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EPISODE 4: LOVE 

 

SCENE ONE: OPENING 

 

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 bewitching hostess: Sybil 

McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Hello, everyone. Our listeners might not 

outnumber the stars, but I know that you 

outshine them. Here at the station, we love all 

of you, and we feel the love our listeners show 

us. Isn’t love a wonderful thing? All the kinds 

of love we experience in our lives. A child’s 

love, innocent and unconditional. The love of 

your favorite apple pie, of a familiar old 

comfortable sweater, of crisp early winter 

mornings with cloudless skies. Love for a best 

friend who’s been there every moment of your 

life. Love for your family, your neighbors, your 

town. 

 

Of course, there’s also the kind of love you get 

in all the songs on the radio. Unfortunately, 

I’m not much of an expert on that subject. 

 

That doesn’t mean that there’s been a lack of 

love in my life. Just the opposite. I remember 

clearly one of the first times in my life that 

I felt completely aware of just how loved I was. 

It was summer, and my brothers and I — James, 

the youngest, and Eric, our big brother — we’d 

all gone north of town, to a patch of the 

riverbank where a bend in the shore meant that 

the Slate was slower and shallower. We played 

there all the time in the summer — it was 

beautiful. The water was refreshingly cold, and 

so clear when you were upriver of the 

distillery. 
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I couldn’t have been older than five or six, 

which would have made Eric around ten, and James 

maybe four. We’d been splashing there for hours 

already, turning over stones and kicking up the 

bed of the stream. I liked to wander out a little 

further, so that I could start to swim in the 

water, and then — 

 

There was a stone under my foot that wasn’t as 

steady as I had assumed. It slipped away from 

underneath me, and then I was under. I had 

wandered too far, and the current caught me, 

pulled me away and further down. 

 

The way I remember it, my mind was completely 

clear in that moment. Oh, I thought, this is it. 

I’m sure that’s not what actually happened. It 

was too sudden, and I was a scared little girl 

— memory will do things like that. While we’re 

not looking, the past rearranges itself to make 

a better story. Whether or not that’s a bad thing 

is up to you. 

 

Then, in the few seconds before the river 

dragged me away and this same show you’re now 

hearing vanished into unrealized possibility, 

there were hands on my shoulders, pulling me up. 

 

Eric pulled me back to the bank. And until I had 

stopped coughing and shaking, and the crying had 

started, he didn’t say anything — he only stared 

at me. And then he put his arms around me, held 

me the tightest he ever had or ever would hold 

me in my life, and he cried too. 

 

Eric was never the type to show his feelings, 

even when we were that small. He took his 

position as oldest brother very seriously. 

Actually, he took everything seriously. He took 

on so much responsibility at such a young age. 

While James and I played he had been carefully 

watching us, and the second he saw me go under, 

he threw himself after me. He stayed that way 

when we grew, too. Always telling James he ought 

to be more careful about the company he kept. 

Always worrying about me coming back from work 
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in the dark or leaving the door unlocked, 

insisting I’d be mugged one day. 

 

We never talked about that day afterward. We 

didn’t even tell our father about what had 

happened. There were certainly no touching 

recollections. But in that moment on the 

riverbank, while he held me, I knew so deeply 

and profoundly that there were people around me 

in life who were holding me in the protection 

of their love. I was loved, and I was not alone. 

 

I remember feeling the same way, so many years 

later, when I sat in this studio for the first 

time after Minnie Shoemaker stopped me in the 

street to thank me. I spoke my first words of 

the night into the microphone and I realized 

that, even then, I was surrounded by love. 

 

If there’s even one person in the world who loves 

you, then there is hope and safety and home and 

friendship. And if you, listening to this, feel 

that you don’t have even that, not even one 

person — well, I’m here. And I am sincere in 

saying that you can consider me your loving 

friend. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

The Martlet Radio Hour will be back after this 

short message. 

 

PRESENTER: 

There’s nothing more embarrassing than 

realizing that you’re going to have a whole 

audience in your home for your daughter’s piano 

recital this afternoon, going into the parlor, 

and discovering what a mess all the furniture 

is! How could you ever bear the whole 

neighborhood coming in and seeing enough dust 

to make an elephant sneeze? 

 

SOUND: BIG SNEEZE. 

 

Well, worry no more — you’ll have all that dust 

gone in no time with new SPARKLE furniture 
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polish! It’s the new dusting polish with the 

dual function. That’s right — this product is 

two in one! At the same time, you and your 

cleaning rag can get rid of all that dust and 

dirt and put a protective layer of shine on all 

your favorite wood furniture that will resist 

future grime and make cleaning a snap! So save 

yourself all of that future work — trust no brand 

but SPARKLE with your favorite furniture, and 

that piano recital will be the talk of the town 

— instead of your dusty parlor! 

