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ERRY CHRISTMAS!”
Anthony Milano looked across
the bar at the man who had

shouted to hirn, a big bearded guy

4
“Merry Christmas,” he replied softly.
“What did ya say?" bellowed the big guy.
"l said, ‘Merry Christrnas.” "
, “If you mean that, you'll come over here and buy us a
R -dl-lnk.”
B Anthony didn’t answer. but the man with the beard kept
starning at him, raising his glass. nudging the guy he was

n a motorcycle jacket.
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The two men didn't know anything about him.

They thought he was gay. That was enough.

By Lisa DePaulo

sitting with, a scruffy-looking kid in a football jersev. They
were sharing their third pitcher of beer.

Behind them on the wall hung the “Edgely Inn Motto: He
who drinks and drinks with grace is ajways welcome in this
place. He who drinks more than his share isn’t welcome any-
where.”

Anthony Milano had been at the Edgely Inn, a tiny, smoke-
filled joint on Brstol's Route 13, for about haif an hour. He
ate a cheesesteak, drank a beer.

He'd spent the earlier part of that Monday night, December
14, 1987, at a Christan prayer group meeting. He got home
at 11:15, dropped his prayer notes on the desk in his bed-






FROM LEFT:
Frank Chester,
Richard Laird,
and the pictim,
Anthony Milano.

room, put on nis black leather jacker and toid his mother he was
Zoing out for & while. Before he lest, he went 1o the door of his
parents-bedroom. where his father, Vito, was aiready in bed,
and said. "Goodnight. Daddy.” Then he waiked out of the house
into his black Chevv Nova and a coid Decemoer ran. “Be
careful,” said his mother.

Anthony gianced uneasily around the bar. The man in the biker
jacket was still eveballing him. [t was almost 1 a.m. Anthony
finished his beer, stood up, grabbed his black leacher jacket. then
walked across the bar and sat down with the big bearded man.
Richard Laird, and his pal. Frank Chester.

“['ll have a shot of vodka.” said Laird.

“Jack Daniels.” said Chester.

The bartender looked at Anthony Mifano.

“A Sambuca,” said Anthony.

Chester and Laird exchanged looks.

“That's licorice,” said
Chester.

“My family always toasts
with it on the holidays,” said Qe A
Anthony.

When the bartender re-
turned for their money,

Chester and Laird ignored

him. And Anthony reached ou are
into his pocket and paid for -
their drinks.

Several minutes later. he
got up 0 go to the men's N
room. As he walked to the gonna g“e us
door, Laird twrned to Ches-
ter. I hate fuckin' faggots,”
he said., loudly enough for R d h
everybody to hear. ;

When Anthony returned d rae Ome'
from the men’'s room, he sat
with Chester and Laird
again. o999
“Let's do another shot.” QAI€Il t‘OU? he
sad Laird, pouring him a i
beer from their pitcher.

Anthony shook his head. I
don't want another shot.” he o3y
dor said. Anthony

“Set ‘em up!” bellowed
Laird.

The bartender icoked hes- . .
iandly at Anchony. didn’t answer.

[ said. "Set ‘em up!" "

The bartender filled the
three shot giasses and
waited for Laird's money.

Laird just giared at him,

He had mastered that look,
that indmidadng look. nar-
rowing his eves and aiming
them at his target, never moving, never biinking.

“You can take it out of mine.” said Antheny.

At 1:30 a.m., three Brstol Township cops walked in. A car
had just been stolen from an auto lot down the street. and it
was parked in front of the bar. There were only four customers
stll inside, and three of them sat tagether. The cops asked to
see their [.D.'s.

“Fuck you.” said Rick Laird, with that look in fis eves agan.

The cops moved one step closer.

“Why don’t vou go do vour fuckin’ job and leave us alone,”
said Laird.

“Yo, Rick,” said Frank Chester. “Relax, dude. They're just
doin’ their job.”

Laird backed down, broke the gaze. “We're just havin’ a cou-
ple beers,” he sad.

Meanwhile, Anthony Milano had quiedy opened his wallet to
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snow them his [.D. The cops studied it. He iooked so voune.
:0 different from the other two. they thougnt he mugnt be unaer-
age. They never did see Chester’s or Laird's 1.D.. but they took
down their names and addresses. and left after the bartender
assured them that the two had been in the bar for hours.

On the way out. one of the cops decided o remain in the
lot of the Edgely Inn in case the thief returned. The other two
drove off. shaking their heads ac the thought of that clean-cut
kid in the pin-striped jeans and button-down shirt sitting with the
itkes of Chester and Laird.

“Talk about a rose between two thorns.” said one.

Back in the bar, Laird tumed o Anthony. “You'll give us a
ride home, right?"”

Anthony didnt answer. He had just heard both of them tell
the cops that they lived just across Route 13, at the Ambassador
AIms aparuments.

“You are gonna give us a ride, aren't vou?” said Laird.

“We don't need a nde,” said Chester. "We just live across
the street.”

“Why should we walk, Frank, when we can get a nde?” said
Laird.

The bartender looked suspiciously at Laird and Chester. then
started to refll the beer coolers. It was past last call: they'll be
out of here soon, he thought. But still this scene was starting
to bug him. He liked this kid Tony: he'd only been in a coupie
of times. but each tme he was quiet. minded his own business.
Didn't shoot darts. play pool or get rowdy like the regulars. Just
had a sandwich. drank a beer or two. lipped well. and left.

v

~artender’s relief. Rick Laird apoiogized. "I'm sorry. man.” he
:aid. and he mouoned for um o come over.

Listen.” he said. "] didn't mean 1o do that, but ['m just sick
and tired of these people trving to wfitrace us.”

The bartender knew Laird was referrng to Anthony: ne won-
dered if Anthony knew. He stood there. not sure what to do.
and then a slow song started playing on the jukebox.

Laird turned to Chester. “Get up,” Ze said. "' wanna dance.”

Chester looked embarrassed, then stood next to Richard
Laird. They started 1o siow dance, both of them laughing now.
while Anthony Mitano waiched.

The bartender moved to the only corner in the bar where ne
couldn’t be seen by Chester and Laird. and whispered to An-
thony, “Come here.” Anthony walked over.

“Tony, these guys are just lookin’ to cause trouble,” he sad.
"(et your stuff and get outta here now.”

Anthony looked nervous. "l don’t want any trouble,” he said.
“I'll just give them a ride.”

“Just leave,” said Phillips. “I'll make sure they stay here. You
just leave.”

Anthony stood there.

“Just feave,” said Phillips.

Anthony turned around to reach for his jacket—and found
himself eyeball to eyeball with Rick Laird.

“You teady to drve us home?" said Laird.

Chester picked up the six-pack thev had bought at last call.
Laird downed his beer. and the three of them walked out ths
door.

ANTHONY'S FATHER VITO MILANG WOKE aT -
a.m.. in tume to open his barbershop. He
dressed and quietly put the coffee on, careful
not to wake his son. :
Standing at the kitchen sink, he looked out the
+ window. It had rained alt night. Good thing he'd
* turned off the Christmas lights. he thought. Just
. that weekend he and Anthony had put the man-
. ger set on the lawn. strung the lights all around
the house, put the new white bulbs in the trees
* out front . . .
Suddenly he shouted to his wife, “Rosaf”
“What's the matter!” asked Rose. rusninz
from the bedroom.
“The car is no here!”
“What do vou mean®” cried Rose. Then :
- paused. quickly regamung her composure. 3
T =~ calm, she told herseif: Vito had a heart condiuon.
She checked her son's room; the door was
locked.
. “I'm sure his car broke down.” she said, “Go
to work."”
“You cail me when he wukes up.” :ad Vito.

The Edgely Inn in Bristo!l Township: When the three men left the bar that night. [l help him go gert the car.”

they got inlo Anthony's black Chevy Nova and headed down Route 13.

Chester and Laird. on the other hand —especially Laird —were
the kind of guys a bartender kept his eve on. Why. earfier that
rught. he'd come close to kicking Rick Laird the hell out. Not
that the bartender, James Phillips Jr., was any tough guy. He
was small and thin, about Anthony's size. He wished he'd had
the guts to do something when Rick Laird started harassig a
guy who was winning at the pool table. Laird kept calling him a
pussy and a faggot, loudly announcing to the crowd that if this
guy kept winning, he'd ram a pool stick up his ass and make a
popsicle out of him. When the customer finally left, the bartender
took a deep breath.

It's been one of those nights, he thought, bending over the
beer case, when suddenly he heard a shot glass smash behind
him on the floor.

He spun around. looked right at Richard Laird, and snapped.
“What the fick is your problern?”

There was a moment of tense silence, then, much to the

“["fl call, I'll cail,” said Rose. “Now go to work.
look how late i is.”
But the minute the door shut, Rose began to worry. [f he had
car trouble, why didn't he call? Anthony alwavs locked his bed-
room door: that didn't mean he was in there. Could it be that
he hadn't come home? Anthony never staved out all ught.

She pounded on his door. “Anthony! Wake up! Anthony! 2
vou in there?”

An hour later, after her daughter, Annamane, rushed over -
the house and climbed through his bedroom window. mother anc.
daughter began dialing the emergency rooms, the police stations.
the state troopers. . .

By late afterncon, Annamnarie got in her c¢ar and went out
locking for Anthony. “You stay here. in case he calls.” she told
her mother. Carrying a picture of her brother. she drove to all
the places her mother told her to check: places like the 7-11 in
Fairless Hills and the Pathmark in Fairless Hills, where he ofien
stopped at night to pick up a snack. "Wasn't in last night. sorry.”
they kept telling her.
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Before the crime: Richard Laird in the apartment he shared
with his girlfiend, Barbara Anne, and her S-year-old son.
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The Milanos—Vito, Annamarie, Anthony and Rose—on Christ-
mas Day, 1986, He was buried one year later. on December 22.

Frank Chester with his puppy, a few weeks before the crime,
He had just turned 20 and moved into his own apartment.

Then she followed her own hunch, £ot on the Turnpike and
~eaded for Trenton. o0 the gay bar that sne knew Anthony fre-
quented. She knew Deczuse she often went with him, She'd
<nown for ten vears that he was gav—and that he wished he
weren'.

The bartender at the gay bar looked at Anthony’s picture.
“Sure. [ know him, but he definitely wasnt in last righe.”

She raced back home. Her mother was a1tting at the kitchen
table. praving ourt loud.

“No one has seen nim.” said Aanamage.

“Where did vou look?" asked Rose. tremoling.

“Pathmark and 7-11." said her daughter.

ON THAT MONDAY MORNING, HOURS BEFORE HE'D WALK INTO
the Edgely Inn, Anthonv Ailano decided 1o pack up his life. He
was finally, at 26, ready to make the break. to move trom his
parents’ house in Levittown,
a4 one-story clapboard
rancher known in these parts
as a Levittowner, to an
apartment in Center City, It
was a move that Anthony
Milano had dreamed of —and
dreaded —for almost ten
vears,

One by one. he gathered
his things, packed them in
neat little boxes and piled
them f{astidiously on the
shelves in his parents’ shed.
Everything was labeled in
neat black rarker: Stone-
ware dishes. Bric-a-brac.
Demitasse set from Aunt
Mary. Copies of GQ maga-
zine. Telephone. Plant hold-
ers.  Melitta coffeemaker,
His treasured collection of
disco records. arranged by
the year. And cherubs, an
entire box of his beloved
cherubs,

Then he went into his bed-
room. sorted through the
drawers of his desk. and put
all of his {avorite pictures. his
diploma from the Art Insti-
tute of Philadelphia. his
ticket stubs, his high school
awards, even his report
cards. in a scrapbook bought
specifically for this day.

When he was finished, he
called his sister, Annamarie.

“[ finally got all my memo-
ries together.” he told her.

ito Milano
woke up at 7.
“Rosa!” he cried
to his wife.
“Anthony’s car

is no here.”

ON THAT SAME MONDAY MORNING, [N AN APARTMENT HALF A
mile away, Richard Laird was making love to Barbara Anne Parr,
She was seven and a half months pregnani with his child: he had
her name tattooed across tus back.

He'd started courung Barbara Anne from a cell in Bucks
County Prison two vears earlier. when he was doing tme for
possession of methamphetamines and she was home raising an
seven-year-old son. The fact that he was dating her sister Kim
at the time didn't stop either one of them from carTying on a
romance through a box marked Inmate Mail.

When he was released, Laird went straight to Barbara's moth-
er's house, where both of the sisters were awaiting his rerurn.
He stood in the doorway, a big bearded guy in btack boots and
2 motorcycle jacket. smoking a Kool. Then he strolled past Kim
and put his arms around Barbara Anne. “I'm lookin' for a womnan




wih 2 neart. Saby. and vou've gat one.” said Laird.

Todav. aimost two vears fater. 24-vear-oid Richard Laird
woke up with fs woman Dy fus side. He rubbed her pregnamt™
bellv. complained that his shoulder nurt from swnging s ham-
mer on the job. and decided to blow off work.

N THAT MORNING ¥ ANOTHER APARTMENT. DOWN THE R0AD
in Bristol, Frank Chester woke up scared. He'd been n a night
a couple of nights before, and though fighting was hardly unusual
for Frank Chester, having the rumblers corne back the next nignt
and bang on his door with hockey sticks was.

