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EPISODE 7: WATERS 

 

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 reliable hostess: Sybil 

McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Let me tell you a story. 

 

Isn’t that what you’re here for? It’s what I’m 

here for. I know that much. I like to tell 

stories. I like knowing that you’re listening. 

And like most big stories do, this one starts 

with water. The ocean, the river, the Flood. 

Row, row, row your boat. When we were little 

children, our parents rocked us, doing their 

best to imitate water. 

 

When I was a tiny baby, the Slate River flooded. 

That year, there had been a winter with heavy 

snows, and the spring sent the meltwater 

cascading down towards us from across our 

watershed. The water rose and rose until it 

broke the banks, and it kept rising. It rose into 

the town, spilling through the streets and 

making new rivers with banks of homes and 

fences. For four days and nights, everyone in 

town was forced up and away from the water that 

gave our town life, and that now was threatening 

to take it. I was too young to remember any of 

this now, although I sometimes wonder if my 

occasional dreams of water are at all influenced 

by some deep-down memory. I don’t think so. I 

think it’s just what I said: that our stories 

start with water. 

 

People who remembered always told me that at the 

time, it seemed like the water would be the end. 
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My mother, Pop, and Eric huddled in the attic 

for four days and nights with the dog and me, 

as high as they could get, heating canned food 

over Pop’s old camp Sterno stove. 

 

There was no contact with the world outside of 

Dawn Arbor. For all they knew, it had been swept 

away, erased by water. But after a day or so, 

mother and pop heard a knocking on the second 

floor window. Pop went down, carefully, and 

there was — 

 

Mind you, this was always just the way he told 

us the story. I don’t have any way of knowing 

whether it’s true. I did ask quite a few people 

and all of them swore by it, but it is such a 

fantastic story. 

 

There was our neighbor, Mr. Kaplan, floating 

outside of our window in a big laundry basket, 

with a pile of dry blankets and canned beans that 

he was willing to trade for matches. I loved that 

story when I was small. Imagining everyone I’d 

known all my life, paddling down the streets on 

their front doors and kitchen tables. George 

from the funeral parlor always swore his father 

had gone out for news and supplies in one of 

their freshly built coffins. 

 

On the fourth morning, the water receded, and 

the government finally sent help. There were 

homes that needed repairs, precious possessions 

lost, floors and furniture ruined across town. 

Almost all of the buildings survived, with 

repairs. The apple orchard survived, against 

all odds — Dawn Arbor is built on fairly low 

ground, but the Abbott House is on a hill. The 

old wooden bridge that had connected town to the 

outskirts on the far riverbank, the old wooden 

bridge that Cain Korwell had crossed, was gone. 

Not a trace of it to be found, not even a piece 

of wreckage. 

 

We built a new stone bridge. A bridge that would 

never be washed away. We sank roots that would 

never break, never leave. Dawn Arbor is braced 

against the water, if it ever comes again. 
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But I have to wonder. If we had all boarded the 

old chest that sat in the attic, and rowed our 

way down Main Street, and out into the river that 

went on, bankless, as far as the eye could see 

— where would we have ended up? Fischer County? 

Or somewhere else? What happens to people, when 

they leave the only place they’ve ever known? 

Where do they go? 

 

We’ll never know, I suppose, unless the waters 

come again. If they ever came at all. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

The Martlet Radio Hour will be back after this 

short message. 

 

SOUND: CRACKLING 

 

PRESENTER: 

What’s that? Is that the sound of applause? The 

roar of an approving crowd? 

 

Why, no! It’s just the sound of a cheerfully 

crackling bowl of CHEERS puffed rice cereal with 

milk in the morning! But it might as well be 

applause — applause for the fact that CHEERS is 

the healthiest and most popular cold cereal on 

the market today! Yes, CHEERS has more vitamins 

and better nutritional value than any other rice 

cereal. Not to mention that it’s great with 

milk, to provide you with that healthy dose of 

calcium. And it’s so tasty, too! Don’t be left 

out of the breakfast phenomenon everyone’s 

clapping for — switch your family to CHEERS 

puffed rice cereal for breakfast, and you’ll be 

applauding in no time! 

 

SCENE THREE: LETTER INTRO 

 

SYBIL: 

And we’re back, everyone! You know, the Martlet 

Radio studio is my home. Being here, 

broadcasting, is by far my favorite part of my 

day. But my favorite part of being here has 
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quickly become my chances to really interact 

with listeners — and with one listener in 

particular. That’s right! It’s time for another 

letter from Amelia! 

 

SOUND: SHE OPENS THE ENVELOPE AND UNFOLDS THE LETTER. 

 

SCENE FOUR: LETTER 

 

Dear Sybil, 

 

You know, you really surprised me after that 

last letter? It made me realize that after 

listening to you for so many years, I’d never 

heard you open up like that. It meant a lot to 

me to hear it. I know this show is supposed to 

be about the town, not you, but I like hearing 

about you. I’m sorry that you had to go through 

all that. And I get what you mean, about Jenny. 

