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EPISODE 6: ACHE 

 

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 magnificent hostess: 

Sybil McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Well, everyone, I have wonderful news. I’m sure 

that, like me, all of you have been waiting with 

anticipation every day to see whether the 

Martlet Radio Hour would receive any new 

missives from you out there in the audience — 

and, more specifically, from our friend Amelia! 

And you all must be as excited as I am to learn 

that another letter arrived today! I know that 

I’m glad to hear from her again. I haven’t opened 

the letter yet, although I have to admit, it was 

hard to resist. But I promised myself! We’re all 

going to hear it together tonight. I can’t have 

all the fun for myself. 

 

Secrets and surprises; they’re always better 

when you have someone to share them with. Do you 

remember being a child who could never keep a 

secret? Secrets can never really be secrets to 

children. You have to tell them to someone. 

There always has to be someone close enough to 

share, or the secret makes you sick with the 

desire to tell. As an adult, you have to learn 

to swallow that feeling, to keep the secrets 

inside. But children can’t ever even really get 

to a surprise properly, can they? There has to 

be someone to share the anticipation with. 

 

In the spring of the year I was sixteen, I 

realized that Eric had a secret. Have you ever 

been able to read, in someone’s eyes, in the way 

they walk, that they have a secret? Maybe 
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everyone can do that. Maybe you can only do that 

when you have a secret, too. 

 

My brother had a secret. It was in the way he 

moved and acted, as though at any moment he would 

somehow be caught in the act. So of course I 

pestered him about it the moment we were alone. 

“Tell me your secret,” I insisted, over and 

over. “What are you up to? What’s going on? I 

want to know! I want to be a part of it!” Well. 

An older brother is not the most willing to share 

his secrets with his pest of a younger sister. 

But there was still enough of that spark of 

childish glee, of that need to share it, that 

he finally gave in. 

 

Laurel lived at the other end of our street. Of 

course, Oak Street runs the whole length of 

town, so when Eric and Laurel snuck out to meet 

one another at night, the two of them each had 

to make it through at least half of Dawn Arbor 

without being noticed. Sometimes one of them, 

usually Eric, would have to walk the entire way. 

They were in love, of course. Everyone their age 

is either in love or convinced that they are, 

and frankly, I was always surprised that they 

never bumped into any other girls and boys 

sneaking across town at night. 

 

Lying in bed, lit with the glow of knowing my 

brother’s secret, I imagined a whole network of 

young lovers criss-crossing Dawn Arbor in the 

dark, a maze of lines that never met. And 

sometimes, when I went out for my late walks, 

I imagined myself a part of that pattern, 

imagined myself in love. As though there were 

people all around me. As though, at the end of 

the road, there would be someone secret waiting 

for me. 

 

For a spring and a summer, Eric and Laurel were 

in love, and I knew their secret. Eric never told 

me why it was that it ended — but even when the 

secret was no longer living, I had it. It was 

still a secret. Now I’m sharing it with you. I 

don’t think Eric will mind. Now it’s our secret, 

mine and yours. 
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It feels better, to be able to share a secret 

with someone. To not have to just hold it in, 

forever. 

 

Seven for a secret, never to be told. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

The Martlet Radio Hour will be back after this 

short message. 

 

PRESENTER: 

Hello, Martlet Radio listeners! We here at the 

studio are, as always, thrilled that you’ve 

tuned in to our signature midnight program. 

Martlet Radio sure does produce the best 

original programming this side of Fischer 

County! But do you know about the host of 

syndicated programs that Martlet Radio is also 

offering in the new year? That’s right! You can 

now tune in to hear some of your radio favorites 

right here on Dawn Arbor’s very own favorite 

local radio station. 

 

Remember that Friday nights at six, you can hear 

classic performances from the SILVER RADIO 

THEATRE COMPANY. On Saturday afternoons, tune 

in for a new series of episodes from KIP CANAAN, 

PRIVATE EYE, and, new to the Martlet Radio 

network, it’s the acclaimed OK CORRAL, 

premiering on Sunday nights! And those are just 

a few of the many excellent programs available 

from Martlet Radio. So, when the show’s over, 

don’t turn that radio dial! 

 

SCENE THREE: LETTER INTRO 

 

SYBIL: 

It’s time, everyone! What we’ve been waiting for 

all night. Time to — 

 

SOUND: SYBIL IS OPENING THE LETTER. 

 

— read Amelia’s new letter! Sealed with a kiss. 

Hmm. Well, let’s see what she has to tell us 
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tonight. 

 

SCENE FOUR: LETTER 

 

Dear Sybil, 

 

First of all. I’m sorry for disappearing on you 

like that. I swear I’ve started this letter a 

thousand times these past few weeks — on paper, 

in my head — but I couldn’t find the words. Or 

I couldn’t bear to say them. Write them down. 

