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SOUND: THE STATIC OF A RADIO TUNING. 

 

SOUND: THE MARTLET RADIO HOUR’S INSTRUMENTAL INTRO MUSIC PLAYS. 

 

THE ANNOUNCER: 

Welcome once again, ladies and gentlemen, to 

Dawn Arbor’s very favorite nightly radio 

program, presented by Martlet Radio! Martlet 

Radio: always on the air! 

 

And now, as ever, your lovely hostess: Sybil 

McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Thank you so very much! And what a beautiful 

night it is here in Dawn Arbor, don’t you all 

think? Autumn has always been my favorite 

season. I think what appeals to me is the 

wistfulness of it. As the days grow shorter, the 

children return to school, and the leaves 

change, we find in the world a metaphor for 

change and ending in our own lives. What we have 

to remember is that autumn — and yes, even winter 

— are really a part of the greatest constancy 

that exists. The change of the seasons is a 

change that we can rely on, and everything that 

we lose in autumn will come back to us newer and 

more beautiful than before. 

 

So instead, let’s enjoy the unique pleasures 

that autumn brings us. I have so many fond 

memories of being young and jumping my way 

through the rainbow of leaves on my way through 

the streets. Rejoicing in fresh apples, the 

excitement of new clothes and neat, clean, empty 

books and brand new pencils for school. The 

release from summer heat bringing a renewed 

energy. People come together again, returning 

from camps and vacations and summer jobs to 

reunite in classrooms, in chance meetings on the 

street, at the corner store. Autumn is the 

coming-home season, and it’s one of the times 

when I’m most in love with this home of ours. 

Everything seems touched with gold — it’s 

something in the long early shadows, in the 
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layered sunlight of years and years of 

remembered afternoons, sneaking into 

neighbors’ back gardens to steal fruit with Fred 

and Jenny on our way home from school. 

 

It was usually Jenny’s idea. Even now it feels 

so daring, saying that! But I know that all of 

you will keep it our little secret. Back then, 

it was always Fred that everyone blamed for our 

mischievousness. He was the loud, brash, 

scrappy one, the center of attention, and that 

was how he liked it. And it was true that he would 

always follow any plan of Jenny’s in an instant. 

So would I. We were a veritable three musketeers 

in those days! But it was Jenny who had all of 

the spark, all of the grand ideas, all of the 

imagination. She inspired us to wilder and 

wilder exploits with each new year, each new 

escapade. There was once when we even — well. 

I had better keep a few of our secrets. 

 

I do remember a particular adventure that 

definitely didn’t stay a secret very long, and 

that I think is more than safe enough to share 

with you. And as always, it was Jenny who had 

the idea, Jenny who had the motivation and the 

plan. If I remember right, and I think I do, it 

all started because there had been a fight at 

home — she had been punished for something her 

sister had done. The kind of little injustice 

that can burn forever in the heart of a child, 

until they forget about it the next time that 

they’re distracted. However, on that day, Jenny 

came to us all full of righteous rebellion and 

announced that we were going to run away! We’d 

all read our Mark Twain, and it was a hot, boring 

late summer day, with the specter of school 

looming in the near future. Fred and I would have 

agreed even if Jenny’s plans didn’t always 

promise adventure. We were so eager to make the 

most of our narrowing sliver of freedom. 

 

So Fred and I snuck back into our houses, and 

I stole a few apples and crackers, and Fred stole 

his father’s old compass from the war. The three 

of us set out. We decided to follow the river, 

believing firmly that if we walked far enough 
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northward that we would cross the border into 

Canada, and no longer be subject to the 

oppressive laws of our parents. We believed, the 

way children believe when they’ve rarely left 

their hometown and think of the world as much 

smaller than it actually is, that this would 

take us maybe a day. Just long enough to have 

the excitement of a night in the woods to look 

forward to. What a romantic kind of adventure 

that felt like to us! Camping out under the 

stars, free and brave enough to have gotten 

there ourselves. 

 

Of course, it didn’t go so well in practice. By 

nightfall we were tired and hungry, and Fred had 

been tangled in some bramble bushes, and I had 

fallen in the river and soaked my shoes, and 

morale was as low as you could imagine. Still, 

we gamely forged ahead, until nightfall. Then 

we realized that the woods after dark weren’t 

so romantic. They were wet, and uncomfortable, 

and full of movement and noises that terrified 

us. I don’t think it took us very long to decide 

that we were making our retreat — at which point, 

of course, we got lost, having moved away from 

the river. 

