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				PROLOGUE

			

			Journalism in its purest sense is the search for the truth. That search involves gathering as many facts as possible from as many different sources as can be found. But reporters who have been at the game for a while understand that knowing the facts doesn’t necessarily mean you know the truth.

			The murder of April Kauffman, which occurred on May 10, 2012, is a case in point.

			Freddy Augello, a scruffy former boss of an outlaw biker gang known as the Pagans, was convicted in October 2018 of orchestrating the murder of the vivacious South Jersey radio host, who was found shot to death in the bedroom of the home she shared with her husband, Dr. James Kauffman, an endocrinologist.

			The verdict was pretty much a slam dunk. The jury, which had heard testimony for about two weeks, took a little more than two hours to find Augello guilty of every charge he faced in the high-profile case.

			A few months later, he was sentenced to life plus thirty years.

			“I’m not John Gotti,” the ponytailed sixty-two-year-old biker said in a lengthy and rambling statement in which he denied any involvement in the murder and in a drug ring he was convicted of heading.

			Ordinarily a conviction and sentencing would signal the end of the story.

			But there is nothing ordinary about the April Kauffman murder case.

			April and James Kauffman had been married for a little more than ten years when she was killed. April, according to her adult daughter and many of her friends, was not happy in her marriage and wanted out. April also slept around. She had asked her husband several times for a divorce. He refused.

			James Kauffman was a doctor with patients who loved and respected him. At the same time, he was a liar and a spendthrift who used his medical practice to generate tens of thousands of dollars in illegal income. He was running a pill mill with Augello and the Pagans, writing bogus prescriptions for the opioid oxycodone that the bikers sold on the streets. He was also a player in two lucrative insurance-fraud schemes, one of which generated tens of millions of dollars in illegal income for those involved.

			But the good doctor never had to answer for any of that.

			In January 2018, three weeks after being charged with paying Augello $50,000 to have April killed, James Kauffman committed suicide. He hanged himself in his jail cell.

			The triggerman hired by Augello to carry out the murder also turned up dead. Originally it was thought he died of a drug overdose. Now authorities are trying to determine whether he was murdered.

			For nearly five years, the investigation into April Kauffman’s death went nowhere. The case was full of questions without answers. Facts without truth.

			Journalists learn early in their careers that reporting is built around answers to the four Ws—“who,” “what,” “where” and “when.” Those questions are answered with facts. But good stories are the ones that focus on the fifth W—“why.” Sometimes facts are not enough to answer that question.

			After two years of research that included sitting through the Augello trial, interviewing key players in the story, reviewing hundreds of pages of investigative documents and listening to hours of recorded conversations, we continue to wrestle with that fifth W.

			This book is based on all the information available. The story is fortified by extensive interviews with two individuals whose lives were changed as a result of what happened to April Kauffman.

			Andrew Glick, a member of the Pagans and onetime close friend of Freddy Augello, has spent hours sitting in a diner in South Jersey recounting his story. The six-foot, two-hundred-twenty-pound outlaw biker was a key government witness in the case, agreeing to secretly record conversations with Augello and others while working with authorities.

			He stepped out of the biker underworld following his arrest in November 2017 on drug-dealing and weapons charges. Looking at forty years in prison, he said the choice to cooperate was easy. Glick, who had a Pagan’s Motorcycle Club tattoo that stretched from his right shoulder to his elbow, was self-deprecating and matter-of-fact as he detailed his life as a biker and his lucrative career as a meth and cocaine distributor. Those were part-time jobs, he explained. He worked forty hours a week in a real job. He was a chef.

			Not exactly the stereotypical motorcycle gangbanger, Glick owned rental properties and lived in a sprawling $300,000 house on seven partially wooded suburban acres with his wife and two dogs just outside of Atlantic City, New Jersey. There was a swimming pool in the backyard, along with several outbuildings, including a garage where he worked on motorcycles and a large shed that served as a biker clubhouse.

			His marriage was breaking up at the time of his arrest, he said, in part because he had brought his girlfriend home to live in the house he shared with his wife.

			“I think I crossed the line when I did that,” he said with a shrug.

			“You think?” he was asked. “You brought your girlfriend home to live in the same house as your wife?”

			“It was a big house,” he said.