Whatever. But I also couldn’t bear to keep 

hearing you wishing for them every night, 

either. I had nightmares about not being able 

to find this station anymore. I hated letting 

you down and more than that, I want you to know. 

And I missed you. 

 

M — Mg — Msh — 

 

SYBIL: 

 

(AS HERSELF:) 

 

Oh, that’s been crossed out, wait — 

 

(SHE RETURNS TO READING THE LETTER.) 

 

Yesterday I did something I think you’ll approve 

of. I went for a walk in town. Up Main Street, 

and then across by Oak down the riverfront, to 

the old springhouse. It’s amazing how much of 

that stuff is still there. What’s left of the 

old distillery, for one. I knew the guy who was 

arrested for burning it down, you know. But that 

was probably twenty years ago now. 

 

I didn’t expect it to be beautiful. I never could 

figure out how to feel like this town was 

beautiful? But under new snow, with the sun 

setting like a big bleeding orange and the 

streetlights coming on and the red and gold 

light mixing across everything — I guess I 

figured it out right then. Out on the edge of 

town, new snow and old trees and old burned ruins 

and me. Not sure yet whether I’m old or new, but 

it was nice. I’m not you, I’m not good enough 
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with painting word pictures. But I never would 

have done that if not for you. 

 

I stopped writing before my mom died. 

 

SYBIL: 

Oh. Oh, god, I… Amelia, I’m… I’m so sorry. 

 

(SHE RETURNS TO THE LETTER.) 

 

Obviously it wasn’t unexpected. That’s why I 

came back in the first place. But I was taken 

by surprise by how much I did and didn’t feel. 

Does that make sense? There was no tender 

reconciliation. She was still the same woman who 

threw me out, and I’m still the woman who left, 

and the two of us were never going to make nice. 

That’s not why I came back. I came back for her, 

and for you, and for me. 

 

And now I’m alone here in the house I grew up 

in. I’m not leaving — not yet, anyway. Have to 

get all of the old bat’s affairs in order — she 

sure left a mess, I don’t mind saying. Have to 

figure out what to do with all of the things in 

this house. Not to mention what to do with this 

house that I can’t afford the property taxes on. 

I wouldn’t want it anyway. There are parts of 

this town that I’m finally learning to like 

living with. This won’t be one of them. So that’s 

gotta go. 

 

And I’ve had to reach out. Can you believe it, 

some of the neighbors brought me casseroles. 

(All of them, casseroles. Why is that?) In a town 

this small, everyone knew her, and everyone knew 

why I left and what I’ve been doing since, and 

those were the people I had to deal with at the 

grocery store and the bank and everywhere. And 

some of them were just as awful as I expected, 

but — well, some of them weren’t. None of this 

has made the past vanish, but hey, maybe I can 

make the present different enough that I can 

deal with it. I’m not the person I was when I 

left. And I won’t leave the person I was when 

I came here. 
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For the obvious reasons, you’ve made me think 

about death kinda differently. I mean, heck if 

I know what happens when we die any more than 

I did before, but I guess that since there was 

no love lost between me and her, I don’t have 

to worry about her turning up as a ghost, right? 

Which is good, because I’m haunted enough all 

by myself. One ghost is all that I want to deal 

with right now. I think that’s a good number. 

 

So, I’m okay, or I will be. And I promise I won’t 

take this long to send my next letter. The walks 

have been helping me deal with all this, and so 

has the show. So as always, thanks for keeping 

me company. 

 

Yours again soon, 

 

Amelia. 

 

SCENE FIVE: RESPONSE 

 

SYBIL: 

Amelia, I… 

 

There’s a lot to your experience with your 

mother that I can’t speak for. And grief is a 

strange, complicated thing. I won’t presume to 

tell you how you should feel right now. But I 

know that… I’m sorry. For all of the grief that 

you do feel, and everything that you’re 

suffering right now. I hope that healing comes 

quickly. I hope that, like you said, the only 

ghosts that linger are loving ones. 

 

I think we can only understand — we each have 

our own lives, our own experiences, memories. 

And when we see those feelings in others we… 

 

I’ve been lucky. There’s been so much love in 

my life. But love and loss go hand in hand. Loves 

pass on and haunt us. We lose people, sometimes 

while they’re still… I remember when Jenny got 

married. 

