

there in the Hunt Club… I could tell you about 

some one-time occurrences that may have you 

rethinking that. 

  

BERTIE 

I’ve been stationed at the Watchtower almost 3 

years now, Frank. I’ve seen enough strange 

things out here that I know that just because 

an experience hasn’t been— can’t be-- repeated, 
that doesn’t make it any less real. 

[BERTIE gets a little choked up] 

That’s the thing about those experiences that 

you only get once. Wouldn’t you give anything 

sometimes to be able to live them again? 

  

[FRANK, oblivious to the fact that Bertie could probably 

use a hug or something right now, thinks a bunch of 

do-overs sounds boring and says so] 

  

FRANK 

What, over and over again? Sounds like a snore. 

  

BERTIE 

(passionately, definitely fighting back 

tears now) 

Over… and over and over and OVER again. Yeah. 
I’d want that. Make them like… like going to 

your favorite restaurant for your favorite 

meal. Or dancing to a really great song on 

repeat. Or… or kissing someone you love. It’s 

easy and it’s quick and you take all of those 

repeated things for granted. Until you can’t do 
them anymore. 
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Over and over and over again. I’d do any of it 
over again if it meant… 

  

FRANK 

 What does any of this have to do with the 
Kraken? 

  

[A long, drawn-out pause. Possibly BERTIE sniffles, or 

something that makes it clear he’s trying to compose 

himself] 

  

BERTIE 

Right. The Kraken. 

  

Like I was saying, we weren’t a superstitious 

bunch. And the rumors were easy to ignore when 

it was just us in a room with our computers and 

calculators. It was when we started needing to 

implement the math that things got to us. 
 

See… do you remember any of the marketing 

Aqualand did for the Kraken? 

  

FRANK 

(Doubtfully) 

 Not particularly… 

  

BERTIE  

(pressing him) 

 All I’m looking for is a color. 

  

FRANK 

It’d have to be blue, wouldn’t it? 

  

BERTIE  

Right! Blue. The Kraken was a blue coaster. All 
of Aqualand had a sort of blue… thing going on. 
Call it a theme of theirs. Personally, I 

thought it was maybe a little heavy-handed, but 

you know... I was just the engineer. I was in 

charge of making things move, not what colors 

they were painted while they did the moving. 
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But we knew one thing for certain: that coaster 

should not  have involved any red. 
  

When construction and the actual, physical 

labor began, we’d go out to the site. Every 

morning, we found the metal coated in a sticky 

red substance. It was so dark that it looked 

black in some places; the liquid had pooled in 

spots where the metal was pitted like a wound. 

  

FRANK 

It wasn’t…? 

  

BERTIE 

Blood? I told you… we were scientists. Our 

first thoughts were that it was a synthetic 

form, something like you’d use for Halloween 

make-up. And the people staging the whole thing 

must have been orchestrating some sort of cruel 

prank or inexplicable protest… Because God, the 

sheer amount of it… where were they even getting 
that much fake blood? Let alone, the real thing? 

  

The first day, we were annoyed, but we 

dismissed it. Cleaned the coaster off, from 

beginning to end, the whole thing. It took a 

crew of people and the entire morning, but with 

all hands on deck, we were down to business by 

the afternoon. Tracks were being replaced, 

safety harnesses installed. 

  

On the second day, again, the red mess was 

back. And, again, we wasted a metric ton of man 
hours cleaning it off. This time, though, 
someone scraped off a sample of our mystery 

substance and tested it. 

  

The tests were conclusive: it was definitely 

some kind of blood. 

  

On the third day of the repairs, I was about 

ready to lose it. We were drastically behind 
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schedule, my team was doing a loooooot of 
nervous chuckling at this point, and no one 

would get close enough to the coaster to even 

tighten a bolt. Stressed-- and probably raving 

a little bit, if I’m honest-- I Skyped my 

fiancé. And John had a really practical 

suggestion: 

  

“If you don’t want a spill to ruin an important 

piece of paper, what do you do? Laminate it. 

Have you tried some sort of liquid-resistant 

protective coating?” 

  

He always was good at seeing the forest beyond 

the trees. 

  

I did a little research and I found something 

that might work. We did some basic tests with 

it, then I held my breath and gave the order 

for the whole coaster to be painted with it. 

  

The next day-- 

  

FRANK 

(interrupting) 

--Blood, am I right? 

  

BERTIE 

You’re wrong. There was no blood. Finally, 
finally, we were able to work. It was like those 
early days of the project just faded into the 

ether of everyone’s memory. We not only caught 

up to our production schedule, we got ahead of 
it. The loop-de-loops were in place, the 

initial plummet in a glass tube to 40 meters 

below sea level had been pressurized and 

repressurized, we’d done all of our safety 

checks and done them again and again. 
  

It was ready. 
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Before the grand opening, Aqualand gave us a 

day to invite our friends and family out to the 

ride for a special preview. John flew out and— 

  

He was so happy to see me. I still remember how 

he beamed when I picked him up at the airport. 

With this project, we’d been doing the long 

distance thing and even our Skype calls had 

been few and far between. I hadn’t touched him 

in months. 

 

He dropped his bag at the curb and grabbed me 

in this huge bear hug and kissed me. His hand 

stayed on my cheek when he rested his forehead 

against mine and said, 

  

“God, Bertie… Can I just tell you how goddamn 

proud I am of you?” 
  

I think I laughed. I think maybe I teared up. 

Or maybe that’s just what I’d like to think. I 

don’t know. Sometimes memories can’t be 

trusted. They warp in our minds, you know? We 

twist things into a shape that we’d like to 

keep them in.  

  

Anyway, we were running late. We stopped really 

quickly at the hotel to drop his duffel bag off 

and raced over to Aqualand so John could get 

strapped into the ride. 