			Carole Weintraub moved in a world far removed from Andrew Glick’s. She resides in a glass-walled condo worth more than one million dollars that overlooks a ritzy stretch of South Broad Street known as the “Avenue of the Arts” in Center City Philadelphia. Her social life included concerts at the nearby Academy of Music and dinners at the exclusive Union League. The American University– and Villanova-educated executive recruiter had been James Kauffman’s girlfriend when they attended Atlantic City High School in the 1970s. They had grown up just a mile away from each other in identical one-story beach bungalows. Both were children of hardworking Jewish parents. Both of their fathers were in the bar business. They broke up during her second year in college.

			Forty years later, after hearing about April Kauffman’s murder from a friend who had read about it in a newspaper, Carole sent “Jimmy” a letter of condolence. A month later they were dating. A year later they were married.

			Carole Weintraub offers a unique look at the murder case. She came into it after the fact, but with prior knowledge of who James Kauffman was. Or at least who she thought he was. She has spent the years since her late husband’s arrest trying to find the truth. She has many facts, but just as many unanswered questions.

			Sitting in her apartment, twenty stories above Center City, with Esther, her pet Brussels griffon, plopped on her lap, Carole Weintraub said she was on a mission.

			“I want answers,” she said. “I need answers. I want to know how he got involved with the people he got involved with. I want to know what happened in his life to make him do the things he did.”

			The thoughts, insights and speculation offered by Andrew Glick and Carole Weintraub help paint a picture that may come closer to the truth than the facts gathered by investigators, reporters and Internet conspiracy theorists who continue to write about the case.

			James Kauffman was a master at compartmentalizing his life. Carole Weintraub saw one part of him; Andrew Glick, another. Their views, their perspectives, their interactions with the doctor form the backdrop for this story. Today neither can say with certainty that they knew who Jim Kauffman was. They saw only what he wanted them to see. He spent his life creating personas. He was a gifted physician who cared deeply for his patients. He was an arrogant control freak who insisted on doing things his way. He was a charming socialite. He was a drug dealer. He was a loving husband. He was a power-hungry and violent narcissist who thought he could get away with murder.

			And even in death, he continued to create his own narrative.

			His suicide note, six pages handwritten on a yellow legal pad and left on his prison bed, provides a fitting ending to this story, but like so much else in this case, it raises more questions than it answers.

		

	
		
			
				ONE

			

			The murder was carried out with cold-blooded efficiency.

			April Kauffman was asleep in the bedroom she no longer shared with her husband in their stately two-story home on Woodstock Drive in Linwood, New Jersey, an upper-middle-class neighborhood just outside of Atlantic City. It was a little after five a.m. on May 10, 2012. Her husband, Dr. James Kauffman, was downstairs getting ready to leave for work. He was an endocrinologist with a lucrative practice in a busy office less than a fifteen-minute drive from their home.

			The doctor, as he did almost every morning, would stop at a Wawa, a local convenience store, on his way to work. The store was a few blocks from their house. The security camera in place at the Wawa would capture him that morning entering and leaving the store.

			This, investigators would later determine, was just a few minutes after he had handed the hit man a gun and pointed to his wife’s upstairs bedroom.

			“She’s up there,” he said.

			Several hours later a handyman who worked for the Kauffmans would discover April’s body sprawled on the floor next to her bed. She had been shot twice. One bullet had shattered her elbow. The other had ripped through her side, slicing through a lung, her heart and her other lung. A medical examiner would speculate that she struggled out of bed after being shot, then collapsed on the floor. She had bled to death internally, he said, estimating that at least two liters of blood had poured from her wounds.

			The hit man was later identified as Francis “Frank” Mulholland. He was a junkie and, it would turn out, he was ill suited for the job. But he had been offered $10,000 to commit the murder. That was enough to satisfy his habit for several months. He was driven to the home that morning by Joseph “Irish” Mulholland. They shared the same last name, but were not related. Joe Mulholland said he dropped Frank off near the house in the dark that morning and told him he would be waiting for him a few blocks away. He was driving a white Silverado pickup truck.

			Joe Mulholland would later describe himself as a reluctant getaway driver.

			Reluctant and also guilt ridden.

			Although it would be nearly five years before law enforcement would put the case together, there were rumors, hints and whispers from day one. James Kauffman wanted his wife dead. He had talked to more than a few people about this. There was word in the Atlantic County underworld, particularly in the underworld populated by outlaw biker gangs, that there was a doctor willing to pay to have his wife killed.

			Murder, the good doctor had decided, was cheaper than divorce.