He had just moved into his place —had finally. at 20. moved
out of ks mother's house. He had a decent job. And he had
Coileen. nis Bristol beautry, the hot blond shampoo @ri at the
beauty shop where his mother worked. From the first day he
saw her leaning over the sink in the shop he knew he had to
have her. He took her to her senior prom and she got his name
tattooed on her ass.

But this morning Colleen wasn't speaking to him. Thev'd had
a fight and she'd returned his engagement ring. He tried to call
her. but she kept hanging up. He considered calling his mother,
bur she wasn't speaking to him either. And so he cailed his
buddies. as he usuvally did in situauons like these.

Eventuallv, his friend Gale Gardner—another pregnant girl
‘~hose boviriend was in jail —came over 10 commiserate. He told
her how depressed he was about Colieen. They sat around all
afternoon, while Chester poiished off a couple of six-packs of
Bud. As it started to get dark. Frank began to get scared agan —

jumping every time he heard a car door open and peeking
through the windows to see if his enemies had come back. Ches-
ter was proud of his skills as a righter: he often bragged about
his training n karate and kick-boxing. Yet propped against the
wall were a baseball bat and 12-gauge shotgun. Still worned, he
picked up the phone and called up his ciosest relative. He knew
t his cousin Barbara Anne came over. so would her boyTriend
Rick Laird. And nobody messed with Rick Laird.

“UAR 2543 . . . RESPOND TO ASHBY AND BEAVER DAM FOR A VEHICLE
fire . . . suspicious.”

Officer Charles McGuigan was heading down Route 13 when
the call came in over the radio. It was 11:15 on the aight of
Tuesday, December 15th, a might that was filled with the usual
week-before-Christmas-in-Bristol swuf. Traffic vigladons, bur-
glaries. guys beating up on their wives. There were a couple of
those tonight. Happened every Chrisumnas. It's what they meant

it the police zcademy when they said a Brstol Township cop
would see more action w1 three vears than a Phily cop saw m
13. There was something about (Rhal (hat maqe 2 voung guy ike
McGuigan. with 27 months on the lorce. jeei preuy damned
LTIporTant.

2543 responding, " said McGuigzn into the mike.

He sped down the commerciai strip. past the diners. the auto
marts, the Christmas trees for sale, and tumed tnto the dark
narrow coad behind Manny's Place. wmio the Venice-Ashby
projects that bordered on the woods. Before nim he could see
a ball of dames. A fire on that road was iike a beacon wn the
nighe,

He jumped out of the pawrol car in wne to take down the
license plate number. He called it in 10 headquarters and his
leutenant radioed back.

“Owrer is a Rose Milano,” the lieutenant reported. reaching
for a paper on his desk. "Lady reported her son misswng this
morning. Better open up the trunk.”

MeGuigan found nothing but a spare tire. As they towed the
car away, he was told to finish his report and go back into
service. At 1 a.m., his lieutenant called him into headquarters.

“Better go out to Rose Milano's. McGuigan. Tell her we found
the car but not her son.”

The cop felt uneasy. Surely Rose Milano would ask U they
had checked the area. Would it be ali right, he asked, if ke looked
around the woods first?

When he gort back to the scene of the rire, another Bristol cop
was there 10 meet him. They waiked ten feet into the woods
and headed in diferent direc-
uons. shining their dashlights
nto the trees. Twenty leet
later, Officer McGuigan
screamed. "Oh, my God!”

His neck ... is gone.
MeGuigan thought, as he
stared at the dead boy lying
under a tree. All he could see
was a big red hole from the
chin to the chest. McGuigan
sushed the button on his ra-
dio. tut couldn't move his
ips. The bov's face wa:
witite, fus left eve was wic:
uypen. J big jagged wash -
Tom fus e ear to ns chun

The ather cop graobed t::
radio from McGuigan's hana.
“Calling aft captamns. all beu-
tenant capiains, all detec-
uves . L

Thev had to wait till dawn
to photograph the body and
the crume scene. So one by
one the cops ook turns si-
ung with the munlated
corpse of Anthony Milano, waiting for the sun 10 come up.

McGuigan's turn was rirst. He sat with him alone il his reliet
came at 2 a.m. The boy was iving on his back with s hand:
underneath him. He was fuily clothed and soaking wet from & -
vain that continued to fafl on his face. s open eve, and wi
was left of his neck. Around him. meces of bloodv Hesh ciunu
the branches on the ground.

But it wasn't just the body that so hornried Charles MeGuiga:.
ft was the sickening {eeling that he'd seen this kid somewhere
belore.

It clicked the next dav. when he went to work, bleary-eved.
and looked at another report sull sitting on his desk. "My God.”
thought McGuigan, “the kid at the Edgely lnn.” He was the first
to see him dead and the last to have seen him alive. Well, not
the last, thought MecGuigan. as he tore through the report of hus
visit to the bar. "Other two men identried as Frank Chester and
Richard Laird.”

Anthony's torched car: It was the fire that led police to the body, 30 feet into the woods, Whoever
killed him had returned to the scene of the crime hoping to destroy the evidence.
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LILEE THAN i HOURS HAD PASSED BETWEEN THE TNME
~athony Miane was killed arnd the wne the cops discaverad his

tady. The Milanos spent those hours prayving by a tetepnone

nat didn't ring.

Their son took his last breath at roughiy 3:13 a.m. At 3:30,
Trank Chester was running. And Richard Laird was nignt behind
=m. They continued to run, nearly a mile in the dark. untii they
rzached the Lakeview Manor apartments. Chester had friends
wino lived there. He ran to their building, bolted up the steps
znd pounded on the door of Apartment E-5.

Rich Griscavage had been sleeping on the couch when he
~zard the pounding and Frank Chester's voice velling, “Open up
ine doort”

"Yo.” said Griscavage, “what's goin’ on?”

(Chester rushed in, covered with mud. sweat and blood. and
lurted to Griscavage, “We got in a fight and the dude is dead!”

Laird walked in behind him. “Shut the fuck up!” he snapped.
He was wearing boots, jeans and a motarcycle jacket—but no
shure. Griscavage was staring at the blood on his pants when
Laird tossed him his jacket, strolled into the kitchen and turned
on the faucet in the sink.

A few minutes later, Pete Carpinona walked out of the bed-
room he shared with his girtfriend and their baby.

Hz looked in the kitchen and saw Richard Laird washing his
hands n the sink.

“WWhat the hell's going on?" he asked Chester.

“Something fucked-up happened.” Chester told him.

“Shut up!™ said Laird,

At that point Carpinona’s girliriend waiked out i a nightgown.
Zhe looked at the man with the big tattoos and a ripple ring in
5 chest standing in her kitchen.

“Get back in the fucking bedroum.” Laird told her. “This ain't
~0 place for a woman.”

she went back to bed.

“Get him our of here,” Carpinona told Griscavage. pointing to
Laird.

“Yeah,” said Laird. “Gimme a ride home.”

Griscavage ook Laird on his maotorcycle 10 the Ambassador
Arms apartments. across the streel from the Edgely [nn.

Yhen they ieft, Carpinona asked Chester what had happened.
“hev met a guy in a bar. Chester said, asked hum for 2 ride
~ame. and got into a fight with him. “And the next thing [ knew.
Zick was on top of him cutting him.”

“hen Griscavage gol back. Chester was sudl talking. *1 can’t
ziieve that fucking asshoie did this.” he said. “He's ruung my
freman” life,”

Then he asked Griscavage if he'd drive him over to Laird's.

2ACK AT LAIRD'S APARTMENT, HiS GIRLFRIEND BARBARA ANNE
as sobbing. She'd left Laird and Chester at the Edgely Inn at
.1 o'clock that night and gone back to her apartment wath another
voung woman. Gale Gardner. Barb had never met Gale before.
Her cousin Frank introduced them thart evening. She felt bad for
ihe qurl, who was 17 and pregnant. her boyfriend in jail. She told
~er she could sieep on the couch in her apartment. Gale didn't
:2ll Barbara Anne what she'd later tell her friends. that hefore
:ne women left the Edgely. Laird had made 2 pass at her—told
~er. nght in front of another guy at the bar. that he'd be the
25t fuck she ever had. then graphically described the other
zxual acts he'd like her to perform. When Gale looked offended.
:1e says, Laird threatened her. “You tell my old lady about this
znd I'll kill vou, bitch.™ :

By mudnight. Gale and Barbara and Barb's nine-vear-old son
David were walching a movie when the telephone rang. It was
Richard Laird.

“Do you want me to pick vou up?” Barbara asked hirn, but he
said no.

Gale was asleep on the couch when she heard the door open
&t 4:30 in the morning. She saw blood on Laird’s clothes and
toots. She thought to herself, "] don't even kstow this guy.”

“Where's Frank?” asked Gale,

“Shut up and go to sleep.” said Laird.

He feft his boots bv the door and waked into the bedroom.
ut-Barbara Anne wasn't there. Panicked. she'd gone out iooking
‘or him.

When she returned a few munutes later, he was standing on
the front porch. All he asked was, "Whare were vou?”

“Where were vou®" asked Barbara Anna,

Laird didn't answer and she started to crv. She'd been i pain
all through her pregnancy; this she didn't nead.

“What. were you out getting laid®>" shouted Barbara.

“Yeah.” said Laird. “I was out geting laid.”

He walked into the bedroom. took his ciothes off and fell
asleep.

Barbara was still in tears when the doorbell rang, a few min-
utes later. [t was her cousin. Frank Chester.

“Where's Rick?” he asked.

“He's in bed.”

“Get him up?”

“Damn it, Frank'" said
Barbara. crying. “Every time
YOU (w0 go oul, vou get in
trouble.”

“I don't control his mind.
Barbara Anne. [ dont stop
Rick from doing whnat he
does.”

She picked up a motorcy-
cle helmer and huried it at
ner cousin, “Wake him up
vourself,” she said.

Chester stormed into the
bedroom.

“Get the fuck up!”™ he
shouted.

“*Leave me the
alone,” mumbled Laird.

“What are you gonna do?"
cried Chester. "Lay here un-
il the cops come?”

“Frark, you better get the
iuck outta here, man.” sad
Laird. "You're rinn' mv
fuckin’ life,”

Then he rolled over and
went back to sleep.

While Chester kept tnng
to wake Laird. Barbara sat
cving i the living room.
Then she watked to the door.
picked up her boyvirtend's
boots and scrubbed them in
the ldichen sink.

e

ou could
bury the hody in

the mountains.

fuck
Or dump it in
a lake.” said

his friends.

BY 9 THAT MORNING. ROSE

Milano had called every emer-

gency rcom in the Phila-

delphia area. She used the phone in Anthony’s bedroom. so the
other line would be open i he caled. The scrapoook he just
made sat next to the telephone. Hidden underneath it was his
Chnstmas list. A sweater for Dad. od pawnts for Mom . . ."

The same time that mormng, Rick Laird got out ot bed.
washed off the knife that was used the night before. and slid it
m the pocket of his pants. Chester and Gale were sull awake
and sitting in the living room.

At 10 a.m. Laird made a phone call. “Things got a little crazy
fast night, [ have 1o talk 1o vou.” Gale heard him saying. “Just
wait till [ get there. ['ll talk to vou in person.”

When he hung up the phone. he picked up his clothes from
the night before. stuffed them in a plastic bag, and put them in
the trunk of his car.

“C'mon, Frank.” he said. The five of them—Rick, Barbara,
Gale. Chester and litte David—got in Laird's car. so he could

continued on page 180




Cosmetique’s “Best Of Philly”

HOLIDAY GIFT SALE 4

We're proud to be a 3 time winner of
Philaaelpma Magazine’'s "Best of Philly” \
award . . . and to celebrate. we are
putting the top names in cosmetics and
fragrances on sale for the holiday season.
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Sam Viviani . .. Have a love alfair with our cars.”

6 South White Horse Pike
Strattord, NJ 08084

LINCOLN-MERCURY-MERKUR

ANTHONTY !

continued jrom page 141

drop Chester ana Gale at Chester's apart-
ment. then head oif 1o Bensalem to meet
his older brother for lunch.

At one point during the ride. Laird shd
the knife from nis pocket and held it inn his
hand. [t was a udlity knife. the kind with
a razor-sharp blade that pops out when a
button on the handle is pressed. "No evi-
dence, no crime,” he said, snapping i
closed and slipping it back in his pocket.

“What time did we get home Iast night,

" gbout 2 o'clock?” he asked.

[ think so, yeah.” said Gale.
"No,” said Barbara Anne. "Remember,

[ called the bar after 2 and the bartender
. told me you had left.”

“Aw, shit,” said Laird.
When they pulied up to Frank's apart-
ment, Laird got out of the car. "Yo.

. Frank,” he said to Chester. “Just be cool.
* You know what [ mean? Just keep it cool.”

OVER THE YEARS. GALE GARDNER HAL
listened to a lot of crazy sniff from Frans

~ Chester, from the days when he datec

her sister Gretchen to this latest—ana
constant —obsession with his new girl-

- friend, Colleen. She was used to seeing

Frank act a little bit nuts, but this, this

, whole morning, was insanity.

She sat him down on the couch.
“Now tell me what happened.”
He told her about the bar and a guy

: named Tony and how Laird cut his throat

and the blood squiried out, and Frank

" heard all these gurgling noises. She asked

if he had hurt him, too. First Frank told
her he knocked him out of the way, then
he said he knocked him unconscious, the
he said no. he wasn't unconscious.

