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EPISODE 9: GHOST 

 

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 unpredictable hostess: 

Sybil McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

It’s a lovely night tonight. A good time, I 

think, to reflect on the day that has passed. 

And a good time to think forward to the day 

ahead. Midnight is an in-between time. The 

witching hour, the hour of possibilities, the 

hour of change. The day is both ending and 

beginning. 

 

I’ve been considering beginnings, these past 

few months. We’re early in the year yet, after 

all. There’s still plenty of time for change, 

for new starts. The new can be… frightening. 

Strange. But new things are beginning in us and 

around us all the time. They’re a part of the 

cycle of our lives. I think that I’m coming to 

understand that. 

 

On the other hand, tonight I thought I’d tell 

you all a very familiar story. A story about 

beginnings. Although maybe it’s not as familiar 

to some of you as it once would have been? It’s 

been a long time since I stepped into a school 

building. I don’t know whether these days 

children still have to learn the story of how 

Dawn Arbor came to be. 

 

As historical stories go, it’s a good one. 

Stories blur at the edges of your imagination 

in ways that history, as they teach it to you, 

doesn’t. That’s how you know that history is 

more real when it’s also a story. That’s how you 
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know that Dawn Arbor is alive, that it lives in 

its people. Because stories are like people. 

People are stories. Small and constant and alive 

and changing. 

 

About a hundred, a hundred and fifty years 

before I was born, a man named David Abbott took 

his family from the town where he’d been born 

and struck out into strange country. He followed 

the river, and the water brought him past the 

budding towns in Fischer County, until he found 

a ford at a bend in the river, with good rich 

land between the running water and an oxbow. At 

the far south end of the oxbow there was a hill 

looking out over the woods, safe from high 

water. 

 

On that hill, David and his sons built a house, 

and his family moved in, sold lumber and raised 

hogs and wheat in the land by the lake. And 

around the house on the top of the hill, his wife 

Dawn planted a garden. 

 

Our parents used to discourage us from going up 

near the old Abbott house. It hadn’t been marked 

as a historical site yet, and they said it was 

full of barbed wire, full of broken glass and 

rotting floorboards and rusty nails, and there 

were probably tramps sleeping there — I don’t 

think they ever really understood that the 

danger and the rule-breaking were half of the 

attraction. Of course we went. Any child in town 

knew about the wild garden around the Abbott 

house. The remnants of Dawn’s garden. Not just 

the flowers, an absolute thicket of daylilies, 

of coreopsis, of forsythia and lilac bushes 

woven into a tangled wall around the property. 

The old yard was full of ramps, runner beans, 

and berry bushes that had broken loose from the 

neat beds where Dawn planted them and run wild 

over the property. It was a coveted spot, in 

summer: for picnicking, for secretive romance, 

for Fourth of July firecrackers and foraging for 

strawberries and weaving crowns of daisies. It 

was where Fred and Jenny had their first kiss. 

Where just about every girl and boy in town had 

their first kiss, except for me. 
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But it was around the edge of the garden, down 

the slopes of the hill towards where town is now, 

and by the old spring house, that Dawn Abbott 

nurtured her real love: the apple trees. Not 

fussy grafted trees, but the same gnarled wild 

apples that grow on that hill even now. Jenny’s 

mother told me that Dawn had brought one apple 

from her own family’s farm all the way out with 

her when she married her husband and set out for 

new land. It was that sturdy stock that she put 

into the rich earth fed by the river’s rise and 

fall. 

 

The apples grew, and the family prospered, 

sending their hogs and wheat to the depot in 

Fischer County. And one year, when a whole 

stream of new people started coming in, looking 

for space, they were told the Abbotts might be 

good neighbors, even if they kept to themselves. 

 

So the newcomers went up the river and found the 

bend and the hill and the oxbow, and the house 

above the river. But they didn’t find the 

Abbotts. No one could ever explain what 

happened. All they ever knew was that as soon 

as others arrived, David and his family were 

gone. The house had been empty for months, the 

livestock had vanished, and the garden was 

already running rampant and unpruned under the 

summer sun. 

 

I might have made that last part up, about the 

garden. I don’t remember. It doesn’t seem like 

something I learned in a classroom, much more 

like something that sprang into my head as I 

listened — the garden, already becoming as I 

knew it. But maybe that makes it even more true. 

The present in the past. The past in the present. 

