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Dear Reader,

Congratulations on picking up the latest real-life thriller by acclaimed investigative journalist M. William Phelps. You are about to experience a gripping and provocative true story that illuminates the best—and the worst—of human nature in a drama of powerful passions, coldblooded murder, and ultimate justice.

Fans of M. William Phelps will recognize his uniquely compelling storytelling skills. Those new to his masterful narrative style will be happy to add him to their lists of favorite authors. And I think readers everywhere will be riveted, as I was, upon seeing this shocking story unfold.

Deep in the heart of Pennsylvania’s Amish country, Michael Roseboro and his wife seemed to have it all—a beautiful family, a stunning home, and plenty of money. But Jan’s murder led to an investigation that exposed the festering lies at the heart of their lives together. A secret life, a mistress, and a cunning plot are just some of the elements in this headline-making case. Now M. William Phelps takes you to the heart of the story for the first time.

If you enjoy reading LOVE HER TO DEATH, we’d love to hear from you at marketing@kensingtonbooks.com.

Don’t miss M. William Phelps’s other acclaimed true-crime thrillers, available from Pinnacle!

Happy reading,
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Michaela Hamilton

Executive Editor, Pinnacle True Crime
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

I conducted what are referred to as “deep background” interviews with many of the key players involved in this true story. Somewhere near two hundred interviews in all. Along with e-mail messages, memorandums, telephone records, letters, affidavits, suspect and witness interviews, trial testimony, and various other forms of documentation, I was able to create scenes that reflect the views of my most cooperative, trustworthy, and vociferous sources.

I interviewed lots of sources who knew Michael Roseboro, Jan Roseboro, Angie Funk, and their families, many of whom would like to remain anonymous—along with scores of others connected to these people by various degrees of separation. In the end, those I expected to talk, talked; and those I suspected wouldn’t talk, didn’t talk. This happens with each book I write.

That all being said, there was so much information available in the public record (and beyond) that this story, literally, told itself.

I hope you—the ever-important reader—agree and enjoy.





BOOK ONE
THE UNDERTAKER AND THE PO-PO


Two Ways there are: one of Life and one of Death, and there is a great difference between the Two Ways.

—The Didache






1

She was fighting for her life. That was about all East Cocalico Township Police Department (ECTPD) patrolman Michael “Mike” Firestone knew as he sat behind the wheel of his cruiser, flipped on the lights and siren, and sped off.

It took Firestone five minutes to get to the Roseboro residence in Reinholds, Pennsylvania, from the ECTPD, in nearby Denver, after the call from Lancaster County-Wide Communications (LCWC) had come in. “The reporting person,” Firestone was told along the way, meaning the 911 caller, “had woken up and found his wife in a swimming pool on the property.”

And that was all Patrolman Firestone knew going into the situation. Yet, that name, Roseboro … It was synonymous in this part of Lancaster County with wealth, status, good standing. You mention the name Roseboro to any store clerk or Denver native and you’d likely hear, Don’t they own that funeral home?

Indeed, the Roseboro family had been morticians for over a century.

On that night, July 22, 2008, at nine minutes after eleven, Firestone pulled into the Roseboros’ driveway off Creek Road, a half-tarred, half-gravel, slight uphill path heading toward a white garage off to the right. The massive home took up the entire corner lot of West Main Street (Route 897) and Creek Road. The smaller garage Firestone had pulled up in front of faced the east end of the Roseboros’ pool, the back of the home itself. This smaller garage stood about twenty to thirty feet in front of a much larger and longer cooplike structure used years ago to house turkeys when the land was a farm. On either side of the smaller garage were walkways, one heading toward the house, the other into the pool area. Looking, Firestone spotted emergency medical technician (EMT) Cory Showalter, who had been called on his pager and had driven from his house a half mile down the road, beating Firestone to the scene. Showalter, a thirty-year volunteer for Reinholds Ambulance, six years with the Adamstown Fire Department, was performing cardiopulmonary resuscitation (CPR) on a middle-aged, white female, with long, flowing blond hair, who was lying on the ground next to the pool. By trade, Showalter was a full-time painter, and he was quite familiar with the layout of the Roseboro house. He knew the Roseboro family personally, having been hired by Michael Roseboro to paint part of a new addition on the house.

“I saw,” Showalter later said, “when I got there … I saw it was Mike that was—he was kneeling beside Jan.”

Jan Roseboro, the forty-five-year-old wife of the undertaker, was on the ground.

Lifeless and unresponsive.

Firestone had an “immediate view” of the back side of the Roseboros’ house as he parked and dashed from his car toward the pool deck area. After having trouble getting into the patio through the iron gate, because he could not get the latch to open, Firestone said later that he thought maybe Michael Roseboro had walked over and opened the gate from the inside for him. Either way, when Firestone got close enough to Roseboro, he noted that the husband appeared calm. His breathing was normal. Roseboro didn’t appear to be sucking in or gasping for air, as if winded. He wasn’t sweating, either. In fact, Roseboro seemed fairly “with it” for a man who had, only moments before, found his wife comatose inside the family swimming pool. Moreover, he “was not dripping wet, if he was wet at all,” Firestone remembered. Calling 911 minutes prior, Roseboro said he had just pulled Jan out of the water.

Heading for the victim, Firestone noticed that Showalter was kneeling beside Jan, his hands crossed over her chest, shoulders hoisted upward, chest out, performing CPR. Jan was wearing a sweatshirt and shorts. She was on the ground, a halo of water stain on the concrete surrounding her body.

Because the Roseboros owned such a large corner lot (probably the biggest in the neighborhood), to the south of the pool area, heading toward the turkey house, was a wide open space, a grassy knoll fenced in by a line of trees and thorny pricker bushes and a swamplike ravine. Beyond that were three additional homes (all facing Creek Road), their backyards edging that wooded area, which was actually part of the Roseboros’ property.

As Firestone came upon Showalter, he nodded to the EMT, who was working arduously to get Jan’s motionless body to show any signs of life. Sirens were going off around them. The fire department, located on West Main Street, almost diagonally across from the Roseboro home, was but a five-minute walk from where they were.

Around him, Firestone noticed several—he wouldn’t know the number until he later counted (six)—tiki torches set around the pool, on the opposite side of where Jan’s body was positioned. All of them were burning. What was more, the entire area was well lit by spotlights from the house.

“Once I went through the gate and walked up to the edge of the pool,” Firestone later said, “… I noticed there were interior pool lights on, as well as that dusk-to-dawn light, which was on the freestanding garage.”

Michael Roseboro was dressed in what appeared to be (but no one was certain) red boxer shorts, nothing else. “It was either boxer shorts or a swimsuit,” someone on the scene later said.

Roseboro stood nearby, Firestone observed, with no expression on his face.

“It was noticeable how not upset he seemed to be,” Firestone later remarked.

Perhaps the guy was in such a state of shock, denial, or both, he didn’t know what to do with himself. Besides, it was better that the husband of the victim stayed back at this point.

Jan was positioned between the (deep end of the) pool and the main house, her head facing the back of the home, her feet partially in the water, hanging over the pool coping (edge mold). Her body was on a slab of the concrete decking bordering the pool. That sweatshirt and a sports bra she was wearing had been cut off her body.