A few minutes into this, Griscava.
came Over.

“Tell me what happened. Frank.”

“Some [aggot came walking into the
bar,” Frank told him. "and Rick kept on
fucking with him.” He told Griscavage all
he had done was kick him a little, Later,
Pete Carpinona showed up, as did Alan

. Hilton, a iriend who'd driven Chester and
Laird to the Edgeiy Inn that night but had

left before Anthony Milano walked in.

Throughout the day, and into the eve-
ning, there'd be as many as live people in
Frank Chester’s living room at any given
time. ail asking questions, offering su.-
gestions.

They discussed whether he she |
leave town. And Frank kept savinghe v
worried about the car. “My fingerprn:s
are in it,” he said.

When Pete Carpinona went out for
cigarettes, Frank told him to dnve by the
Venice-Ashby projects and see if the car
was still there.

At one point the phone rang. “Yo.
what's up?” said Frank. When he hung up.
he told his ftends that the call was from
Laird. “Him and his brother are gonna
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tzke care of it. dlow the car up.” said
Chester.

At one powt, the group in the apart-
ment tossed out Wdeas on how (o gl fid
of the body.

“You coutd bury it in the mountains.”
said one miend.

“Dumnp i tn a fake.”

“Take 1 up to the Poconos.”

Chester asked Alan Hilton & he'd take
the body to the Poconos.

“Fuck no!” said Hilton. “You want my
advice? If vou didn't do the siashing, you
should just go o the cops. come clean
with all this.”

Chesier said he couldn't tell the cops.
because ke was afraid of Rick Laird.

Toward evening, a guy named Mike
showed up in his brand new red Chevy
Beretta.

“Hey. Mike,”
row vour car?”

“What for?” he asked.

said Chester. “Can [ bor-

Hed been carved from
ear to ear, all the way
down to the bone,
through the spinal cord.
[t was as if someone had
tried to behead him.

"1 got & dead deer [ have to get nd of.”
Mike iooked around the room susm
clousty. “Sorry, Frank.” he said. ano

. turned to watk out the door. Gale ran after

him. "Can vou give me a nde home?”
Carpinona said he had to leave, too. He
had to go pick up a Christmas trea.

ON THE MORNING OF WEDNESDAY. DE-
cember 16th, Rose Milaro and her daugh-
ter were called to police headquarters.
When theyv got there, Annamarie heard
someone whisper, “The lamily’s here.”
An hour later, Vito Milano would look out
the door of his barbershop to see his wile
and daughter being led in, supported bv
the arms of police ofmcers. "No! No!™
screamed. falling to tus knees on the whit
tle Hoor. "My bov . . . myboy. ..

That afternoon. Rick Laird and Barbar.
Anne went Christmas shopping. They
bought fittle David a pile of ninja toys and
some army shurts.

By the end of that afternoon. the au-
topsy on Anthony Milano was completed.
Three cerebral hemorrhages. A fraciure
of the skull. Front teeth punched in. Chin

. kicked or hit. Cheeks slashed and bruised.

Neck cut so many tmes the pathologist

. lost count. He'd been carved from ear 10
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ear —cut rigne through the juguiar veun,
the thyroid gland. the Adam’s appie, the
voiceDox. @il the wav down (o the spinal
cord. so deep it cut the bone of the spine.

. [t was as U someone had tried to behead

nim

It was determined, based on the blood
they found in his lungs. that Anthony had
been alive, and gasping, for five (0 ien
minutes during the curting,

From his chest to his toes, he'd hardly
been touched.

"BOSS, WE HAVE A MURDER.”

Bucks County D.A. Alan Rubenstein bt
up a cigarette and listened as his chief de-
tective filed him on the latest grisly dis-
covery.

“His throat slashed?” asked Ruben-
stein. “Tell me some more.” At the time
he'd gotten that first call, the body hadn’t
even heen idennfied, let alone the sus-
pects. But Rubenstein knew the minute
he saw the photograph of the corpse. a
few hours after the call. that this was 2
case he would keep for himself. No as-
sistant prosecutor was going Lo try this
one.

So far, all he had in terms of evidence
was a torched car and a wet pack of Kool
cigarettes, found under the body. Neither
was likely to tum up any fingerprints. And
though the Venice-Ashby area was knowmn
for its drug-related robberies and other
crimes. he kmew this wasn't a case of a
deal gone sour. Milano's wallet was on
tim. with hus credit cards. his driver’s li-
cense and 310.50 in bills and change. In
fact, the oniy thing nussing was his car
Kevs.

Rubenstetn paced the room untl th-
early report fom the autopsy came in. H.
suspected a3 homosexual tie from the
start —mostly because he'd been arouna
the block enough times 1o know that the
way the oy was killed was tvpical of the
most extreme cases of gay-bashing: gory

~ mutiiation of the face and the neck. This

wasn't a case of a couple of stab wounds.
It was an angry and vicious frenzy, where
the killer was face to face with his vicdm.,
kneeling on his shoulders. pinning his
arms down under him so he couldn't ight
back. as he hacked away at his neck.
\When, less than a day later. a mouve

. began to take shape —that it was possible

Milano was killed because two thugs in
bar thought he was gay — Rubenstein w:
determined to run both of his suspects :

. on first-degree murder. Now it was just .

question of how.

Within 24 hours of the discovery of the
body, the D.A. had probable cause to ar-
rest both Frank Chester and Richard
Laird. He had a statement from the bar-
tender, he had statements from the cops
at the Edgely —including one who'd seen

* the three of them leave together. And
. anonymous calls staried coming in from
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“(riends.” calls that made it very clear that
one of his suspects was a talicer.

But death penalty cases. as he knew—
as he hoped—this one would be, weren't
built on probable cause. Rubensten
wasn't going to lock either of them up until
he was sure he had everything he needed.
And he knew exactly how he'd get it: He'd

.| give the talker 3 chance 1o dig both of their

graves. It was dsky, but if the pian

.| worked, he'd have both Chester and Laird

exactly where he wanted them.
On the 18th of December. he put the

. plan into action. Frank Chester was
;| stopped by a patrol car as he drove down
1| Route 13.

“You Frank Chester?"

Shaldng, he nodded his head. "What |
do?”

“Aw, nothin’, Frank. fust a matter of
some outstanding traffic uckets is ail.
Why don't you come down to headquar-

All Chester had to do,
as the cops told him,
was get Laird to admit
to the killing. But he
also had to find a way
to clear himself.

ters, we'll get u all swraightened out,”

“Yes. sir.” said Chester.

Later. as he was about to leave the pr-
cinct. one of the caps stopped him. “L.
ten. by the wav.,” he sad., "We'r
investigating a murder. kid left with his
throat slashed out near Venice-Ashby.
You don't know anything about it. do vou.
Frank?"

No.” he said quickly. Then he added.
“Just what [ read in the papers.”

The cop paused. took a few steps
around the room. “Just read about it, huh
Frank?”

"It’s in all the papers.”

"Right. Well, see. Frank, we have a
litle problem. There’s this bartender out
at the Edgely {nn says vou were wuh v -
guy that rught.”

“Yeah, well. [ saw th said Frank

“So vou saw him .

“Yeah. | went to the Edgely Inn trac
night, had a couple beers and left. When
I left. he was sitting at the bar . . . wiuh
Rick Laird.”

At that point, Detective Frank Dykes
walked into the room. He was the guy
Rubenstein had picked to lead the inves-
tigation.

“Frank.” he said, "that's not gonna
work, either. We have a cop, see, who

_._____H__l
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1ays he saw vou leave with Milano.”

By the end of the conversation, Ches-
ier had changed or embellished his story
several tes. The last version was that
he did leave the bar with Laird and Milano.
out got drapped off first, He insisted that
was the whole truth, and that he didn't
come forward because he was afraid of
Richard Laird. Especially when he read
what had happened to the kid.

“We can undersiand that, Frank.” said
Dykes. "But we need you to help us our.”

“Anything [ can do,” said Frank Ches-
ter.

“Why don't you come in tomorrow.
take a polygraph to clear your name from
alf this, and maybe answer a few more
questons.”

Following Rubenstein's directions. the
cops shook his hand and sent him home.
That night Chester told his fdends that
the cops were on his side: they weren't
arter Frank Chester, they were aiter
Richard Laird, Rubenstein’s plan was
workang.

The next day, Detective Dykes picked
Chester up at his apartment and brought
fun back to Bristol Township headquar-
ters. As is routinely done in a polygraph
exam, the questions were recited to
Chester before the test was given. When
Frank heard that one of the questions was
whether he was present when the murder
actually took place, he reconsidered. "I
dan’t think [ want to take this.” he said.

“All right, Frank.” said Dykes. “But
let’s go through this again.”

By the end of the conversation, Ches-
ter's version went something like this: He
had lied the day before about getting
dropped off first. Actually, he said. he dig
stay in the car with them and thev drove
around for 45 rminutes. Anthony kept
pleading t0 go home. said Chester. But
eventually, they stopped the car on Ashby
Avenue. Laird and Anthony got out and
walked into the woods. Through the shad-
ows, said Chester. he could see them
fighting, When he got out to see what was
going on. he heard grunting, and the next
thing he knew, Laird came out of the
woods with blood all over him, and Frank
Chester began running.

Dykes thanked Chester for his €oop-
eration. shook his hand and sent hirh home
again—this time. with the promise that
he'd retum and make a wiretapped phore
call to Richard Laird, The detective added
one condition: that Chester have no con-
tact whatsoever with Richard Laird until
the time of the call.

The phone call was scheduled for the
avening of the 19th. That afternoon, Rose
and Vito Milano picked out a casket for
their son. Barbara Anne Parr hung stock-
ings over her fireplace and started to dec-
orate the tree. And D.A. Alan Rubenstein
dressed for a holiday dinner party, leaving
orders for his detectives to call him when

———ed
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+ Chester showed up.

But Chester never did show up. For the

, first tme. Rubenstein panicked. Al along,
; he'd been banking on the hope that. as
- long as he kept sending Chester home.
. he'd be swumd enough to keep coming
" back.

“What do vou mean. he didn't show

. up?” he screamed to his detectives. over
. the happy chatter of the dinner party
* guests. He lowered his voice. "Just get
1 him in here!"”

The next moming, Frank Chester
calmly answered the phone in his apart-
ment. “Sorry,” he told Dykes. “Colleen
and | got in a fight.”

At 2 o'dlock that Sunday, December
20th. Chester sat in a room with two -
county detectives and nervously waited as

they dialed Laird's number.
All he had to do, as the cops told him,

was get Laird to admit to the killing. But -
: he also had to find a way to clear himself,

"Yo, what's up?" said Laird.
“Yo.” said Chester.
“What's up?”

“Are you gonna be able
to do this or not?” Laird
asked. “I don’t know,”
Chester replied. “You
know I've never been in
this kind of shit before.”

Chester: “So what's. what's. what we
ganna do? What's going on?™

Lawrd: “Huh"

Chester: "What's going on*"

Laird: “Nothing, man.”

Chester; "A ot of people coming

+{ + around asking me questions about vou and

me in the bar.”

Laird: “So?"

Chester: "So . . ."

Laird: "What's up with that? There ain't
nothing up wich that.”

Chester: “No. but, vou kmow. if [the

" cops) come o me and wanna taik to me,

what am [ going to say?"

Laird: “WVhat do vou mean. whart are
¥ou conna say? ... Nothing. You just
say. yeah. we were there drinking. . . .

. We gor fucking wrecked and came to my

house and passed out.”
Chester: "Yeah.”
Laird: “Did they talk to you vet?”
Chester: "No."
Laird: “The cops didn't>"
Chester: “No."
Laird: “Oh, well, what the fuck. Frank.
You got me shittin’ my pants, dude.”
Chester: "Why?"
Laird: "I thought vou said the cops
continued on page 192
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contutued from page i8S
cuestioned vou and shit.”

Chester: “No.”

Laird: “No? . . .
vou said last mghe.”

Chester: “{ Zidnt tak w© vou iast
aght.”

The cops exchanged glances. They
could oniy hear Chestar's part of the con-
versation. buc if he had contacted Laird
the night before. he was deep into another
lie.

Laird: "Yes, vou did."

Chester: “No. [ didn't.”

Laird: "The fuck you didn't, Frank.”

Chester: [ was with Colleen.”

Laird: “Frank. vou called me last
night.”

Chester: "No, i didn't.”

Laird: "Yes, vou did. dude.”

A few seconds later, Laird told Ches-
ter, “I'm gonna fucking hide untl this
blows over.”

Chester: “\Why. do vou think it will>”

Laird: “Yeah. eventually it will have to
go into a dead case.”

Chester: “Are vou sure?”

Laird: “Yeah. the statute of limitations

{ thougnt that's what

. is something ike seven vears.”

Chester: *. . . That has nothing to do
with it when something, you know. some-
thing kke that.”

Laird: [ know, but there's no ewvi-
dence. Frank. vou know?™

Chester: "Yeah ...~

Laird: "We dida't do nothing, vou
know?”

Chester; “Yeah.”

A lictde later, Chester asked. "So whar
are vou gonna do. just hang out there”

Laird: “No. we're getting ready (o .
out.”

Uhester: “Where are vou gowng?™

Laird: ~| dont know. somewhere.
Christmas shopping or something . . .
What are vou gonna do?”

