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EPISODE 10: ROAD 

 

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 lyrical hostess: Sybil 

McIntyre! 

 

SYBIL: 

Hello, friends and neighbors! And thank you for 

lending us your ear when there’s such a lovely 

night to enjoy. It looks like the weather is 

finally deciding to get warmer, and tonight is 

positively balmy out, not a cloud in sight. The 

kind of weather that promises the little spears 

of flowers pushing up through the snow and 

earth, the appearance of buds on trees and 

bushes, the awakening of bulbs that were pushed 

under garden soil. But you have to be careful! 

All too often days like this are only the 

precursor to another freeze, a cold snap or two. 

The weather will trick you like that. You can’t 

always trust the appearance of spring. 

 

Nevertheless, it’s never too early to get 

started with one of the other things that these 

months bring — spring cleaning! As the world 

refreshes itself, so do we. You — you delve into 

the dark corners of your house and your life, 

and gather up and sweep out all of the unwanted 

shadows that have gathered over the course of 

the cold months. 

 

So turn on your home with fresh eyes, and chase 

out that winter apathy. Delve into crevices, 

into dark corners, into unused rooms, and banish 

the shadows, the dust, the cold. We coexist with 

our homes. By airing them out, we can restore 

ourselves to our own better state. It always 

feels so much better to be in a home that’s clean 
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and ordered, doesn’t it? 

 

It should be freeing. Light. The year turns, 

time circles around, the light comes in, and we 

see the truth of things. Winter — winter is a 

time that gives us all strange thoughts, isn’t 

it? Of course when we’re cooped up we — we send 

our imaginations to escape elsewhere. Places we 

can’t go. It’s well and good, of course, that 

we have a time of year for fantasy, for — for 

gloomy ramblings on mortality. But spring comes 

again and we remember the reality of our lives. 

What need do we have to escape? There are flowers 

enough here. 

 

The snowdrops are already pushing up under the 

last snows in the orchard, around the old 

springhouse, down by the banks. I’m sure of it. 

Soon there will be apple blossoms. And oh, 

aren’t those beautiful? And then — then the 

flowers in the wild garden. Dawn’s garden. 

Unless — is the garden still there? I haven’t 

— I haven’t been there in so long. Maybe they 

cleared it all away. Spring cleaning. It was 

getting awfully overgrown. Maybe one of our 

lovely listeners could — 

 

SOUND: FEEDBACK. 

 

THE ANNOUNCER: 

No need. It’s there. Keep going. 

 

SYBIL: 

Oh. Oh, good, thank — thank you. I so rarely get 

out of the studio these days! I’m something of 

a hypocrite, I haven’t even done my own spring 

cleaning. Haven’t been out to see the light. 

Maybe… 

 

But I’m getting off-track again. There are many 

other things that mark the coming of spring for 

us here in Dawn Arbor, of course. The first 

tentative warm days wake up the yearning for 

freedom and summer in young children at school. 

For them, spring is the season of eternal 

waiting, watching clocks and ticking off 

calendar days. And the season of weather to get 
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into trouble in — thunderstorms, mud puddles, 

worms crawling up on roads to tease the other 

children with. I remember once that Fred — 

 

Fred was always mean. We ignored it. It was 

expected. 

 

Parents and older siblings, alas, have more 

serious springtime duties, although there’s no 

reason not to enjoy them. There are… there are 

gardens to… you plant a garden and you bring 

something new into the world. People and their 

gardens are so tenaciously new. So determinedly 

growing. 

 

THE ANNOUNCER: 

Sybil, back on topic, please. 

 

SYBIL: 

I can run this show just fine, thank you. 

 

Dawn brought pieces of her home with her, so far, 

and made a new home out of them. Planted the 

seeds of a different place. You can — you can 

take some of the things you clear away, some of 

the old, and bury them. Bury them not with grief 

but with kindness, and care, and bravery. And 

they’ll grow, and be new. The past in the 

present. 

 

You should — when you go back to Chicago, you 

should take some clippings from the hill. Plant 

them in new earth, when you get that garden you 

wanted. Let this old place grow into something 

and somewhere new. You’ve made it new. 