Showalter had not seen any vomit around Jan. This told the experienced medic that she had not coughed up any water. Coming up on the body and Michael Roseboro moments before Firestone had arrived, Showalter had started CPR immediately, yelling to Roseboro, “Open my bag…. Get my airways out!”

Roseboro reacted quickly. He dug in the bag, found the piece of plastic, and then handed Showalter the oral airway, a small half-moon-shaped tube that medics stick in the mouth to keep the tongue down so air can get into the lungs as quickly as possible.

Firestone reacted like the pro he was, kneeling beside Jan, asking Showalter, “Do you need the AED?” The cop had the machine in his hand.

“Yes … please,” Showalter said breathlessly.

“Get her feet out of the water.” Firestone said it would be impossible to use the automated external defibrillator (AED) if the person’s feet were in the water, or the person was wet.

Firestone prepared the AED he had brought from his cruiser. The machine analyzes the rhythm of the heart. It would take a reading of Jan’s vital signs and indicate whether to deliver a shock to Jan’s heart with the paddles or continue manual CPR. Showalter wasn’t getting a pulse. It didn’t mean Jan was gone; it told them, perhaps alarmingly, that they needed to get her heart beating again before any major brain damage occurred, or there was no chance of getting a rhythm back. Neither Showalter nor Firestone had any idea how long Jan had been unconscious.

During this critical process of utilizing the AED, which Firestone, like all cops, had been trained to use, Showalter continued working on Jan. As they conducted this procedure together, an ambulance arrived, additional EMTs running toward the pool. Fire trucks pulled up and parked along Creek Road. Roseboro family members were beginning to arrive as well.

After briefly talking to Michael Roseboro, Firestone noticed that Jan’s husband had walked off to the side and, smoking a cigarette, was talking on his cell phone.

Once the AED was hooked up to Jan’s chest, the apparatus advised them not to shock Jan’s heart, but to continue CPR, instead.

Was this good news? Did it mean Jan Roseboro was still alive?

Technically, she was. There was no doctor on scene to make a pronouncement of death. By all logical assumptions, however, it seemed Jan Roseboro had breathed her last. She was listless, cold to the touch, not moving. Pale. She had no heart rate or pulse. None of this, of course, was ever mentioned or talked about among those at the scene. To anyone there, watching the events transpire in front of them, it appeared that there was hope for Jan. EMTs were focused on reviving Jan Roseboro and getting her from the ground into the ambulance, then to the nearest hospital emergency room. By all accounts, Jan had only been unconscious and not breathing for minutes.

As Showalter continued CPR and, as Firestone later told it, “people more qualified than me” took over, the patrolman stepped away from Jan, looked around, found Michael Roseboro, and explained to Jan’s husband that he needed to ask him a few questions.

You know, procedure. Formalities. For starters, “What happened?”

Roseboro was standing by a patio table, smoking, quietly watching what was going on, cell phone in hand. “I have no idea how long [she has] been in the pool,” Roseboro said.

“Okay. But what happened?” Firestone asked again.

“I went to bed at approximately ten o’clock,” Jan Roseboro’s husband of nineteen years stated, “but Jan stayed outside in the pool area to watch the night sky. I was inside sleeping when I got up to go to the bathroom and noticed that the pool lights and outside torches were still lit.” So Roseboro, after finishing up in the bathroom, walked outside to extinguish the tiki lamps and shut off the remaining lights. “When I entered the pool area … I noticed my wife in the deep end of the pool, retrieved a telephone, and immediately called 911. The operator advised me how to perform CPR, which I did until [everyone] arrived.”

All Firestone had to do was some quick math to realize that Jan could have been in the water anywhere between one and sixty minutes, according to her husband’s timeline. Roseboro said he went to bed at ten. The 911 call had been made at 11:02. Either way you added it up, it did not look good for Jan. Yet, Firestone never said any of this to Roseboro.

“Was Jan drinking?” Firestone asked. He was standing closer to Roseboro now and could smell alcohol on his breath.

“No,” he said.

“Have you been drinking?”

“Yes….”

“Were you swimming earlier tonight, Mr. Roseboro?”

“Yeah.”

“Jan was not wearing swimming attire. Had she been swimming, too?”

“No.”

A gurney was wheeled toward Jan as EMTs continued working on her. One of the medics put a suction device in Jan’s mouth to extract any vomit that might have been lodged in her throat. Showalter later said he believed they were able to suction a small amount of vomit from Jan’s mouth.

By now, maybe five minutes since Showalter and Firestone had responded to the scene, it seemed there were people everywhere.

Michael Roseboro—his and Jan’s three youngest children inside the house sleeping through all of this—stood by and could only watch as his wife was hoisted onto a gurney and wheeled off toward the driveway and a waiting ambulance.

“His demeanor was sort of flat and calm,” Firestone later said, referring to this moment. “Even rote.”

One of the officers who had arrived on scene was off to the side calling into the station to get an investigator out there. Another cop regulation. Just a routine matter to check things out. Standard procedure after an incident like this.

Firestone and Roseboro stood together watching the medic wheel Jan away. There was “an uncomfortable lull there,” Firestone remembered, “where we were kind of standing and staring at each other.”

Breaking that silence, Firestone asked Roseboro, “Hey, is there a pastor or anybody I can call for you?”

“Yes …,” Jan’s husband said. For some reason, before giving Firestone one of the names, Roseboro felt the need to then explain that he and Jan had separate churches they attended.

Roseboro never approached the ambulance. Nor had he asked Firestone or anyone else which hospital his wife was being taken to, how she was, if she was alive, or if she had died at the scene. Instead, he walked off and put his cell phone to his ear, lit another smoke, and dialed a number.

Firestone assumed Roseboro was calling family and friends. Maybe he was still in shock? Too upset to think or react.

“You can have your suspicions,” Firestone commented later, “but you do your best to maintain a neutral and open mind.”

Who knew what the guy was going through?

Just then, as the team worked to get Jan secured in back of the ambulance, Firestone noticed two young males walking hurriedly about the scene. They had that what-in-the-world-is-going-on look. One of them, the patrolman learned, was Michael and Jan Roseboro’s oldest son, seventeen-year-old Samuel (Sam, they called him).

But where had the boy come from? Why had they shown up at this moment?

Then, as Firestone looked around the property for Michael Roseboro, it was as if the guy had vanished.

Michael Roseboro was nowhere to be found.

Maybe he finally got into the ambulance with his wife?

Quite shockingly, as medics got Jan Roseboro’s heart beating again—if only mechanically—inside the ambulance as it took off, blood poured out of the back of her head, turning the pillow underneath red as paint, as if a vessel had burst.

There had not been a spot of blood out on the pool deck or inside the water.

Where in the world was all this blood coming from?
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Someone yelled, “Ephrata Community Hospital.”

Michael Roseboro was back outside and heard the comment. He had not gotten into the ambulance. He was also told by several professionals on scene where his wife was being taken. Jan was en route to a hospital about fifteen minutes across county. The ambulance attendants would continue CPR all the way to the emergency room (ER), where the mother of four would receive the best medical care available.

There was still a chance. Everyone has heard stories of people being dead fifteen, twenty, or even thirty minutes, only to be brought back to life at the hospital before telling a story about white lights and clouds and people from beyond.