 

At the time it seemed like we wandered in the 

dark for hours, with only Jenny keeping a brave 

face, but I would bet it was closer to twenty 

minutes. Eventually we came out onto a road, and 

walked down it in the direction that the compass 

seemed to indicate would lead us home. We 

flagged down the first car that passed, which, 

as it turned out, was driven by Mr. Tucker, the 

school principal. He knew that our parents had 

had half of the town out looking for us since 

that evening. 

 

We could have cried with joy when we saw Dawn 

Arbor reappearing around the bends of the road 

in front of us. There was some scolding, of 

course, but quickly enough that turned into our 

parents fussing their worry out over us, and 

soon we were home, safe and warm and asleep, and 

surrounded by love. There were plenty of other 

adventures after that, but none of us ever 
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suggested running away again. Even when we were 

older, all of us were always determined to stay 

in Dawn Arbor — or at least, to come back to it. 

I think we’d learned our lesson, there in the 

woods that night: home was where we belonged. 

Home will always be waiting for you. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

The Martlet Radio Hour will be back after this 

short message. 

 

PRESENTER: 

 

(LOUD YAWN.) 

 

What a bummer! My favorite programs are always 

on so late. It’s a pain to stay up for them! And 

I’m always beat in the morning, too! Don’t you 

wish that there was some way that you could keep 

yourself awake long enough to get your Martlet 

Radio fix and be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed 

in the morning, too? 

 

Well, luckily for us, there’s SHINEE™ Brand 

Coffee! There’s no other coffee that matches the 

smooth, rich taste of SHINEE™. And there’s no 

other coffee that is so simple and quick to 

prepare! It’s easy and energizing — and that’s 

why there’s two E’s in SHINEE™! Just give it a 

try, and we promise that no other brand will do. 

You’ll wake in the morning as reliable as any 

clock! So next time you’re at the store, 

remember to look for the two E’s, for SHINEE™! 

 

SCENE THREE: LETTER INTRO 

 

SYBIL: 

Now, tonight, we have something very special, 

something we haven’t had on the show in — oh, 

I don’t know how long. I think it must have been… 

several years, at least. I can’t even remember 

the last time. We here at the Martlet Radio 

studio have received a letter from one of this 

show’s listeners. That’s right! At least, I 

think it’s a letter — it’s definitely inside a 
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little white envelope, and it has my name and 

the name of the show written on it with a lovely 

purple pen. I haven’t read it or even opened it 

yet — I thought I’d read it out on air so that 

we could all hear it for the first time together. 

Now let’s just get this open — 

 

SOUND: THE RUSTLING OF AN ENVELOPE BEING SLIT OPEN, THE LETTER BEING 

TAKEN OUT AND UNFOLDED.  

 

SYBIL READS. 

 

SCENE FOUR: LETTER 

 

Dear Sybil, 

I know you’ll never get this, but I figure that 

it’s like the tooth fairy, or praying. Except 

that I really do believe in you, somehow. I 

believe that you’re real and that you can hear 

me, the way that I can hear you. And if you can’t, 

well, here I am, yelling into the void anyway. 

Maybe something will change if I do. 

 

All these years that I’ve been away I’ve missed 

you. I had to leave, I had to – I had to get out 

of this town as soon as possible, and the only 

part of it that I regretted leaving behind was 

you. Sometimes I’d even turn the radio on, late 

at night, just to look for you. It felt like I 

was carrying you with me. But all I ever got is 

static. My whole life has been static until I 

found you on the radio again. I think it might 

be the one way that coming back here feels like 

coming home. On the night I drove into town, I 

realized halfway down the highway that it was 

midnight, and I pulled over on the side of the 

road and searched for almost twenty minutes 

until I found you, for the first time in so many 

years. I just sat there and listened to you and 

I almost wanted to cry, I was so glad. I hadn’t 

been that glad in so long, especially not on that 

drive. I wish I could talk to you – like, really 

talk, and really have you answer me. You seem 

to understand this place and I feel as lost here 

as I ever did. 