			At the time, the Kauffmans were a celebrity couple in Atlantic County. He was a dapper, wealthy physician who spoke at symposiums and who railed against the dietary habits and sedentary lifestyle of patients battling diabetes. This was the bulk of his practice. Described by some as charismatic and by others as arrogant, the doctor was hands-on both in practicing medicine and in a lifestyle that was luxurious and indulgent. He was an enthusiastic gun collector. He had an array of rifles and handguns that he kept under lock and key in his home. He spent time skeet shooting and on firing ranges. He was also a motorcycle enthusiast. In addition to his home in Linwood, he kept a vacation home in Arizona for getaways. April was his second wife. For those who liked to converse in stereotypes, she was the shiksa blond bombshell who had swept the much older doctor off his feet. She was forty-seven at the time she was killed. He was sixty-two.

			They had been married for ten years. It was her third marriage. Her second husband had also been a doctor. Their divorce had been somewhat tumultuous. April had a grown daughter, Kim Pack, from her first marriage. Pack would later provide investigators with key pieces of information. From day one, she was suspicious if not convinced that James Kauffman had had something to do with her mother’s death.

			April Kauffman had created a life for herself that few would have expected given her background. She had had what a friend would later describe as a “somewhat unsettled childhood,” raised by her grandmother and separated from four siblings that her mother had placed in foster care. She emerged as someone who was constantly looking for validation and, more important, for love. That search would continue as an adult. She owned and operated a beauty salon and had an interest in a restaurant-catering business. April was vivacious and outgoing, with flowing blond hair and a flirtatious manner; her upbeat personality was often a mask that hid insecurity and self-doubt.

			At the time of her death, she had a weekly radio show in Atlantic County and had become a strong advocate for the rights of military veterans. “She was part princess, part bulldog,” said an associate who worked with her on veterans’ issues. That work brought her into contact with elected officials and government and military leaders in the area. Among other things, every Thanksgiving she would host a dinner at her home for recruits from the US Coast Guard station in nearby Cape May, young men and women who were unable to be with their families. She was offering a home away from home during the holiday.

			Friends and neighbors would be invited as well. One local man who was a regular at the dinners had created something of a problem, according to an account provided by her daughter. He was a cross-dresser who would show up in drag. April had no problem with his proclivities, but told him some of the recruits were uncomfortable. She said that while he was welcome to come, she would prefer that he show up dressed as a man. It wasn’t a question of her being intolerant, but rather a typical attempt on her part to ensure that her guests were at ease in her home.

			In her last radio appearance, she described herself in terms that would prove to be a fitting epitaph. “I don’t like training wheels,” she said. “That’s why . . . I drive a Corvette. I drive a motorcycle. I’m a full-throttle person.”

			On that same radio show, she also offered this eerie commentary: “I feel like I’m on borrowed time. And now if I was to be taken out, I’m telling you going up to see our Creator, I know I raised my daughter right with right American values. . . . She’s moral. She’s a good person, a hard worker, a patriotic person. . . .”

			April Kauffman was well-liked and highly regarded in business, social and political circles around South Jersey, and her murder sent shock waves through those communities for various reasons, some of them unspoken.

			“She was a do-gooder,” said one person familiar with the events that unfolded. “But she had a voracious sexual appetite. The doctor thought he was a swinger, but his wife, she was major-league.”

			The sexual lifestyle of April and James Kauffman would hang over the murder investigation. In fact, there are those who believe one of the reasons the case went cold for so long was pressure from powerful individuals to keep details about April’s sexual partners—some of whom moved in the upper circles of government, politics and business—from becoming public. April kept a diary. But after she was murdered, it disappeared.

			Its content might have provided answers to what happened to her and why. Among other things, it might have shown how much she knew about her husband’s involvement in a pill mill ring linked to an outlaw motorcycle gang. Medical records from Dr. Kauffman’s office would show that he was writing prescriptions for oxycodone for members and associates of the Pagans, a motorcycle gang that dominated the biker underworld in the Philadelphia–South Jersey region. In fact, there are those who would describe the Pagans as one of the toughest and most violent gangs on the East Coast. Several years earlier the Pagans had waged war against the Hells Angels, who attempted but failed to move into Pagan territory in Philadelphia and New Jersey.

			Dr. Kauffman liked to identify with the bikers, although he had little in common with most of them. “People like us,” he would say while discussing the biker world with a member of the club. The club member would nod, but would later shake his head.