Patrolman Firestone had watched the ambulance prepare to drive off. The vehicle was “very well lit” inside. From where he was standing inside the pool deck area, he’d had a clear view of what was going on and who was there.

Additional family members arrived. Phone records from the night indicate Michael Roseboro called his father, Ralph, at home, and then the family business, the Roseboro Funeral Home, which was closed at this hour, for some reason.

Michael had stayed at the house while Jan was whisked off. Perhaps he wanted to take his own vehicle and follow the ambulance? Or maybe wait for additional family members to show up? Still, there were plenty of people at the house to watch the kids if he wanted to be with Jan.

Why wasn’t he leaving?

Firestone took a walk around the pool area. He had an eye and instinct for crime scenes, having worked in the Crime Scene Investigation (CSI) Unit for a time.

“I was looking for any signs of a struggle,” Firestone said. “Anything that might stand out as suspicious.”

Again, standard procedure. It wasn’t that Firestone suspected anything—in fact, quite to the contrary. If nothing else, the Roseboro family, because of who they were and the business they ran, were given the benefit of the doubt more than most others might have been. The problem Firestone encountered from within was that he was trained to think outside the box and search for a reason why this woman—a seemingly healthy adult who had not been drinking—ended up fully clothed and unconscious inside her pool. There was an answer somewhere. Probably an explanation that was going to make a lot of sense as soon as the ECTPD uncovered it.

After a careful walk around, Firestone didn’t see anything out of place. Every item—patio furniture, tables and chairs, and anything else associated with the pool area itself—“looked normal.” Nothing had been disturbed. In addition, the scene didn’t appear to be overly perfect, either, as if someone had gone around and tidied up. The area was well maintained and practical. At least by Firestone’s opinion.

More than anything else, Firestone was looking for a sign, he later said, indicating Jan had accidentally stumbled and fallen into the pool. There were only a few scenarios that could have placed Jan in that pool—an accident, right now, at the top of the list. Yet, there should be some indication of what had happened.

“I was looking for blood and hair,” Firestone added, “tissue, something of that nature, on the pool edge.”

There had to be evidence left behind indicating that Jan had slipped, fallen, and hit her head.

But Firestone found nothing.

Coming around to the deep end of the pool, staring into the water, something caught Firestone’s attention.

A cell phone?

The lights inside the pool were on, so it was easy to see to the bottom. As he came around the corner of the deep end, Firestone noticed the item, red in color, on the bottom of the pool.

Yes, a red cell phone was sitting there by a pair of what looked to be reading glasses and “two small brown stones.” The stones were similar to those used in the landscaping around that particular section of the pool.

It was near this time that Officer Steve Savage showed up and began combing through the scene with Firestone. Michael Roseboro, who had not gone to the hospital as of yet, was also roaming around, being consoled by family members and friends. Up near the screened-in porch, on the opposite side of the deep end of the pool, where, according to Roseboro, he had found his wife, Firestone and Savage saw a bucket.

They walked over. Took a whiff.

The bucket, filled with a foamy fluid, smelled “heavily of a cleaning solution of some type,” Firestone later noted.

Inside the bucket was a “whitish opaque fluid, and there appeared to be a rag floating in it.”

A red rag.
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Mike Texter had been best friends with Jan and Michael Roseboro’s oldest child, Sam, for the past year. Mike had graduated just over a month ago from Cocalico High School and was planning to attend classes at Penn State Berks that coming fall, his focus on kinesiology, the science of studying the physical activity, or “movements,” of human beings. On July 22, 2008, after he got out of work at 9:00 P.M., Mike headed over to one of his favorite places these days, the Roseboro residence, arriving somewhere near nine-thirty.

“I went there every night,” Mike said later, “to hang out with Sam.”

Mike parked his car in the gravel section of the driveway near the pool.

Sam met his friend outside. “What’s up?”

“Hey,” Mike said. After being let in, he walked around the pool toward the screened-in porch. “Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Roseboro,” he said to Michael and Jan, who were sitting near each other on the concrete deck, poolside. All the lights were on. The night sky was brilliant. You could still count the stars with your finger. The moon glowed; pending rain clouds not yet visible.

Mike and Samuel headed into the pool house, grabbed something to eat, watched a little television, and headed back out to the patio after another friend came by and asked if they wanted to go swimming at a fourth friend’s house down the road.

As they left, Mike Texter later recalled in court, it was about 10:05 P.M. Michael Roseboro was sitting on the steps inside the pool, his arms out along the edge, half his body underwater, the other half above the waterline, the multicolored pool lights underwater shining on him.

“As far as I can remember,” Mike said, “… [his] chest would have been exposed out of the water, swimming trunks, legs, would have been in.”

Jan was lying on the ground in back of her husband, seemingly content with the wonder of such a glorious night. All the lights were on, Mike said. The tiki lamps, the pool lights, the dawn-to-dusk floodlight out in back of the house hanging off the garage like a kitchen faucet.

“See you later,” the kids said to Jan and Michael.

They left.

After swimming for an hour, as they were getting ready to head out to McDonald’s for a late-night snack, Mike Texter and Sam Roseboro heard sirens and wondered what was going on in town. Then Sam got word that an ambulance was at his house, so he and Mike took off.

Pulling up, seeing everyone milling about the Roseboros’ backyard, Sam wondered what had happened.

One of the first things Mike Texter noticed as he walked up was that Michael Roseboro was wearing those same red swim trunks he had on while sitting in the water a little over an hour earlier. Here was a kid prone to noticing those light shades of human behavior that many of us take for granted.

Asked later what Roseboro was wearing, which would become a key issue in the weeks and months ahead, Mike said, “I believe they were red swim trunks…. To my knowledge, the same red swim trunks [he was wearing before] I left.”

Realizing that Jan Roseboro was in an ambulance on her way to the hospital, fighting for her life, Sam Roseboro and Mike Texter ran into the house to find out what had happened.
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Detective Larry Martin had just fallen asleep. That night, a Tuesday, the veteran detective from a liberal Mennonite background had been working in his garden before watching a little television and then heading off to bed to read. It was a few minutes after eleven o’clock when a ringing telephone rustled Martin awake.

The balding white-haired detective, with penetrating blue eyes, had a feeling it wasn’t going to be good news—what else could it be at that hour? A call in the middle of the night is never someone expressing gratitude for a favor, or a family member with an invite to a party. In over twenty years of law enforcement experience, Martin had been shuffled out of bed more times than he cared to remember. Yet, inside the boundaries of what had been a simple way of life in rural Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, those calls usually revolved around a deer struck by a car, maybe a brawl at a neighborhood bar that had gotten out of hand, an out-of-towner or couple of punk kids bothering an Amish family who were out minding their own business, trotting along the country roads in a black-as-a-hearse buggy, or perhaps a suicide that, at first glance, didn’t look so cut- and-dry. For Detective Larry Martin, the phone ringing when the stars were bright, and his officers knew he was sound asleep, generally meant he was going to have to get himself dressed and head back out the door.

Ugh!

Martin got up and looked at the clock by his bed. It was 11:03 P.M. on the nose, the detective noted to himself. For the next fifty-seven minutes, it was still July 22, 2008, a calm, peaceful night by most standards.

As he listened to the officer explain how he was heading out to a possible adult drowning, with others on the scene already, Martin believed from that first moment this call was not going to be routine. Something was up.