 

When Jenny and Fred got married. Obviously I was 

happy for them! 
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But at the same time, it was… I hurt. A terrible 

selfish ache, deep down inside, that I couldn’t 

look at for too long for fear that everyone else 

would see it too. So I didn’t know why I felt 

like that. Maybe it was because we weren’t a 

united three anymore. We hadn’t been for some 

time. Fred and I had… well. We had developed our 

differences. He became someone different. Maybe 

he always was, I don’t know. Things look 

different when you’re a child. Maybe it was just 

that — I had never felt like a third, between 

him and Jenny. Nothing between us was separated 

like that. She was my best friend, and that meant 

everything to me. And maybe — maybe I didn’t 

understand why she wanted this, maybe I didn’t 

like it, maybe I didn’t like the way that 

everyone talked about a wedding like he was 

absorbing her somehow. How could she let him do 

that? How could that be his and his alone? All 

her warmth and — 

 

They were my childhood friends, and they were 

in love. It didn’t matter if I was jealous of 

that. And yet somehow it felt like a loss of a 

kind I had never conceived of before. Not even 

like losing my mother, or James, just… I still 

wore my bridesmaid’s dress. Fabric was still 

rationed. They got married the same week he came 

back. And I told myself, this is the beginning 

of the peaceful, happy years of our lives. 

 

And they were good years, good enough, although 

I never saw her as often after the wedding. None 

of us were as happy, but who’s as happy as they 

were before twenty? It was different, is all. 

And change can be hard enough on its own. 

 

None of us thought — we were all born after the 

bad flu, during the first War, and it almost 

didn’t seem real to us. But it hit us hard again 

in ‘51, and Jenny got sick. Fred didn’t want me 

there, said he could take care of her fine on 

his own, that he knew what was best for her, but 

she wanted me, so I was there. The whole U.S. 

Army couldn’t have budged me. I caught it, but 

I didn’t care. Tried to tell myself that at least 



 

8 

if I was the one who went, they’d have one 

another. 

 

But it didn’t. Jenny died instead. 

 

It felt like I had been the one who died. I felt 

so sure she couldn’t be gone. I felt so sure that 

I had loved — that I had adored her so much, with 

my whole soul, that it had to keep her here, to 

anchor her. Like Mr. Korwell and his house, we 

had to be so much of each other, we had to be 

mixed up in one another’s souls so closely after 

all those years, that I could hold her here. 

 

But it was Cain’s love that held him, not 

Lettie’s. If those stories were even true at 

all. I never found records, when I went to look. 

A love story about our town’s history would have 

been perfect for the show, but no. All we had 

was the ghost story, and not even a ghost to show 

for it. We can’t make ghosts just by wanting 

them. Not the kind we want, anyway. 

 

There were no visitations from Jenny, even 

though she haunted me. How unfair is it, that 

no matter how much I talked to her she couldn’t 

hear me? I even tried talking to her on the radio 

sometimes, but — well. Fred didn’t like that. 

It made him angry. Angrier. He was always angry 

then. I never noticed, when we were children, 

how angry he could get. 

 

And I couldn’t forget that I had been jealous. 

Grief never comes on its own. It’s always 

confused with — with guilt. Regret. Anger. 

 

Your grief must be complicated, I know. 

Sometimes we… we don’t realize that people don’t 

mean us well until it’s too late for us to 

disentangle our hearts from them. The love that 

once was still haunts us. Maybe sometimes we 

believe them, that we deserved it. 

 

Amelia, it’s not always possible to cut loose 

the people and things we’ve gotten tangled in. 

And it’s hard. It’s awful, learning to live with 

their hooks inside you. But you have to forgive 
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yourself for the fact that they’re a part of you. 

Whatever your mother did to you, you didn’t 

deserve it. Never believe that. You — you 

deserve love. 

 

I hope your mother finds real peace, and that 

she lets you do the same. I hope she doesn’t 

haunt your footsteps. If you have to leave this 

town, with all its ghosts, then so be it. Maybe 

I should have. 

 

SOUND: THE ANNOUNCER COUGHS. 

 

But of course, this is my home. This is my place, 

at the microphone — my voice, reaching out to 

you, my stories and my life, always on these 

airwaves. A town can’t have so many ghosts 

without having a lot of love, too. And I love 

this town. I really, really do. 

 

Well, I think we’ll have to tell some happier 

stories next time! But that’s okay. It’s 

important, every so often — but not too often 

— to be a little sad. Opposites bring one another 

into perspective. The bitter sweetens the 

bittersweet. Loneliness strengthens love. The 

spring will come soon and seem more beautiful 

after the winter. You love home more after you 

leave… 

 

SOUND: THE ANNOUNCER, ONCE AGAIN, CLEARS HIS THROAT. 

 

That’s all for tonight, everyone. Time to turn 

the lights off, time to put ourselves and our 

ghosts to bed, time for us to part. But don’t 

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

again. 

 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

And just in case, we’ll always keep a light 

burning here for all those of you who’ve tuned 

into another night of the Martlet Radio Hour 

with Sybil McIntyre! Don’t forget to tune in 

tomorrow night to Martlet Radio, and don’t 

forget to also listen to the family of wonderful 

syndicated programs brought to you by Dawn 
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Arbor’s own hometown radio station! 

 

THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS. 

 


