
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EPISODE 08:  
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SCENE I. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 – BROADCAST ROOM 
 
THE WELCOME BRIGADE’S CHIME SOUNDS.  
 

WELCOME BRIGADE  
It takes a lot of work to create something that  
will change your life forever. Luckily, you  
won’t have to wait much longer! Construction on  
the Transcontinental Bridge is moving along  
swimmingly , and soon you’ll be able to see just  
how beautiful the Atlantic Ocean can be when  
you’re driving along at two o’clock in the  
morning and it’s just you, the water, a few  
persistent slices of moonlight, and the  
terrible, soul-crushing realization that  
something  else is with you.   

(darkly) 
Something that shouldn’t be there.  

(cheery) 
So please pardon our mess as we complete the  
Transcontinental Bridge! Our sponsors would  
like to assure you that, once you experience  
everything the Atlantic has to offer, you’re  
guaranteed to add a much-needed splash  of 
excitement into your life!  
 

KATE 
(mildly annoyed)  

That ad has to be ancient. All right. Time to  
make sure we’re not interrupted.  

SHE TYPES. 
 

KATE 
That’ll do it.  

STATIC AS SHE BEGINS A CALL.  
 

KATE 
Kraken to Siren. Kraken to Siren. Do you copy?  

  
STATIC. 



SIREN 
[muffled]  

Hold for a secure connection.  
[pause, audio clears up]   

Okay, you’re good.  
  

KATE 
We had company. It wasn’t the target.  

  
SIREN 

Are you sure? 
  

KATE 
Unless you’re in the market for some homicidal  
flower children.   

[Collects herself – remembers who she’s  
talking to.]  

They called themselves POSEIDON. They tried to  
set Bo--- Specimen no. 10--  free. 

  
SIREN 

Is the specimen still contained?  
  

KATE 
[bristling]  

Of course. I would’ve followed protocol  
immediately if the specimen got free.  

  
SIREN 

And what of your visitors?  
  

KATE 
They escaped. 

  
SIREN 

You let them go free---  
  

KATE 
I didn’t let  them do anything. They almost  
killed Roger and would’ve kidnapped Etta if I  
hadn’t--- 

SHE CUTS HERSELF OF.  
BOB GROWLS. 



(oh, shit. Change that direction)  
KATE (CONT’D) 

No casualties. On our side or theirs.  
  

SIREN 
How… collegial of you.  

  
KATE 

What? No. I---  
  

SIREN 
If you’re getting too close to these people, I  
have no problem with changing your assignment.  

  
KATE 

[coolly]  
There’s no need for that. I’m doing my job. I  
can protect the specimen and  everyone in 
Watchtower 10.  
 

SIREN 
I’ll be the judge of that. Any particular  
reason you waited so long to contact us?  
 

KATE 
There’s a lot of damage to the watchtower. Got  
busy sweeping, totally  forgot to phone home.  
 

SIREN 
I hope you didn’t wait this long to call your  
watchtower’s headquarters.  I’d hate to have  
your cover blown because you were cleaning the  
floors. 
 

KATE 
As far as the watchtower higher-ups are  
concerned, I’m their dutiful Bridge Travel  
Agent. 

(bitterly) 
Nothing more, nothing less.  

 
SIREN 



Good. Your behavior --- and compliant answers  
--- were noted. But make no mistake, Kraken . If 
you continue down this path, if you betray even  
one hint that you’re compromised, I won’t  
hesitate to shut down your site. Completely.  
And you know what that means.  

  
KATE 

Everyone dies.  
  

SIREN 
As for your visitors --- if you ever see them  
again, dispose of them immediately. Understood?  

  
KATE 

Understood. 
  

SIREN 
Good. Now, may I be of any further assistance  
to you today? 

  
KATE 

No. 
  

SIREN 
Then we’re done here.  

[BEAT. Then, pleasantly -]  
Don’t forget to check-in regularly!  

  
KATE ends the call and sighs.  

  
KATE 

Sure. Happy to.  
  

Another BEAT. Then--  
  

WELCOME BRIGADE  
Attention. You have an incoming page from the:  
[different, more robotic voice] Infirmary.  

  
KATE 

(over the sound of the message repeating)  
Sorry, Roger. But no thank you.  



  
KATE ends the call and contemplates the console.  

  
KATE 

Time for the traffic report, huh.  
  