“Look, Sergeant, this lady, Jan Roseboro, was pulled out of her pool,” the officer explained. “Doesn’t look good…. They’re giving her CPR right now.”

Martin knew the name and said it a few times in his head: Roseboro. He had bumped into Jan Roseboro’s husband, Michael, on the job from time to time. Michael Roseboro was the local mortician, Martin knew. He and his family had owned and operated Roseboro Funeral Home in Denver, just a five-minute ride from the police department, for well over one hundred years, three generations. Roseboro had often shown up, Martin thought to himself, at death scenes to pick up bodies. An elderly lady would die in her sleep and Roseboro was right there, helping the family, consoling them, telling widows and widowers alike that all would be okay, he’d take care of everything. Roseboro and Martin would chitchat. You know, How’s it going? Nothing personal. Just men out in the world doing their jobs best they can. Forty-one-year-old Michael Roseboro knew his business; he was well liked and highly respected, in and around Lancaster County. Martin knew this because he had seen it himself on the job.

Boy … that’s odd, Martin thought as the officer gave him the weak details he had at the time. Adult people don’t normally drown in their own pools.

The officer explained how he had just gotten to the scene himself and spoke to a few people, this after Michael Roseboro called 911.

“Let me ask you,” Martin questioned his officer, “do you know if she was drunk?” Any cop knew, excessive alcohol use and swimming were not a good mix.

“I don’t know that,” the officer responded. “But there’s no indication.”

By now, Jan was long gone from the scene—on her way to the hospital. The first officers responding, Mike Firestone and Steve Savage, Martin soon found out, had asked a few people around the Roseboros’ home, which recently had undergone an expansive and expensive addition, if Jan had been drinking. All indications thus far were that she had not been. On top of this, there was no evidence of it. Not an empty glass of wine or a beer bottle. According to her husband, Jan was a fan of going out and looking at the stars, sitting by the pool, contemplating—one could only guess—life.

“I’ll be heading out there,” Martin told the officer. “I just want to make sure, and interview some people.”

Because it seemed so strange for an adult to end up drowned in her own pool, Martin wanted to cross every t and dot every i. As a thorough cop, you do that by speaking to whoever was around the house at the time of the incident. There would be reports to write, lots and lots of paperwork. Martin was awake, anyway. Why not check it out himself?

Martin was no newbie. He understood how things worked: insurance companies and coroners. It was best just to take a spin out there and get a firsthand account. There was probably a sad, but extremely logical, explanation to the entire ordeal. Maybe Jan had fallen and hit her head? It appeared she was outside by herself. Maybe she decided on a late-night swim by herself? Martin knew of warnings about swimming by yourself at night. Cramp in the leg. Heart attack. Slip and fall. Any number of things could lead to an adult drowning.

Suicide was always on the table, too.

Martin hung up with the officer. Next, he called Keith Neff, one of two detectives, besides himself, whom Martin had on staff. Kerry Sweigart, Martin’s other detective, was on vacation. Thirty-eight-year-old Keith Neff was a vivacious and hyper cop who had never, in his career of more than eleven years, investigated a murder. He was a wiry, skinny guy, who had what his sparring partners might call “cauliflower ears,” flaps of skin mushroomed over and bent from all the ground fighting, grappling, and Brazilian jiujitsu that Neff did in his spare time. He was at home, sleeping, his wife by his side, and two kids down the hall.

Martin got no answer on Neff’s Nextel, so he left a message.

As Martin got dressed, Neff called to ask what was going on. Burglary and thefts (property crime) were Neff’s beat. There had been an explosion of burglaries in and around the Denver/Reinholds area lately.

Had another Turkey Hill convenience store been hit?

“Hey,” Martin said, “we have several officers on the scene of what appears to be a reported drowning. Meet me at the station and we’ll go up there together.”

Groggily, rubbing sleep from his eyes, Neff said, “Okay, Lar (pronounced ‘lair’), see you at the station.”
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The Pennsylvania sky looked menacing as Detective Sergeant Larry Martin and Detective Keith Neff met at the ECTPD station house near midnight on July 22. In the starless Lancaster County night, where light pollution is generally at an absolute minimum, the clouds, black as motor oil, swirled like ink in water, no doubt preparing to put on a show. The air was moist, thick, heavy.

By the time Martin and Neff grabbed what they needed and headed out to the Roseboro residence on West Main Street, just on the Denver/Reinholds town line, it was a balmy 72 degrees, just a few minutes after midnight, now July 23. The humidity level had spiked off the charts at a whopping 93 percent; this, mind you, while a composed, subtle haze—which could now be called a slight drizzle—settled down on the region, inspiring the wipers on Neff’s white Chevy Impala to pulsate back and forth.

“Odd,” Martin said again, thinking out loud, Neff nodding in agreement as he drove, “that an adult could drown in her own pool.”

Kids, yeah. Teens fooling around, sure. Those things sometimes happened. But sober adults? Not so much. And this was certainly not a scenario either of these two cops had ever heard of or encountered before.

Still, Neff and Martin knew better. There is a first for everything. And the only way to be sure was to have a look at the scene, ask a few questions of the family and Michael Roseboro, then hopefully head back home and go back to bed.

“That’s what we thought, anyway,” Neff said later, “as we headed out there. But, boy, were we wrong.”

The ECTPD isn’t the type of law enforcement agency brimming with detectives out in the field investigating a laundry list of murder cases, like perhaps in nearby Reading, Allentown, or downtown Lancaster City. In fact, as the summer of 2008 commenced, it had been years since the ECTPD had investigated a single murder case, and over ten since a murder case wasn’t actually solved within a few hours.

According to a history of the department, it was 1838 when the Township of Cocalico was divided into Ephrata and East and West Cocalico. Legend has it that Cocalico was a name given by the local Native Americans, back before the Revolutionary War. Translated, cocalico means “den of snakes.”

The ECTPD was formally organized in the early 1970s. In 1978, according to the department’s website, the ECTPD began to provide police service to the Borough of Adamstown under a contractual agreement. It wasn’t until 1986 that West Cocalico Township contracted out the department’s services. In 1995, the Borough of Denver joined.

That all said, the ECTPD provides law enforcement coverage to an area of approximately fifty square miles and twenty-two thousand people, including the gorgeous rolling hills of the Amish, Mennonite, and Pennsylvania Dutch farming regions housing somewhere just south of ten thousand. The department employs twenty-two full-time officers and two full-time civilian employees, which breaks down into two sergeants, three corporals, fourteen patrolmen, two detectives, and the chief.

Located just outside Denver, a farming community of a little over four thousand, the ECTPD is located in the bottom floor of what looks like an old library, but is actually the Town Services Department. There’s a $75,000 crime scene van with all the latest high-tech gadgets parked out back—a gift during the Homeland Security frenzy of bloated government funding—that is rarely ever used, simply because Lancaster County has a team of forensic investigators and crime scene techs at its disposal.

Things are generally slow in the Denver/Reinholds part of the county, and burglary, fueled by an obsession some Americans have with old-school drugs, such as heroin and crack cocaine, is the most popular problem rousting cops from behind their desks.

Or out of bed in the middle of the night.

