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My Real Life "Law & Order" Episode : Girls, Murder, and a Landmark Ruling.

-

At the end of this post is a link to the official, 33-page court report, should anyone want to read further, and, for once, all of the names written in this post are real. 

-

The Death of Cara



Sunday, December 1, 1996.

My new girlfriend/something Cara and I had emerged from a hard sleep quite early, beginning a bizarre morning ritual of late. We’d wake up initially at 6 am or so, drink chilled coffee from the night before, and get dressed; we’d go back to a light sleep near the front door soon afterward: knocking on the front door was the only doorbell I had, and my boss would swing around within an hour or so later to pick me up for work.

My boss, a pal of mine, was late this morning; he knocked loudly, and we popped up, groggy, but fully dressed, and got into his truck. We dropped Cara off near her new job somewhere on ‘lower’ (technically ‘Upper’) Decatur Street (French Quarter, New Orleans,) and headed off to the construction site where Sean and I worked, the third worker, Christian, should already be there.

Something or another happened where we called the day a rather short one, and my boss dropped me off in the Quarter, where I headed to the Hideout (bar) early, where Cara would meet me after work, eventually. I didn’t know exactly where her new job was, I’d never asked, but I knew it was within a block of the bar I was in, because she'd usually get off of work, and meet me at the Hideout seconds later. Margaritaville? Palm Court? Fiorella’s? I’d make it a point to ask when she met up.

Upon approaching the bar, I knew something was wrong. I couldn’t explain it, but I knew something was very out of sorts. I don't claim to be psychic or anything, but anyone can relate to a 'strange vibe' when they feel one. How bad was it? I would never know what was coming in the next few minutes, the next few days.

I sat down on a stool near the jukebox, to the left of the door.

The Hideout was a 24-hour bar (which is no longer around,) and a real dive, where most people sitting there had been doing so since the previous night; however, it had a Bukowski charm about it, that wasn't to be denied. Hell, I knew everyone there, from years past. It wasn’t uncommon to see your usual percentage of upset patrons at the bar, but it was unusual to see the barmaid crying… then noticing absolutely everyone else was, too.

"You didn’t hear?" Candice asked.
"No… who… died?"
"Cara," Candace replied, "she was killed, today. Murdered."
"Wait, are we talking about the same Cara?"
"Black pageboy haircut, works in the restaurant right around the corner, LPK. (what we called Louisiana Pizza Kitchen.)"
"H-How?" I was scared to ask.
"Today, at her job. Shot, everyone’s dead, just... everyone."

I didn’t know what to think. I accepted a free shot or two of whiskey, and walked over to LPK, where some people milled about in shock and horror, the windows and doors taped off, cops lingering about, no doubt detectives were swarming inside with kid-gloves on and camera flashes being thrown about the room. I’d not a clue on what to do, I simply headed home, turned my beeper off, and went to bed early.

My head was swirling. Cara was, by far, not the first person I knew that had died, no matter the method; she was, however, the first to be murdered just hours or so after we'd been cuddling in bed together...

-

The next morning I went back to the restaurant where this apparently happened, where dozens of cards, candles, flowers and incense lined every outside wall, filled every nook and cranny on the restaurant’s outer face; a small red-faced, tear-streaked local crowd loitered, tourists slowed in pace, but didn’t dare inquire or intrude.

"Goodbye, my beautiful wife," one card said, alluding to one of the many people that died in this young murder in which details were slowly coming in, some reasonable, some not, all speculative. We didn't know what to think, what to believe. What were we hoping for, waiting for, really?

One of the details that were being mumbled about the mourners was that Cara’s husband was devastated enough to decide to immediately relocate, along with the kids.


What?!?!?!

"What happened to you?" A voice said, spinning me around.
"Cara?" I coughed.
"Candice told me to find you, she didn’t realize that we were dating, and thought that you might’ve thought it was me, that... you know..."

I took a long look at my lovely Cara, not even listening to her words, yet concentrating on her voice...

The Cara that was killed was a similar-looking one, but not the one I called mine.


I don’t think I’ve ever held a girl to my body tighter.

-

The Dead Indeed Speak



An acquaintance of mine, Homicide Investigator Joe Waguespack, had a hell of a puzzle to piece together, scattered and rushed, when something truly miraculous happened.

Damien Vincent, one of four victims of the incident, was publicly announced as alive, shortly after he gave not only a description of the lead perpetrator… he gave the investigator a clue to the murder’s name, as well as his work schedule...

The murderer was a fellow employee.

-

Here’s a synopsis of what happened that day, fully realized within a week or two that December; the following scenario being no longer under speculation:

Cara LoPiccolo, Santana Meaux, Michael Witkoskie, and Damien Vincent opened LPK at 10am. Not too long after, the main perpetrator, Phillip Anthony, along with co-perpetrators Malcolm Hill, Sydney Anthony, and Tracey Marquez (two of them being a employees of LPK,) entered the premises under the guise of a schedule question.

Soon, the three ordered the four shift-openers into the cooler, ordering them to get on their knees. Cara pleaded for her life, literally crying 'Please don't kill me,' according to Damien. Several shots from multiple guns fired off, the last sounds three of the four victims would ever hear.