We hear TYPING.  
  

WELCOME BRIGADE  
Please hold while your party is reached.  
Please hold while your party is reached.  

  
KATE 

Come on, Etta.  
  

But KATE’S only answer is the sound of the MESSAGE  
REPEATING ITSELF a few more times. Finally, KATE gives up  
and ends the call.  

  
KATE 

(murmurs to herself)  
This is how she goes live? … (taps a few  
buttons, and it’s showtime) Alright, you lucky  
listeners. This is Kate, covering for…  
everyone, bringing you tonight’s traffic  
report. We’ve got clear roads ahead… although  
according to this post-it, I should warn you  
about repavement along Checkpoint 6. Apparently  
some sections of the road are… missing. Yikes.  

  
Well, if you happen upon some of that  
nonexistent road, be sure to check in with your  
nearest Travel Agent. (bitter) They’ve got all 
the answers. 

 
KATE reaches under the console to bring out her only  
companion this evening – a freaking drink. But the moment  
she pops the cork--  

  
ALARM 

There is an unexpected martini near the  
console. 

  



KATE 
… it knows wines  now? … Figures. Everyone’s a  
friggin’ sommelier.  

  
BEAT. 

  
Nothing out there, huh. No wonder Etta gets so  
bored up here. Hard to do a traffic report when  
there’s no traffic.  

  
Maybe I should tell you a story, too. Pass the  
time. (laughs) I think I’d be a poor  
substitute. I used to tell my little cousin  
bedtime stories, and she hated  them, every 
time. She’d always remind me that not every  
story has to be about sacrifice, or duty over  
reason. Once in a while, they should have happy  
endings. 

  
But the microphone is mine tonight. Which I  
think means that I make the rules.  

  
WELCOME BRIGADE  

Attention. You have an incoming page from the:  
[different, more robotic voice] Infirmary.  

  
KATE is much quicker to end the call this time.  

  
KATE 

Anyway. Where were we?  
  

There are people, they say, who believe we  
don't belong here. People who want this place  
undone. People who think the day we built this  
bridge we invited abominations into our lives.  

  
Those stories are… a little more recent than  
this one. This is the story of a seaside town  
with a front-row seat to the construction of  
the bridge – and the people convinced it would  
bring destruction to their shores.  

  



Because even before the bridge, the people of  
this town believed that there was something in  
the water that meant them harm. Something that  
they considered it their duty to contain. And  
everyone in that town lived with the  
possibility that they, one day, might be chosen  
to… appease the creature. To keep it satisfied  
with where it was, and keep it from venturing  
further onto land.  

  
Just a year into the construction of the  
bridge, this town was hit by horrible winds.  
The surf had never been so wild – they learned  
very quickly not to walk along the shore lest  
they be carried off by the massive,  
unpredictable waves.  Now, the most likely  
answer is, this had nothing to do with the  
bridge. Weather patterns come and go. But they  
were sure that whatever lived just off their  
shores had become agitated. And maybe they were  
right. 

  
So another name came up to fill the belly of  
the beast: a young girl’s. She was seventeen,  
but she was among the most faithful – she had  
dedicated her short life to protecting the  
shore, and before that day, she would have said  
she believed in the cause with every bone. But  
when she learned her fight would soon end… she  
suddenly wasn’t so sure.  

  
She went to her best friend – a skeptic who had  
never quite embraced the idea that they were at  
war. They had been friends all their life,  
though lately, there always an undercurrent of  
tension when they spoke. Neither of them  
believed that the other ever listened to them.  

  
She agreed to help immediately, and together,  
the believer and the skeptic hatched a plan.  
The believer was being watched 24 hours a day,  
just in case her conviction wavered. The girls  
had seen enough sacrifices to know that there  



would be but one moment when the believer would  
be alone: when she would leave her friends and  
family at the edge of town and take the long  
walk to the cliffs by herself.  

  
So on the day that was meant to be her last,  
the believer left everyone she knew at the edge  
of town, and she began to walk. She stared down  
the last path she was meant to walk. And she  
felt a rush of fear and sorrow for every person  
who had walked this path before, all those  
moments she celebrated because she thought it  
was for the best.  

  
But she felt none of that fear and sorrow for  
herself, because she knew there was one person  
left in this world who was on her side. And  
that person was waiting, hidden, at the end of  
this road, waiting to pull her down a hidden  
path to the beach. And they would leave this  
town, and their duty. And everything would be  
different. 

