
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Death by Radio

        

        
        
          Roger Wood

        

        
          Published by Roger Wood, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEATH BY RADIO

    

    
      First edition. September 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Roger Wood.

    

    
    
      Written by Roger Wood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my loving wife Elaine, a superlative editor and avid reader of mysteries

      

    


Death by Radio

By Roger Wood Copyright 2025



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Martin  Townsend was headed home from a long day at work.The 2017 Toyota Prius he owned slid into his driveway,  running on its quiet electric motor. Martin loved that little car.  He had fallen for the hybrid gas and electric vehicles when they were first introduced.  He had previously owned and driven a 2007 model.  But this one had the latest technology, all the bells and whistles including a plug to recharge the  battery for a few gas free miles. The electric motor was  enough to get him back and forth to work at the radio station where he worked every day or night. Martin also thought it was part of the automotive future, reducing emissions and saving gas. He looked forward to seeing his wife Marsha, but that thought was interrupted when he entered his house. Instead of surprising her, he was the one to be surprised.  

––––––––

[image: ]


MARSHA HAD GROWN ACCUSTOMED to his working from morning till late at night.  Tomorrow, he thought it would be different. He’d work a normal day at the radio station, dine with her and spend the evening at home.

It was late, well after 11 o'clock, and most of the houses in his neighborhood were darkened, with their owners having gone to bed.  He expected to find his house in the dark as well, but as he approached number 1066 School Street, he noticed that a dim  light was shining around the closed living room shades.

“That’s odd,” he thought to himself.”  Marsha usually turns off the light in the living room and heads to bed early.  She always closes the blinds at dusk, not wanting the neighbors to peer in.  She was from Maine, and a stalwart believer in privacy.  Martin was a Pennsylvania transplant, from Philadelphia.  There was no way to get any privacy in that city. Besides the number of closed circuit TV cameras, cops seemed to be everywhere.  And the brightly lit streets in Philly were usually a detriment to both privacy and a good night’s sleep.

It was Martin and his wife Marsha’s first house that they actually owned.  The couple before had rented their places, because of his nomadic career.  He worked in broadcasting, and made job changes often. It is the nature of the business, with very few blessed with long careers at one radio station.  Now, working as program director of WBBX in Porthaven, NH, he hoped to retire from that job.  

Their home was a modest split level ranch, built in 1979.  It wasn’t a mansion, but to the two residents, it was paradise.  It was white and rectangular in shape, with plastic green colored fake shutters. like many of the homes built in that decade.  Split entries, where a short stairway from the front door led up to the living room.  The rest of his quiet neighborhood consisted of capes  and New Englander style houses, tall but narrow. Unfortunately, he bought the house at the highest interest rates available, over 9%. That made the mortgage difficult to pay, especially in a job that paid week to week.

Martin swung the silent Prius into his asphalt paved driveway.  Then, he closed the car door as quietly as possible, so as not to disturb Marsha’s repose.  He silently started to walk up the carpeted stairway when he heard sounds emanating from the living room.

What he found when he  reached the door to the living room  both shocked and disgusted him at the same time.  Marsha was in the arms of another man on the sofa.  Not just any man.  It was Jonathan Green, the morning man at the radio station where they both worked.  And it wasn’t just arms that he saw when he burst in on their secret assignation.  He saw more of Jonathan’s body than he ever expected or wanted.  And he had no idea that Marsha was into what he shockingly observed.

Searching for words, Martin stammered, “I just came home to pick up an extra half and half from the fridge so that this freaking guy could have his morning coffee.”  He then pointed angrily at the embarrassed colleague, and shouted, “Get dressed and get out of my house!”  As for you, madam, (he wanted to substitute another word for his cheating wife), but for some reason softened his tone.

Green hurriedly pulled his pants up and began to say something to his best friend and colleague.  Instead, he ran for the safety of the front door.  Marsha tried a weak defense in a shrill, hysterical way.  

“Martin, this is the first time, I swear.  It was stupid and it won’t happen again. Jon forced himself on me. I thought you worked until midnight,”  Marsha added weakly. “I just heard you on the radio, and you sounded great,” she added, hoping some miracle would arise from her praise.

“Don’t you remember me telling you that the boss put in a new computer automation system that allows us to record our breaks,?”  He snapped. I was using that system to record my voice and make the trip home, still sounding live like I was at the radio station.  I think I’d rather not have seen what I did, but it will remain stamped forever on my brain.  Twenty years, Marsha.  This is what I get for my loyalty and hard work to support you?  Well, I’m going back to the radio station now, to finish some work I was doing, and we will or won’t talk about this some more tomorrow.”

