
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mini-Episode 11 

SPOT 

 

By: Alex Brown 

  



INT - Watchtower 10 Broadcasting Room. A hesitant Roger CLEARS HIS 

THROAT, TAPPING THE MIC for good measure. 

 

ROGER 

Great. It’s on. Here we go again. 

 

MUSIC Begins, drifting through the air. A beautiful, lilting sound 

that Roger appreciates -- even though he’d never tell you that. 

 

ROGER 

I guess it’s not surprising by now that I’ve 

held down a lot of odd jobs. It’s just 

something you get used to when you live in the 

middle of the ocean. 

BEAT. 

Come to think of it, I can’t remember the last 

time I stepped foot on the mainland. Not that 

it matters. 

BEAT. 

If you asked me what my favorite job was, I’d 

have a hard time telling you. Not because I’ve 

actually liked any of them. It’s just… it’s like 
walking into one of those stores that just 

sells candles, and you get overwhelmed with all 

the smells. You walk over to the bargain 

section and have to pick through all of the 

discounted scents, trying to find the one that 

you dislike the least.  

 

Trouble is, none of those candles smell good. 
 

I guess that’s not one-hundred percent fair, 

though. There was one time where I had a 

glimmer of hope that I wouldn’t hate everything 
about being here. And it happened in a place I 

never thought I’d care about: a movie theater. 

 

LONG BEAT. 

If you were to ask anyone what I think about 

entertainment, they’d tell you that I find it 

somewhat frivolous. Sure, Bertie has his Rom 

Coms, Etta has… whatever you want to call her 

trying to play the piano, and Kate… well. I 



don’t know what Kate has. Creepy recordings 

from dead people, I guess, but that’s not the 

point.  

 

To me, stories are a reminder of everything I’m 

not -- and everything I’ll never have the 

chance to be. I don’t need to go on an 

adventure to save some fantasy-land from an 

evil guy with a jewelry obsession, or be a 

quippy superhero. I’d rather just be me. 

 

But hey, to each their own. 

 

Before anyone thinks that I haven’t ever seen a 
movie or read a book, I’d like to state, for 

the record, that I’ve done both of these 

things. Multiple times. In fact, when I was 

much younger, I worked for a movie theater over 

by Checkpoint 14. 

BEAT. HERE WE GOOOOOOO! 

The Grand Anemone was the Bridge’s ritziest 

multiplex. Our sponsors thought it would be 

great to have yet another venue for events that 
might drum up more financial support for their 

little project, so they put quite a bit of 

money into the place.  

 

We had every kind of format you could imagine 

-- IMAX, 3D, multi-screen -- and you could 

watch everything from the comfort of your 

reclining chair. Our sponsors brought in some 

of the finest chefs in the world to design our 

menus. We offered the finest breakfast, lunch, 

or dinner at any time of the day. You could 

enjoy a three-course meal during your two-hour 

movie. 

 

Or you could just order some popcorn. That was 

good, too. 

 

As with most things on the Transcontinental 

Bridge, the Grand Anemone’s staff was 

hand-picked to deliver the finest movie-going 



experience possible. A lot of my coworkers were 

the biggest movie trivia buffs I’d ever met.  

Take the Oscars, for example. Pick a year and a 

category. Not only could they tell you who won, 

they could name all of the people or films 

nominated in that category, and give you a 

comprehensive history on the cultural relevance 

of each of the nominees. It was downright 

impressive… if not a little intimidating. And 

every. Single. One. of my colleagues could do 

this. 

 

So what was I doing there? 

 

It was a good question, with a very simple 

answer: I never interacted with the guests. I 

was the Junior Assistant Manager. My sole focus 

was to coordinate all of the logistics for the 

theater. The day-to-day stuff was pretty easy. 

Creating overlapping cleaning schedules, making 

sure we had enough people to work concessions, 

train any new staff, give exit interviews to 

the ones that left. 

 

As the Junior Assistant Manager, I made sure 

that everything behind-the-scenes ran as 

smoothly as possible. If guests had any 

complaints -- and they never did -- they 

would’ve gone to the Senior Assistant Manager.  

 

We each had an apartment on-site, in case 

anything ever went horribly wrong. It never 

did, by the way. But the Junior and Senior 

Assistant Managers alternated days that they’d 

be on-call in case things did go awry. 
 