  
And the skeptic was waiting for her by the  
cliffs, as promised. But something was wrong.  
She wasn’t hiding.  

  
The believer was allowed one short, painless  
moment of confusion before she was pushed into  
the water below.  

  
The skeptic did listen to her sometimes, after  
all. 

  
There are people, they say, who believe we  
don't belong here. People who want this place  
undone. People who think the day we built this  
bridge we invited abominations into our lives.  
And people say it all started in that little  
seaside town. 

  
I’m not sure if the skeptic is still among  
them. I’m sure if she is, she fits right in.  



  
BEAT. 

  
God. That was about duty and sacrifice too,  
wasn’t it. Well. What can you do.  

  
KATE trails off, and there’s another long beat. And  
finally, with a sigh, she starts TYPING again.  

  
WELCOME BRIGADE  

Please hold while your party is reached.  
  

KATE 
Come on, Etta. Pick up.  

  
As KATE waits for an answer that won’t come, the WELCOME  
BRIGADE’S cheery voice transitions us to…  

  
 
  



SCENE II. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 – SUBMARE 3 
  

WELCOME BRIGADE  
Attention. You have an incoming page from the:  
[different, more robotic voice] Broadcasting  
Room. 
 

ETTA 
Nope. Not today.  

She ENDS THE CALL, THEN CONTINUES TO PACE. BOB GROWLS.  
ETTA LETS OUT A LOW LAUGH.  

 
ETTA 

You’re chattier than usual, aren’t you? I guess  
that’s good. At least one  of us wants to talk.  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
You’ve got a point. I should’ve answered that  
call. But I… I can’t. Not right now.  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
I’m not mad at them.  Well, okay, maybe a little  
at Roger for getting hurt. He was supposed to  
be smarter than that.  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
Fine.  I’m not mad at Roger for getting hurt.   

BEAT. 
 

ETTA (CONT’D) 
But how can he think this is my fault ? It’s not 
like I got on the radio one day and sent out a  
personalized invite to the Freddie Kreuger  
Chapter of the World Wildlife Foundation to  
come mess everything up.  
 



BOB GROWLS. 
ETTA 

(getting more rushed as she goes)  
And now Roger’s been stabbed, Kate got  
chloroformed, Bertie actually  wanted to fight  
someone, we haven’t been able to find Percy and  
Nora’s bodies, so who knows what the hell that  
means, and I---  

SHE STOPS, CATCHING HERSELF.  
 

ETTA 
Well. My secret is out, isn’t it? They all know  
who I was. Am, I guess. Who I am. They know why  
I’m here.  
 
‘Scared little girl.’ Lost, alone, abandoned. I  
think that’s what Percy and Nora said about me.   

(bitter) 
And they were right. About all of it. It’s been  
fifteen years, and I haven’t heard anything.  
 
My mom probably doesn’t want to find me.  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
Why would she? It’s not like I’ve done anything  
with my life. I just sit here, making sure the  
Bridge’s precious  monster doesn’t get loose.  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
(she catches herself; eases up on the pity  
party) 

Sorry. You know I didn’t mean it like that.   
BEAT. 

Bob… Is that what you really want? To get out  
of this place?  
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

 



ETTA 
You don’t know, huh? It wasn’t supposed to be a  
head-scratcher.  

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
Oh, it’s my turn to answer?  

SHE SIGHS. 
I don’t know, either. I thought I’d be here  
until I found her, but now…  
 

BEAT. 
ETTA 

Maybe she should just stay lost.  
STATIC TRANSITION.   



SCENE III. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 – INFIRMARY 
  
We enter on the QUIET SHUFFLING OF CARDS. BERTIE clears his throat.  

BERTIE 
Do you have any eights?  

ROGER 
Go fish. 

BERTIE goes fish.  

ROGER 
Tens. 

BERTIE 
Go fish. 

He does. 

BERTIE 
Do you have any--  

 
ROGER 

(with the air of someone who's been  
sitting on this for at least 15 minutes)  

Try her again.  
  

BERTIE SIGHS. This request has clearly been made more than  
twice. 

  
BERTIE 

She's not picking up.  
  

ROGER 
Which is why we're trying her again. (He pauses  
- and takes a breath.) Please.  