I get what you mean. There was nothing wrong with 

feeling like that when you lost her. You and I, 

there’s nothing wrong with the way we feel, the 

things we feel. They may seem less normal, less 

appropriate to some people, but those people can 

stick it. (You have to promise me you’ll read 

that on the radio! I know it’s a bit rude, but 

it’s what I mean, and I’ll happily accept all 

responsibility for the crudeness. Do it as a 

favor for a friend.) 

 

Things have been alright since I last wrote, 

which has surprised me more than anyone. I’m 

ready for spring to come, honestly, though I 

guess I like the town best in winter. There’s 

something about those first snows, the way they 

cover everything up. All the good, all the bad. 

It’s all fresh and new, like a sheet of paper 

ready to be written on. At this point in the year 

everyone’s tired of snow, obviously. Coming 

back here was a little like that first snowfall? 

I got to see a little bit of the town new. 

Obviously not everything has been wiped away. 

But there are things I’ve been able to give a 

chance. 

 

Take the lady who brought me a tuna casserole, 

for instance. Patricia. She was one of the 
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upper-level math teachers at the high school. 

I never had her classes, that’s for sure. Back 

then I resented her, because I was a broody kid 

who resented all authority. As it turns out, 

she’s really nice. I’ve been going over to her 

house every couple of days and helping her 

organize her husband’s old library. He passed 

away a few years ago and she’s never had the 

energy to do it on her own — there’s something 

like ten thousand books in there. She wants to 

donate them, but she has to know what they are 

and who to give them to, right? Some of them are 

very specialized, because her Edward was, as she 

says, an academic man, so she wants to offer 

those to some schools and universities. The 

novels will probably go to the public library, 

and then some will go to the Dawn Arbor 

Historical Society. I’d never even been down to 

the Society, but it turns out that she’s the 

chair, which is kind of cool. She says Edward 

even met you, when he was really small. She was 

born after ‘52, though. 

 

It’s been fun. I’m not alone as much during the 

day, and she tells a lot of interesting stories 

and makes really good fudge cake. She kind of 

reminds me of a lady I worked with for a while 

when I volunteered at college. I had a job 

talking and reading to old people who were 

living in homes or in hospice. I liked it. This 

one old lady in particular had so many jokes 

about her job as a librarian over the last fifty 

years. Turns out people ask librarians for some 

pretty strange things. I think they liked me, 

too. I never really thought I was likable 

before. I swear I had to leave this town to learn 

who I really was. I wish you’d gotten the chance 

to, Sybil. Didn’t you almost go to college, 

once? 

 

There’s something more important that I need to 

say in this letter. I’m getting worried about 

you, Sybil. Since we’ve been having this weird, 

wonderful little correspondence, some things 

have occurred to me. At first I didn’t ask, 

because I was afraid that asking would somehow 

ruin this. I don’t want to lose this, Sybil, or 
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you. Talking to you, being your friend, is the 

best thing to come into my life in such a long 

time. But I’m asking for your sake, whatever 

happens. 

 

Do you know what happened to you, Sybil? You 

never talk about it. It’s like you’re stuck in 

the years before. And that’s the story that 

everyone tells about you, the story I grew up 

with. The local radio host died mysteriously 

sixty or seventy years ago, but you can still 

hear her at midnight if you can get the frequency 

just right, if you can find the station that 

hasn’t broadcast since the eighties. Sybil, do 

you know that you’re dead? Do you know where you 

are, what you’re doing? Why are you still here, 

Sybil? Is it like Mr. Korwell in your ghost 

story, that you really just love this town that 

much? 

 

After Patricia told me about it, I did go down 

to the Dawn Arbor historical society this week. 

They had some tapes of your show — your real 

show, that was really broadcast from a real 

station. They had your last show. Nobody knows 

what really happened, but in the same way that 

nobody technically knows that Lizzie Borden 

killed her parents — everybody here knows the 

story and they all believe it. 

 

I listened to that last show over and over. Did 

you know, Sybil? Did you know then, when you did 

that last show? What happened? Who was it? 

 

All I really know for sure right now is that I’m 

scared. I’m not even sure why, but I’m worried 

about you, Sybil. I need to know the answers to 

these questions. I need to know if you know the 

answers. You’ve helped me so much to understand 

my past, to let it be a part of me without pulling 

me down, but I’m starting to think that maybe 

you’re trapped in your past. Like, actually 

trapped there. You barely even talk about 

anything that happened after you were a kid. 

 

I used to think that you were just kind of a 

memory. The way people talk about ghosts as 
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movies, endlessly repeating. That you were made 

of the past. But you’re not. You’re there, 

wherever there is. You answered me. You helped 

me. You’re changing. You have a past but you have 

a future, too. 

 

You and I, we deserve futures, Sybil. Your past 

is important. You’ve helped me understand that. 