			“He didn’t have a fuckin’ clue what we were about,” the biker said.

			Jim Kauffman liked to portray himself as a tough guy. He would refer to his experience with an elite Green Beret Army unit and to his two tours of duty in Vietnam. He would sometimes show up in Army fatigues and a beret while supporting his wife’s veterans’ advocacy programs. He occasionally filled in on or cohosted her radio show. His military background, friends would say, was one of the things that drew April to the older man she would eventually marry. Part of his story was detailed in a paper written by April’s daughter, Kim, when she was a college student. The assignment was to interview a military veteran. The interview took place shortly after April and Jim had married. He told a detailed story about how his unit had come under a vicious attack by the Vietcong and about how he had been one of the few to survive, licking water off leaves as he struggled to make his way out of the jungle.

			None of it was true.

			He had never been in the military.

			About a year before she was killed, April discovered the lie. Those who knew her said it was one of the reasons she wanted a divorce. Authorities also would claim it was one of the reasons she was murdered. A law enforcement affidavit written five years after the homicide included the claim that about a year before she was killed “April became aware that Doctor Kauffman had never served in the Armed Forces and was not a veteran in any capacity. It is known that April was devastated by this revelation and it is believed that she threatened to use this info to produce a beneficial divorce from him.”

			Authorities would also claim that she was threatening to expose his involvement in the pill mill operation. But there is little to support that allegation or that she even knew about the oxycodone ring.

			The pill mill, in fact, was only a small piece of the doctor’s criminal activity.

			Federal authorities had linked him and another local doctor, along with the representative of a pharmaceutical company, to a massive insurance-fraud scheme that involved prescribing compound-cream prescriptions for pain management. Compound cream, scams based on which have played out across the country, has been described as the “snake oil of the twenty-first century” by an insurance watchdog group. Like the pill mill operation and the opioid crisis it helped fuel, fraudulent scripts for unneeded creams to treat nonexistent pain was another example of Dr. James Kauffman trading his medical ethics—first do no harm—for dollars.

			He also was targeted in a separate insurance-fraud scheme involving unnecessary blood tests. He would prescribe a test and, investigators later alleged, he would receive a kickback from the lab that conducted the procedure and billed the patient’s insurance company. Both the compound-cream and blood-test scams generated tens of thousands of dollars in illegal income for the doctor, authorities now believe. This was in addition to his legitimate income from what has been described as a thriving and highly regarded medical practice, fees he was paid for speaking engagements at pharmaceutical conventions and, of course, the cash he made in the pill mill operation.

			Money, it appears, was more important than the practice of medicine for Dr. James Kauffman. Or, perhaps, it was that he viewed the practice of medicine as a conduit for cash. So when he balked at granting April a divorce, telling friends and associates there was no way he was going to give her “half of his empire,” she launched a counterattack.

			She was burning up his credit cards, several of which were close to maxing out. Thousands had been spent on furnishing a home they shared in Tucson, Arizona, and now she was planning a $60,000 kitchen renovation for the home in Linwood. The credit card bills that arrived each month were her way of pressuring her husband into letting her go. She hoped he would come to the conclusion that it would be cheaper to divorce her.

			He decided it would be even cheaper to have her killed.

			Dr. Kauffman’s net worth at the time was an estimated $4.6 million, according to authorities. The doctor believed April would be in line for half of that in a divorce settlement. So he put out word in the biker underworld that he was willing to pay to have her killed. The price varied depending on whom he was talking with, but the range was between $10,000 and $50,000. Even at the high end, the doc considered it a bargain.

			A security surveillance camera mounted on the wall of Mainland Regional High School about a block from the Kauffman home recorded traffic passing by in the early-morning hours of May 10, 2012. Shortly after five a.m. a Silverado pickup truck, like the one Irish Mulholland said he was driving that morning, passed by. A few minutes later an SUV like the Ford Explorer driven by Dr. Kauffman took the same route. That same SUV would be filmed in the parking lot of the Wawa convenience store a few minutes later.

			Finally, several minutes after the SUV had been picked up by the high school surveillance camera, a man was spotted walking by. He was wearing white sneakers, dark sweatpants and a dark hoodie. Although there was no way to see it on camera, the man was also carrying a gun. Frank Mulholland, minutes after the death of April Kauffman, was recorded fleeing from the scene.

			That was when the cold, efficient hit began to unravel.