Keith Neff and Larry Martin considered that Michael Roseboro had to be feeling this pretty darn hard—and was probably frantic and an emotional mess, holding his wife’s hand as paramedics and hospital personnel worked on Jan at the hospital. The guy must be going out of his mind. From what Martin and Neff had been told, it appeared that it was Michael Roseboro who had found his wife in the pool, jumped in, and fished her out. Medics had taken Jan away and, theoretically, she was still being worked on.

But things didn’t look so good for the mother and wife.

Even though, in his profession, Roseboro had dealt with dead bodies on a daily basis, and had probably been desensitized to death at this point—having been around skin white as chalk, purple fingernails, and cold-as-steel body temperatures for the better part of his life—this was his wife. The mother of his four children. Things had to be different when it’s someone you love. Michael Roseboro himself had talked about how difficult it was working on and being around the body of a family member. E-mailing a friend after his grandfather had died less than a month prior, in June, Roseboro had said he “just got done [with] the embalming” of his eighty-nine-year-old grandpa, E. Louis Roseboro, the patriarch of the Roseboro clan, when “a lot of emotions and thoughts” kicked up and started to burden him. Grandpa Roseboro had lived a long, productive life. But still, preparing a family member’s body for burial, seeing him or her lying there on a slab, hoses and needles sticking into the skin, their mouth wired shut, was tough. And now this: Jan, with whom Michael Roseboro was just about to renew his marital vows during an extended vacation to North Carolina in front of a host of friends and family. Jan, the woman everybody adored and loved, was fighting for her life.

How could it be?

Martin and Neff were about to begin looking for that answer.
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Martin and Neff drove into Reinholds via Hill and Creek Roads. It was probably going to be a quick in and out. At least, that’s what they hoped. Speak to a few people, find out what happened to Jan, say a silent prayer, hoping doctors could revive her back at the ER, and then head back home to get some sleep before the sun rose and another day started.

Forty-five-year-old Larry Martin had five kids whom his wife homeschooled. From there, Martin’s family tree spread out like roots to three siblings and a whopping twenty-eight cousins. Besides one sister, who had moved to Queens, New York, Martin’s Mennonite family had stayed in the confines of Lancaster County—Amish-Mennonite-Pennsylvania Dutch central—for generations.

“As far as I know,” Martin said later, “all of my cousins’ children live in Lancaster or the neighboring Berks County—which is probably around seventy-five.”

In these parts, “family” means family, in every sense of the word. It’s safe to say Larry Martin knew everybody, and—perhaps more important to how much his professional life was about to be transformed by what at first appeared to be a routine drowning—everybody knew Larry Martin.

Neff parked the Impala in the driveway. The scene was bustling with people, both detectives noticed. Fire trucks and cop cars and medic vehicles lined up and down both streets straddling the Roseboros’ corner lot. The backyard was overflowing with friends and family and other people. Neighbors were just now turning on their lights and emerging from their homes, no doubt curious and unnerved by all the commotion.

It was 12:22 A.M. when Neff and Martin started up the driveway and walked into the backyard. As Neff went to unlatch the gate into the pool area, “I had trouble with it,” he said later, noting to himself how difficult the thing was to open. Probably for good reason: Michael and Jan Roseboro did not want some curious toddler or teen sneaking into the pool and falling in. Yet, it was so difficult for Neff to open, “I had to actually ask for assistance,” he added, “to get in the gate the first time I went in.”

ECTPD officers Mike Firestone, Gail Sizer, and Steve Savage briefed Neff and Martin about what was going on as a light rain began to fall a bit steadier now.

The Roseboro house was by far the largest and most contemporary in the neighborhood. In fact, the initial house itself, a World War II-era Cape, was buried—lost and swallowed up—inside the new addition, rendered nearly unnoticeable. If one looked at the house from West Main Street (the front yard), the new addition started from the left side and continued in an L-shaped pattern to nearly the corner of the lot. From the corner, it stretched into the back, ending in a T shape, a courtyard and patio in the middle of it all, leading into the stone deck surrounding the spacious, inkblot-shaped inground pool. Think of the house as three separate ranch-style homes connected together, laid out in a horseshoe, with the pool almost inside the open end. A lot of planning and thought had gone into the making of this custom home. As one family friend later put it: “Jan and Mike hired architects and builders, and Mike supervised every aspect of the building process.”

It was an addition that had just been completed as the summer of 2008 began.

What Neff and Martin soon learned—a few simple facts that would become important to the case as the night wore on—was that, spread out around the outside of the home, including that dusk-to-dawn light on the peak of the garage roof nearly overlooking the pool, were floodlights and “soft” lights, not to mention that series of tiki torches and underwater pool lights in the deck area. The grounds of the entire Roseboro home were always well lit up, neighbors and friends and family said.

Neff and Martin spoke with Firestone first. There seemed to be a lot of people in the house. Even more family and friends had arrived. Neighbors and onlookers were beginning to emerge and settle around the house.

“Mike Roseboro told me he went to bed at around ten,” Firestone explained, looking down at his notes. “Jan, his wife, stayed outside to watch the night sky. He said he got up to use the bathroom and saw that the torch lights were still lit.”

It made sense. At that time of the night, it had been clear out; and, arguably, a person could have wanted to go outside, especially out here, where the sky on a clear night is as dark and sparkling as a planetarium. The pool was part of the massive new addition. The tiki torch lamps along the southwest side of the deck were permanent, not the kind you impulsively buy at the local Walmart or supermarket. All of the torches were equally spaced around one side of the pool, the last two of the bunch positioned between the stone walkway into the pool deck area, one on each side. There was a black cast-iron fence, those pointy medieval-like spikes at approximately five feet two inches high all the way around the pool, the only way into the deck area from the yard being through the gate that Neff had had so much trouble unlatching.

“Anything else?” Neff asked.

Martin stood by his side, curious already as to the circumstances. Something just wasn’t sitting right with the veteran detective.

“Mr. Roseboro said he went to attend to the torchlights and saw Jan in the deep end of the pool. He said he pulled her from the pool, retrieved a phone, called 911, and started CPR. I spotted a pair of glasses, some stones, and a cell phone on the bottom of the pool.”

Martin was curious. There were people in the yard. Lots of people.

“Yeah,” Firestone noted, looking around, “the Roseboros’ son Sam and a friend … came home while we were working on her.”

“Did you tell Mike Roseboro anything?” Neff wondered.

“Well, I explained to him that based on my experience his wife had probably died. But the ambulance people, I told him, were still working on her and she would get more treatment at the hospital. I explained that a medical doctor would have to make the call whether she died.”

Martin stopped him. “Was she pronounced?”

“Yeah, at the hospital.”

Jan Roseboro was dead. The actual time of death was 11:57 P.M., July 22, 2008. But no one had told Michael Roseboro any of this. He had no idea what was going on, and, surprisingly, had never asked. He had not driven to the hospital or demanded to go in the ambulance. Nor had anyone given him status information on Jan. Yet, everyone walking around was under the assumption (or impression) that Jan Roseboro had died. How in the heck did they know? Did someone call the hospital?

When Martin heard that CPR had been performed from the time police arrived until Jan left in an ambulance, he didn’t assume she was going to die, but “my gut told me it was not a good situation. I’ve heard of them bringing people back.”