 

The newcomers left the house alone, and settled 

at the foot of the hill, spreading across the 

floodplain and through the woods, becoming a 

stop on the river trade. And at the foot of the 

hill, tucked into an alcove in the side of the 

Abbott springhouse, where the trees wove in 

close overhead, they found an old wooden sign 
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that said: Dawn’s Arbor. 

 

Dawn must have loved her trees and her garden 

very much. Enough to stay with them, I wonder? 

Did she know, somehow, that the seeds she 

planted would grow into the idea of this town? 

And if she did, would that satisfy her? Would 

she remain and watch over them, or — or go 

wherever the rest of her family did? Is she our 

ghost story, or are we hers? 

 

It’s the questions, I think, that make the best 

stories. The hooks that a story sinks into you, 

so that it stays inside you for a long time. 

 

(MUFFLED) 

 

I think I’m just very tired. 

 

SCENE TWO: LETTER INTRO 

 

SYBIL: 

It’s time for another letter from Amelia, 

everyone! And this one is — well, I’m rushing 

to open this one a little bit, because it’s 

actually been marked “IMPORTANT” across the 

flap. Isn’t that odd? I wonder what she has to 

tell us. And. Well. This one’s been sealed with 

a kiss, too. It’s been a while since we had one 

of those. 

 

 

SOUND: THE LETTER BEING OPENED AND UNFOLDED. 

 

SCENE THREE: LETTER 1 

 

Dear Sybil, 

 

Have you ever put off something you didn’t want 

to do until it started to burn a hole in your 

life? You must have. Everyone does at some 

point. Or maybe it wasn’t so much that you didn’t 

want to do it as that it scared you. The thought 

of what had to happen after you’d done it. The 

fear of an action that would start something, 

an avalanche of causality, instead of ending it. 

But eventually you’ve gotta do it. Or it’ll be 
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too late, and you’ll be left with that hole, 

getting bigger and bigger until it eats you 

alive. And you can’t let that happen. Did you? 

 

This letter took longer to write than usual. I 

was avoiding it. This weekend I went through all 

of the old stuff in the house. I was avoiding 

that, too. My mom’s things. And my things, as 

it turns out, in taped-up boxes at the back of 

the attic. No sentimental feelings about that. 

I think she was just ashamed of having to get 

rid of them. Of having a daughter who turned out 

like me, and had to be turned out. 

 

There were a lot of things I — 

 

(AWAY FROM THE MICROPHONE) 

 

What? 

 

What, no, we — I — 

 

No, I won’t. No, it’s not fine! That’s 

unacceptable! 

 

(BACK AT THE MICROPHONE) 

 

Ladies and gentlemen, we’re going to get back 

to the reading of this letter in just a moment, 

I promise you that, but just now, we’re going 

to share with you some news about our station’s 

sponsors. 

 

SCENE FOUR: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

 

THIS IS A PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT. 

 

PRESENTER: 

 

America. The greatest country on God’s green 

Earth — the country that cradles you, its 

citizens, in the protective arms of liberty and 

justice. But that tranquility, that liberty, is 

under threat. Not all those taking shelter under 

America’s laws deserve to be here. Not all those 
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who reside within her shores respect those laws, 

those freedoms, those principles, which keep 

our nation safe and free. America is under the 

threat of COMMUNISM, spread by disloyal 

traitors and foreign agents, living right here 

on American soil. 

 

Citizens, it is time to repay the gift of liberty 

your nation’s men have died to give you; it is 

time for you to do your part to protect America. 

Political agents may be living right under your 

nose. They may be delivering your mail. They may 

be running for office in your towns. They may 

be teaching your children. America is 

threatened by dissidents and deviants whose 

character weaknesses expose them to Soviet 

influence. We cannot let the communist threat 

endanger our nation. Remember: be watchful for 

the abnormal, and speak up. God bless America. 

 

SCENE FIVE: LETTER 2 

 

SYBIL: 

I am very sorry, everyone. We were having some 

slight difficulties that shouldn’t be a problem 

again tonight. Thank you so much for your 

patience. 

 

Now, where were we? Ah, yes! In Amelia’s letter, 

about where… she was sorting through her 

mother’s things. 

 

SYBIL RETURNS TO THE LETTER. 