			The hit man got lost in suburbia. As dark turned to dawn and residents woke and began to emerge from their homes, Frank Mulholland wandered around the neighborhood, finally reconnecting with Joe “Irish” Mulholland, who had parked at a diner about a mile from the murder scene.

			“He got disoriented, tried to cut through the high school property and got lost,” Irish would say later in explaining the reason it had been more than an hour before they reconnected. “He called me on his cell and said, ‘Where are you?’ I told him I was at the diner.”

			Irish Mulholland had originally parked in front of a paint store closer to the crime scene. He was a painter by trade. His business was Custom Design Painting. There was a bagel shop across the street, and while he waited, he walked over to the store and bought a bagel that he sat eating in the cab of his pickup truck as April Kauffman lay bleeding to death on the floor of her bedroom.

			Irish said he decided it was not smart to park in front of a closed business at that time of the morning.

			“I was sitting there, waiting and waiting,” he said. “I didn’t want the cops to get suspicious.”

			So he drove to the Point Diner and parked there instead. That was where he was when Frank Mulholland called and that was where they reconnected.

			Once inside the cab of the pickup truck, Frank told Irish, “The job is done.”

			Irish fired up the engine of his truck and pulled out of the diner parking lot. He would take Route 9 toward the Villas, a community in lower Cape May County where Frank Mulholland lived.

			In the cab of the pickup, Frank talked about the murder. He said that the woman had screamed when he walked into the bedroom and that he had put two bullets in her head, the first of many conflicting accounts of how the murder of April Kauffman had gone down. Irish Mulholland used his cell phone to make a call as he drove Frank home. The call was to Ferdinand “Freddy” Augello, a leader of the Pagans and the man Jim Kauffman had paid to have his wife killed. Irish Mulholland had Augello’s number on speed dial. Their conversation that morning was brief and to the point.

			“It’s done,” Mulholland said he told Augello.

			“Okay,” he said Augello replied.

			Then Mulholland pushed the end-call button.

			On the half-hour drive to the Villas, Frank showed Irish the gun and also pulled a wad of money from his pocket. It was $10,000 in cash, money he had been paid to kill April Kauffman. He peeled off a thousand and handed the money to Irish.

			A few days later, Irish said he met Frank, and they talked about what had happened. The hit man junkie, he said, was angry at himself and “disgusted” by what he had done.

			“I fucked up,” Frank said.

			Irish couldn’t find the right words to reply.

			“Well, you did it, man. I mean, it is what it is. You did it.”

			Frank Mulholland never recovered. He was “out on a bender for a year and a half after this,” Irish Mulholland said.

			Carole Weintraub heard about April Kauffman’s death from a friend who had read about it in the newspaper the morning after it happened. A few days later, she sent a letter of condolence to Jim Kauffman, a man she had known years earlier. They had been high school sweethearts growing up in Atlantic City but had drifted apart after they both went off to college. Like Jim, she had married and divorced. Like Jim, she had had a successful career. She was a top-notch corporate recruiter, an executive headhunter. While she didn’t realize it at the time, the condolence letter and her subsequent reconnection with Jim more than forty years after they had first dated would drag her into a world of drugs, sex, murder and betrayal that she still doesn’t completely understand.

			Andrew Glick heard about the murder when he returned home from work that afternoon. As he walked in the door of the home he shared with his wife, she said, “You won’t believe it. I just saw on TV. Your doctor’s wife was murdered.” Glick, who worked as an executive chef at a senior citizen housing facility, was the president of the Cape May County chapter of the Pagan’s Motorcycle Club at the time. He had succeeded Freddy Augello in that spot. Glick was also part of the pill mill operation and was aware of the doctor’s desire to have his wife killed. In fact, Glick had turned down a murder-for-hire offer from Augello, and he knew several other members of the biker gang who also had rejected the proposal.

			“It just wasn’t something we would do,” the barrel-chested and tattooed biker said later. “Killing a woman? For what? She wasn’t part of our world. We don’t do that.” But Glick knew there would be consequences once authorities started to investigate the murder. “Oh, fuck,” he said to himself as he watched the story on the television screen. “We’re all going to jail.”

		

	
		
			
				TWO

			

			Crime statistics in Linwood, New Jersey, are measured in single digits. Burglaries, robberies, rapes and assaults are rare in the upper-middle-class bedroom community located about nine miles west of Atlantic City. Murders are virtually unheard-of. April Kauffman’s homicide was just the second to occur in the four-square-mile community in ten years.