In any case, with Jan’s death came a new set of investigatory problems for the ECTPD. It was going to be a long night. Even accidental drownings can take cops hours upon hours to clear, not to mention all the interviews and paperwork.

Martin found Neff, who had been roaming around, trying to get a feel for the scene. The rain had let up some, yet there was rumbling off in the distance, along with flashes of light. A whopper of a storm was rolling in. You could almost smell it.

“Hey, Keith, she was pronounced,” Martin told his detective.

“No kidding,” Neff said. He felt bad. By now, they knew that Jan had four children; three of them young kids, the oldest, Sam, just seventeen.

Neff needed to talk with anyone on the scene willing. For Martin, he found it odd that Michael Roseboro was still at the house. Watching Roseboro work the crowd around him, Martin thought, Why is he not at the hospital?
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In 1997, Keith Neff transferred from a police force in Reading, which had been in turmoil, a city undergoing a crisis of crime, to the ECTPD. Before that, he had worked part-time for a half year with a police department in Berks County. By the time Neff became a detective in March 2004, just four years before he found himself at Michael Roseboro’s house investigating a seemingly uncomplicated and accidental adult drowning, he was experienced in various degrees of police work—with the exception of murder. Murder, if truth be told, was something Neff had never investigated. In the ECTPD there were only two other detectives, including Neff’s boss, Larry Martin.

“And I was an add-on,” Neff said, “only because there were too many investigations going on for the one detective and Larry.”

Neff had not taken the normal path into a career as a police officer, although his stepfather was a state police officer in Pennsylvania for twenty-seven years, and some of that, no doubt, had rubbed off on him. Neff had gone to school for exercise science, physical education, strength and conditioning, with dreams of perhaps one day becoming a trainer for a professional sports team or a local college. He learned quickly after graduation, however, that physical training was not as lucrative or in demand as he might have thought.

“I had trouble paying my bills,” Neff explained. He got married. Bought a house. Wanted to start a family (two kids would come later, in 2001 and 2006). And now found himself facing responsibilities. “So I started looking into police work. Possibly maybe getting into the state police and ending up at the academy doing physical conditioning.”

The best of both worlds.

Before he became a detective, as a patrol officer for the ECTPD, the shift was “killing me,” Neff said. On a good day, he clocked in at 155 pounds. Working the graveyard shift, he added, “I wouldn’t eat. Couldn’t sleep. I was losing weight….” Ten pounds at a clip. And for a guy his size, Neff couldn’t afford to lose any amount. Yet, in noting Neff’s small physique and weight, don’t let any of it fool you. The guy has trained as a Brazilian jiujitsu ground fighter for a decade, owning and running several schools, and was recently awarded his black belt in the sport by none other than Royler Gracie, David Adiv, and Rosendo Diaz. Gracie and his family, all of whom hail from Brazil, are single-handedly responsible for bringing Brazilian jiujitsu into the States and making the sport what it is today.

The job of detective was a position you tested for. So Neff took the examination, passed, and was offered a desk and a badge.

In his four years as a detective, Neff had never testified in a jury trial. He’d been scheduled a few times, but the defendants pled out. Just as well. Like most detectives, Neff preferred being out in the field, solving cases, not necessarily having to explain them later in great detail in front of a room of strangers, some of whom are looking to tangle you up with your own words.

*  *  *

As Keith Neff walked the scene and looked for the opportunity to speak with Michael Roseboro, he considered the only case of an adult drowning he had ever seen. It was a man who had ingested way too much alcohol and had decided to swim across a lake—and failed to make it to the other side.

Neff noticed that Michael Roseboro was standing off in the back of the house inside the screened-in porch, surrounded by family, including his son Sam. The other three children, Neff and Larry Martin learned, were still sleeping. Neff later estimated that near “thirty people” were roaming around the scene—family, friends, neighbors, cops, medics, fire personnel. And even with everything going on, the children did not wake up.

Strange.

Neff spoke to a few of the medics, got their stories, then walked the perimeter of the pool, looking for anything different. The idea was to get a mental picture of the scene and then lock people down to whatever it was they wanted to say, all while getting to the facts of what happened. There was no cause for alarm just because the police were still present at the scene; it was protocol. Any death needed to be explained. Didn’t matter how it happened.

“Mike Roseboro,” someone close to the case later lamented, “stood off to the side away from where the body had been.”

“He never came up and asked any questions,” Neff said. “Or even, ‘How’s it look?’ He just never asked anybody, ‘How is Jan doing?’ Where she was. Or what was going on. He had surrounded himself with this group of people who were, it seemed, protecting him.”

The question was: From what? What did Michael Roseboro have to hide?

A family reputation, for one. The wife of a wealthy undertaker drowns in her own pool. Sounded as creepy as the guy’s chosen profession. People were going to ask questions. Point fingers. Michael Roseboro must have felt the need to watch out for himself and his family.

It was near one o’clock in the morning. Officer Savage called Larry Martin from the hospital. Savage had followed the ambulance and stayed with Jan. Savage told Martin that doctors had found a noticeable “mark behind the victim’s ear.” A pronounced wound of some sort that went deep. One of the only reasons they noticed the wound was because Jan had started bleeding inside the ambulance on the way to the hospital as medics pumped life back into her heart and it started beating, if only mechanically. Lying outside on the deck, Jan had not bled, because her heart had stopped beating. But the head bleeds copiously, like no other part of the body.

Martin spoke to Dr. Steven Zebert at the hospital. It being such a small community, Zebert and Martin knew each other. “What do you think, Doctor?” Martin asked.

“Man, this is a deep wound, Larry. It goes all the way to the skull. I’m not even one hundred percent sure it’s not a bullet wound!”

Martin was shocked by the suggestion. “Huh?”

“But listen, I am going to send her downstairs for an X-ray and we’ll find out.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” Martin said, flipping his cell phone closed.

This comment, at least for Larry Martin, made the situation a bit more fluid, if not downright mysterious. Martin asked who was awake inside the house—and if any of the kids were up.

He wanted to speak to them.

They were all sleeping.

The injury was later described as a “puncture wound … to the left side of [Jan’s] head … behind the left ear approximately one centimeter in diameter.” About the size and shape, in other words, of a bullet wound. And wouldn’t you know it, the wound was in the exact place a hit man or someone who knew how to kill would place a pistol and fire.

One shot.

Pop.

Done.

Detective Martin thought about it. Bullet wound? Puncture to the back of the head? If she had not been shot, had Jan fallen, hit her head, and maybe rolled into the pool and drowned? Perhaps Michael Roseboro was so distressed over the idea of not being there for his wife when she needed him that he was upset and wanted to crawl into a corner somewhere. That would explain his odd behavior. The guy was possibly blaming himself for what had happened.

Martin gave Keith Neff this new information. Yet it occurred to Neff after surveying the scene fairly meticulously that there was no blood anywhere outside. How could she have fallen, hit her head hard enough to produce such a severe wound, and not leave any blood behind?

“This rain,” Neff said. It had come down hard, in intervals. It was one of those midsummer downpours that seem to come out of nowhere and dump bucket loads of rain and then abruptly stop, only to begin again minutes later. The rain could have washed away any blood, concealing where Jan had fallen.

“Of course, I don’t want to overlook the obvious,” Neff later explained, talking about what he was thinking as he walked the scene. “But I still need to stay focused and not get too zeroed in on anything in the beginning of an investigation.”