  
BERTIE 

(murmuring to himself)  
Okay... Kate, take 5.  

  



We hear BERTIE typing as he pages the broadcast room - yet  
again. But sure enough:  

  
WELCOME BRIGADE  

Please hold while your party is reached.  
Please hold while your party is reached.  

  
ROGER, to his credit, is audibly trying to hold his salt  
in check. 

  
ROGER 

You're sure she heard you knocking?  
  

BERTIE 
(with superhuman patience)  

She heard. I... just think she's busy with the  
traffic report, that's all.  

  
ROGER 

The bridge isn't going to collapse if we miss  
one traffic report.   

BEAT. BERTIE is staring.   
ROGER (CONT’D)  

What? 
  

BERTIE 
... you're sure you're alright?   

  
ROGER 

Why? 
  

BERTIE 
Because if Etta  said that in front of you--  

  
ROGER 

I'm prioritizing. She’s got more important  
things to do right now than report potholes to  
the void.  

BEAT. 



ROGER (CONT’D)  
Have you seen Etta?  

BERTIE 
... not today.  

 LONG BEAT. 
 
ROGER 

... she'll come back for her shift.  

BERTIE 
... right. 

ROGER 
(mutters) 

Guess it’s kind of fitting that I’m in here.  
  

BERTIE 
Sorry? 

  
ROGER 

Hey, did I ever tell you about the bet?  
  

BERTIE 
Which bet? 

  
ROGER 

The one I lost. You know… how I wound up here.  
  

BERTIE 
I don’t recall. Do you have any sevens?  

  
ROGER 

Nope. Go fish.  
  

SHUFFLING. 
 ROGER (CONT’D)  

You sure I never told you? I could’ve sworn  
someone here knows.  

  
BERTIE 

I’m pretty sure I’d remember something like  
that. Your guess, by the way.  



  
ROGER 

Right. Do you have a king?  
  

 
 
 
BERTIE 

(grumbling) 
Yes.  

CARD gets handed over.  
BERTIE (CONT’D)   

So, what’s the story, then?  
  

ROGER 
Well, I was playing poker with a bunch of  
people I’d never met. One guy was runnin’ out  
of money, so to stay in the game he threw in  
his notice to serve on the bridge. It was  
enough to get everyone’s attention.  

(pause) 
Well, that’s before the bridge fell apart  
anyway. 

  
BERTIE 

Any fives? 
  

ROGER 
Nope. Cast that reel, my friend, and hope you  
catch a winner. Anyway, I won the poker game,  
took the stranger’s job on the bridge, and here  
I am… many, many years later.  

  
BERTIE 

… technically that’s a bet you won . … And I’m 
pretty sure that’s how Leonardo DiCaprio got  
onboard the Titantic . 

  
ROGER 

Okay, you got me. I knew I should’ve used a  
different movie.  

  



ROGER chuckles, in what is maybe the first genuine laugh  
we’ve heard from him so far. And then he’s abruptly  
punished for it when he remembers that pain is an issue.  
Never laugh, ROGER.  

  
BERTIE 

Are you okay?!  
  

ROGER’s answer is pained but a little too quick.  
  

ROGER 
Fine. 

  
BERTIE 

Do you need me to--  
  

ROGER 
No. 

  
BERTIE 

I should probably take a look--  
  

ROGER 
No . 

  
BERITE 

(dubious) 
What if you popped a stitch?  

  
ROGER 

Leave it. It’s sore. That’s all.  
  

BERTIE 
I don’t think this is a clears-up-on-its-own  
kind of thing.  

  
ROGER 

(mutters) 
You’d be surprised.  

  
BERTIE 

Hm? 
  



ROGER 
Nothing. The human body is more durable than I  
thought it was, that’s all. (beat) Maybe we can  
start with a wall.  

  
BERTIE 

You want to build a wall around your body?  
  

ROGER 
Around the Watchtower . Did you know that was on  
the table at one point? We would have been a  
fortress, not a tourist trap.  

  
BERTIE 

Aren’t we supposed to be… welcoming?  
  

ROGER 
We’d be creating realistic expectations.  

  
BERTIE 

I just don’t know that that’d help.  
  

ROGER 
There is very little that a concrete wall won’t  
fix. 

  
BERTIE 

Help with what’s bothering you now , I mean. 
  

