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DANIELLE PIRRERA’S

As Peter Abi-Rashed interviewed Sam Pirrera, Detective Mark Petkoff monitored the exchange by

video from another room. If Petkoff had an idea for a line of questioning, he would type it into his
computer, and Abi-Rashed could read it on his own screen without interrupting the interrogation.

“Look, something pretty horrific happened in
that house. You’re upset, you're depressed. You're
venting your frustrations, smashed up your own
house, right? Used abaseball bat. Look at me, Sam.
Do you agree with me, you’re pretty upset, pretty
pissed off?”

“Yeah?”

“And why couldn’t that carry over to you being
pissed off at someone who is at your house?”

“I don’t remember anyone else being at my
house”

Detective Mark Petkoff continued to monitor on
the video camera in the room across the hall, and
type suggestions for Abi-Rashed to read on the
teleprompter.

“You were on abender, you're all by yourself, you
went back to coke and crack, using them as a
crutch. Isthatright?” Abi-Rashed asked.

“Yeah?”

“And you have someone who comes to help you,
and what you were trying to do is lose yourself,
Sam. Trying to separate yourself into two Sams,
and freebasing was helping youdo that. Andno one
wanted to help you. Sam, look at me. It wasn’t you
that did those things in your house, it was your
loneliness that caused you to do this”

Abi-Rashed’s voice, rising. “Sam! Look at me!
Doyou agree with me?”

“I don’t believe I killed anybody, OK? SoIdon’t
know what you’re talking about ”

“Well, Sam, you know what the problem is? You
can’t stand someone leaving you. Do you agree with
me?”

“Yeah?”

“Sam, talk tome. Why are we going around in cir-
cleshere?”

“Itold youIdon’t want totalk about it any more.”

“Isee. Doyouhave nightmares?

“NO-"

“Nonightmares, Sam? Look at me. You picked up
someone, right? You're already hurting. Nobody
there for support, nobody cares about Sam. You
don’t know what to do, you're freebasing, youtry to
kill that loneliness, that ‘nobody cares’ feeling. You
get someone back to your house. Sam, look at me.
You do some coke with her, you have a bit of fun,
feeling better, but then it’s time for her to leave,
right? Sam? It’s time for her to leave, right ?”

“Idon’t know what you're talking about”

“You’re going to be lonely, once she leaves you're
back to being lonely. And Sam doesn’t like being
lonely. Causeit hurts. Soyou stop her. And then you
realize, ‘Oh my God, what didI do?’ And now you
realize: ‘I’ve got to cover up. Clean up. This didn’t
happen. Right?”
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Petkoff continued to watch, and chip in ques-
tions. Sam was definitely a player, he reflected.
Knew what he was doing. Very evasive.

He thought Sam was a hard-looking man. Not
very tall, but solid. And the stare, if there was such
athing as an evil stare, Sam had it.

Petkoff had worked Vice and Drugs. They say
that when an addict has that drained facial expres-
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sion, it shows they are on the “crack diet” Often
look like a walking dead person. But Sam, for all his
apparent crack abuse, didn’t have that same look.
Lookedrough after being in lockup, but didn’t look
asbad as many of the addicts he had seen.

And, while Sam was uncomfortable with Abi-
Rashed’s questions at times, he didn’t seem all that
worried. Arrogant at times, a nonchalance to his
answers. He was sticking to areal simple storyline.

Petkoff had an idea for turning up the volume a
bit, get Sam closer to admitting that he had a
woman in his house that week. Time to play the ex-
wife card. He typed in a new question.

“Remember Beverly?” Abi-Rashed asked Sam. It
was the name of his first wife.

“Beverly? What about her?”

“She wanted to leave, too.”

“Yeah, she’s gone. She’s dancing”

“Dancing? Where did she go?”

“What do youmean? She was dancing in Califor -
nia, I guess. Idon’t know. What’s Beverly got to do
with this?”

“Well, you were happy with Beverly, right ?”
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“But she wasn’t happy with the relationship,
right?”

“Iguess”

“And she wanted to leave?”

“Yeah!”

“Didn’t that hurt you?”

“Sure, abit”

“And you can’t bear that, you can’t stand that a
woman would leave you. Beverly left you, right?
And now Danielle leaves you, you can’t stand that,
being alone. And now you have a girl in your place,
she’s making you feel a bit better, and what hap-
pens, Sam? She wants toleave”

“Sheleft”

Boom. Finally: Sam Pirrera had admitted that a
woman was inhishouse. Abi-Rashed pounced onit.

“Sheleft?”

“Itold youguysIdon’t want to talk about this any
more.”

“What doyoumean sheleft, sheleft out the door?”

“She left out the door”

“Why couldn’t you tell me that in the first place?”

“Which?”

“That she left out the door. You said she left.
Where did she go?”

“Out on the street, I guess.”

“Where did you pick her up?”

“Do youremember what I said about a half-hour
ago? Idon’t want to say any more.”

“OK. How did she end up at your house?”

“She didn’t”

“You just said she left your house”

“You keep putting words in my mouth. Now I
don’t want to say no more, please”

“I'm not putting words in your mouth, Sam. The
girl youhad in your house, did she have red hair?”

“Idon’t know.

“You don’t know? But she left your house,
though? What time did she leave your house?”

“Three in the morning, I think”

“How was she going to get back?”
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“Did she call a cab from your place?”

“ Yes .H

“What was her first name?”

“Idon’t know. We didn’t talk about names.”

“What did you guys do?”

“Just blast.”

“Blast? What’s blast?”

“Coke”

“Where did you meet her?”

“Just walking down the Mountain, I guess.”

“What? She’s walking down the Mountain?
Where down the Mountain? It’s a big Mountain”

“By Upper Wellington, I guess. I asked if she
needed aride. Idon’t want to talk any more.”

“Soyou’re on Upper Wellington, you see this girl,
you offer her aride. Did you know her?”

“No. Never seen her before. I said, ‘Do you want
toparty?’ So we smoked some coke and that was it

“Then she called a cab and left?”

“ Yes .17

“Did you see her get in the cab?”

[ Yes .77

“What kind?”

“Yellow”

“What time?”

“Three.”

“Imight be alittle confused here, but what day
was that now?”

“Could have been like Thursday, I don’t keep
track of all these days and times.”

“OK Sam, this is pretty important. You are alone,
for the past six weeks, feeling pretty shitty, no one
coming around, no one cares. You are freebasing
coke pretty good in that last week. Nobody cares
about Sam. Finally you find someone who will talk to
Sam, and party with Sam. Pick her up, abit of basing,
and then something goes wrong. Right, Sam?”

Sam said nothing.

“She wanted toleave, Sam.”

“Sheleft”

“She didn’t leave, Sam”
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