Chester: "l don't know. Like. what am
I supposed te do i they come up to me
and, and. you know, "cause vou can't, vou,
if they do telf you to take a polygraph test.
¥ou can't. vou know, pass them things.”

Laird: "With downs.”

He suggested that Frank try to get
some downers from a doctor.

Laird: “You gonna be able to do this ¢+
not?”

Chester: [ don't know . . . vou kn
I've never been w this kind of shit &
fore. . . . I'm scared.”

Laird: “Yeah."

Chester:  'Cause that's, what ¢an they
do to vou, what can they do for that?”

Laird: ~Kilf yvou.™

Chester: "They can kill vou?”

Laird: “Lethal injection ... [Or] put
vou in jail for fucking life. Which would you
rather have?”

Chester: “Nothing, [ didn’t do nothing.”

Laird: “Me nerther. Just go away for a
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woile, man,”
Chester: [ can'y leave,”
f.aird: "Why>"

Chester: * ‘Cause wt's Christmas . . .
Laird: "So whar"
Chester: . . . You know whar [ mear.

v {amily and shit,”

Later in the taped conversation Laird
told Chester. “You just be cool, man.
Like. the motherfucker gave us a ride
Gere and that was it. We came in and
passed the fuck out,”

Chester: “Yeah.”

Laird: “Can vou handle thar?”

Chester: “Yeah.”

Laird: "[ hope so. Frank. man."

Chester: "So do L.”

Laird: “What do you mean. so do vou?”

Chester said he might get nervous.

Laird: "You know, if they ask you what

vou're nervous about, say what the fuck . F

vou think? You're trving to pin a fucking
nomicide on me, you know?"

Chester: "Yeah."”

Laird: “You know? [ aint no fucking
murderer, vou gotta be fucking crazy.”

Rubenstein walked
Frank Chester to the
door and told him to go
home. By dusk of that
night, December 21st,
Chester had disappeared.

Chester: "All ngnt. so what are vou
sonna do’ Go shopptng?”

Toward the end ol the coaversauon.
Lard told Chester, “You got me a para-
noid fucking wreck, man. vou know? |
don't want nobody iry pirming no fucking
homicide on me etther, vou know? [ ain’t
got it in me to kill somebody, vou know?”
To which Chester ceplied. “Yeah, all
right. how long you gonna be {shopping]®”
The call lasted 14 runutes. As they hung
up, Laird said, “Just get vour shit together
and stick to i, all vou gotta do it stick to
vour guns. ... No evidence, no case.
vou hear me?”

"HE FOLLOWING MORNING. JHESTER
«~d his girlinend Colleen showed up at the
bucks County Courthouse. “I'm Frank
Chester,” he toid the secretery. “I'd like
to see the DA .

Rubenstein thought his secretary was
joking. He'd heard the taped conversaton
several times by now, and knew that it
hadn’t gone very well for Chester. There

he was, out to prove that Laird was the -

kiiler, and vet every time Laird denied
having done it. all Frank could say was
“Yup, all right.” Not “What do vou mean?
You cut him!™ Just “Yup, all right.” But
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WINENEWS

New Soave — Less Residual Sugar Than
Blushes, Chablis’ & White Zinfandels

And Yet Not Too Dry

1

As an international wine authoe-
ity and importer. | have devoted
my life to the wine industry,
Whenever | return from one of
my many trips {0 visit the
world’s finest vinevards. people always ask
me about the new wines [ have discovered
abroad. Most often. they ask me to find 1 new
Soave that's not too drv to bring back 1o
America - a Soave that would be of superior
quality. vet reasonably priced. They wanted a
new Soave customized for the American
palare.

[ sought the heip of Livio Manera. ane of
Europe’s most highly respected ocnolog:sts,
Togetner we retmed ‘o the United States to
find out the likes and disiikes of American
*ane drinkers. Most full dev waites ang
Soaves have almost zero residual SUZIE wmicn,
N my opinion. is toa dry Tor Amencans. Un
ihe other hand. the new Blush wines and most
Chablis" and White Zinfandels have over 3%
residual sugar which. of course. 1s 100 sweel,
Qur surveys and tastings indicated that Amer-
icans really preferred a sugar content of
1.3% - which is not too sweet or o dgry. |
r2turmed to ltaly 10 find a new Soave that would
perfectly satisfy American tastes. My new
Soave 15 just right!

Verona. haly, the romanue setting of
Romeo and fuliet. 1s the heartland of the Soave
Zrape zone. Here, in this ancient fertle <oii,
“aere (he lerain s stony and shaley, where
e roots of the Garganaga vine grow deep, |
mund ac s, the sinevard that progueed the
~2st grapes, ‘

Working with these superior grapes, my
zoal was to produce a
new Soave. a Soave of B
incomparable quality
and uniquely dis?incuve S_QQVE
davor. [ accomplished i
this by using a "“secret Tlmo Po...
blend™” and cold storage | w7t wme
dging process. This
unmque blending resulted in a much smoother,
higher quzlity wine that was tuly created 10
please all Amenican wine lovers. [n mddition. |
use onty the fnest natural cork o sead in the
perrectly balanced character of the wine. |
personally rate my Soave higher than Roben
Mondavi white. and bebieve 1t v unqueston-
4bly better than all others. Enjoy !

Elmo Pio wenes are modestly priced. Eimo
Pio wines are also avadlable in NJ,

Tey my new Chianu blended with Caber-
net - it's better than Mondavi red.

B2

International Wine
Cansuntant & Imoorter
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wnat really struck Rubenstein was thewr
attitude through the whole conversaton—
referring to Tony as “the dude” and “the
motherfucker.” talking about shopping for
Christmas presents. for Chrissake. it's
like they ran over a dog, thought Ruben-
stein.

“Come in, Frank." he said.

te kept it casual. rolled up his shir
gleeves, lit up a cigarette. odered one o

“I got some, thanks."”

“So what's on your mingd?™

Chester said he just wanted o ralk.
Gradually he gave the D.A. mare details
to go on— like the fact that he was a kick-
boxer, and that there was a girl named
Gale who'd spent that night at Laird's.
Then finally he asked Rubenstein what he
thought of the phone call.

"It was QK. Frank,” said Rubenstein.
“But we want vou to make one more."

Chester began to shake. "OK. sure.”
Re said.

Rubenstein walked him 0 the door.
shook his hand. and told him to go home
and wait for a call from Detective Dykes.

By dusk that night, on the 21st of De-
cember. Frank Chester had disappeared.

AT THEIR TINY HOUSE N LEVITTOWN,
Rose and Vito Milano were dressing for
their son's viewing.

They had decided that Anthony would
be laid out in his new blue suit, the one
thev'd bought him for his graduation trom
the Art Institute just two months beiore.

When they handed the suir. along wath
2 casp white shirt and tie. (o the fuperai
director. he nodded and put it aside. Vito
was the undertaker's barber: thev'd
znown each other for vears. He couldn't
find the words to tell him that his son's
body had been so horribly butchered that
it would take a work of art to conceal the
camnage. Instead, the undertaker took the
suit, told thermn it was beautiful, then qui-
ety went to work on a plaster of pans
vast to rebuild Anthony's neck.

The casket was placed in a room filled
with flowers and memories of Anthony,
most of them selected from the scrapbook
he'd made on the last day of his life. There
were photographs of him laughing, snap-
shots with his sister, Annamarie. His
portiolio from the Art Institute, which was
voted best in the ciass, was displaved an
a table. Next to it was a picture of him
wearing the blue suit. holding up his di-
ploma and smiiing with pride. Vito and
Rose were beaming that afternoon as they
watched their only son graduate with hon-
ors. [t was the kind of day Vito Milano
might have only dreamed of vears ago, as
he arrived in this country from Bari, Ltaly,
his new bride on his arm. knowing just
enough English to tind his way to Phila-
delphia.

In 28 years of marriage, Rose had

mever before seen her husband crv. Now
vary ume Vito tied o talk he scarte
10bbwmg. s tn bady shaking so violent.
2t i took all of Rose's energy just ¢
~eip im waik. They were both so uny-
23cn under 3°3"—that they iooked lost -
he Dig chairs next to their son's cofin.

n the s:idewalk in front of the funet
nome that might, a long line of peop
steod in the reezing December air, slow
dling i, A few of themn were men Anthor
nad met at gay bars. Many rmore of the:
were from the Milanos' Mennoniz
church. The family had left Catholicism
the Mennonite faith when Anthony w:
15, embracing a religion whose membe:
frown on drugs and alcohol, refuse o be:
arms (they are excused from militar
combat and can't become cops)., and le:
such pious lives that owming car insu.
ance—for which the Mennonites hav
their own program—costs as little as 31
a month. They also adhere t¢ the sun
word of the Bible on virtually all thing:
including homosexuality.

[t would be days after the viewing b
‘ore Vito Milano would read in the new
papers that his son was gay; (o this da
he refuses 1o believe it.

But that night, all he knew was that b
oy lay dead beside him, and that somy
where out in the cold December night, &
tller or killers continued to live. “Pleas
pray.” Vito said through his tears and br
ken English to the people who paid the
respects, “that they find who did this -
my son.”

"ODPEN UP! POLICE!"

A half-dozen armed cops stood outsic
the goor of Room 32 of the Falls Mote
1 run-down roadside stop in Falls Tow-
ship. on the morning of Decembper 22n¢

Richard Laird’s Pontiac was parked r
font. When they entered the room. th:
lound Laird and Barbara Anne Parr in ot
bed. Laird's brother Mark and his g
inend (Barbara's sister Lisa) in the othe
and Parr's nine-vear-old son David slee
ing on a bed made of two chairs.

“Don’t move.” said one oi the officer
poinung a mistol at Laird. Another heid
shotgun as he ripped back the sheet 1k
was covenng Rick Laird. Thev reach
for s arms to handcufi him while Litt
David began crving in the corner.

“You're under arrest for the murder
Anthony Milano . . .7

Barbara Anne began to scream,

“You have the right to remam ste
Anvthing vou say can and will be us
against vou . . .7

As they led Laird out the door, han
cuffed in his fong johns and sneakers. ¢
looked back at the very pregnant Barba
Anne. “[ love va. baby,” he said.

Detective Dykes was waiting for Lai:
back at the Bristol Township police hea
quarters. He was waiting and he «
ready.

“There’s a couple of things w
get siraignt,” said Dvkes, ac
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tum down. “First of all, Rick. the death
penaity i this state 15 carried out by eiec-
trocution. not lethal injecuon.”

Laird giared at him.

*And the other thing, Rick. There is no
seven-vear statute of Hmitations on a
homicide charge. . . . Do you know what
['m saving?” ’

“Yean,” zaid Laird, “[ really know what
vou're saving.”

“Then vou know why vou're here. . . .
So where's Chester?”

“'m no rat,” said Laird. “Are two rats
better than one?”

“\When was the last time vou spoke 10
him?”

“Don’t vou know!"” said Laird.

“Listen.” said Dvkes. "You're the one
in the cell nght now, vou better start
thinking about your own problems.”

"{ am.” replied Laird, grinning while
they took his mug shot. “You're trying to
put a hormucide on me.” ’

“I've heard that before. wo.” sad
Dvkes. refernng again to the taped phone
conversauon.

“Yeah, [ already figured that out,” said
Laird.

As they continued the process of book-
ing him, Dykes tumed to him again. “You
know.” he said. “vou should have taken
off somewhere good. Rick. instead of just
rupning 1o the Falls Motel.”

“Yeah, vou're right, but ...” Laird
made a gesture with his hand. rubbing his
thumb and two fingers together, impiving
that he didn't have the money to run anv
farther.

Dvkes snook his head and gnnned -
the officer standing next to hum.

“You know. Rick.” he sad. “in our e
perience. thus was the dumbese homeic.
we ever zaw.

AT il O'CLOCK THAT MORNING. THREE
days before Christmas. the body ol An-
thony Milano was lowered into the ground
at Lewittown's Rosedale Memonal Park.
Rose had asked that a photo of her son
be inserted on the brass and marble plate,
under Anthony V. Milano, 1961-1987.
Underneath the precrure it said, "We wail
always love vou.”

Nine davs passed before the cops found
Frank Chester. They knew he hadn't gone
far. because twice over the Christmas ho
day, lawvers called Alan Rubenstc
trving [0 arrange his suwrrender in «
change for a deal.

Rubenstemn told the lawyers to have i
nice Christmas. “The only deal [ was wiii-
ing to offer Frank Chester.” he says, "was
AC current or DC current.”

So they waited. And they searched.
meanwhile gathering statements {rom the
friends of Frank Chester who had listened
as he spiled his guts.

Finally, on December 30th. a Bristol at-
torney who was friendly with Chester’s



Ly called Rubenstein. Chester was
ready (0 turn hirmself in. Two county de-
tecuves were waiting in the lawver's of-
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As the trial began the question lingered:
What really happened in the woods that night?
By Lisa DePaulo

PART 11

IVE MONTHS AFTER THE MURDER OF HIS
son, Vito Milano sat in a packed Bucks County
courtroom and, choking back the tears, told
the jury, “I said goodnight.”
And after that evening, you did not see your
son again?

Vito began to sob, “I never see him anymore.”

“. .. No further questions.”

On the Friday before, a sunny May afterncon, Bucks
County District Attorney Alan Rubenstein delivered his open-
ing argument in the case of the commonwealth vs. Frank
Chester and Richard Laird.