 

There were a lot of things I recognized, a lot 

of things I didn’t. Old clothes and photos and 

report cards of mine, and of hers. Some of my 

grandmother’s stuff that she’d kept. An old 

volleyball trophy I guess she won in high 

school. Her collection of awful, awful china 

figurines. Those went in the garbage. 

Everything else, sorted, donated, thrown away, 

sold, given to others. I sat there like a diver 

taking apart the shipwreck of her life and I 

thought of Cain Korwell and his house. How do 

we know that he haunted the house? How do we know 

that the house itself wasn’t the ghost? The 
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house, remembering him. If a ghost is what we 

leave behind? When we die, usually, but I’ve 

been doing some reading, and sometimes living 

people get ghosts, too. 

 

This was her ghost. What she’d left in the world. 

These objects and people’s memories. And if I 

had never come back, those things of mine and 

what people thought of me, they would have been 

my ghost in this town. Not much of a ghost. This 

town and I didn’t love one another very much, 

after all, and I did my best not to leave a trace. 

Not like you. 

 

You left traces everywhere, Sybil. You died of 

a single gunshot wound in your home on December 

third, 1952, and the investigation never came 

to a solid conclusion, but you left behind a 

story no one here has ever forgotten, without 

a house full of boxes of tacky tchotchkes. We’ve 

never stopped telling our story. You’ve been 

someone else’s ghost. So have I. Once I let 

someone hurt and mark me until it felt like all 

I was was what she had left behind. But that’s 

not who we are. 

 

What you left behind is yours, your own. More 

than a story of a death, of a town. You left us 

our voice, your love. I’ve felt your love my 

whole life, when no one else offered me theirs. 

When I was little, when I was a teenager with 

no one, you and your voice were my house to 

haunt, to walk through and brush against the 

cobwebs of someone else’s love. My shelter. 

 

Ghosts are powerful. Love that stays after death 

is powerful and you are strong, Sybil. All ghost 

stories are love stories. Yeah. Yeah. You were 

my ghost story, Sybil. I think you’re my love 

story, too. To be haunted is to love or to be 

loved. Will you haunt me, Sybil? Like you’ve 

haunted me for so long? 

 

I was afraid of my own past and you offered 

yours. I’m not afraid of the past anymore. I’ll 

always be grateful to you for that, whatever 

happens now. So in return, I’m offering you my 
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future, Sybil, because I want it to be our 

future. I don’t know how. I don’t know how I find 

your station, I don’t know how you get my 

letters, none of this should be possible but I 

believe it is, no matter how far apart we are. 

You’ve always spoken to me across all the time 

that should have divided us. You know it 

already. We’re connected by your voice, by our 

words, by the midnight radio. 

 

I love you, Sybil. I want you to know that. I 

want to say it before it burns me, I want this 

to be what I leave if I have to leave you behind. 

I love you. I’m in love with you. Be safe. You’re 

not alone. 

 

Until we’re together again. 

 

Love, 

 

Amelia 

 

SCENE SIX: RESPONSE/CLOSING 

 

THERE IS A LONG SILENCE. 

 

SYBIL: 

I… 

 

This lett… Amelia, I… 

 

Amelia. 

 

I used to dream, a long time ago. That one day 

the stars would answer me back. A voice coming 

back from the other side, impossibly far away. 

Just a dream. Just a dream. 

 

It didn’t matter how badly I wanted it as long 

as I knew it was just a dream. Just a ghost story. 

 

Amelia, I think I — 

 

THE OUTRO MUSIC SUDDENLY STARTS TO PLAY. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

And what a dream tonight has been, hasn’t it, 
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folks? 

 

SYBIL: 

Wait, what are you doing? 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

As always, we here at the studio are so sad that 

this is all the time we have — 

 

SYBIL: 

Amelia! I — 

 

SOUND: MICROPHONE SQUEAL. 

 

SOUND: DISTANT SOUNDS OF A SCUFFLE, WHICH THE ANNOUNCER SPEAKS OVER. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

 

— but thank you all the same for joining us 

tonight for the Martlet Radio Hour with Sybil 

McIntyre! And thanks especially to all of you 

who have faithfully and kindly supported the 

continuation of this program for all these 

years! Don’t forget to come back tomorrow night 

for more of Martlet Radio, and don’t forget that 

we’ll always be here! Martlet Radio and Sybil 

McIntyre will always be on the air. 

 

THEME CLOSES THE EPISODE. 

 

CREDITS. 

 