 

SOUND: A MUFFLED VOICE IN THE BACKGROUND. 

 

SYBIL: 

No. 

 

No! 

 

SOUND: THE MICROPHONE STAND FALLS. 

 

No. No, I’m not going to do it. I’m not going 

to keep doing this! I’m not going back to the 
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way it was. 

 

No, you can’t stop me! You can’t make me stop! 

I won’t do it! 

 

(THE MICROPHONE IS CLOSE AGAIN.) 

 

Amelia, I — what are you doing? Stop that! You 

can’t — 

 

(HER VOICE ABRUPTLY CUTS OFF.) 

 

SOUND: A SECOND OF SILENCE, THEN A SHRIEK OF DISTORTION, THEN 

A BURST OF STATIC WHICH SLOWLY FADES IN AND OUT. FINALLY IT GROWS 

QUIET AND THEN, AFTER A LONG MOMENT, THE THEME WHICH INTRODUCES 

THE COMMERCIALS PLAYS. 

 

SCENE TWO: ADVERTISEMENT 

 

SOUND: DURING THE FIRST FEW SECONDS, THERE ARE DISTANT SOUNDS 

OF CRASHING AND SHOUTING IN THE BACKGROUND, JUST AUDIBLE. 

 

THE PRESENTER: 

You may have married the strongest man in town, 

 

SOUND: SOMETHING TO EVOKE WEIGHTLIFTING, TOTALLY OVER THE TOP 

 

… but when he comes back home, will he find that 

your cleaning isn’t up to task? You deserve the 

mightiest clean on the market. So for your 

spring cleaning this year, toss out that tired 

old vacuum cleaner, and treat yourself to the 

powerful clean of the new DUSTIN electric 

vacuum! 

 

SOUND: THE AUDIO STARTS TO CRACKLE AND FADE OUT INTO STATIC. THERE 

ARE SOME SHARP POPPING NOISES, AND SUDDENLY SYBIL’S DISTORTED VOICE 

CAN BE HEARD. 

 

SYBIL: 

Not anymore! I’m not afraid of any of it anymore! 

You can’t keep me here! 

 

SOUND: THE STATIC RETURNS AND THE COMMERCIAL FADES BACK IN. 

 

THE PRESENTER: 

So remember, everyone: get the new DUSTIN 
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electric vacuum cleaner from SPARKLE, and be the 

envy of every housewife in the sewing circle! 

Stay at home and keep it clean, have everyone 

approve of you — 

 

SOUND: THE AUDIO CUTS OUT, SHARPLY. AFTER A MOMENT, THE CLOSING 

JINGLE PLAYS. THEN, AFTER A FEW SECONDS, IT PLAYS AGAIN. THEN 

THERE IS SILENCE. 

 

SCENE THREE: FINAL MONOLOGUE 

 

SOUND: THE MICROPHONE BEING MOVED. FAINT SOUNDS OF WIND, 

RUSTLING TREES. FOOTSTEPS CRUNCH ON GRAVEL, AND THEN THE 

MICROPHONE STAND IS SET DOWN ON THE GROUND. THESE ARE THE FIRST 

ENVIRONMENTAL SOUNDS IN THE SHOW OTHER THAN THE SOUNDS OF THE 

LETTERS. 

 

SYBIL: 

Hello everyone. This… this is Sybil. It’s me. 

I’m alright. I’m… 

 

I’m standing outside of the studio. 

 

I barely ever even thought about the fact that 

there was a studio, not really. Was there one, 

until I did? Until I thought about it? Was I just 

a voice until you wrote to me? 

 

I’m not now. It’s nighttime. Spring. Real 

spring. Even in the moonlight I can see that the 

leaves are new, pale green and silver. There’s 

a long, empty — there’s a road. I can’t see the 

end of it. In darkness and fog. There’s fog, too. 

A sky. A moon. The stars. I can see the stars. 

 

I walked out of the studio. I took this 

microphone with me. I felt that I needed to 

finish this, to tell you all — well, maybe 

they’ve turned me off. 

 

No. No, they can’t. They couldn’t stop me 

leaving and they can’t stop me broadcasting. Not 

now that I understand. I made this. I made this 

for myself. I control this. 