ROGER PAUSES. AND THEN LAUGHS DARKLY. THIS IS MUCH MORE OF  
A CLASSIC ROGER LAUGH.  

  
ROGER 

How are you so calm about all this?  
  

BERTIE 
I’m pretty openly terrified, actually.  

  
ROGER 

Openly, huh.  
(not quite up to normal salt-levels – more  
contemplative)   

How does that  work? 



  
BERTIE 

(the question does not quite compute)  
What’s the use in pretending to be calm?  
There’s no one else here. It’s just us.  

  
BEAT. 

 BERTIE (CONT’D)  
We can talk about it, if you want.  

  
EVEN LONGER BEAT.  

 BERTIE (CONT’D)  
Or if not… it’s your turn.  

  
ROGER 

… any aces? 
  

Not sure what else to say, BERTIE hands over his cards.  
  

ROGER (CONT’D)  
You know, one part of that story was true.  

  
BERTIE 

Oh? 
  

ROGER 
I really am  good at cards. 

  
BERTIE 

(groaning) 
Any chance of you telling me the real story  
behind how you got here?  

  
ROGER 

Maybe. (pause) If you win next round.  
 
 

(Some kind of transition here - maybe some music?)  
 

Some time has passed. ROGER and BERTIE'S conversation has  
subsided, though we hear the occasional SHUFFLING OF  
CARDS. Then overhead:  

 



WELCOME BRIGADE  
Attention. You  have an incoming page from the:  
[different, more robotic voice] Broadcast Room.  

 
BEAT. 

 
WELCOME BRIGADE  

Attention. You  have an incoming page from the:  
[different, more robotic voice] Broadcast Room.  

 
BERTIE 

Are you gonna get that?  
 

ROGER 
Oh. Yeah. 

 
CLICK - the connection is made.  

 
KATE 

So. I think I missed a call from you.  
 

ROGER 
(a little amused, despite himself)  

A  call? 
 

KATE 
Maybe two.  

(inhales)  
I guess there's probably a lot you want to say.  

 
ROGER 

You guess right.  
 

There's a TENSE MOMENT as KATE steels herself for the  
reprimand she's sure is coming.  

 
ROGER 

It's been almost two days and we're no more  
prepared for the Greenpeace Chapter of the  
Manson Family than we were before. Did you  
honestly think you could get out of a debrief?  

 
HE SOFTENS HIS TONE. A LITTLE.  



ROGER (CONT’D)  
Come down when you get a chance. We should...  
talk about what we can do better.  

 
For a second, KATE is at a loss for words. When she  
responds, the relief is palpable.  

 
KATE 

We're not building a wall, Roger.  
 

ROGER 
The wall was a great  idea. 

 
BERTIE 

(with an audible smile)  
I'll be right back.  

 
A BURST OF STATIC LEADS TO FOOTSTEPS IN THE HALL. BERTIE’S  
HEADED TO A DIFFERENT ROOM TO MAKE A PHONE CALL.  

 
WELCOME BRIGADE  

Please hold while your party is reached.  
 

SOME KIND OF RINGING HAPPENS. ONCE, TWICE, AND THEN---  
 

ETTA 
Hello? 

 
BERTIE 

I think Roger and Kate just made up!  
 

ETTA 
(not thrilled about the topic at hand)  

I didn’t know they were fighting.  
 

BERTIE 
Oh. It wasn’t too hard to see, really. He’d  
been trying to call her all day and she wasn’t  
picking up. 

 
ETTA 

Good for her.  
 



BERTIE 
Awwww, come on. Don’t be like that.  

 
ETTA 

I can be whatever way I’d like. Not all of us  
can be chipper 24/7.  

 
BERTIE 

Okay, whaaaaaat’s wrong?  
 

ETTA 
Nothing. 

 
BERTIE 

Obviously something’s wrong. You’re pouting.  
 

ETTA 
You can’t even see me. I’m not pouting.  

 
BERTIE 

Well, your voice is pouting.  
 

ETTA 
Bertie, that’s impossible---  

 
BERTIE 

Ah, there it is! You see? I was right! You  
called me Bertie!   

 
ETTA 

(she sighs) 
Okay, okay. You got me. I don’t know what’s  
wrong. Everything just feels… off now, you  
know? Like… POSEIDON was something I’d come  
across in research. I didn’t think I’d ever  
meet anyone who worked for them.  