*You will hear testimony in this courtroom,” Rubenstein
bellowed, “that what [we] found was horrifying. The unspeak-
able, Horror in the form of a young boy, a young man, who
had his throat slashed. Not once, not twice, but more times
than you can count. More limes than you can count.

“Anthony Milano was beaten, violently. He had a skull frac-
ture. He was hit. He was kicked. He was stomped. . . . He
had a brain hemorrhage. His brain was expanding in his
head. ., ."”

Rubenstein pivoted on his heels, pacing before the jury
box, locking eyes with the jurors.

“Now you may say to yourself, “‘What was the reason for
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this: Was it a robbery?’ No . . . Did they take his ring and his
watch and his clothes and his car? Of course not. ‘There had to
be a reason. Why would someone do that to another human
being? There must have been some provocation.’ No. You won't
hear that. o

“There was a reason,” Rubensteln thundered. “Because on
the last day Anthony Milano was alive, he had the misfortune to
walk into the Edgely Inn. And he meets Richard Laird, who sits
here, and Frank Chester, who sits here. He has nothing in com-
mon with them. He doesn't know them. He's there to get a
sandwich and a couple of beers before going home.

“But they don't like
him. They didn't like his
clothes. They didn't like

‘his style. They didn't’

like the way he looked.
They thought—they
thought he was a homo-
sexual. And because of
that, they killed him.”

The parents, Rose
and Vito Milano, seated
in the second row of the
courtroom, clutched
each other’s arms and
wept. Then the D.A.
paused, narrowed his
eyes at the defendants,
and turned again to the
jurers.

“But the key words in
this trial,” he declared,
“are not that they didn’t
like the way he was
dressed, that they didn’t
like the way he was
talking. . . . The key thing isn't even that he was or may have
been a homosexual. The key word is that he was. He is no more.
He’s dead. He was butchered. They did it!"”

As Rubenstein fired those last three words, he spun around
dramatically and pointed to Chester and Laird.

Neither of them even blinked.

They sat together at the defense table, flanked by their at-
torneys. These two young men were once so close that they
shared the male bonding ritual of being tattooed. They were so
close that one had asked the other to be the godfather of his
baby. But now the bonds were coming apart, as each decided to
plead not guilty and to try to put the blame entirely on the other.

Chester, five months shy of 21, was cleanly shaven for the
trial. He had a new short haircut and a crisp charcoal suit. He
wotld sit for most of the six days’ testimony with his hands folded
in front of him, his eyes darting nervously from the witness stand
to the jury box to his hands. For the duration, he was under
strict orders from his lawyer, Tom Edwards, not even to look
at Richard Laird.

But Laird would look at Frank Chester. Often throughout the
trial he would glare at his former friend, his eyes seeming never
to flicker. Even his own attorney, Ron Elgart, worried about
“those eyes. They were just . . . cold.” He had even considered
fitting his client with a pair of eyeglasses, so the eyes would
seem less penetrating to the jurors. Instead, he positioned Rick
Laird so that he could stare down Frank Chester, in view of the
jury, as if to say, “Look what you got me into, man.”

What Elgart hadn't anticipated was how Laird would stare
down the crowd as well. As it happened, the members of the

press covering the Milano murder trial were mostly women and-

gay men. Laird leered at the women in the press row and snick-
ered at both the male reporters and the gay rights activists who
had come to witness the proceedings. Occasionally, he'd stretch
his neck back to look up at the clock on the wall behind him. He
had better things to do, Richard Laird seemed to be indicating.

Like Chester, Laird looked nothing at all like the man who'd

e told his sister he
had put his feelings for men “on the

shelf,” hoping they would go away.

Cema daaiae e et e A T - s A i,

been arrested in December. His long scraggly hair was cut styl-
ishly short, a navv suit covered up the tattoos, and the bushy
beard that once had hung to the middle of his chest was neatly
thinned and trimmed. Not actuaily shaven, though, since the fact
that Rick Laird had a beard would figure prominently in his de-
fense, but cleaned up to the point that the new Rick Laird looked
strikingly handsorne.

In less than two and a half days, the D.A. marched 25 wit-
nesses up to the stand, from Orpha Newswanger, a Bible
teacher, who knew —but dared not speak— of Anthony Milano's
tortured mind. to Dr. Raafat Ahmad, who described his tortured

body. Newswanger

came to court to testify

that before Anthony

. went to the Edgely Inn

on the night he was

murdered, he had been

with her —studying the
Bible.

Dr. Ahmad came to
demonstrate — graphi-
cally—what had hap-
pened to the young
man. For over 50 chill-
ing minutes, she stood
before a life-size picture
of the victim and drew,
with red and black
markers, the lines of
every slash, every
bruise and every injury.
When she was finished,
the neck of the card-

: board poster was awash
in bright red k.

“And according to
your testimony,” Rubenstein asked her, “he was alive for some
[five to ten] minutes while this was happening?"

“Yes."”

“Cross-examine.”

Every morming, Rose and Vito Milano walked slowly into the
courthouse, Rose holding Vito by the arm. He dressed each day
in a dark blue suit, his eyes red and puffy. Rose wore all black
and clutched a patent leather handbag. The tiny gold crucifix
Anthony had given her the year before on Mother's Day hung
from her neck. When they infermed D.A. Rubenstein that they
were going to attend the trial, he insisted that they not sit
through Dr. Ahmad's testimony. And so they read the accounts
of the torture —their first real hint of how brutal it was—in the
papers the following day.

Anthony’s parents wept through most of the proceedings—as
their son’s bloody clothes were held before the jury, as their son
was referred to by Chester’s friends as a dead deer that had to
be gotten rid of, as the torture of the night unfolded with every
witness.

But from the very beginning, it was Anthony's mother who
showed incredible strength in the face of tragedy, and it was his
father —his strong Italian father —who fell to pieces.

At each recess, as the defendants were led in and out of the
courtroom in handcuffs and shackles—Chester with his head
bowed, Laird grinning and snickering— Rose pressed her fingers
tightly into Vito’s arm. She had tried repeatedly to keep her
husband from attending. But he was determined to be there,
with or without her, and she wouldn't let her husband be alone.

“I have to know,” he kept repeating, “what happened to our
son.”

It was the question on everyone's mind: What really happened
in the woods that night? And perhaps even more disturbing was
the question of why Anthony Milano walked out of a bar with
two men who had called him “faggot.” Who was this young rman
and how did he come to such an end? As the trial revealed and
as an examination of Anthony Milano's short life would demon-



sirate, this was no ordinary case of murder. Indeed. it said rather
extraordinary things about the lives of all three men.

ANTHONY MILANO'S PARENTS MET [N ITALY IN 1959. ROSE WAS
23 ar the time and had returned with her parents from the States
to their birthplace of Laterza for a two-week vacation. She came
home with a husband. Rose taught Vito English, and he went to
wark as a landscaper and then a clothes presser to support his
new wife. When ke knew enough of the language to pass a
written test. he became a certified barber in America; in Italy
he'd cut the townspeople’s hair since the age of seven.

Vito had dreamed of
owning his own busi-
ness here—and he
dreamed of having a
sor.. When little An-
thony Vito was born in
September of 1961,
Vito wrote home to his
family in Italy that
America was the great-
est place in the world,
and vowed to give his
son every opportunity
he himself had never
had.

Rose, for her part.
doted on Anthony. By
the time he was 22
months old she was
convinced that he was
smarter than the other
kids, and she taught him
to identify words she
had written on pieces of
cardboard and scattered
around the floor. The
Philadelphia Daily News
wrote a feature on the
"wonder tot” who had
learned to read 75
words. It was with equal
passion that Rose
taught her son about
God and religion.

But toward the end of
his vears in high school,
Rose’s happy child be-
gan to come home in
tears. Rose always
knew when something
had happened to An-
thony because he'd go
into his room, lock the
door. and play his
records as loudly as
possible—so she
couldn’t hear him
crying.

At first there were
litle things that Rose brushed off as “kid stuff.” Like the day he
tripped in chorus and all the other kids laughed at him. Or the
times when he’d watk out to his car to find other students sitting
on it, taunting him for rides home. Anthony always reluctantly
sa2id OK, It was easier, he told his younger sister Annamarie,
than getting teased.

But there was one incident that, even years later, he'd write
about in his diaries as though it had happened yesterday. An-
thony, who suffered from allergies, had often been excused from
gyr. It was an arrangement that made him relieved, because
he always felt awkward competing in sports with the other kids.
Still, it kept him conspicuously on the sidelines. One day the
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gym teacher announced loudly to the class, "Now we'll all go
and play ball and leave Anthony to take care of the dishes.”
Anthony stood against the wall fighting back tears as the kids ali
laughed at him. Then the gvm teacher threw the ball at him. It
hit him in the stomach and bounced to the ground. “What's the
matter, Anthony?” the teacher singsonged. *Is the ball too
heauy for you?”

After that day, he was never the same leaving for school in
the momning. His grades suffered and he went out less with
classmates. He began to tell his mother, with tears in his eyes.
that someday he'd be famous and none of the teasing would
matter anymore. When
he graduated in 1979,
he had inscribed on his
class mug, “Anthony V.
Milano—Famous Per-
son.”

Six years later, still
struggling and certainly
not famous, he was still
writing in his journals
about the humiliations
he'd felt in high school:
"Often I am tempted to
but in the garbage can
my sapphire class ring,
the medals I earned for
being in chorus, my fo-
rensics award with the
ruby, my National
Honor Society pin, my
graduation fassel, the
four yearbooks I helped
design . ., the [ltalian
award . . . the awards
for best Halloween cos-
tume. . .. Anyway, all
this crap is sloppily
dumped in a paper bag—
well hidden under boxes
and old clothes out in the
stupid shed, where [
don't have lo be con-
fronted every day, pain-
Jully reminded of what it
was ftke. . . ."

On the last day of his
life. Anthony confronted
those demons when he
walked into “the stupid
shed"” and packed up all
his memories. At age
26, he had decided that
it was time to move
away from home. He
was planning to rent an
apartment in Center
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Frank Chester, top, appeared nervous during the trial; City.
Richard Laird stared down the crowds.

Through all of An-
thony's early adult
vears, he had latched an to people who didn't tease him—people
he knew from his Mennonite church. Most of them were older
women who often looked at their own kids and said, “Why can't
vou be more like Anthony?” Always so polite, remembering their
birthdays and holidays, sitting over coffee with them, listening
to their troubles and making them laugh. If there was a common
thread in the people he befriended, it was that usually they too
felt like underdogs or outcasts. One woman in her 40s, who
counted Anthony among her closcst friends, weighed nearly 600
pounds. “He was the oniy person I ever met,” she says, “who
locked at me and didn't see a fat person. It was like he could
Jeel ather people’s pain.”
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Bur whav Anthony rarely discussed with the women he knew
from church was the pain he himself was feeling. And. of course,
neither he ner the women could ever permit themselves to utter
the wrrd “homosexual.” As one of them put it. “We ali just sort
of ket about Anthony, and I think he knew that we knew. But
it wasn't something you asked about.” Like others from the
church. she believed that someday he'd “gain coniroi” of his
sexuality. " [ knew he was repenting.” she says. “With the help
of Jesus Christ. vou can overcome anything.”

The one person he shared his secret with was Anna-
marie, They'd always been close as kids. and they trusted each
other—enough that
when he was 18 and she
was 16, he began to QQ
take her along to gay
bars. Anthony just
called them “clubs,” and
at {irst Annamarie, with
her new fake [.D., was
100 naive to realize they
were cruising the gay
bar scene. She wasn’t
even sure at first, when
she did realize what it
was about, if it meant
that her brother was
gay. Maybe he just liked
those clubs better, she
thought. She knew she
did. At straight bars,
Annamarie had always
felt awkward or ig-
aored, but the men at
the gay bars were al-
ways kind to her, “Your
sister's  so  pretty!”
they'd tell Anthony. No one but her brother had ever told her
that before.

Anthony and Annamarie began to make regular trips to gay
bars such as the Casalido in Trenton and Equus and Kurt's in
Center City. When Anthony bought a membership to Philly's
DCA club, he bought one for his sister, too.

Sometimes they brought her girifriend Melanie along. For
vears Melanie had had a crush on Anthony, from the day they
met 1n a 9th-grade play. They quickly became friends and started
gowng on what she thougnt were dates.
He even took her to the Christrnas
Ball. Dating was new to Melanie, so at
first she never dwelled on the fact that
they never did things her frends did
on dates. Finally, she started to push
him, and the more upset he got. the
more she was convinced that it was
because she wasn't attractive enough.
Melanie, like many of Anthony's older
women friends, was very overweight.
When Annamarie told him what Mel-
anie thought, Anthony was so con-
cemed about her feelings that he
decided to tell her the truth: “Never
think vou're not pretty enough, Melanie,” he told her. He wished
he could love her that way, he said, but the truth was that he
was gay. "[ had to tell you,” he said, “because ['d never want
you to think it was your fault.”

Melanie's response to Anthony's revelation was to reassure
him that she’d still be there waiting for him—as soon as he
“changed.”

Then one night at the CasaLido, Melanie was horrified. “Anna-
marie!” she said. “Anthony is kissing a man!”

MIARL LABANCE AU L DEHANT

ANNAMARIE DECIDED THAT NIGHT THAT SHE WOQULDN'T BRING
it up unless he did. And eventually he did. It wasn't an an-

aird is like the primal
heterosexual man,” his lawyer argues.