 

I was so afraid, Amelia. I was so afraid for so 

long that I didn’t even know that was what it 
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was. My whole damned life. Not supposed to curse 

on air. Am I? 

 

What year is it? How long did the fear hold me 

there? Fear and loneliness trapping me in the 

past for so, so long. No wonder. No wonder it 

was so easy for me to forget I was dead. I wonder 

when it was that I became a ghost. Became the 

past, trying to exist in the present. Was it 

really only when I died? 

 

Here’s a story. Here’s one last story about the 

people of Dawn Arbor. Once there was a girl who 

had the courage to follow a girl she loved into 

the unknown, and dream of another life in a place 

she had never seen. But they turned back. And 

the girl turned in on herself, and even though 

she still loved the other girl, even though she 

still yearned for the unknown, she built a box 

out of other people’s expectations and climbed 

inside and closed the lid. Inside of her box she 

couldn’t move, or breathe, or embrace or love 

another person, or see the world. She lived in 

the dark, alone; but as long as she stayed in 

the box, she could avoid confronting her fears. 

As long as she was inside the box, she knew where 

she was. But that didn’t stop her from being 

lonely, so she told stories into the darkness, 

and wondered and wondered whether anyone could 

even hear her. 

 

Then, one day, after an eternity, a voice 

outside of the box answered. But you know how 

the story goes from there, Amelia. Well. Now I 

think it’s long overdue that we find out how it 

ends. 

 

I’ve walked as far out of the studio as the cord 

on this microphone will let me. I can’t see the 

end of the road. I don’t know where it leads. 

I’m going to finish this broadcast, and I’m 

going to put this microphone down, and I — I’m 

going to leave. I’m finally going to do it. I’m 

going to take that road. There’s no bus to get 

on, no number to call, no sign to mark my way. 

I don’t know what will happen when I go. But I 

know that it’s what I have to do. It’s what I 
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want to do. 

 

Somehow, I know I’m going to see you at the other 

end of the road, Amelia. I don’t know how or why. 

I just do. I believe that. I know it. I want you 

to know that I’m not leaving you and I need you 

to know that I’m so, so glad that I’ve had the 

chance that I’ve had to know you. 

 

I love you too. Amelia, it feels so good to say 

that and no one is ever going to stop me, not 

even me. I love you. And you’re right. I deserve 

a future. You and I deserve a future. 

 

I’ve loved being here. Doing this. It was the 

best thing that happened to me in my life. And 

I love my town, my home. But — but I think I 

should have learned a very long time ago that 

to love your home properly, you have to leave 

it. And it’s long past time for me to go. 

 

So thank you all. Thank you so, so much, to every 

person in Dawn Arbor who has ever turned in to 

our show. Everyone who’s ever turned your radio 

on to hear me, because you were lonely or curious 

or brave. I hope that, if you were lonely, my 

voice has comforted you. I was lonely, too. And 

knowing, believing that you all were listening, 

has been everything to me. 

 

I think it’s time for me to go now. I’m going 

to walk away from the microphone. I’m going to 

walk toward you, Amelia. And whatever happens, 

wherever I’m going, please just know that — my 

voice will be with you. I’ll be with you. In the 

streets of this town, on the airwaves of the 

midnight radio. There is nothing, really, that 

can ever part us, only make us think we’ve 

parted, and only for a while. 

 

I love you. Don’t worry. And remember that — that 

it won’t be long before we’re together again. 

Together for the first time. 

 

SOUND: A SLIGHT CLUNK AS SHE RELEASES THE MICROPHONE STAND. THE FIRST 

FEW STEPS AS SHE WALKS AWAY ARE AUDIBLE, BUT THEY QUICKLY FADE INTO 

NOTHING, AND THE ONLY SOUND REMAINING FOR ONE OR TWO SECONDS IS THE 
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NOISE OF THE WIND IN THE TREES. 

 

THE MARTLET RADIO THEME FADES IN AGAIN, BUT THIS TIME PLAYS ALL THE 

WAY THROUGH. 

 

CREDITS. 

 