Damien later awoke, having blacked out, and literally climbed over the bodies to reach a phone to dial 911, just as a late-coming employee arrived, Terrell. Terrell assited Damien in talking to the operator, ran next door for immediate help, and returned to the scene.

Michael was still ‘gurgling’ as the authorities that soon arrived tried to save his life, Cara and Santana long gone, shot in the head.

Forensics and investigators found several clues at the scene, some usual, some rather odd. Among them were, of course, a lack of paper cash, potato ‘fragments’ in the cooler, and, finally, a message on a dry-erase board that the closing manager said didn't exist the previous night: (exact wording/spelling) "Trip an get flipped like a pancake : thinkin this man a Fake. Now they bringin flowers to you wake."

The handwriting matched a person the surviving Damien identified, which was brought in custody; Damien later identified the murderer in a line-up, once dismissed from the hospital.

Arresting the first criminal led the authorities to a manner of searches that revealed the clothing worn at the scene, the confirmed murder weapons, and the remaining clues to finding the other perpetrators that Damien could barely identify one his own.

-

The Trial



Upon arrest, words of the family members of victim and criminal alike swarmed in print and on the television hour after hour... Cara’s husband advised, in a local ‘Off-Beat’ periodical, that he was planning to relocate himself and his remaining family out of ‘this dangerous, savage’ city, gravely advising anyone who ‘values their life’ to do the same. The family of Phillip Anthony, the lead perpetrator, cried racism and profiling, and that he and the others in custody should be freed, despite the evidence and Mr. Anthony’s (and a few of the others') long criminal record.

But was it ‘Murder One’ or ‘Murder Two?’

Premeditation of Murder became a hot-point of the trial, after numerous motions to dismiss the case based on justification for the arrests and searches, circumstantial evidence, racist profiling, you name it… but there was a little tidbit of forensic interest that made the trial and slam-dunk, and made a significant impression on legal history.

The potato fragments that were found in the cooler exactly matched potato fragments in the bullet wounds. This meant the potatoes were used as silencers, impaled on the ends of the firearms, for the sole purpose of intending to kill the four victims; it was something the defense said was last-minute, and the prosecution insisted was premeditated.

The Defense offered that the murders were a last-minute result of panic, the potatoes a quick, improvised silencer, to avoid attracting attention. Besides, how could the prosecution prove the murders were premeditated, when it’s obvious it was a rushed decision?

Easy.

The chemical components of the potatoes found in the wounds were not consistent with the kind of potatoes that LPK carried in its pantry… but it did match those specific kind of potatoes found in the perpetrator’s home. They might bring guns to a robbery, and not plan on killing anyone; but anyone who brings and uses silencers from home, however improvised, especially when a left-for-dead witness says no protest was made to the robbery, is as good as a confession to premeditated murder.

If I remember correctly, the death penalty was given to the lead shooter, Phillip Anthony, and first-degree murder sentences 'all around' to the rest.

Of course, not all of the above details and resolutions were available in the first few days after the murders. 

-

Fallout



Let's go back to those first few days...

There's hearsay that panned out, and some that didn't. We knew a few locals had died (only one name, Cara LoPiccolo, was immediately released to the public,) we knew it was an inside-job robbery-murder, and we knew that, after only a few days, a suspect was caught, and most probably the person responsible... but was he the only one?

We didn’t even know the two deceased males’ names quite yet.

Cara (obviously not LoPiccolo) and I were in Molly’s at the Market, my favorite bar on earth, a couple of days after the shootings.  We were discussing the aftermath of the murders, and how we’re both a little too busy to give a title to our debatable relationship. Suddenly, my beeper went off, suggesting a phone number I didn’t recognize.

I excused myself to the back of the bar, through a door, and to the public phone.

A pal of mine, Murray, was calling from the office-line of a job I’d recently left, an Asian restaurant that I was a little bitter about having to part from.

"Hey, we were wondering what you were doing these days, you know, for work."
"Well, I’ve already got a new job, working for Sean, why?"
"Well, we’d like you to come back, as head backwaiter."
"Hahaha," I laughed, "what did you do to lose the two guys I trained to take over? How’d you manage to run them off so quick?"
"Run them…? They’re dead, Jian. Michael and Santana are dead. LPK was their weekend job."
"Wait, Michael and Santana? You mean that they worked at... I didn’t realize... You mean-"
"You… you mean you haven’t heard?

I didn't know the two dead male victims were Michael and Santana, but...

...Yeah, you could say I’d heard. [image: image1.png]
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Anyone who wishes to read more about this trial can download the court record in pdf format from HERE

-

Not-Too-Depressing-Yet-Interesting Death-Related Pic :

(Kutna Hora, Czech Republic, in the Ossuary in Sedlec)
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Goldmine this thread if you like it.

-

Other story threads:

The Unsettling Story I'd Promised You...
Ooh, do have I a NEW Ghost story for you... +Bonus Material...
Freaky, Funny Friends of Mine.
A Quick, Hilarious Story About PC-ness Gone Wrong
The Death of a kid we called 'Popeye,' and why we still don't feel bad...