“Very confident about his sexuality.”

Anthony’s parents, Vito and Rose Milano.

nouncement; he just began to talk about men the way she - *iked
about men. [t depressed him. he told her, that his relationships
with men just never seemed to work out, no matter how hard
he tred.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“They just never work out.,” he said. “And mavbe it's not
tneant to be anvway. God doesn't want it that way, that's prob-
ably why they never work out.”

Once he went to the shore with a man he met at the 'Lido.
He told his sister now excited. but nervous. he was; it was
someone he really liked a lot. Someone who was kind and hand-
some and wore Acqua
di Selva cologne, he
said, giggling in a way
she'd never heard from
tier brother. But when
he came back from the
weekend, he was terri-
bly depressed. “It's
over.” he told his sister.

Later, he told Anna-
marie that he had put his
feelings for men “on the
shelf,” hoping they
would just go away.

When Anthony first
got out of high school,
he wasn't sure what he
wanted to do. His father
assured him that when
he decided, there wouid
be money for schooling.
For vears, Vito had put
aside his tip money—
carrying a jar home to
Rose every week—to
save for Anthony's and Annamarie’s college educations.

But with his bitter feelings from high school, Anthony decided
to postpone college for a while. He got 2 job in the display
department at Pomeroy's, then worked for a furniture store,
then went to work for Bamberger's (now Macy's) as a salesman
in the men's shoe department.

In a matter of months, he had reached his goal of becoming
department manager. Rose saw her son's self-confidence take a
positive tumn aiter that, so she and her husband were happy
when he announced he'd decided to go
to art school. Aware of how expensive
tuition was, and not wanting to burden
his father, Anthony fiished a three-
year course in two years at the Art
Institute of Philadelphia. graduating in
September of 1987 with straight A's.
He started working as a free-lance art-
ist.

The Milanos had sacnficed much for
their son's schoeling. When Rose, who
handled all the money in the house-
hold, realized that Anthony's tuition
bills were more than her husband was
bringing Home, she secretly got a part-
time job, sneaking out of the house to care for a woman who
had Alzheimer’s disease. Fearful of hurting her husband's pride,
she kept her secret for months. When Vito learned the truth,
he ordered her to quit. Anthony remained protected from the
truth.

“Thank vou for the two happiest years of my life.” he an-
nounced in a toast to his parents at his art school graduation.
That day was exactly three months before his murder. When
they handed him a gift of $1,000, he was so touched he kept the
check in a frame, until finally they made him cash it. He told his
mother he was going to use the money for a deposit on an
apartment he'd found near Rittenhouse Square; the lease was to
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start after the first of the vear. The week of his death, he'd
begun to send his résumé out for full-time jobs.

At 26, it seemed he was finally ready to live on his own. But
there was also something about that independence that fright-
ened him. He told friends he felt guilty about leaving '.is parents:
fie told his parents he felt guilty about moving 5o far from Anna-
marie. His friends noticed that he'd begun wearing a gold wed-
ding band on his left hand. And lately he'd been telling his father
that what he really wanted to do was “find a good girl, get
married and have lids.”

“You make me so proud,” Vito would say.

Yet, to Annamarie, he spoke of dif-
ferent plans. He always told her that
his dream was to move to New York
City. Whenever they went clubbing
there, he'd say, “This is where I want
to be.”

His sister believes his ambivalence
may have been a fear of temptation.
Though Anthony Milane reached out to
the gay scene, he hardly embraced it.
Even when he did go to the bars, he
ended up befriending men who seemed
as tortured and oppressed about their
gayness as he was. One of his closest
friends, whom he had met one night at
Equus, has since become a monk.
After Anthony was buried, he wrote to
Annamarie from his religious commu-
nity: “1 know how Tony struggled with
his gayness. . . . When [ was around
Tony, I talked to him a lot about how
[ never felt comnfortable in the gay life
that I had seen and had participated in
for a while. T knew he felt the same
way.” Orpha Newswanger, the woman
with whom Anthony shared Bible studies, talked about his inner
struggle with homosexuality, and how he wished to be “healed.”
She too assured Anthony that anything was possible with Christ.

In the hours before Anthony was murdered, he attended his
rinth Bible study with Orpha. The theme that night was “Think-
ing Like a Servant Thinks.” One part dealt with the “npatural
mind vs. the renewed mind.” The natural mind, Anthony scrib-
bled in his notes, “listens to man instead of Geod, perceives flesh
rather than heart.”

Un another page, under “Blessed Are Those Who Have Been
Persecuted,” Anthony wrote that a peacernaker was “one who
settles quarrels rather than initiates them,” and that “avoiding
the issue breeds aggression.”

On yet another page, he scribbled two questions: “What is it
1 am not forgiving?"” and “What are some of the reasons it still
hurts?”

Two hours later, he was sitting on a bar stool at the Edgely
Inn, with Richard Laird and Frank Chester.

BY THE TIME FRANK CHESTER WAS 20, HE WAS ON HIS OWN.
His mother, Elaine Holley, was proud of her Frankie’s new in-
dependence. Or maybe she was relieved, She’d had problems
with her youngest child since he was 10, when his father left
home for good. Despite the beatings Frank claims he got from
his dad, the boy worshiped his father. Frank's father, an exter-
minator and handyman, denies ever having laid a hand on his
son. He does agree with his ex-wife that when he left home, it
seemed tike “the trouble with Frank” began overnight. One day,
little Frankie was an altar boy, smiling through mass at Sacred
Heart Church. The next, he was bemng brought home by the
cops.

Elaine had three other teenagers to raise by herself. Luckily,
they adjusted to the split, went to work part time, helped her
out. But the problems with Frankie just kept getting worse. He
began to steal, from both his parents and from his stepfather,
and was constantly getting into fights, as though beating were a
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Laird’s girifriend Barbara Anite with their child.
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sport. By the age of 11, he started to run away —so many times
that Elaine fost count. There were days when she'd come home
from her job at the beauty salon, almost expecting to find that
he'd left home again. It seemed that her kid did nothing ¢ run
away. And every time he ran, she'd call her ex-husband.

Elaine knew she had to find help for her son. She started
calling social agencies, only to hear that unless he committed a
crime, there was little the state could do. Eventually he began
committing those crimes, and so the next piaces Frank Chester
ran away from were juvenile detention centers. Finally he was
sent by the courts to Glen Mills, a school for delinquent male
teens. There, a teacher who counseled
Frank sat his mother down and tried
to explain what was wrong. Running
away, he told her, was Frank's way of
getting his father back, because every
time he fled, his mother called his dad.

On the open campus of Glen Mills,
Frank Chester was free to run, but to
his mother's surprise, he didn't. In-
stead, he excelled on all the sports
teams, held a job at the snack bar, and
was known as a friendly and likable kid.
i He started to talk about someday being
< acounselor there, like the one who had
= helped him, and whom Frank had be-
gun to trust and worship.

When he got out of Glen Mills, he
landed z job as a cashier at Bristol’s
DeGrand Diner, where he responsibly
B handled the money every night. Mean-
lF:: while he got interested in the work his
" older brother did, cleaning up toxic
waste for a pollution control company.
And, after taking courses to learn the
trade, he got a job with his brother’s

:
%

company.

About the same time, he met Richard Laird.

Laird, who was 24 at the time of the murder, had been in and
out of prisons for five years—on everything from drug charges
to assault charges to the time he stole somebody’s boat “just
for the hell of it."

He was born in South Carolina, the son of a Marine sergeant,
and he spent most of his childhood moving from city to city,
mostly in the South. When he was ten his parents split, and his
mother eventually settled, with Rick and his younger brother
Mark, in Levittown. His father remained in Louisiana, where
he’s still in the Marines. His mother eventually was remaryied,
to a Pennsylvania state trooper.

After Laird’s arrest for the murder of Anthony Milano, his
father visited him for the first time in years. In an interview from
prison, Laird declined to discuss his mother, other than to say
that he was proud that she recently earned a nursing degree
(she is an L.P.N.) and that they are “very close.” Records show
she, too, has a criminal record. She pleaded guilty in March 1987
to 12 counts of forgery, theft and embezzlement brought against
ner by an employer. The employer told police she said she stole
the money for her sons (97 of the 339 checks she forged were
made payable to Rick Laird).

When he was 15, Rick Laird met 2 girl named JoAnn zt the
Levittown Rollerama. They were married and had two kids—a
son named after Rick, who was seven at the time of the murder,
and a daughter, four. When they split up several years ago, he
had his “JoAnn" tattoo covered up with cloads. That didn't stop
her —or his mother-in-law — from taking their vacation time from
work to attend the Milano murder trial in support of Rick Laird.
“T still love him. T'll afways love him,” JoAnn told reporters at
the trial. Until a couple of months ago, she was stil refusing to
sign for a divorce.

The effect Rick Laird had on his women was legendary. At
the trial, reporters needed a score card to keep track of all the

continued on page 193
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women who had come to support their
Rick. In one corner were his estranged
wife JoAnn and her mother, who took
turns checking on Laird's son, who had to
be removed from school when his fellow
second-graders began to torment him
after learning of his father's arrest for
murder. In another comer sat current
girifriend Barbara Anne Parr holding the
11-week-old infant she had by Laird—
born two months after Laird’s arrest for
murder.

QOutside the courtroom, Rick's women
spent much of their time glaring at each
other. One day JoAnn and Barbara Anne
happened to end up in the same elevator,
Barbara Anne with Rick's baby in her
arms. They emerged screaming “Fuck
you” at each other, and engaged in a shov-
ing match.

Laird had known the former Barbara
Anne Kessler since she was 13 and he

When she finally had to
choose between her man
and her cousin, Barbara
Anne stood by her man.
“I still love my cousin
Frankie,” she says. “But
I know my Rick could
never kill someone.”

was 12 and they lived in the same neigh-
borhood. Though they were barely in
their teens, their world was hardly inno-
cent. In those days, Levittown—particu-
larly the neighborhood they grew up in—
was plagued by a motorcycle gang called
The Breed. In its heyday, over a decade
ago, its members, dressed in jackets with
an American flag logo, ran one of the big-
gest methamphetamine rings in the state.
Any affection Laird may have felt for
Barbara Anne was futile by the time she'd
turned 15, because she was pregnant with
another man’s child. That marriage lasted
only a couple of months, and then George
Parr, the president of The Breed, claimed
her as his own. George was 22 years
older than Barbara Anne. When she met
him, he had just gotten out of prison,
where he did federal time on drug
charges. During their five-year relation-
ship, she was a princess in a world where
the princes drove Harley-Davidsons.
Barbara Anne met Richard Laird again
when he was separated from his wife and
dating her sister Kim. She was divorced
again, raising her son David, and trying to

put her past life behind her. “I couldn't
stand him at first,” she recalls in a sweet,
quiet voice. “I thought he was a little loud
for me. And to be honest, after I sepa-
rated from George, [ didn't want that kind
of stuff in my life anymore.”

But Richard Laird worked his charms
on Barbara Anne—the woman he'd tried
to steal from George Parr so many years
before —and she began to fall in love with
him. When he went back to prison on a
parole viclation he started to write her
love letters, announcing his intention to
care for her and her son. And she started
to break the news to her sister. Kimn found
somecne else and Barbara waited for
Rick, hanging his prison poems on her
bedroom wall. Gne of them was titled “In
My Heart™:

You are my woman and

I am your man. Baby,

we will walk through

this life hand in hand.

It may be a little rough

in the start, but we can

count on the love that

is in our hearts. It will be

so beautiful 1 just know

this is true. Barbara Anne

I love you

I love you

I love you.

As soon as he was released they moved
in together, and promptly decided to hasve

a baby. She tried for months to conceive,*-

and when she finally did, she called her
cousin, Frank Chester, first, to break the
news. Then Laird got on the phone and
asked Frank to be the baby’s godfather.
But from the beginning of Barbara
Anne’s pregnancy she had a difficult time,
and was under doctor’s orders to spend
most of her time in bed. Laird had gotten
a job doing the carpentry work at their
apartmment complex, the Ambassador
Arms, and all through the day he would
check on Barbara Anne. When he'd get
home, he'd make the dinner and clean up
the house. Barbara Anne, who'd cleaned
houses for a living at one point, was a
meticulous housekeeper—even the cops
who took photos of their place after the
murder talked about how “clean and
homey” Laird's place was—but Rick
would insist when he left in the moming,
says Barbara Anne, that she leave the
work for him. In the evening he'd help
little David with his homework. “He'd tell
me,” says David, now ten, “that he'd give
me 15 chances to get it right.” By now,
Barb’s son had begun to call Rick Laird
“Dad.” Rick took him to the malls, to
Great Adventure and on hayrides. When
David's school had a parent/teacher meet-
ing, it was Rick Laird, in his biker boots
and black leather jacket, who attended.
Barbara Anne knew that the Rick she
lived with was no angel in the eyes of oth-
ers. But it was her little theory that his
life of crime and drug abuse was behind
him, that as long as he stayed home with
her and David —the life he really wanted—
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he'd be fine.

Barbara Anne felt that the one person
who always disturbed their happy domes-
tic life was Cousin Frank, who never came
to visit without a case of beer and a couple
of pals. Once, before she iived with Rick,
she had welcomed her cousin's visits. But
now, the two together meant trouble. “]
love my cousin,” says Barbara Anne, “but
he was the kind of guy who, when he'd
come to your home, would stay. I don’t
know if you've ever had company like
that."”