 

SCENE THREE: LETTER INTRO 

 

SYBIL: 

It looks like tonight we’ve got another round 

of my new favorite regular feature. And I’m sure 

by this point you can all guess what that is! 

It’s letter time! I’m positively vibrating with 

excitement. I feel like if you hooked me up to 

the electric lines, I could power the entire 

radio station just with the energy of my smile! 

But we don’t have any time for that — let’s open 

this letter! It looks like we have a lovely long 

one today. 

 

SYBIL READS. 

 

SCENE FOUR: LETTER 

 

Dear Sybil, 

 

You mentioned a while ago that I haven’t been 

talking about myself much in these letters. I 

think you’re right. I think I’ve been nervous 

about it. Especially when I realized you were 

reading them on air — I guess I was afraid of 

people trying to talk to me about it, if they 

realized who I was. If I said too much. But after 

eight or nine letters that doesn’t seem to be 

happening. I wonder if anyone else can hear this 

the way I do? Or if they’re not listening. Or 

if they just aren’t talking about it. At any 

rate, to heck with them. (See? I’m doing my best 

not to force you to edit my profanity on-air 

anymore.) 
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I grew up on the south side of Broad Drive, not 

far from the park. I’m twenty-seven now — 

shocking, I know, for a lady to reveal her age, 

but I’m not shy about it. I’m not usually shy 

at all, but you’ve been such an icon to me for 

so long. I was a little starstruck when I started 

writing in to the show. 

 

I left Dawn Arbor when I was eighteen. My family 

situation wasn’t what you’d call wonderful, and 

leaving was a bit of a ‘sudden mutual decision.’ 

Since then, I’ve been in Chicago, studying 

psychology. I like sunsets, long walks on the 

beach — just kidding. I actually like playing 

my radio too loud, detective movies, trashy 

novels, dogs, and gardening. The moment I had 

my first place I filled it with plants — that 

had been a dream of mine for so long. My mom never 

let me have any. These days my pipe dream is 

moving somewhere with a real garden, somewhere 

that I can really get my hands into the dirt. 

When I left my apartment to come back to Dawn 

Arbor, I had to give about thirty potted flowers 

and herb plants away to friends. The herbs 

started as my attempt to get into cooking. I 

thought it might be a relaxing hobby, even if 

everyone I know who loves cooking is all about 

happy memories and family recipes and stuff. I 

really didn’t have any family except Mom, and 

she sure as anything wasn’t passing down homey 

traditions to me. Anyway, I don’t have the touch 

for it. Mostly I just burn things a lot. I’m not 

surprised. I was trying to call up fond memories 

that I didn’t have. I think that I might have 

a bad habit of being nostalgic for things that 

have never happened to me. In retrospect, that 

might be why my whole life has felt like I’m just 

killing time. 

 

The people I met at college, people I’m still 

friends with, they were always pretty 

interested in you. Nobody had a hometown ghost 

story as cool as mine, right? And in all of the 

other stories, it was always some cousin’s 

friend’s ex who saw the local monster or 

whatever. I used to listen to you any time that 

I wanted. 
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I haven’t told any of them that I’ve been writing 

to you. Like they’d believe me! I barely believe 

it some days. Here I am, living a ghost story. 

Pen pals with a — 

 

But I’m so glad we have been talking. Like, now 

that we’re actually talking back to one another, 

it feels like… like my kid self was right, all 

those years, to feel less alone. I finally get 

to have a real nostalgic past, hah! And I feel 

like I’m really getting to know you for the first 

time. 

 

So, until the next letter, 

 

Your friend, 

 

Amelia Birnbaum. 

 

SCENE FIVE: RESPONSE 

 

SYBIL: 

Amelia. 

 

I’m — I’m glad to finally know your name, Amelia! 

After these past few months I’ve started to hope 

that you consider me, as I do you, a friend. 

 

A ghost… 

 

Well, Amelia, I’m not sure what exactly you 

mean. But if it’s a ghost story you want, then 

— well, I think I have something to satisfy you. 

 

After all, what are the darkest and coldest 

months for if not to give us a few shivers? If 

I’m not mistaken, there’s a long tradition of 

telling ghost stories at this time of year. Or 

at least there’s Dickens. He seems like enough 

of a precedent to justify my attempt at 

imitation. 

 

Once, when Jenny and Fred and I were small, we 

decided to run away. Well, while that was one 

of our most dramatic adventures, it was far from 

the last time that we decided to be somewhere 
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we weren’t supposed to be at night. 

 

By the time Fred and Jenny got married, it had 

been torn down by the town council. But when we 

were younger, the place in town that we kids most 

loved to tell stories about was the old Korwell 

place. It was perfect for telling stories about. 

Mr. Korwell had been dead and his house had been 

empty for thirty years by then, a sad shell 

slowly crumbling on the far side of the 

riverbank, all tall windows and pointed roofs 

and lacelike Victorian excess. Obviously, if 

you asked us children, it wasn’t empty. No. Mr. 