But you can’t have it all one way or the other. 

You can’t live just for the past or for the 

future. So what’s holding you here? Do you need 

help? Because I’ll help you, Sybil, I’ll do 

anything you need. Just tell me. Help me to 

understand. 

 

Yours, 

 

Amelia 

 

SCENE FIVE: RESPONSE 

 

SYBIL: 

 

Amelia. 

 

I’ve greatly enjoyed the growth of this 

wonderful correspondence over these months. 

I’ve come to think of you, and I hope that you 

will not find this presumptive, as a friend. You 

and I, we are, I think, very much alike in our 

— in our griefs. And in our loves. 

 

However, Amelia, I think as a friend that I have 

to say that I’m — that I’m a little concerned 

about you. After all, you lost your mother so 

recently! When a person in your life passes, 

especially such an important and loving and 

wonderful figure as a mother, the grief can take 

over your life. And it’s understandable to be 

shaken, too! To see, suddenly, the tragic and 

the grim absolutely everywhere. We obsess over 

ghosts, death, the morbid. But this passes with 

time. Don’t worry. 

 

I had a teacher once who carried a volume of 

quotations, one of those little pocket-sized 

books. All of it, last words. The only wit he 
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had was borrowed from that book. He was always 

planning his own last words, equal to all those 

famous names in his pocket. What a silly 

obsession, I always thought. I told him as much 

once. We’re here to live, not to die. Stories 

of deaths are — are uninteresting. It would be 

so pitiful to be remembered for how you died, 

rather than how you lived. We choose our lives. 

They are, for better or worse, ours. Our deaths 

are rarely in our hands. 

 

I got in trouble for telling him that, of course. 

I was the kind of girl who thought that she knew 

what the rules should be, what was fair. That 

didn’t last long. Although Jenny never quite 

lost that streak. I remember once when we were 

young — twelve or thirteen, maybe? 

 

We came up with the most ridiculous scheme. Even 

more than our usual fare. Our school, every 

year, held a play of sorts. Something the class 

wrote with heavy prodding from the teachers, 

some silly piece of fluff for which our mothers 

would make costumes, and we would all practice 

our five lines apiece, endless times, and still 

mangle them. But that year, I wrangled myself 

a place as the curtain-puller. That was the 

heart of the whole thing. Fred had been punished 

for some other transgression with exclusion 

from the play, so it was just us two — just us, 

some old bedsheets and cheesecloth, and a can 

of tomato soup. He was furious, later, that we’d 

done it without him. He didn’t like being left 

out, not having a say. 

 

In one scene, our classmates performed 

something in front of the curtain, which I would 

draw after they finished rhyming about — oh, 

something. I think it was the major exports of 

the state. Meanwhile, Jenny was backstage. She 

should have been changing between two onstage 

scenes, and strictly speaking, she did. Well, 

the others didn’t get the chance to finish their 

rhyme. Jenny signaled me from behind the 

curtain, I pulled it up early, and there she was. 

Resplendent in her mocked-up torn wedding gown, 

streaked with tomato blood, a ragged veil in her 
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hair, shrieking like a banshee. For three 

months, all the students had been secretly 

sharing a banned and frankly awful Gothic novel 

haunted by the monstrous figure of Hilda, the 

murdered bride. Onstage, Jenny was her perfect 

picture. There was chaos onstage and in the 

audience. It was the best performance anyone 

gave that day, I can promise you that. 

 

We were so wild back then. All of us, even me, 

whatever anyone else thought. It was so simple 

to be wild. There were no other concerns or 

responsibilities, nothing to hide. There were 

just things that we… 

 

We grew up. We learned things about the world, 

about ourselves, that meant that we couldn’t 

just do as our feelings told us anymore. When 

you’re twelve, you can break the rules and get 

away with a slap on the wrist. But that doesn’t 

last. Sooner or later there are consequences, 

and you can’t break the rules anymore, not even 

if you had the bravery to when you were young. 

And I didn’t. Not without Jenny and Fred. 

 

You can’t get those free days back, no matter 

how desperately you wish that things were simple 

again. You just — you just tell yourself the 

stories about it, over and over, to get some of 

the feeling back. That’s all you’re allowed. 

Just to remember the stories. 

 

Well, I hope that all of you have enjoyed 

listening to me tell stories tonight. 

Especially our good friend of the show, Miss 

Amelia. I hope you’re with us tonight, and that 

you take our concern for you to heart. You’re 

cared for, and you’re among friends. I wish — 

I wish that I was able to comfort you in person! 

But for the time being, we are parted, and in 

fact it’s time for all of us to part. But don’t 

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

again. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

And a good night to all of our good friends who 

tuned in tonight for the Martlet Radio Hour with 
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Sybil McIntyre! Don’t forget to come back 

tonight for more of Martlet Radio, and don’t 

forget to start tomorrow morning off right, with 

a bowl of delicious and healthy CHEERS! 

 

THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS. 

 