She says her cousin Frank turned to
Rick canstantly to kelp him out of trouble.

“Rick and I fought for an hour before
we went over to his place that night,” says
Barbara Anne. “But I knew as long as
Rick wanted to go, we'd go. He always
wore the pants in this family. And to be
honest with you, I liked it that way,”

When the choice came down to her man
or her cousin, as the details of the murder
began to unravel, Barbara Anne stood by
her man. “T still love my cousin Frankie,"”
she says, “but I know he was the killer,
My Rick could never kill someone.”

TODAY FRANK CHESTER SAYS HE WAS
never friends with Rick Laird; he just put
up with him because of Barbara Anme,
who he still thinks could clear him. He also
insists that he was always more fearful of
Laird than he was adoring. Regardless,
the two made an interesting combination;
Chester, always the follower, always in
search of the hero, and Laird, big tough
womanizing Laird, who had nothing to
prove. Or did he?

As the trial progressed, there was in-
creasing doubt as to which of the defend-
ants was scarier. Which was tougher.
Who really was the bigger “pussy,” to use
Laird’s term—Laird, the one who wore
his macho like a badge, or Chester, who
lived in awe of his buddy’s arrogant swag-
ger?

When the two of them got tattoced to-
gether, Frank Chester chose a little devil
for his forearm; Richard Laird chose a pair
of lips with semen dripping out.

They were also close enough to share
an assauit charge, almost one year to the
day before the Milano murder. The inci-
dent involved a man who dropped off Bar-
bara Anne Parr one night and ended up
beaten with a baseball bat. As with the
Milano killing, Chester said. that Laird did
it and Laird accused his buddy Chester.
At any rate, the charges were dropped
when the subject decided he couldn't re-
member his attacker,

EVERY DAY, AMONG THE WOMEN WHO
showed up for the trial were Frank Ches-
ter's mother, Elaine, escorted by her two
daughters, and Colleen Ingram, the pretty
blond shampoo girl she had fixed Frank up
with. Together, the four women sat on a

bench holding hands. As the trial pro-
gressed, Chester's mother seemed to
age, the circles under her eyes beceming
darker, the wrinkles in her face more ap-
parent. By the end of the week, she could
barely walk without assistance from her
daughters, and her blank expression
seemed to change only when someone of-
fered her coffee. Then she’d wipe her
tears, apologize, and say, “Thank you.”
Often, with tears brimming in her eves,
she'd ask reporters how Rose Milano—
seated on another bench—was holding up.
Even D.A. Rubenstein noticed this suf-
fering among the women—all of them. *I
don't know what's worse,” he said,
watching Rose and Elaine passing each
other in the corridor, “being the mother
of Anthony or the mother of Frank.”
Occasionally Frank's girl Colleen, who
sat clutching the prom picture taken of her
and Frank exactly one year before, would
rub Elaine’s arm and say, “It's all gonna
be all right.” !
As the families and friends of both the
accused and the victim waited for Laird

Chester’s lawyer painted
the picture of a mized-up
kid who was petrified of
Laird. Frank might have
changed his story, he
admatted, but that didn't
make him guilty of
murder—ijust stupidity.

and Chester to take the stand, so did yet
another group. These were the gay rights
activists, who attended in “silent protest”
of the most extreme case of anti-gay vio-
lence ever to occur in the Philadelphia
area. Every one of them seemed to have
experienced at least a part of what An-
thony had experienced—whether it was
the taunting, the guilt, or the struggle of
coming to terms with one's sexuality.

Anthony Milano came to symbolize the
worst of their fears, the ultimate “silenc-
ing,” a literal silencing.

Despite D.A. Rubenstein’s attempt to
downplay “the gay thing” in the Milano
killing (he never mentioned it again after
his opening argument), the activists in the
courtroom saw this prosecutor, who was
seeking the death penalty, as something
of a hero. It was almost with reverence
that they greeted him each moming.

So intense were the emotions at the
trial that all spectators were scanned with
a metal detector and stripped of all pos-
sessions every time they entered the
courtroom. Richard Laird’s attorney had
even considered fitting his client with a

bulletproof vest. For his part, Laird re-
turned the enmity: At one point he re-
quested that his estranged wife JoAnn be
allowed to sit in a different row, so she
wouldn't “catch anything from the homos”
that could be passed on to his kids.

At the start of the trial, the families and
the gay activists were separated by more
than a bench. But the tension began to
break cn the second day, when Rose Mil-
ano discovered Rita Addessa, spokes-
person for the group. Anthony’s mother
approached Addessa and thanked her for
being there. The two women found they
had more in common than having suffered
at the hands of anti-gay bigots: Rita had a
son almost Anthony’s age.

By the end of the trial Addessa found
herself comforting none other than JoAnn
Laird’s tough-talking brother, Mike Wal-
ters, who carried a cane with a brass ser-
pent curled over the top and had spent
previous days muttering obscenities be-
hind Addessa’s back. Now they were
chatting over a cup of vending-machine
coffee.

Walters was telling Addessa, “Look, 1
don’t mind men in dresses,” and that in
fact, he knew a few “dykes and homos”
himself, hut he wouldn't want his friends
to know that.

“Sure, sure,” said Addessa. “I under-
stand.” And she meant it.

She tried to explain what her role here

was.

“Yeah,” said Walters. “But if anything
happens to me or my kids "cause [ told
you I had gay friends, are you gonna sup-
port me?”

Addessa assured him once again that
she understood. She certainly did under-
stand. And she hardly believed that the
solution to the problem of anti-gay vio-
lence would come out of this court, or any
court, for that matter. She also had some-
thing in common with the macho young
man; Neither believed in the death pen-
alty.

“In other words, she’s not here just to
see Rick fry,” said one of the Laird rela-
tives. So as they sat in the courtroom to-
gether a lot more seemed to be at stake
than the fate of the accused. Somehow,
the victm’'s parents, the families and
friends of the accused, and the gay activ-
ists all seerned to be in this together, How
they'd all come out of it would depend on
what happened when the prosecution fi-
nally rested.

FRANK CHESTER HAD RETAINED BRIS-
tol attorney Tom Edwards, who built his
defense largely around the tactics of the
cops. Why, he wanted to know, if they
had in their charge a guy they were so
sure had committed an unspeakable
crime, did they continuously send him
home, drive him back, send him home?
He reminded the jury that nearly every
witness here came courtesy of Frank
Chester, who had given all of their names
to the detectives. They had gained his

) —
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trust by not arresting him immediately, -
instead letting him slowly implicate both |
Rick Laird and himself. Edwards painted |
the picture of a mixed-up young kid pet- i
rifled of Laird, horrified by what he'd seen i

and gradually more Lrustmg of the cops he
thought he was cooperating with,

Frank Chester was at the scene of the
crime, Edwards argued, but that didn’t
make him guilty. Frank might have
i changed his story, he admitted, but that
i did not make him guilty of murder. Just
guilty of stupidity. Frank at least had a
conscience, Edwards insisted—or he
wouldn't have blabbed to his friends dur-
ing those days after the crime while Laird
unfeelingly went about his Christmnas
shopping. He had turned to the only peo-
ple he knew—a bunch of scared teen-
agers—to help him out, and that was why
he acted so foolishly. Chester’s only
crime, his attorney argued, was being at
the wrong place at the wrong time —with
Rick Laird.

Laird's lawyer, Ron Elgart of Fink, Fink

firm in Lower Bucks County, was just 28,

Christmas day in prison, he knew this was
going to be a doozy. Unlike Chester, Laird
didn't feel the need to claim innocence re-
peatedly. He just looked at his lawyer and
said it once: “I didn’t kil} him. Frank Ches-
ter killed him."” And that was that. So El-
gart tried to get a fix on Rick Laird, tried
to understand the “Croydon code” he op-
erated by. Croydon, just south of Bristol,
is a tough blue-collar town notorious for
= its brawls.

Ren Elgart describes the Croydon code
as “a lot like the South Philly cede, in that
there's no honor in being a squealer. And
you don't drag somebody else down be-
cause of something you did.”

His defense was built mostly on the
theory that Rick Laird was guilty of noth-

i ing but trying to protect his friend, Frank
Chester—who really did the killing. His
remarks on the phone, suggesting that
Chester get out of town, his destruction
of the evidence—all were designed to
cover up for his buddy. His smug arro-

" gance, his Christmas shopping in the days
after the murder, even his attitude in the
courtroomt, Ron Elgart saw as further
proof of his client’s innocence, not of his
guilt.

When Elgart took a look at the evi-
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. frenzy killing, the absolute worst kind of
¥ knifing.” In his mind he painted the night-
L mare. “You're holding a short mife. So
¥ your fingers are right in the blood and

i through the throat. You can hear the

# blood, and you're face to face, you're eye

& hiuge amount of anger involved in this kill-

& Associates, the largest criminal defense ‘

and was trying his first murder case,
From the moment he first saw Laird, on

dence, he knew there was something that |
1 had to have triggered what he called “a

[ you're slashing and dragging this knife .

B sounds of the blood gushing and the tra- |
% chea breaking. You're being sprayed by !

# to eye with the victim. There was just a |

/ B There’sno place like
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ing." And that anger, he decided, would
not have come from Laird.

_to enhance your “Laird is like the primal heterosexual
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~Distribilors for American Qtean Elgart argued to the jury that the pros-
Villeroy & Boch ecution’s entire case agamst Rick Laird

was based on “the gospel according to
Chester,” an admitted Ear and a man who
had a reason that night to be carrying a ;
weapon {since he feared retaliaton from ?

a rumble he'd been in). He told the jury
that Laird's only crime had been teating
Frank Chester like a friend.

“You may not like Rick Laird,” he said
in his closing argument. “You may not in-
vite him to your place for coffee when this
is over. . .. He is foul-mouthed. He is E
obnoxious. He lacks the social graces, as H

@ I)El‘.vq l m one would say. ... You may think he's
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Inn. Lawrd slapped
Anthony around, he said,
while Anthony begged to

go home. {
crude, and frankly, he is.” But that didn't
mean he was guilty of murder, said his H
THE - AGORAPHOBIA - AND attorney. ;
; ANXIETY - TREATMENT Edwards and Elgart had drastically dif-
E CENTER-P-C ferent styles. But what both of them man-
3 aged to do for D.A, Alan Rubenstein was |
. unequivocally put both of their clients at i
E Offers a Series of Workshops for the scene of the murder. With a weapon.
u That helped, for Rubenstein had more
i SOCIAL ANXIETY than 2 murder charge to prove. He had
1 FEARFUL FLYERS conspiracy and he had kidnapping. The
I latter seemed the least likely, at first. An-
PUBLIC SPEAKING thony, by all accounts, willingly left the
,‘ bar with Chester and Laird. A cop ha
| ividual even witnessed their departure: no strug
fOT {;du:lduf and group se;wges aT; %[SO available gle, no force of any kind. But under state
e treatment of agoraphobia, phobias, anxiety and law, kidnapping doesn't necessarily mean
panic disorders with adults and children. ransom and abduction. All it requires is
that a victim be moved “a substantial dis-
Linda B. Welsh, Ed.D. Alan Goldstein, Ph.D. tance” against his will. Proving the kid-
Director and Associate Clinical Professor Director of Special Programs and napping charge would depend on what
of Psychiatry Professor of Psychiarry happened from the time they left the
Temple Universicy Medical School Teraple University Medical School Edgely Inn to the time they got to the

woods off Ashby Avenue.
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was proof of conspiracy —that is, two peo- -
ple acting in concert toward the same cb- -
jective—it did not make a bit of difference
which of the two men actually cut Anthony |
Milanao's throat. As accomplices, they'dbe -
equally guilty regardless of who did the
kicking and who wielded the knife.

The real question for the jury was
whether they believed that either man
could have acted alone. And answering
that question depended as much on their
assessment of the men as it did on their
judgment of the hard evidence.
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“THE DEFENSE CALLS FRANK CHESTER.”

On the moming of May 18th, after the
prosecution rested its case, Frank Ches-
ter took the witness stand. This time, the
more he talked, the more he filled in the
pieces of what he claimed happened in the
car—irom the time that the pair left the
bar with Anthony Milano to the time they
arrived in the woods. He described for the
jury a 45-minute herror ride, with An-
theny driving, Chester i the back seat,
and Laird in the front seat, telling him
where to drive and slapping him around,
as Anthony pleaded to go home.

Chester testified that he got into the car
expecting to be dropped off with Laird at
his apartment practicaily across the street
from the bar. But Laird wanted to drive
around first. They made three stops, he
said, before they got to the woods near
Ashby Avenue. The first stop was at a
7-11. When they pulled up to the store,
both of them got out of the car— Laird
went to the pay phone in front of the build-
ing to make a call, Chester went inside to
buy cigarettes. At this point, Anthony—
presurnably sensing a chance to escape—
tried to back the car out of the lot. More
interesting was that, according to Ches-
ter, Anthony waited for him to get hack
in the car before he tried to flee. But he
hit the gas so quickly that the car stalied.
Laird, seeing him try to get away, fu-
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the car) and once *to take a piss.” Chester
swore that the three of them got out and
relieved themselves, though the coroner’s
report showed that Anthony had a full
bladder.

According to the route Chester said
they took—about six miles altogether—
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sions, Laird took over the wheel after one
stop. It's possible that somecne else
drove: Anthony’s keys have never been
found.