 
BERTIE 

I wish we hadn’t.  
 

ETTA 
I do, too. Some of the things they were saying…   

 



BERTIE 
And the whole stabbing Roger thing.  

 
ETTA 

Yeah, yeah that was bad, too. But he’s better  
now. 

 
BERTIE 

It’s… kind of weird. He lost a lot of blood.  
 

ETTA 
(she laughs; the sound is more bitter this  
time) 

Of all the things we’ve seen here, you think  
that’s  weird? 

 
BERTIE 

(a little taken aback by how harsh she  
sounds) 

I just… thought you might find it interesting.  
 

ETTA 
I don’t. 

 
BERTIE 

It… it reminds me of a story.  
 

ETTA 
Not now. 

 
BERTIE 

But you love stories.  
 

ETTA 
Bertie! I said not now.  

(she catches herself)  
I… I’m sorry. Just hang out with the others.  
I’ve gotta go.  

 
SHE HANGS UP BEFORE HE CAN SAY ANYTHING ELSE. And just  
like that, we’ve switched perspectives.  

 
 



 
 
 
 
SCENE IV. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - SUBMARE 3 
 
 

ETTA 
SHE SIGHS. AGAIN.  

Great. I really messed that one up, didn’t I?  
Henrietta Perrault, Professional Friendship  
Ruiner. Don’t worry, folks. I’ll be here all  
week--- 

 
THE DOOR OPENS, and KATE ENTERS.  
 

ETTA 
What? 

 
KATE 

Whoa there. I come in peace, remember? Don’t  
make me take out my miniature surrender flag.  
 

ETTA 
I don’t know why you have that thing.  
 

KATE 
It makes chess games between Bertie and me  
waaaaaay more fun.  
 

ETTA 
But you never lose.  
 

KATE 
Exactly. 
 

ETTA 
So what’s the point?  
 

KATE 
As long as he sees it, he’s got hope. The  
possibility sits there, in the back of his  



mind, as he makes each move. Sure, he’s never  
won before. But maybe this time it’ll be  
different. Maybe this time, he can win.  
 

 
 

ETTA 
That seems… very unfair.  
 

KATE 
It’s strategy. Get into your opponent’s head.  
It’s like “Inception.” Except everyone’s awake.  
 

ETTA 
Uhh, sure. 

BOB GROWLS. 
ETTA (CONT’D) 

Right. So… I heard you made up with Roger.  
 

KATE 
(trying at a joke)  

For such a big place, word travels around here  
fast. 
 

ETTA 
Yeah. 

BOB GROWLS. 
KATE 

Guess you didn’t hear about that from Roger,  
huh? 
 

ETTA 
I don’t want to talk to him.  

 
KATE 

If I recall correctly, you were trying to save  
him. 
 

ETTA 
It was better than the alternative.  

BOB GROWLS. ETTA CATCHES HERSELF.  
 

ETTA 



I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just… it’s…   
Her voice trails off as she searches for the words.  

 
 

 
KATE 

You don’t have to explain anything you don’t  
want to. 
 

ETTA 
(the beginning of the emotion-flood)  

But that’s just it! I owe you all something ! I… 
I didn’t want to admit it, but Roger’s right. I  
brought them here. I did this . I told them 
where to find us, I let them in, and they…  
they…  
 

SHE STOPS. WHATEVER EMOTIONS SHE’S BEEN HIDING BEHIND THAT  
WALL BREAK IT DOWN, OVERWHELMING HER.  

 
KATE 

They’re gone now, Etta.   
 

ETTA 
(fragile; slightly fearful)  

They could come back.  
 

KATE 
If they do, we’ll be ready for them. I’ll make  
sure they never hurt anyone again.  
 

ETTA 
I don’t think that’s the best idea.  
 

KATE 
What? 
 

ETTA 
I need them to come back. I have  to talk to 
them. 
 

KATE 
Why in the hell---  



 
ETTA 

They… said things. When I was guarding him,  
Percy… he told me he knew where my mother was.  
 

KATE 
Etta--- 
 

ETTA 
And that she doesn’t want to find me.  
 

KATE 
You shouldn’t believe anything he said.  
 

ETTA 
But what if he’s right? Maybe she wanted  to get 
rid of me. 
 

KATE 
I don’t think so.  
 

ETTA 
Why? 
 

KATE 
Just trust me on this one.  