The humiliated wife tried to hug him, but he brushed her aside and slammed the door.  This time, the Prius’s engine roared to life as he stomped on the accelerator and weaved back and forth across School Street. He left the half and half in the fridge.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2 




[image: ]




Martin awoke with a start, but not in his familiar bed. He was in the guest bedroom instead.  He had exiled himself voluntarily from  Marsha. He knew that he would have more words for her,  but dreaded the expected confrontation. He hated such disagreements, and avoided them at all costs.  Ever since he was a child, he would hide from bullies, using flight instead of fight strategy. 

But this was one confrontation he couldn’t avoid, not after witnessing the jaw dropping scene of last night.  He still had a hard time believing that his otherwise prim and proper wife would cheat on him.  Adding more fuel to the fire that was churning in his stomach  was that she had done it with his best friend. It was almost too much for the usually easygoing radio broadcaster to take. 

Martin was a middle aged man with a balding head mounted on a rather portly body.  He had toyed with the idea of buying a hairpiece or even trying a hair implant procedure.  A former boss had gone through that expensive and painful process with the end result of his new hair looking like little columns of tiny trees barely covering his bald spots. Anyway, a hair transplant would be too expensive for a guy working check to check. Martin was of average height with blue eyes and graying hair. He thought his eyes were his only asset.  Back in college, one of his classmates cracked a joke, saying that his eyes were an oasis in the desert.  And  years ago his mother described him as “not pretty.”  He accepted the fact that he was “just plain looking.”  He had counted himself lucky that his wife accepted him.  

Marsha didn’t seem to be turned off by his looks.  The couple had met some 20 years before when their paths crossed in a historic house in Maine.  Marsha was a tour guide and Martin, on vacation, was on the tour. He was instantly infatuated with the young lady dressed in a long dress. She was petite and thin, a brunette,  with brown eyes that could look right through a person.  As soon as he left the building, Martin vowed to marry her one day. So he phoned his best friend Jerry, who said that he’s crazy for thinking that he could do that. Anyway, Martin already had a fiancé. He conveniently forgot that fact when he first encountered this new lady. When she got out of work, he waited on the lawn and smiled at her.  She smiled back and continued walking to her VW Beetle.  Martin followed that car to her home and wrote down the address. When Martin got back to his hometown of Philadelphia he wrote a letter to her enclosing a photo of him.  He never expected an answer, but surprisingly, she wrote back. How she eventually fell for him he couldn’t begin to imagine.  
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Chapter 3
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Before Marsha, Martin had fallen in love with broadcasting, namely radio. It literally consumed him with passion while a young teen growing up in suburban Philadelphia.  His parents fed that passion through their love of listening to the radio and sharing that enthusiasm with their son. At the age of 15 they bought him a Zenith TransOceanic, a shortwave radio that opened up the world to him. It gave him a unique insight into the news and opinions of many countries.  That included Radio Moscow with its rosy Communist propaganda. Radio Netherlands, which offered a course called Dutch by Radio. Martin never really pursued that despite the mailings from that country with lessons. The British Broadcasting Corporation.  delivered the news without opinion. And he was amazed at the loud noises of  jamming stations with only one purpose, cutting off the ability of listeners to hear the Voice of America in the USSR. Instead, they heard programs touting their own society and demeaning the west. Martin discovered the fun of collecting QSL cards. When he sent a radio signal report in, the country usually mailed him back one of those colorful cards confirming that he had listened to them. 

One night, while listening to that radio, he heard the voices of people talking to each other and having enthusiastic conversations with each other and other people.  What he heard were enthusiasts talking on amateur radio frequencies. Still 15, he told his parents that he wanted to join that club.  They enrolled him in a license course offered at the Franklin Institute in Philadelphia.  By the age of 16, he passed the General Class test at the Federal Communications Commission office in downtown Philly.  He got on the air with his parents' help, buying him a used transmitter and receiver and an antenna. In the beginning, he was only allowed to use a telegraph  key to communicate using Morse code with other ham radio operators. Eventually, when he received his new upgraded license, he was able to put a microphone in front of his mouth, then finally say something over the airwaves. He was extremely shy, and while he seemed to stumble through his first  conversation, the guy on the other end told him that he had a good voice.