Korwell had died, but he hadn’t left. 

 

Cain Korwell had been born here in Dawn Arbor. 

I can’t imagine what his parents must have been 

like, to give him a name like that, but by all 

accounts he didn’t live up to it. A sweet man, 

a hard worker, loved by his family, his 

neighbors, his town, but most of all by his wife 

Lettie. And not nearly as much as he adored her. 

 

They’d been in love for years, back since when 

she was Lettie Roberts instead of Lettie 

Korwell, but he wouldn’t marry her until he 

could make a home for her in the most beautiful 

house he could. She deserved nothing less. And 

none of the houses in town at the time would do. 

So he crossed the old wooden bridge and bought 

land on the far side of the river, and for three 

years, in every spare moment he had, he worked 

on that house. With his own hands, he built it. 

A porch for her to sit on and catch the summer 

breeze. A beautiful bedroom for the two of them, 

and four bedrooms for their future children — 

he was already dreaming of names. And in every 

brick he laid, under every board he fitted, with 

every nail he pinned down his love for her to 

that house. Worked it into every square inch. 

And finally he finished it, and the two of them 

were married and moved in together, and they 

were happy for a long time. 

 

Five children, two sons and three daughters, who 

grew up, found their own love, and moved out. 

Grandchildren. Good health and a steady job. And 
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finally, at eighty-three, Cain Korwell went to 

sleep and never woke up. They buried him in the 

old churchyard, and Lettie didn’t linger long 

without him. A year or two, no more, and they 

laid her down beside him. 

 

But Korwell hadn’t gone anywhere. One of the 

children moved in to occupy the vacant house, 

but she only stayed a few years, saying that she 

couldn’t bear to live in a house where her father 

was still walking around the hallways. Anyone 

who bought the house after her left in even more 

of a hurry, especially if they tried to make 

renovations. He was there, they said. In the 

bedrooms, in the kitchen, moving in the night. 

In that house was every drop of his love and 

every day of his happiness. How could he ever 

leave it? His ties, his love, were too deep. 

That’s what everyone believed. He had sunk his 

life and his self into that house, and he would 

stay there forever. 

 

I wonder what he did when they knocked it down. 

 

Eventually there were no more new young couples 

moving in. The last owner left it standing 

empty, and there it stayed — empty, that is, 

except for Mr. Korwell. If you believed the 

stories. 

 

We were sixteen and foolhardy, and Jenny had 

been dared, so of course we believed. Jenny told 

her parents she was staying with me, and I told 

mine I was staying with her, and Fred enlisted 

his brother to cover for him; and the three of 

us struck out under cover of twilight, forded 

the river so as not to be seen crossing the 

bridge, and slid ourselves in through the broken 

kitchen window. We wandered through that house, 

through the dusty remnants of other lives and 

the holes growing in them, and then we settled 

down to spend the night there. 

 

Obviously I was terrified. We were cold and wet 

after our swim in the Slate, the house was 

drafty, and every noise set my teeth on edge. 

But as always, Jenny was so brave that she was 
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like a fire that kept me warm. Next to her, how 

could I be afraid? We sat in the house and waited 

for the ghost to show himself. 

 

When I was young, I came up with a theorem. All 

ghost stories are love stories. Jilted lovers 

and beloved grandparents and unfinished 

business and people who loved their homes too 

much to leave them. I think I thought that it 

was the ghosts who do all of the loving, but now 

I’m not so sure. Maybe it goes both ways. What 

is nostalgia, after all, if not the love of 

ghosts? The past and the present cling to one 

another. Sometimes we make ghosts. And 

sometimes the ghosts make themselves. 

 

Of course we didn’t meet any ghosts that night 

in the house. Fred acted very bored and 

scornful, as always. Jenny was disappointed. I 

pretended that I was too, but truthfully I was 

glad. A love that powerful frightened me. In the 

end, it was just a cold, long, spooky night in 

a wet old house. 

 

It’s cold tonight, too. I know that most of Dawn 

Arbor will be home for the holidays, surrounded 

by family and friends and the love that we have 

here in the present, lit with the warm glow of 

nostalgia. Or perhaps you find yourself alone 

this year, in which case, remember that like 

Martlet Radio, I will always be on the air. And 

that we are all bound together by these air 

waves, hearing the same voice, the same music. 

 

I wish you all the love and warmth that you need 

to protect you from the cold tonight, Dawn 

Arbor. And you, Amelia. 

 

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

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

again. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

And a very warm goodnight from us here at the 

studio to all of you out there! Don’t forget to 

tune in tomorrow night to Martlet Radio, and 

don’t forget to pick up some SPARKLE furniture 
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polish, for that shine no other brand can 

replicate! 

 

THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS. 