  

But… this was the biggest day of my career. So 

of course, John wanted to encapsulate the moment 
with a picture. I closed my eyes, kissed him on 

the cheek while he beamed into his camera, the 

Kraken looming behind us. 

  

We got to the coaster and John sat down in the 

bucket seat. The park attendant pulled the 

safety harness down over his head so that he 

and the other riders were sitting snug in its 

embrace. 
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“See you on the other side,” John joked. 

  

It was the last thing he ever said to me. 

  

BERTIE is unwilling to go on, but FRANK prods this time 

  

FRANK 

What happened? 

  

BERTIE sort of explodes 

  

BERTIE 

What do you think happened? John died. The ride 
went under the ocean’s surface and the glass 

shattered. They were so far under the surface 
and disoriented that only one of them made it 

back to air. They never even found the others. 
We have no idea if they drowned, or if a shark 

or one of Bob’s cousins got to them… We’ll never 
know. All we know is that they aren’t here. 

  

FRANK 

 I— 

  

BERTIE 

(on a self-loathing roll) 

I had that picture printed out, you know. It 

was the last picture I had of John and he was 

so happy in it. I had to keep it. But I cropped 
his murderer out. 

  

[A rustling sound as BERTIE rummages through his wallet 

for the well-loved photo] 

  

BERTIE 

Here. That’s John. 

  

FRANK 

(uncertainly) 

He… looks nice. But… this photo is just him and 

the Kraken. 

  

BERTIE 



34 

I told you. I cut the killer out of it. The 

Kraken may have been the iceberg, but I was 

asleep in the crow’s nest. I was so stupid—I 

still don’t know exactly what, but I overlooked 

something! So what happened, Frank, is that I 
fucked up. And I fucked up so royally, so 
colossally that I killed my own fiancé. The love 
of my life. 

  

BERTIE 

 (subdued now) 

Anyway. After John... I was hardly going to get 

another engineering job after that. I hardly 

wanted to. So, I work here now. It’s good in its 
own way. I’ve always liked flowers. If they 

die, you can just grow more. 

  

But there was only one John. 

 

THERE’S A LONG, SOLEMN BEAT. AND THEN-- 

 

ROGER 

(midway through opening the door) 

Hey. Thought you could probably use some… 

(BEAT) … Bertie. (ANOTHER BEAT) … who’s still 
here . 

 

FRANK LAUGHS. 

 

FRANK 

Already got some Bertie right here, Rog. But 

I’ll take that tea, thank you.  

 

BERTIE 

Roger? 

 

ROGER 

(through gritted teeth) 

Bertie. Didn’t expect to see you here. Didn’t 

you have that thing? 

 

BERTIE 

(utterly lost) 
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Thing? I don’t-- 

 

ROGER 

That thing , Bertie. That thing from the 
schedule. That 3:00pm, five minutes ago  thing? 

 

ANOTHER BEAT. THEN THE RUSTLING OF PAPER AS BERTIE FUMBLES THE 

SCHEDULE OUT OF HIS POCKET. 

 

BERTIE 

Oh god. Oh god. The five minutes ago thing. 

Yes. 

 

FRANK 

Bert? You okay, man? 

 

BERTIE 

Frank, I am so sorry, but I have to-- I need to 

be-- 

 

And then IT HAPPENS. A deafening, Watchtower-shaking ROAR from the 

UNATTENDED BOB. The sound goes on for a good fifteen seconds before 

he GOES QUIET. 

 

It stays that way for a moment. And finally, we hear FRANK as we 

haven’t heard him before. 

 

Distinctly unfriendly. 

 

FRANK 

Roger. What was that? 

 

ROGER and BERTIE’S grim silences take us into the… 

 

END CREDITS 
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CREDITS 

 

Thank you so much for listening to The Bridge. This episode was            

written by Rebecca Mahoney, Jen Ellision, Liz Hull, and Alex Brown. It            

features, in order of appearance, Chris Martin as ROGER, David          

Picariello as BERTIE, Liz Hull as KATE, Alex Brown as ETTA, and Salim             

Razawi as FRANK, and Sarah Grover as The Welcome Brigade.  

 

The fantastic music featured in this episode was composed by my number            

one BFF, Sara Fairchild. Our bop of a theme song was composed by the              

one and only bop-master himself, Jake Hull. This episode was edited           

and mixed by Alex Brown.  

 

Want to spend time with the pipe repairs so they’re a little less 

restless? Check out our website at thebridgepod.com, to learn more 
about the cast and crew, read our scripts, and check out some 

character bios. Maybe you’ll even see how to hang out with the pipe 

repairs. Who knows? 

 

We’ve been a bit delayed in answering emails, but we promise we’re 

reading them! If you’d like to drop us a line, you can email us at 

watchtower10reports@gmail.com. You can also click on the little mail 
icon on our website, if that’s more your jam. 

 

You can find us on Twitter @bridge_podcast. And on Facebook and 

Tumblr. We’re friendly -- unless you’re a member of the Hunt Club. 

 

Please rate and review us on iTunes! Doing so helps ensure that our 

story can reach more listeners. 

 

Looking for more podcasts to love? We recommend Under Pressure and The 

Strange Case of Starship Iris! 

 

Complications seem to follow us around like a certain showbiz-loving 

puppet, which means that we’ll be adjusting our release schedule for 

the remaining four episodes in season 1.5. Don’t worry, we’re not 

going anywhere -- it might just take us longer to get there than we 

thought. Check out our facebook page for an update on our new schedule 

sometime next week! 

 

Thank you, once again, for listening to the Bridge. We hope you enjoy 

these outtakes.  

http://thebridgepod.com/
http://thebridgepod.com/
mailto:watchtower10reports@gmail.com