			The median family income in Linwood is about $103,000, according to 2010 census statistics. Most of the community’s approximately seven thousand residents are white (about 93 percent) and many are professionals. A one-hundred-ten-acre private country club, which bills itself as one of South Jersey’s “oldest and most respected private golf clubs” (individual membership fees range from $1,500 to $6,000), is located along Shore Road, one of the few major thoroughfares that crisscross the community. Mainland Regional High School, which receives students from Linwood and the nearby communities of Northfield and Somers Point, is the town’s other major entity. A bedroom community in almost every sense of that term, Linwood avoided the tumult brought to the region when voters approved legalized casinos for Atlantic City back in 1976. Crime increased substantially in the boardwalk resort, but never filtered out to the suburbs. The burbs were the communities that reaped the benefits of the economic boom that the casino industry brought to the area. While high rollers and day-trippers poured into and out of Atlantic City on a regular basis and hookers turned parts of Pacific Avenue into an open-air brothel, suburban communities like Linwood managed to stay out of the fray. Its residents were the ones working the better jobs, receiving the higher pay and pursuing the professional careers that came with the blackjack tables, slot machines and roulette wheels.

			In that sense, the April Kauffman murder was an aberration. This was not something that happened here, neighbors would tell one another. But it had. And the community was abuzz. The gossip, the rumors and the speculation that started that day out on the sidewalk would continue for the next six years. It would turn out that Andrew Glick’s instincts were correct. In a matter of days, investigators were picking up information linking the Pagans to the murder of April Kauffman. They were also hearing stories about the rocky relationship between the doctor and his wife and reports that April Kauffman had told several people that her husband had threatened to kill her.

			But it would be years before anyone was charged.

			A series of reports filed by Detective Michael Mattioli paints a clear and intriguing picture of what authorities saw, heard and did in the early stages of the investigation. Mattioli, assigned to the Major Crimes Squad of the Atlantic County Prosecutor’s Office, was one of the first on the scene and spent that day gathering evidence and taking statements.

			He spoke on at least three occasions with Jim Kauffman, who told a story that would conflict in part with some things he would later claim. These discussions took place on the lawn outside the home as neighbors, curiosity seekers and the media gathered. Perhaps Jim Kauffman was too upset to get his story straight. Or perhaps what he said contained pieces of the truth. The sense from those who knew Jim Kauffman was that he always felt he was the smartest person in the room and was able to control or manipulate any situation to his advantage. With his wife dead on the floor of their bedroom, it was important for him to come across as the loving, grieving and shocked spouse.

			Mattioli wrote that Kauffman described the last night he spent with his wife as a typical evening at home. He arrived first, around five thirty. April had done a radio show that afternoon, he told Mattioli, then stopped at Yesterday’s, a local pub, with some friends from work. She got home around six. Jim Kauffman said he opened a bottle of wine and then cooked steaks on a grill. He and April spent some time in their hot tub, then went to bed, where they made love.

			While he would later claim that he spent the night in bed with his wife, Mattioli said Kauffman told him that he moved to a separate bedroom because he snored and it would sometimes keep his wife awake. It was the first of several conflicting details as the doctor spun the story of his wife’s last hours alive.

			He said he watched part of a Phillies game on television before returning to the master bedroom to give his wife a kiss good night. April, he said, was sitting up in her bed, working on her laptop. He said he returned to the separate bedroom down the hall, where he watched some news on television before falling asleep. After waking in the morning, he showered and dressed. He left for work around five thirty a.m. His wife was sleeping soundly at that time, he said. He left by way of the garage. He said the front door was locked.

			James Kauffman then recounted how he had stopped at the Wawa on his way to the hospital to pick up a newspaper. But the papers hadn’t been delivered yet. At the hospital he checked to see if any of his patients had been admitted, then spent some time doing paperwork before heading to his office. He was at his office before seven a.m. Most of his office staff arrived around seven thirty.

			After seeing several patients, Kauffman told Mattioli, he tried to contact April, calling home and calling her cell phone, but he got no answer. At nine thirty, he said, he put in a call to Billy Gonzalez, a handyman who did odd jobs around the house and was supposed to show up that morning to care for the parrots in the aviary that was located on the first floor of the house. Gonzalez would later tell authorities that he arrived a little before nine and entered through the front door, which was unlocked. In fact, it was later determined that April Kauffman frequently left the front door unlocked so that Gonzalez and others hired to do work around the house and grounds would have access.

