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EPISODE 5: CONSTELLATION 

 

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 inimitable hostess: Sybil 

McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Hello everyone. As always, it’s lovely to be 

speaking to all of you again. 

 

Before we — before we start properly. I just 

wanted to say that we haven’t received any 

letters since our last show. I know, I know, that 

all of you must be as eager to hear from our 

wonderful new friend-of-the-show Amelia as I 

am! And like all of you, I’m — I’m not 

unconcerned, after not having heard from her for 

three weeks. But we have to remember that as much 

as we love hearing from Amelia, it’s hardly her 

job to write to us. And remember that she did 

promise, in her last letter, that she would 

write again soon. We will just have to trust 

that. Amelia, if you’re listening tonight, you… 

you are missed, and all of us send you our love, 

and hope that you’re doing just fine. 

 

There’s so much to say and think about in these 

strange days just after the turning of the year. 

It’s an odd time, isn’t it? A new time, and yet 

an empty time. Winter holidays are over, the 

anticipation of a full year has cooled, and 

we’re faced with cold and empty months ahead. 

We have the hill of another year to begin 

climbing in the long gray days of January. 

 

It’s no wonder, between how little is going on 

in the general world and the idea we’ve created 

of that turning hinge of the year, that this is 
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the time when we set aside for ourselves the work 

of self-improvement. Has it been long enough now 

that some of you have begun to drop your New 

Years’ resolutions? I know that lots of them 

will last for another few weeks, even a month 

or two. But we’re friends here, and we can be 

honest with one another. We all know how rare 

it is that anyone actually manages to really and 

truly change themselves. Change takes hard 

work, takes commitment, or takes an event that 

shakes your life. The fleeting sense of newness 

afforded by the purchase of a new calendar is 

just never enough to fuel that kind of change. 

 

No. Like the year, we appear to change, but we 

really just cycle through our areas of comfort, 

describing the circle of ourselves. Well, I 

guess it’s presumptuous of me to make that 

assumption for all of you, but if nothing else, 

it’s certainly true of me. We all have our flaws. 

I used to make resolutions in January, when I 

was small; my parents encouraged me to do it. 

To better myself, to give myself something to 

do. By the time I was twenty-five I had stopped 

making my New Year’s resolutions. If we really 

want to change, I think we should be able to 

commit to doing it at any time of the year. And 

it’s amazing how rarely we want to change, if 

we ask ourselves honestly. Why bother with the 

weight and struggle and guilt of New Year’s 

resolutions when I know that I won’t keep them? 

I think it’s optimism that makes people do it. 

I admire that, but I always was a little more 

of a pragmatist than an optimist. It’s all very 

well to vow that this is the year that you’ll 

fall in love, or the year that you’ll finally 

pack your bags and set off on that journey around 

the world you’ve always dreamed of. But the fact 

is, you have to wake up to each day, and deal 

with its reality. There are meals to cook, 

errands to run, work in the evening. Where do 

you find room for the future? So much of life 

has to be lived in the present. We forget that: 

we’re always in the present. All we have to work 

with is the present, and all we have to work from 

is the past. 
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And you set aside those pipe dreams, always for 

one more day, one more month, one more year. 

 

Maybe my life has always just been governed by… 

a lack of enough momentum. Too much inertia. I 

never could imagine a future that was anything 

other than the present I was living. And none 

of the good changes that came into my life ever 

lasted. I always let myself think that they… 

 

I — I’m sorry, everyone. I don’t know what came 

over me just now. This certainly hasn’t been a 

very cheerful night so far! You’ll have to 

excuse me — it gets a little lonely here in the 

studio overnight, especially at this time of 

year! But this should be a time when we can look 

to the future with hope, with all the cheer we 

can muster from the leftover warmth of holidays 

and vacations. If the year begins in the cold 

and the dark, then we have to begin it with 

strength and light. Even if we’re not usually 

so inclined! And I’ll do my best to be a little 

less of a killjoy when our show comes back, right 

after this. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

The Martlet Radio Hour will be back after this 

short message. 

 

PRESENTER: 

Click! Breathe in! Aaaaaaah. 

 

That’s the sound of a tired worker lighting up 

the day’s first smooth, flavorful CINNABAR 

cigarette. And a smart worker, too — because 

everyone knows that CINNABAR is superior to 

other brands, thanks to their higher quality and 

better taste. There’s nothing better than a 

CINNABAR while you take a few moments to savor 

the rewards that hard work brings. After all, 

it can be work all the time! We all need to stand 

back and see ourselves the way others see us — 

and boy, do we look good. Almost as good as the 

taste of a CINNABAR cigarette. 
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CINNABAR — the brand you can rely on to be just 

as impressive as everything you’ve achieved 

today. Put the spark back in your day, and the 

spring back in your step — try a CINNABAR for 

that extra pep! 

 

SCENE THREE: MONOLOGUE 

 

SYBIL: 

Let me tell you a story. 

 

It’s a good way to pass a lonely night in the 

dark, isn’t it? Telling a story. Listening to 

a story. The old stories are the best, I think, 

the ones that have been told before. A way to 

speak to one another across time. 

 

I remember other lonely nights and empty 

buildings, before this booth, this one patch of 

warm light in my nighttime station. Just me and 

our announcer and our familiar sponsors. Back 

then, it was just me and Pop. The boys were gone, 

off in the Pacific. Fred and Jenny were in 

Europe. And Pop’s rheumatism had started to 

really bother him, so I spent a lot of nights 

at home, sitting in our house in the dark, with 

just the radio to keep me company. Most of the 

time I had the lights off anyway, but on nights 

when there were blackout drills, when the whole 

town turned their lights off, you could see the 

stars so perfectly. I could rarely get to sleep, 

so I’d listen to the shows on the radio, and 

watch the stars. 