ETTA LAUGHS. The sound is low and bitter.  
 

ETTA 
That’s your answer for a lot of things, lately.   
 

BOB GROWLS. 
 

ETTA 
What were you doing in the archives?   
 

KATE 
(taken aback) 

What? 
 

ETTA 
I keep replaying it in my mind. How we gave  
them a place to stay. How they separated us.  



The threats; the blood. When you came to help  
us. Everything that happened after. And I can  
remember everything they did --- almost like  
they could be standing right here.   
 
Nora said you’d been in the archives. That you  
ran off. Had your own priorities.  
 

KATE 
I told you not to listen to what they said.  
 

ETTA 
She was right, wasn’t she? Everything was  
falling apart, and you went to the archives.  
 

KATE 
I was following a lead. It didn’t pan out.  
 

ETTA 
What lead? 

 
KATE 

It’s… it’s complicated.  
 

ETTA 
Try me. 

 
KATE 

(waving that mini surrender flag)  
Hmm. All right. So, POSEIDON is all about  
trying to free the whales, right?  

 
BOB GROWLS. 

 
KATE 

(whoops; don’t insult the monster)  
Sorry, Bob. I didn’t mean it like that.  

 
Well, the group I’m researching is a little…  
different. They don’t want to save the whales.  
 

ETTA 
So… they…  



 
KATE 

If they find Bob, they’ll kill him.  
 

ETTA 
(incredulous) 

They can’t just… kill  Bob! It’s impossible---  
BOB GROWLS. 

 
KATE 

Right. Just like keeping Bob locked up in our  
watchtower was supposed to be impossible. If we  
found a way to contain him, they’ve  definitely 
found a way to kill him.  

 
ETTA 

How do we stop them?  
 

KATE 
I’m still working on that one.  

 
ETTA 

Well, I’m going to help you. We all  are. 
 

KATE 
That’s very nice of you, but I don’t need---  

 
ETTA 

Yes you do. Everyone needs help sometimes. Even  
badass travel agents like you.  
 

KATE 
I’m not that badass.  
 

ETTA 
Awww, come on! You should’ve seen the way you  
stormed in there, dramatic music crescendoing  
in the background as you saved the day.  
 

KATE 
There wasn’t any dramatic music.  
 

ETTA 



I know, I know. But it was there in spirit!  
BOB GROWLS, bringing them back to reality.  

 
KATE 

KATE SIGHS, and then---  
We should probably head back up. Roger wanted  
to talk to all of us.  

ETTA 
(resigned) 

Yeah. I guess… we all have a lot to talk about.  
BEAT. 

ETTA (CONT’D) 
And you should tell them about… what’s it  
called? The group who wants to kill Bob?  
 

KATE 
Polaris. 
 

ETTA 
Right. Them. If someone else is coming for Bob,  
I want to make sure we’re ready.   
 

KATE 
You sure you’re not a travel agent? You  
definitely sound like one.  
 

ETTA 
(mirthless) 

I’m not letting anything happen to Bob.  
 

KATE 
I won’t either.  

BOB GROWLS. 
 
KATE 

C’mon. Let’s go tell ‘em what we know.  
 
ETTA 

(as if some of the weight of the past few  
days has been lifted)  

Lead the way. 
TRANSITION OUT, SUCKAS.  
 



 
  



SCENE V. 
INT - WATCHTOWER 10 - GALLEY 
 

ROGER 
Polaris, huh? I haven’t heard that name in a  
while. 

 
KATE 

You knew about them?  
 

ROGER 
I’ve been on this bridge for a long time. Seen  
a lot of things.  

 
KATE 

Why didn’t you say anything when I brought it  
up before? 

 
ROGER 

You didn’t really give me any time to explain,  
did you? I seem to recall having the wind  
knocked out of me before we could trade notes  
on old bridge conspiracies.  

 
KATE 

Fair point. 
 

ETTA 
Do you think they’re a threat?  
 

ROGER 
Short-term, probably not. Last I heard, Polaris  
was about to implode. Years of in-fighting and  
a lack of direction led to several of their key  
players to mutiny.  
 

KATE 
Well, they seem to have gotten things together.  
Headquarters asked me to look into them while I  
was out here. 
 

ROGER 
Any idea why they kept me in the dark?  



 
KATE 

Nope. Bridge Travel Agents aren’t supposed to  
ask questions.  
 