Anything was possible.

*  *  *

According to Keith Neff’s meticulous notes of that night, it was 1:07 A.M. when he approached Michael Roseboro for the first time. In his gentle manner, soft-spoken and congenial, Neff asked Roseboro, “I was hoping you could come down to the station and talk about what happened.” Neff explained that the ECTPD was obligated to fill out reports and get statements from everyone it could. Since Roseboro was the person who had found his wife, his input might help clear up things. During this short conversation, Neff never told Roseboro that his wife had died at the hospital.

And Michael Roseboro never asked.

“Sure,” Roseboro said, responding to a trip downtown.

The guy was preoccupied and flat, Neff observed. No emotion one way or the other. Family members nearby—Neff didn’t know at this point whose side of the family they were from—gave Neff a feeling that he was not wanted. There was a sadness there for what had happened, implicit on the faces of everyone. But it was overshadowed in some ways by an eerie feeling of coldness, Neff later explained. It made the detective feel that in the Roseboro house, men in blue were the enemy. That Neff and his cohorts from the ECTPD were unwelcome guests and needed to leave at once.
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Jan and Michael Roseboro’s friends Rebecca Donahue and Gary Frees offered to drive Roseboro to the ECTPD so he could speak with Keith Neff and Larry Martin. It had to be done. Roseboro needed to clear up any confusion, add any details he could, so Detective Neff, now the lead investigator, could write his reports. After that was done, Roseboro could focus on perhaps the most important part of the ordeal thus far: preparing his three youngest children, who were still sound asleep back at the house, for what would be the worst news of their lives. Sam was the only Roseboro child to know what had happened. Sam was back at the scene, family surrounding him, some later claimed, walking around the pool deck area, smoking cigarettes, and, one might guess, searching for answers.

A teacher of special education, Rebecca Donahue lived about a mile away from the Roseboro house. She had known Jan for “a little over ten years,” Rebecca later said, and considered herself to be Jan’s best friend. Before Jan and Michael had moved into Jan’s childhood home on West Main and Creek Road, they lived “two houses down from me, and across the street from my mother, and we were together often. My kids were at her house, and her kids were at my house, staying overnight and [on] holidays [and] birthdays.” Rebecca Donahue had been over to the Roseboro house socially on Sunday and Monday of that week. It was gut-wrenching for Rebecca to think that Jan was no longer going to be there to talk to, or whiz by with the kids, stop in, maybe have a cup of coffee or a glass of wine. It was those subtle, everyday experiences we think are just simply part of our daily lives we miss the most after tragedy strikes. The way in which Rebecca was notified that something had happened to Jan was enough, in and of itself, to jolt her into the stark reality that Jan was gone forever. Rebecca had been sleeping. Susan Van Zant, Jan’s sister, had tried calling, but Rebecca wasn’t answering her phone. So Susan grabbed Mike Texter and drove over to Rebecca’s house. Susan was frantic. Crying. Shaking. She had walked in, found Rebecca, and put it as bluntly as possible: “Jan’s gone…. She had a heart attack and fell in the pool and drowned.”

Yet no one, by that time of the night (near midnight), had said how Jan had died, or if Jan was even dead. Susan Van Zant, better known as Suzie, was telling people Jan was gone before the ER doctor had pronounced her.

During the quick ride, in which Gary Frees drove and Rebecca Donahue sat in the back, Michael Roseboro was quiet. Frees, Jan’s sister Suzie’s boyfriend at the time, had known Jan and Michael for just over a year.

Neff and Martin were ready and waiting for Roseboro, who walked into the lobby of the ECTPD through the glass doors around to the back of the town building. The ECTPD’s foyer is about a five-by-ten-foot area of whitewashed concrete cinder block walls. There are a few stiff and uncomfortable chairs for sitting on each side as you walk in. There’s a bulletin board with posters reminding the public that crime doesn’t pay and that drugs make you stupid and put you in prison. Directly facing people as they enter, there’s a door leading into the small “squad room” office space, and another door, to the right, leading into the two-cell holding tank and booking station.

Small-town Andy Griffith stuff.

Sitting in the lobby, waiting for Detectives Neff and Martin, Roseboro was quiet. The room was well lit, and Gary Frees sat on one side of the lobby, Roseboro on the other, directly across from him, just a few feet between the two men.

Frees noticed that Roseboro “kept dabbing,” as he later put it, at his face—and that something was “oozing,” Frees added, from an area around Roseboro’s chin and upper lip. Roseboro had recently grown a salt-and-pepper goatee. Still, “I took notice that he was wiping his upper lip,” Frees said later. “Just … there was oozing coming out of his upper lip. He was wiping that with his finger. You could actually see it was oozing blood.”

Watching Roseboro dab at his lip, that blood obvious in the fluorescent light of the ECTPD lobby, Frees wondered, Did you cut yourself shaving?

He decided, however, not to say anything.

Neff came out of the squad room and into the lobby. He asked Roseboro to follow him. All he wanted, Neff explained in not so many words, was a timeline from Roseboro of the day and night. He needed to know if Jan had been drinking. If, perhaps, she had been complaining of any pain the previous day, or later on that night. Was there anything out of the ordinary or odd that had struck Roseboro regarding his wife? Tests on Jan’s blood would take time. Who knew if Jan wasn’t some sort of a closeted alcoholic. Or maybe a drug addict.

Secrets … everybody’s got ‘em. When you die, they emerge gradually, like the grass over your grave.

All of this was fairly routine for the ECTPD. They needed to find out what had happened, and Michael Roseboro might have that answer. No one was going to be shining a light in Roseboro’s face and pointedly asking him tough questions. There was no crime, as far as the ECTPD could tell by this point.

The conversation would be fairly informal, unless something came up. In fact, Keith Neff was dressed in civilian clothes. He was not wearing any police equipment, didn’t have his weapon, or even his badge.

“Thanks for coming in,” Neff said as they got settled inside the small room. “I greatly appreciate this. I want to be clear here. You can leave at any time. If you need a break, at any time, just let me know, Mr. Roseboro. Okay?”

“Sure,” Roseboro said.

Neff and Roseboro sat down, the cinder block walls, devoid of pictures, paintings, or any other distracting items, painted a nicotine yellow around them. Larry Martin sat, too, but he allowed Neff to do most of the talking. There was a walnut-brown Formica table with a few chairs. A three-by-five window (one-way mirror) on the north end of the room. And that was about it. The tone was going to be entirely conversational. Neff even felt bad, having to ask the guy questions so soon after what appeared to be a tragedy that would continue to grow in emotional magnitude before it got better for anyone close to Jan Roseboro.

At times, Martin got up and left the room, then returned.

Neff took out a laptop computer, opened it up on the table between them. He explained to Roseboro that he was going to type out a question and then wait for his answer and type that out before moving on.

Roseboro said he understood. “No problem.”

After he gave Neff his full name and a few other personal details, Neff asked what time Roseboro got up the previous day, July 21, 2008, almost two mornings ago now.

That was an easy question for Jan’s husband: “Five-thirty.”

Roseboro’s work schedule routine had started at the same time for years. Although he owned and operated the family business, Roseboro was a creature of habit.

“Was Jan with you when you woke up?”