That one short conversation settled it.  Martin wanted to be in professional radio broadcasting.  Again with parental support he enrolled in the radio and television curriculum at Temple University.  As a young man of 18, he split his passion between radio and college girls.  Despite his interest in the opposite sex, he spent more time broadcasting at the school’s radio station.  They had started him off slowly, only allowing him to broadcast over the small transmitter that just reached the dorms. It was sometime later that he had an opportunity  to fill-in on the higher powered FM Station. It could be heard all over the Philadelphia area. He was even given his own classical music show to host. Then, before graduating, he had a chance to write and broadcast a news show with another student.  After graduating, Martin then went on the hunt for a job.  He found one finally and after bouncing from one job to another, ultimately settled in a small city in New Hampshire, Porthaven.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4
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By habit Martin turned up his Clock radio to listen to the “Wake Up With Jonny G” morning show.  The two were best friends. Martin  was stunned when he heard nothing on this particular morning, no music, no disc jockey banter, just silence. He knew that the transmitter was on because he could hear a slight hum on his radio. There was no static,  no music, no voice, just silence. He didn’t want to confront Jon, but his radio training was ingrained and silence on the radio station was something he could not ignore. He grabbed his phone and called the radio station. There was no answer, and after a few rings it went to voicemail.  When he got no reply, he quickly dressed. He could hear Marsha moving about in their bedroom. He didn’t want to confront her this morning. That would have to wait. He quietly left the house, jumped into his car and headed out of his still dark and silent neighborhood, to race to the radio station. Jon was the morning personality, and this silence surprised and alarmed Martin.  He wondered if the  events of last night caused him to fall asleep again and miss doing the show.

Martin knew by experience that there was nothing new about dead air on a radio station. Sometimes radio people fall asleep while doing their shows. At other times they might be using the bathroom and miscalculated the length of the songs. They usually try to play a long song, one that would give them time to go to the bathroom and back to the control room. 

Jon might be a devil when it comes to seducing women, but he is rock solid when he’s running his radio show.

Finally, after about a 10 minute ride through the darkness, Martin reached the station driveway. It crossed over a set of railroad tracks used occasionally by the Boston and Maine railroad to carry nuclear waste  and other materials to and from the nearby navy yard. At one time a builder of submarines, the yard’s mission changed to a maintenance role.  Martin had never seen a train come through, but drivers were required to stop before crossing  the tracks and  to look down the track to look for the occasional train.  This time, he blew through that crossing without thinking or looking.

At the end of the 100 yard driveway is the small building that housed all the equipment and offices responsible for broadcasting a 24 hour schedule. It was a nondescript rectangular structure that was built with cinder blocks.  There is no sign that even identifies that it was a radio station.  Just an address.  The owner wanted it hidden out of sight that way.

Martin expected at  the bottom of the driveway that he would see his morning man and now former friend in the window of the control room right in front of the consoles and computers that helped all the announcers put their shows together. 

To his surprise however, Jon was nowhere in sight. 

“He must be in the men's room taking a break, and forgot to load another song,“ Martin reasoned.  He hoped Jon would not have passed out from drinking or being sick. Martin would find it hard to show sympathy for Jon Green’s drinking problems as he had in the past. 

He parked next to Jon's sporty, silver painted convertible. Jon Green called the car his babe magnet. Martin used to laugh at that. 

He braced himself for the situation that was ahead of him. The first door on the left went directly into the control room where Jon should  have been sitting. The smell of smoke startled him. It was nothing like the odor of paper burning, more like something acrid. The odor reminded him of the time he had suffered burns on his hands many years before while he was tinkering with his amateur radio station. The smell was similar but more acrid and stronger than he remembered. When he walked farther into the building, he could actually see faint signs of blue smoke hanging in the air.  His fear exponentially intensified as he cautiously walked and then crawled in the direction of the transmitter and other station equipment. By then, the smoke was so thick and noxious that he couldn’t make out anything in the transmitter room. 

Then he bumped into something on the floor.  He recoiled.  The smoke was so thick, he couldn’t see what it was at first.  Meanwhile, the stench of what he now knew was burning flesh nearly drove him out. He found his cell phone and dialed 911. He knew that what was on the floor was his morning man. Jon had been electrocuted.
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Chapter 5
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Martin was in a state of shock, stunned to find Jon Green apparently electrocuted and lying on the transmitter room floor. He could barely make out the features of his former best friend that he had thrown out of his house the night before. Despite the altercation that his secret fling with Marsha sparked, he wouldn’t have wanted this to happen to Jon. After dialing the emergency number  911, he ran back to the control room and inserted the emergency long playing music disk into the cd player and pushed the start button. 

“At least people will hear something on the air, “ he reasoned. That should keep them from calling the station to find out what’s going on.  I can’t believe what has happened.”