			Gonzalez confirmed that Dr. Kauffman called him twice that morning. He said in the five years he had worked for the Kauffmans, he had never received a call from the doctor before. In fact, he said, the only times he had ever spoken to the doctor on the phone were when April would hand him the phone in the midst of a conversation she was having with her husband because the doctor wanted to tell Billy something about a job or chore that he wanted him to take care of.

			The handyman described how he had approached April’s bedroom after the doctor’s second call and discovered her body sprawled on the floor. He called the doctor back and was told to call 911.

			During the course of his interview, Gonzalez also told the detective about a bizarre message he had received early that morning. He said that when he awoke he had a text message from “Miss April.”

			The text had arrived at three twenty-seven a.m. and read simply, “See you in the AM.”

			Mattioli wrote that “Billy found the message strange for several reasons: First, he was just with April on the previous day, Wednesday May 9th, working at the house and going food shopping with her. That afternoon, April dropped him off at home @ 2:00pm on her way to her radio show in Ocean City. When she dropped him off, she told him that she would see him in the morning. Furthermore, every Thursday he worked for the Kauffmans at their house and if they wanted him to work other days, April would call him to see if he was available. Finally, Billy stated it was not normal for April to text him at night, stating she never texted him past 10 pm (never in the middle of the night) and it was always about what she needed him to do.”

			That text message would add fuel to what would later become one of the many conflicting murder theories in the case. Was April Kauffman already dead when the alleged hit man, Frank Mulholland, entered the house? Had her husband shot her earlier that morning and then sent the text on her laptop to cover his tracks and support his own alibi? That theory would surface later, but on day one of the investigation, the early-morning text message was just a strange and quirky piece of information that didn’t appear to have any relevance. For the most part, Gonzalez’s account conformed to the story James Kauffman told authorities that day.

			Dr. Kauffman said he rushed home from the office after telling Gonzalez to call for help. He said when he entered the home and rushed up the stairs, he stopped short. His wife, he said, was lying on the floor of the bedroom. He knew she was dead.

			“I asked him if she felt cold when he touched her,” Mattioli wrote in his report of his first interview with Kauffman. “Kauffman said he never entered the bedroom or touched his wife, adding, ‘Detective, I am a doctor and have seen enough dead bodies to know when someone is dead.’” Kauffman would later change this story, claiming he had felt for his wife’s pulse. That, he said, was how he had known she was dead.

			Mattioli said after the medical examiner arrived at the scene and determined that April had died of gunshot wounds, he went outside and spoke to the doctor again, telling him his wife had been shot. Kauffman would claim that he only heard rumors that his wife had been shot and that it would be weeks before he knew for certain that was the cause of death. Mattioli also said he was waiting for a search warrant and asked what of value was in the house. Kauffman told him his wife had jewelry valued at about a half-million dollars and that he had “an extensive gun collection.”

			The detective said Kauffman was going to a neighbor’s house and left a cell phone number at which he could be reached. Kauffman was told he would not be able to enter his residence until a search had been completed and the crime scene fully examined.

			Several hours later, Mattioli said, he was informed that the doctor was back outside and wanted to speak with him. Mattioli said that he went outside and that the doctor asked if the detective could get him something from inside the house. Mattioli said that would depend on what it was.

			“He asked me if I could get him a bottle of Canadian Club whiskey and a bottle of sweet vermouth located in the first-floor bar area,” Mattioli wrote in his report. The detective said he turned down the request.

			Later, Mattioli said the doctor asked for and was given his wallet and heart-medication tablets, which were in the cabin of his Ford Explorer. The detective also noted some final comments Jim Kauffman made to him that night after learning that he would not be able to get back into his home and would probably have to spend the night in a hotel or with friends.

			“I called . . . to tell him we were still processing the scene and we would be holding it overnight to continue in the morning,” Mattioli wrote. “Kauffman jokingly asked what time I would be picking him up to take him to a hotel. I apologized for the inconvenience. He said he hoped all his requests hadn’t been a problem. I told him he had not been a problem, [to] which he responded, ‘If I had been, I’d be in handcuffs already. . . . By the way, detective, if you ever have to put handcuffs on me, be careful. I have a very bad shoulder.’”

			Less than twelve hours after finding his
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