“She did not feel well last night,” Roseboro said. He seemed focused and detached, as if he were talking about somebody else’s life. Roseboro spoke in a rather low monotone, soft and borderline effeminate. Neff could not judge the guy’s emotional reaction one way or another. Maybe Roseboro’s passive demeanor was the way he reacted to any social or personal situation? “She slept until about ten forty-five,” Roseboro continued. “She took some NyQuil last night.” He thought about what day that would be. Then: “Monday night.”

“Did you sleep together Monday into Tuesday?”

“Yes.”

“What was wrong with her?”

“We were down to Longstreth (a female sporting-goods store) Monday morning, and we stopped … and she came out and said she was not feeling well.”

Neff rustled in his seat for a moment, tapping away on his laptop, trying to get more comfortable in the stiff chair. There was a delicate balance going on here between pushing Michael Roseboro too far at what was, Neff assumed, one of the worst nights of his life. Still, getting the facts so the ECTPD could hopefully close this case as an accidental drowning and move on was the goal. Nothing more.

“Um, did she see a doctor?” Neff asked.

“No. She thought it was a stomach virus. She did not feel good all of Monday. I went to the funeral home and came back around three-thirty P.M. and she was sleeping. She slept until four P.M. on Monday.”

“What did you guys do on Monday?”

“We sat around and were playing cards. It was myself, her and our three youngest kids. She had my oldest son [go out and] get Coke Slushies. He got them for her and the three kids.”

Roseboro had no trouble answering questions. Here was a husband explaining an average day in the life of what appeared to be a normal suburban family.

“What did you do next?” Neff asked.

“Around nine P.M. on Monday night, she laid down and asked me to rub Vicks VapoRub on her back. I rubbed it on her back, and then she took some NyQuil.” Roseboro ran a hand across the side of his face. It was getting late, somewhere near 2:00 A.M. He looked tired. Beaten down. “I went downstairs and watched TV until about ten-thirty P.M. and came upstairs and went to bed.”

“Did she wake up during the night?”

“She woke up a couple of times to tell me I was snoring and to roll over to my stomach.”

“What time did you guys get up on Tuesday?”

“I got up at five-thirty. She got up around ten forty-five. She told me she felt a lot better. I was home until about seven-thirty and then went down to the funeral home. I was there until about nine A.M. All the kids were home.”

“What did you do when you got home?”

“I was swimming with the kids, from about nine-fifteen A.M. until she got up.”

“When she woke up, what did you guys do?”

“She ate a bowl of cereal and then we played cards. It was me, Jan and [one of our kids].”

“What happened next?”

“Around noon, I went to get a shower, and she left and went to the bank and post office.” Roseboro said that by the time Jan went out, she was feeling better.

Roseboro gave it to him, and said he had managed to get to the funeral home by about three o’clock that day. Then he corrected himself, explaining that his doctor’s appointment was actually scheduled for one-thirty. It was near five o’clock when he finally returned home on Tuesday evening, July 22—the last night of Jan’s life.

Neff asked for the doctor’s name. Roseboro gave it to him.

“I jumped in the pool with all the kids and made burgers.”

But Jan never went in the pool, Roseboro explained. She played cards with her two oldest daughters on the patio. It was near 85 degrees all day long, a perfect summer afternoon to hang out by the pool. They’d had such fun playing cards, Roseboro said. The game lasted all the way until about 8:45 or 9:00 P.M. They laughed and joked, and Jan felt so much better than she had during the two previous days.

It was about 9:15 P.M., Roseboro was certain, when he finally got out of the pool with two of his kids and went inside to go and get ready for bed.

“What did Jan do?”

Roseboro did not hesitate: “I was sitting on a step on the deep end of the pool. She was lying right behind me.” He must have meant right before he went inside, although he never made it clear and Neff didn’t ask.

“How long did you guys stay in the pool?”

“I left the pool around ten P.M. and went inside. My stomach did not feel too well. I asked her if I should put the torches out. She told me she was going to stay outside and watch the planes a little longer. She told me she would be in, ‘in a little bit.’”

Neff was able to stay focused on what Roseboro told him; he could type and listen at the same time. If he missed something, he’d ask Roseboro to stop so he could catch up. The conversation never grew into anything other than two men sitting, casually talking to each other about an event they had probably wished had never brought them together.

Neff next asked Roseboro to explain what had happened between the time he last saw Jan—10:00 P.M.—lying poolside, and the time he spied his wife floating in the pool, somewhere between the top of the waterline and the bottom.

Almost an hour had elapsed, according to Roseboro.

“In the summer,” he said, “[our three youngest children] sleep on the floor in our bedroom. [Two of them] were sleeping, and [the other] was almost asleep. I told her good night. I turned off the TV and fell asleep.”

“Did you wake up?”

“I woke up at ten fifty-eight P.M. I looked out and saw the torches were still lit. I went outside to put the torches out. I went to put the first torch out, and saw Jan.”

Neff asked where she was.

Roseboro said Jan was on the “bottom of the deep end.” So he “jumped in and pulled her out. I laid her on the deck and called 911. I started giving her CPR. Someone from 911 walked me through it. I kept going until the ambulance got there.”

In succession—Neff considered as Roseboro spoke—this guy walked outside in his boxer shorts to blow out the torches, noticed that his wife was on the bottom of their pool, jumped in, swam down into the deep end, grabbed hold of her, pulled her out, laid her down on her back, then called 911. Roseboro was likely huffing and puffing after all of that. Out of breath and frantic.

Neff asked if Roseboro noticed “anything about Jan” that night that might have been different.

Roseboro ignored that question and instead said he felt for a pulse, but he did not feel one, adding that Jan never swam in the clothing he found her in.

“Did the kids ever wake up?”

“No.”

It was after 2:00 A.M. Neff asked Roseboro if he needed to take a break and collect his thoughts, maybe just chill out for a bit, use the bathroom, grab a smoke, relax.

Roseboro said he would like that.

*  *  *

During the break, Larry Martin put in a call to Lancaster County assistant district attorney (ADA) Kelly Sekula. She had been informed of what was going on since Martin and Keith Neff had gone out to the scene and arrived back at the station house with a strange feeling there was more to an adult drowning in her own pool by accident. Martin had called ADA Sekula earlier and asked about boundaries and what the ECTPD should do in this situation. Sekula, in turn, woke up the district attorney (DA), Craig Stedman. They talked about the situation and agreed something didn’t seem right. They had better work closely with the ECTPD to make sure everyone was on the same page. If it was an accident, they would find that out. If it was more, well, at least things would be done under the supervision of the prosecuting attorney’s office from the get-go. It couldn’t hurt.

Martin explained to Sekula exactly what had transpired thus far.

“I’ll call you back,” she said.

Sekula called Craig Stedman and conferred.

“All we can do is a consent to search,” Stedman told his ADA. “Call me back and keep me in the loop as to what’s going on.” Stedman and Sekula talked for a brief moment more about what the ECTPD actually had—which amounted to nothing—and what they could do legally at this point.

When Sekula got back on the phone with Martin, she said, “We don’t even have a crime here, Detective Martin. A consent to search is all we can do. But you need to get consent from Mr. Roseboro to go into his house.”

Martin said, “Okay.” He called Neff over. “Ask Roseboro if he’ll consent us to taking a walk-through of his house.”
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