In minutes, a police cruiser was heading into the driveway. Help was already at hand. A uniformed officer was banging on the front door, ignoring the call button.  Martin, emerging from the control room, raced to the door to let him in.

“Is everything all right here?” The officer asked. “ I heard nothing on my car radio and wondered if something was wrong,” he said to Martin.

“We have had an accident here,“ Martin responded. “Apparently something has  happened back in the transmitter room to my colleague Jon.  He appears to have been electrocuted.”  

––––––––
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THE OFFICER HURRIED back to the transmitter room, and observed the gruesome charred sight on the concrete floor.  

The  cop couldn't believe his eyes. He had burn marks over both arms. “We are going to have to call in more help including detectives to investigate what happened here. Don't touch anything, “  He  added, “I’ve never seen anything like this in all my years on the force.”  
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Chapter 6
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For Porthaven Police detective Joe Emery, It had been a fairly slow pace  of late. His job often consisted of following up reports of vandalism and the occasional car theft. Sometimes he would have to investigate reports of suspicious deaths in Porthaven, but nothing very serious.

Detective Emery sat back in his executive chair and put his feet up on the  worn desk in front of him. The only thing modern about that old police department office was the computer terminal in front of him. A Philadelphia native, he was one of a long line of police officers, stretching back as far as his great grandfather. They all worked in Philadelphia, and expected him to work there also. So the lanky blonde of the latest generation dutifully followed their advice, and attended the police academy.  What they didn’t tell him was that at least one of his ancestors deserved a Purple Heart. It was dangerous in Philadelphia, his grandfather having had a close call when a knife wielding thug slashed through his uniform and knocked him down. He didn’t talk much about it. Instead, he regaled his extended family around the dinner table with stories of drug busts, murder suspect arrests and sundry other adventures he survived during his long career. Joe had heard all those stories before, but listened politely to the recap the old man spun at every holiday get together. In Philly, Joe was assigned to a patrol car with another cop. She had also recently graduated from the Academy and their beat was North Philadelphia. Nobody else wanted to patrol there. That area of the city was notorious for the crimes there. There was hardly a night that a shot wouldn’t ring out and kill or maim someone. Usually it was an innocent bystander who had nothing to do with the argument between rival gangs. North Philadelphia was the worst possible beat to work for the cops. So the two rookie cops got the dirty work. It was the night shift, too, when tenement residents partied and brawled.  He and his cruiser partner, Eileen Clark got along pretty well, and covered each other's ass. They had to, to survive. 

On an almost weekly basis, other officers in the city were killed or wounded while investigating a robbery or other incident. After several years on the beat, Emery had had enough and longed for a change in location. At last he spotted an advertisement for a patrol officer in Porthaven, New Hampshire. He had to look on a map to find out where that was. He saw it was near the ocean, and he loved being near the sea, so he sent his resume to the police chief and was hired as a detective. It seemed like a shock to him when he traded in his pressed patrol uniform for a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt in New Hampshire. Joe worried a little bit about the casual atmosphere up north, concerned that his waistline might expand with less stress and physical activity. He had opened up the local paper, the Herald, and spotted the photo of a police chief in a nearby town, who had, to put it mildly, a great girth. 

“How can a fat guy like that fit behind the steering wheel of a cruiser,” Joe mused. 
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Chapter 7
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When the lanky six foot tall, blonde  policeman answered his cell phone, he was shocked to hear there was a probable fatality at the radio station.

“ Shit,” he reacted. “I’ll  be right there.”

Joe hurried toward his unmarked cruiser, turned the ignition key  and peeled out of the police station parking lot. He then turned on the radio to the station and heard music but no voices. He was used to the familiar sound of Jonny  G in the morning. 
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Chapter 8


[image: ]




Gayle, Joe’s wife, had been uncertain about the move north.  In fact, she dreaded leaving her native city of Philadelphia. She loved all of the arts, culture and the noise of a big city.  She and her friends were frequent visitors to the museums and art  galleries. She was very close to her mother and other relatives. She spent much time with her daughters visiting with her family while Joe worked his long shifts. She could not imagine taking her daughters out of their schools.  She dreaded the idea of a new home and the certain lack of the things she enjoyed, along with the family and friends she loved. 

“It’ll be exciting,” Joe told her.  “You’ll make new friends.  Your old friends won’t forget you.  We have the internet, with  Zoom  and Facebook. They can visit you. The girls will love being next to the ocean and the beaches.It will be fun for you and them to explore a new place. You can always visit your family and friends.”
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