Of course, a working knowledge of emergency 

preparedness plans is absolutely essential to 

any employee on the Transcontinental Bridge. 

The managers were just the ones who had the 

most to do if a dire situation presented 

itself. 

 



But that’s enough about the hierarchical 

structure of the Grand Anemone’s organizational 

chart. If anyone’s actually listening to this, 
I’m sure they’re wondering where the story is. 

 

The answer: in the shadows. The guests never 

saw him, of course, but it wasn’t hard to feel 

his presence. He loved movies just as much as 

the staff did, and, if I’m being honest, was 

more helpful than the Senior Assistant Manager 

ever was. 

 

Sometimes the Grand Anemone hosted movie 

premiers -- and I don’t think there are enough 

words in existence to describe how grueling 

those days were. Sure, the front of house staff 

got to meet a bunch of celebrities -- but there 

was so much more to it than that. I mean, the 

logistics alone included organizing schedules 

with the security detail, making sure they did 

sweeps of the place before any VIPs came in, 

and… you guessed it. Reviewing emergency 

preparedness protocols with all of our 

employees. 

 

It would be a fairly logical assumption to 

think that the Senior Assistant Manager would 

be helping with all of this. And it would be a 

heartbreaking revelation that that wasn’t the 

case. 

 

At all. 

 

So, there I was, two days before a particular 

premiere for a particular movie. It was our 

fifth big event in three weeks, and I was 

exhausted. I was in the middle of speaking to 

the staff and thought I’d collapse -- but then 

the power went off. 

 

And that’s when Spot appeared. 

 



We never knew what Spot actually looked like, 

but the things he could do were truly art. 

 

Lights of every color projected onto all of the 

walls around us, creating elaborate tributes to 

all of the movies that we’d ever shown in the 

theater. Iconic scenes were recreated, 

displayed in the colors that Spot associated 

with them. The way he looked at the world was 

something I’d never seen before -- and haven’t 

seen since. Blues, reds, greens -- they’d all 

blend together, wrapping you in a tight 

embrace. 

 

But it was more than an elaborate lights 

display -- when Spot recreated a scene, he wove 

in all of the emotions that the scene meant to 

evoke.  

 

Every muscle in my body tensed when he showed 

us that one scene where the lady’s in the 

shower and she dies. My heart felt like it was 

going to punch its way out of my chest every 

time she got stabbed. My hands shook as she 

died. 

 

Or when that guy told that lady that he didn’t 

give a damn. Relief washed over me at the 

finality of his words, heart soaring at the 

prospect of another future -- a better future 

-- right there in front of me. 

 

The point is, Spot got me to understand why my 

coworkers loved movies so much. Just when I was 

wondering why I’d even bothered to take that job 
at all, I saw all so many possibilites. Ways to 

fix a lot of my problems. 

 

Unfortunately, I didn’t get the chance to act 

on any of them.  

 



We went on with the movie premiere, and things 

more or less worked out. But when we were 

cleaning up, Spot never showed. 

 

We searched the theater for days and couldn’t 

find him. It wasn’t until a few weeks later 

that we’d learned the truth: Spot was gone. 

 

He wasn’t dead --- at least, I haven’t been 

able to find any evidence to back that one up. 

My best guess is that someone at that premiere 
set him free. 

I don’t know where he is. And… I know there’s 

no way that he can hear this. But, on the 

off-chance that someone’s out there who knows 

where to find a movie-loving monster, tell him 

that I said hi. 

 

And thank him. 

 

  



CREDITS: 

 

Thank you for listening to The Bridge! This mini-episode was written 

and edited by Alex Brown. It features Chris Martin as the voice of 

ROGER, and the lovely musical stylings of the loveliest person I know, 

Sara Fairchild. 

 

Want to help Spot watch another movie? Well… I’m not sure that’s 

possible, but you can head to thebridgepod.com, where you can find 
transcripts, character bios, and links to our store, social media, and 

Patreon. Or send us an email at watchtower10reports@gmail.com. That’s 
watchtower-10-reports. And, as always, please rate and review us on 

iTunes, or the podcasting app of your choosing. 

 

Thank you, once again, for listening to The Bridge. Today’s outtakes 

are from the one, the only… person who had lines in this mini-episode: 

Chris Martin. I’ve decided to layer some music underneath because it 

makes everything sound much more elegant. Enjoy! 
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