 

I love the stars. That’s what I think of when 

I think of the future, you know. Especially 

after the war, when it all seemed so exciting. 

So possible. So easy to go away, to go somewhere 

else, somewhere new. 

 

I’ve shared more than a few of my secrets with 

you over the years. I think I can safely count 

on you as my confidants. You won’t tell on me, 

will you? There was a Christmas. Not during the 

war, but years and years earlier. With both of 

my brothers still there. It was a wonderful 

year. I got exactly what I knew I wanted. Pencils 
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and records, books and toys. The books were my 

favorites — I was that kind of child. But what 

Eric got that year. Oh, what Eric got. Ordered 

out of one of his boys’ magazines, I think, with 

all of those advertisements in the back for 

things you could send in for. He must have left 

it lying somewhere, maybe on the table, with one 

ad circled. A distant dream to save up for. And 

Pop must have found it, and put aside his own 

extra cash to get it. 

 

It was beautiful. Brilliant brass and polished 

wood, a miniature telescope. It was 

breathtaking. We were all jealous, of course. 

Eric was so triumphant. He showed it off to all 

his friends, and to any of the other boys who 

would come to our house to see it. It made him 

very popular for a month or so — and for a month 

or so, he was very interested! He even begged 

an astronomy book from our science teacher at 

school. And for a month, Eric was enthralled 

with his telescope. Then he was less enthralled. 

After a few months, that beautiful object sat 

there in the corner of his room, untouched. 

 

I waited a month or so even after that. It hadn’t 

been my gift. No one would have thought to give 

it to me. And they wouldn’t have even if they 

had thought. But I was — well, not patient, 

exactly, but nervous enough to bide my time. 

Until he had grown bored with it, and then weeks 

and weeks after that. 

 

Eric and James always slept soundly, so it was 

no problem for me to sneak into their room, hours 

after they had fallen asleep. The telescope was 

heavy, and the metal would have been 

unbelievably noisy if it had knocked into 

anything. It didn’t. I’ve always been a very 

careful person as long as Jenny wasn’t around. 

The astronomy book had been squirreled away 

under my bed days earlier, along with the 

instructions for operating the telescope, which 

I had salvaged from the trash after Eric 

immediately and unceremoniously tossed them. 

And I sat by that window and I dreamed. 
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See? Pessimist or not, I’ve had my dreams. I 

watched the stars. I learned them, alone in the 

dark of my room, the same way that I sat there 

with my radio — and just like the radio, the 

stars kept me company. They were almost my 

diary. I actually would whisper my stories to 

them, the way I tell this story to you now. My 

first audience. My first midnight radio, 

carrying my messages far, far away. 

 

I did love the books they gave me. Dickens and 

Twain and Blake and Shakespeare and Dumas and 

Alcott. But sometimes I hid copies of Amazing 

Stories inside them, so that no one would know 

what else I loved to read. Oh, yes. My silly 

little stargazing self. Dreaming about the sky. 

The stars didn’t ever seem any further away than 

anywhere else did. 

 

I snuck that telescope away a night or two a week 

for years. I was careful not to get caught, not 

to look too exhausted in the mornings after the 

hours I spent searching the sky. I learned all 

of their names, the way I knew the names of 

everyone in town. During the day, Dawn Arbor was 

my world; at night, I lived with the stars, told 

the stories of the constellations and made up 

my own. In a lot of ways, it was no different 

from what I do now. Telling the stories of human 

constellations. Like stars, we shine. We burn. 

We vanish. 

 

I knew every constellation by the time I was back 

at that window during the war. Me, the radio, 

and the stars. And between the radio and the 

stars, I didn’t feel quite so alone. Long enough 

for Jenny’s mother to find me somewhere to tell 

stories whose audience could really hear them. 

And I’ve been here every night since. 

 

I love my job here. More than anything, I love 

being here every night to speak to all of you, 

to tell you these stories, these thoughts. But 

the night shift means spending the night in 

here, in the studio, in a room of blazing light. 

An island of illumination in this dark building. 

And no windows. One of the first things I learned 
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when I started working here was that when I 

finished all my work for the night, broadcasting 

and planning and writing and meetings and 

everything else — I walked out after that first 

night and the sun was coming up. I had given my 

night to the inside. No more stars. Everyone at 

the station always makes fun of me for never 

taking a vacation, or even a day off, but — if 

I did, what would I do? I’ve never minded. But 

I do, sometimes, miss the stars. The way you 

think back on a New Years’ resolution that you 

long ago gave up on. Not the future, but a future 

from the past. The ghost of a you that never was. 

 

And me, alone, in my room. In my broadcasting 

booth. But less alone now, I hope, than I was 

when I was stargazing. I hope that tonight, the 

stories I tell have made their way to all of you. 

Wherever you are. Even if I can’t hear you. 

 

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

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

again. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

We may not be able to hear all of you here in 

our booth. But never fear: you’ll always be able 

to hear us. So thank you for listening to another 

episode of the Martlet Radio Hour! Don’t forget 

to tune in tomorrow night to Martlet Radio, and 

don’t forget that when you want to relax and 

celebrate a job well done, the taste you can rely 

on is CINNABAR! 

 

THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS. 

 