 

I hope you understand how badly I needed to 
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leave. It always seemed like both of us were 

stuck here, and I had escaped and left you 

behind. And I hope you’re not mad at me for 

leaving for so long, but I had to get out. 

Chicago seemed like far enough but it was too 

far away to hear you. 

 

Now I’m back. Who knows for how long. But I’m 

glad that I get to hear you again. You have a 

beautiful voice.  I’m sure you know that. 

 

Sincerely, 

 

Nobody important 

 

 

SCENE FIVE: RESPONSE 

 

SYBIL: 

 

(AWAY FROM MIC) 

 

What on earth…? 

 

(BACK TO MIC) 

 

Well, dear unnamed listener, first of all, thank 

you so, so very much for your letter. I promise, 

I’m not some mythical creature or tooth fairy, 

hidden away in my studio! 

 

It sounds to me like what we have here is a 

long-time listener who’s been away from home for 

a while and has just come back into the range 

of our humble local station. I’m glad to hear 

that we have such faithful fans, and that this 

show has brought you enjoyment over the years. 

And I’m sure that Dawn Arbor is even more glad 

to welcome back one of its own — and that the 

feeling is mutual! After all, aren’t we lucky 

in our hometown, you and I? The friendliness of 

our neighbors, the beauty of the riverfront, the 

oxbow, the hills that surround us here. Dawn 

Arbor is a quiet town, a slow town, but a town 

with a heart that holds and connects everyone 

who’s lived here. It’s a town full, maybe not 

with liveliness like a big city, but with love. 
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I don’t think that a place like this one can ever 

truly leave you. I know that you’re very brave 

for having left it! I would never be able to. 

Who would I be, without all of the wonderful 

people I’ve come to know here? 

 

As for your time away, well. I remember being 

told once, by an acquaintance who was in the Air 

Force during the war, that there are mysterious 

phenomena by which, in the nighttime, radio 

waves are sometimes able to travel much further 

than they do during the day. Maybe that’s why 

you felt as though we were with you when you were 

so far away from us — because we were, even if 

your radio couldn’t find our signal. And you 

heard us! And you came home, as all of us always 

have. Just like Jenny and Fred and I did, as 

children. 

 

It must be a really wonderful thing, to come back 

to the place where you spent your childhood. 

Don’t the days of our youth stay with us forever? 

Walks home from school and escapades with 

friends and holidays with parents and the town 

we grew up in and the memory of our favorite 

programs on the radio. That’s all still here. 

And Martlet Radio is, of course, always on the 

air. 

 

You mentioned ‘understanding’ Dawn Arbor. Well, 

I’m not exactly sure what you think there is to 

understand. But if you’re feeling lost, this is 

my most heartfelt advice. For right now, in this 

moment, focus on the certainties: the cycles 

that we experience. Autumn will come and go and 

come again. We leave our homes, but we also, 

invariably, return to them. And if nothing else, 

my beloved friends, you can always count on 

tuning in here, every midnight, to the Martlet 

Radio Hour. 

 

Thank you all so very, very much for listening. 

And thank you, anonymous friend, for your 

letter. I hope it won’t be the last friendly 

message that turns up in the studio mail slot! 

And now, we part for the time being. But don’t 

worry. It won’t be long before we’re together 
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again. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

And thank you all, from the bottom of our hearts, 

for tuning into another episode of the Martlet 

Radio Hour with Sybil McIntyre! Don’t forget to 

tune in tomorrow night to Martlet Radio to hear 

us again, and don’t forget to start your 

mornings with a cup of fresh SHINEE coffee! 

 

SOUND: THE THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS: 

 

This episode of Midnight Radio starred 

 

Courney Dietz as Sybil McIntyre, 

Cory Ensle as the Presenter, 

and David McManus as the Announcer. 

 

It was written and produced by Bobbie Parker. 

 

Production assistance was by Tom Regan and by Hannah. 

 

Our music was composed by Morgan Jackson, whose work can be found 

at wedidthetimewarpagain.bandcamp.com. 

 

Other sounds were from Creative Commons sources. 

 

Our cover art is by Em Broude, who can be found at pryce-and-carter 

on tumblr. 

 

If you enjoyed the show, please leave us a rating and review. You 

can follow us online at @martletradio on twitter, or at 

martletradio.tumblr.com. That's M-A-R-T-L-E-T Radio. 

 

Thank you for listening, and good night. 