BERTIE 
Okay, we probably shouldn’t get too wrapped up  
in why  certain things were kept from certain  
people. Right , Roger? 
 

ROGER SIGHS. YOU MIGHTA PLAYED YOURSELF, ROGER. WOOPS.  
 
ROGER 

Point taken. Okay, so we’ve got two different…  
what the hell are they? Cults? We’re gonna call  
‘em cults. 
 

BERTIE 
Isn’t that a bit… much?  
 

ROGER 
Nope. Until we know otherwise, they’re cults.  
 

KATE 
...okay. Cults. Right. I think we’re missing  
the point a little. Both of them want Bob.  
 

ETTA 
And neither of them are going to get him.   
 

ROGER 
Agreed. We need to enhance our defenses. Make  
sure that we’re ready for any… other  visitors 
who might come our way---  
 

HE’S INTERRUPTED BY SOME SORT OF BUZZER. IT’S THE EXTERNAL  
COMM. EVERYONE FREEZES.  
 

BERTIE 
… should we answer it?  

 
 
 



ETTA 
… Correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t that… the  
external comm? Someone’s outside.  

 
ROGER 

Who the hell could that be?  
 

KATE 
There’s no video feed in here. Couldn’t tell  

you. 
 

ETTA 
Then why don’t we answer it and find out?  

 
BUZZER KEEPS GOING. Everyone looks at each other,  
contemplating whether or not Nose Goes is an appropriate  
thing to do. 
 

ETTA 
Fine. I’ll get it.  

She HITS A BUTTON. SOME STATIC BURSTS.  
 

ETTA  
Hello?  

MORE STATIC. 
 

ETTA 
Look, we’ve had a trying  last few days, so if  
you’re part of some creepy secret society, we  
don’t want anything you’re selling.  

 
ROGER 

Seriously? 
 

ETTA 
(harsh whisper)  

Like you’re contributing anything  to this 
conversation---  

 
FRANK 

(slightly pained. Like the physical kind)  
Oh… come on. Is this any way to treat a friend  
of the show? 



 
ETTA 

(wondering how terrible she must’ve been  
in a past life to deserve this)  

Frank? 
STATIC. 
END OF EPISODE, BEGINNING OF HIATUS, IF YOU NEED ALEX BROWN SHE’LL BE  
ASLEEP FOR TEN YEARS.  
 
  



CREDITS 
 
The Bridge will be back with full-length episodes in early 2017. But            
don’t worry - we’ll have a few mini-episodes scattered throughout          
hiatus. We’ll let you know when they’re here. 
 
This episode was written by Rebecca Mahoney and Alex Brown. It           
features, in order of appearance, Sarah Grover as THE WELCOME BRIGADE,           
Liz Hull as KATE, Alex Brown as ETTA, David Picarello as BERTIE, Chris             
Martin as ROGER, and Salim Razawi as FRANK. We’d like to thank special             
guest Alex Najibi for being the voice of THE ALARM, and would also             
like to thank a friend of the show for being the voice of our SIREN.  
 
The wonderful piano music playing under many of our scenes was           
composed by the best chili-maker in the world, Sara Fairchild. Our           
thrilling theme song was composed by the equally thrilling Jake Hull.           
This episode was edited and mixed by Alex Brown.  
 
You know who’s cool? Dead Signals, creators of the Archive 81 and The             
Deep Vault podcast. Thanks for those sounds effects! 
 
Want some more podcasts to listen to? We recommend MABEL and TALES of             
THATTOWN. 
 
You should visit our website at thebridgepod.com, where all of our 
scripts are uploaded! You can also find us on Twitter @bridge_podcast. 
And on Facebook and Tumblr.  
 
Please rate and review us on iTunes, and feel free to email us at 
watchtower10reports@gmail.com. It’s kind of a long address, but if you 
go to our website and click on the little mail icon, it’ll lead you 
right to it.  
 
Thank you so much for listening to the first half of season one! Since 
we’ve already cracked a few wall-building jokes in this episode, our 
outtakes today are election-themed. If you’re in the United States, be 
sure to vote. Seriously. This is important.  
 
As far as the outtakes go, first, you’ll hear Cynthia August, who was 
our MYSTERIOUS VOICE in episode 7. Then you’ll hear Chris Martin, and 
a very timely impression. 
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