They were also heavily intoxicated—all
three of them. Anthony, who had drunk
the least of the three, had a .23 blood/
alcohol count, more than double the Hmit
for legal intoxication. His reactions—or
lack thereof—may have been simply due
to a combination of alcohol and fear.

Though Chester blamed Laird for every
act of violence in the car, Rubenstein
theorizes that what happened on the ride
was a steady escalation of torture on the
part of both of them, an escalation that
ended with the slashing in the woods.

“I think that once they got him into the
car, they started to intimidate him,” said
Rubenstein later. “You know, ‘Let’s have
some fun with this guy, let’s bash in a fag.’
And that they started in the car to punch
him, maybe beat him, and by the time
they got to the woods, it was ‘Let's kick
his head in,” ‘Let's punch him in the
mouth,’ ‘Let’s teach him a lesson.’ I really
don't believe that Frank Chester in-
tended, or for that matter, Richard Laird
intended, when they first got in the car,
that they were going to slash his throat.
I think their intentions were, 'Let’s teach
the fag a lesson. He's just a fag.’ And it
just escalated and escalated, with each
trying to prove to the other how tough he
was,

Frank Chester gave this version of
what happened when they got to the
woods. They had stopped there to buy
drugs from a guy who lived across the
street. He and Anthony both got out on
the driver’s side, Laird on the passenger
side, near the woods.

“I had the six-packs with me,” said
Chester. “] got out of the car, started
walking toward [the] house,” when he no-
ticed that Rick Laird and Anthony Milano
were walking toward the woods. He said
that Rick Laird had one arm around An-
thony, and with the other, punched him
squarely in the face. He said he saw this
from the back, then he ran over and
pushed Anthony Milano to the ground.

“Why did you push Anthony Milano?”
asked his lawyer, Tom Edwards.

“Well, look at the size of Rick . . .

“Did you want to stop a fight?”

“Yeah, you could say that. I didn't want
to see the kid get beat up there for no
reason.”

“So you pushed Milano out of the way?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then what happened?”

“I said to Rick, ‘Let’s get out of here’

. And then Rick said, ‘Fuck that,’ and
jumped on him."

“Then what happened?”

. I thought he was hitting him, you
know what [ mean? Because when you're
on top, you can hit something like this.

[He described Laird kneeling on Antho-
ny's chest, pinning his arms underneath
him.] When I walked, when [ went over
there, he was doing . . . the thing.”

“What was he doing?”

“Slashing his throat.”

“What did you do?"

“ froze. I never seen anything like that.
{Even} on TV."”

“Then what happened?”

“Well, I was just, like, standing there.
[Then Rick] ]ooked up at me. I turned
around and I ran.’

When Rubenstein cross-examined him,
Chester elaborated for the district attor-
ney how he saw “blood squirting up” from
Anthony Milano’s neck and how he heard
“gurgling noises.”

“You were afraid of Rick Laird, cor-
rect?” asked Rubenstein.

“Yes. I mean, I wouldn’t want to have
to fight him.”

“Me neither!”

"Objection!”

“Objection sustained,” said the judge.

“After you saw Rick Laird making these

From the moment when
Ron Elgart asked his
client what the weather
was like that night, and
Laird replied, “Kinda
shitty,” il was clear that
Laird would play the
tough guy to the end.

motions back and forth with his hands, did

that scare you?”

"Yeal‘l."

“Were you worried?”

“T was inshock ... "

“Never saw that before?”

HNO.)]

“Kind of stuff they won't show on TV?"”

“No, they don't.”

“Pretty horrible, wasn't it?”

“Yes.”

. Scared as you were of Richard

Laird, you went back to his apartment that
night, didn’t you?”

Later, Rubenstein turned his questions
back to the specifics of the crime,

“You mentioned that you saw Rick
Laird punch hirn in the face once, right?”

“Yes."”

“Then all of a sudden, Rick’s on top of
him, right?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Positive."”

“One punch in the face?"”

“Yeah. Bang.”

“Bang, right in the face. That's it?

. :«“

Al e

NS ST AN WO e - e | TR




AT e

LIS PR RTYR SFIE I S

T O D ML Ly e B, S ey

Tivat's =l you saw?”
“Like I said . . . that's what I seen.”

Rubenstein turned the life-size drawing ;

¢f Anthony Milano around, as the victim’s
mother gasped and rushed from the court-
room. - -

“OK,” said Rubenstein, pointing dra-
matically to the drawing, “Who did #his
injury, this bang to the head, do you re-
member that?”

“Do I remember? No.”

“How 'bout this bang to the head here?”
He slapped the canvas,

“NO."

“How 'bout the bang to the chin?”

“No.,"

“You heard the pathologist’s testimony,
right?” '

“Yes,”

“Wasn't Rick Laird, was it?”

THERE WERE OTHER THINGS ABOUT
Chester’s testimony that just didn’t jibe
with the evidence. He didn’t explain, for
instance, how the body ended up more
than 30 feet into the woods (there was no
evidence whatsoever that Anthony had
been dragged). Nor did he explain what
he was doing—besides being in shock—
for the ten minutes the knifing apparently
lasted. But what Laird’s attorney Elgart
tried to establish, as he cross-examined
Chester, was other inconsistencies. For
one thing, as Chester described the slash-
ing—and because of the way the body was
found—it was clear that Milano was
pinned down. Chester said Laird was
kmeeling on his chest. Yet Laird is hig,
well over 200 pounds. And the one thing
the pathologist did nof find on the body
was any evidence of bruising, such as the
kind he would have if Rick Laird were
kneeling on him. More damning, in El-
gart's opinion, was the fact that no one
had testified to blood on Rick Laird's
beard, a beard that hung down to his
chest. It was Elgart's contention that had
Laird done the cutting, he “would have
looked like Eric the Red.”

But any small relief Ron Elgart may
have felt when he finished with Frank
Chester ended moments later, when the
defense called Richard Laird.

From the moment when Elgart asked
his client what the weather was like that
night, and ‘Laird turned toward the jury,
laughed. and said, “Kinda shitty,” it was
clear that Laird would play the tough guy
to the end. His testimony was peppered
with expletives. His style and language
clearly put the jury off.

There was a stir in the courtroom as
Elgart led his client through the events of
the night. Laird admitted—rather
proudly, in fact—that sure, he called Mil-
ano a faggot. “I call lots of people faggot,”
he explained later in an interview. But he
insisted that it wasn’t he but Chester who
asked Anthony for a ride home. it was

Chester, he said, who needed a ride home. :
He himself lived just across the street. He -
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headed in the direction of Frank’s place,
several miles away. None of which, of

| course, explained why he went along for

the ride with a guy he thought was “a
faggot.”

Laird swore that there were no stops
between the Edgely and Ashby Avenue,
no torture ride that he kmew of, and
though he sat in the passenger seat, he
said he never laid a hand on Anthony.

“What happened when you pulled up on
Ashby Avenue?” asked Elgart.

“I got cut my side there and I started
walling towards the houses.”

Immediately, some of the same incon-
sistencies that surfaced in Chester's ver-
sion began to surface in Laird’s. Namely,
how he didn’t notice the other two weren't
with him until they were 30 feet into the
woods.

“What happens next?”

“Well, I heard [Frank yell], ‘Yo, over
here ” . .. I turned around. I started
walldng over towards him . .. [ heard a
punching and a smacking, that's what it
sounded like."”

“Noises?”

“Yeah."”

“Voices?"

“Just grunts.”

“What happened when you went to-
wards the noise?”

“1 started, you know, [ got up towards
it, and 1 seen him rolling around on the
ground ... they were rumbiing, you
know? And 1 says, Yo, Frank! What the
fuck you doin’, man?' "

“And what happened next?”

“Well, [Frank] jumped up, you know?
. . . And [Anthony] started to get up, and
he was all wobbling, you know? And he
grabbed onto my jacket . . . ”

“What happened next?”

“] heard some noise coming [from] be-
hind me."”

“And then what?”

“And then Tony's eyes got real big,
man. And I started getting sprayed with
ali this hot shit, you know? And I heard
this fucking noise itke water going down
the drain.”

He ran, he said, and when Chester
caught up with him, his buddy was like a
wild man. From this point on, the Croydon
code kicked in on the witness stand, as
Laird got meaner and angrier, explaining
the extremes to which he'd gone to pro-
tect Frank Chester. First he took the
knife from his hand, wiped it on his shirt,
then handed Frank the shirt so he could
clean himself up. When they got to
Frank's friends’ apartment, sure he told
him to shut up; he didn't want his pal sent
away for life. In fact Laird said that every-
thing he did—from throwing his own
bloody clothes and the knife in a dumpster
to the advice he gave him on the phone,
even Laird's saying that he himself was
leaving town, was ali a grand attempt to

help Frank beat the rap.

At one point, Laird stopped in mid-sen- -

tence, fixed his steely eyes on Frank
Chester, and shouted abruptly from the
stand:

“I loved you kike a brother, dude, and
you ficked me, you know that?!”

There was a moment of silence in the
courtroom. Chester fidgeted in his chair.
The “code™ that was becoming most ap-
parent wasn't Laird's or even Chester’s,
but the one that existed between them.

When Rubenstein cross-examined
Laird, he didn't even bother questioning
him on what happened in the woods. In-
stead he tried to goad Richard Laird into
continuing to be as “normal” as possible.

“You had an OK relationship with Frank
Chester for a couple years?” asked Ru-
benstein.

NYeah. £l

“So you can't figure out any other rea-
son why he is saying that you carved up
Anthony Mifano?"

“Any other reason?”

“You can't think of any reason why he

The most telling part
of the trial came when
Chester—who claimed
to remember the most
wniricate details of
the night—couldn’t
remember slow dancing
with Richard Laird.

would say that, would you?"

“I can't think of any? Look where I'm
sitting! He's trying to get the fuck out of
this and what he did.”

Rubenstein moved on to the taped
phone conversation, in which Laird told
Chester to get out of town, and in a couple
years all this would blow over.

“You figured if he could hide out for
seven years, he would have this rap
beat?”

“I told him that,” said Laird.

“All he had to do was hide out . . . and
people just forget about this murder,
right?”

I was trying to keep him calm, sir.”

“Seven years pass by like Milano was
never there, right? That's what you told
him?” Rubenstein snapped his fingers.
“Just like that?”

Laird turmed to the jury, brazenly
snapped kis fingers in the air, and re-
peated, “fust like that.”

Afterward, Rubenstein said that at that
moment, he was convinced that every ju-
ror was on his side.

It was neither Rubenstein's job nor his
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desire o demonstrate conclusively what
really went on that night in the woods.
Whether Chester's version or Laird's was
closer to the truth. Or if the truth reaily

-lay elsewhere. -
Psychologists who study such things
say that in most attacks on homosexuals, :
the individual is reaily striking out against |

himself. His fears, his insecurities, his
own doubts about his sexuality. And in
some ways, Laird and Chester—with

their tattoos, hard drinking, hard talk and | |
tough-guy mentality —seemed to be text- |

book cases: men who were trying, per-
haps too hard, to be . . . weil, men.

The armchair psychologists—the re-
porters and the local lawyers who hung
around the trial—formed their own hy-
potheses outside the courtroom, hy-
potheses that rarely discounted the notion
that something besides murder happened
in the woods that night.

The most commeon theery assumed that
sometime during the ride either Laird or
Chester, or both, had intended to do more
than fight with Anthony. “Let us sup-
pose,” said one lawyer, “just for the sake
of argument, that Laird makes this big
thing about hating faggots, and let us sup-
pose he wants to do something with this
kid, and Anthony is agreeable, or perhaps
has little choice in the matter, and some-
where during the course of the sexual act,
Laird snaps. Really snaps.”

Far less possible, though certainly sug-
gested, was the thought that Anthony had
in some way, before they left the bar,
propositioned one of his killers. The idea
i5 unlikely mostly because even gay men
as closeted as Anthony are usually quite
perceptive about such things. They can
almost sense who's game and who isn't.
Gay men call it “gay-dar,” and it doesn't
go off out of fear —which there's no doubt
Anthony felt. If there was an interest
among them, it was probably not coming
from Anthony.

Whatever the surmises, there was no
evidence that a sexual act had been com-
Pleted that night. But that didn’t necessar-
ily mean that one had not been attempted.

“But even if a sexual thing did take
place, or start to,” Rubenstein said later,
“neither one of them would ever, ever ad-
mit it. They would have admitted killing
him before they'd ever admit that.”

In fact the most telling testimony of the
trial came during Rubenstein's cross-ex-
amination of Chester, when the D.A. was
trying to determine exactly what hap-
pened in the bar. The bartender had al-
ready testified that one of the ways Laird
and Chester ridiciled Anthony Milano in
the bar that night was by slow dancing
together. Laird, when he testified, con-
firmed it as well. “Yeah, we slow danced,”
he said in his nothing-te-prove tone.

But Chester, who claimed to remember :

the most intricate details of the night,
couldn’t seem to remember slow dancing
with his buddy.

“Now, this dancing or not dancing,” :
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said Rubenstein mockingly. “You weren't
~ cheek to cheek with [Laird], were you?"
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“No, sirt”
“Then how did this happen. this thing

{ that people have described as dancing

which vou say was not. Can vou tell us
about that?”

“How it happened? I I'm saving it
didn’t? If it did, I don't remember it.”

“In other words, you're not saying that
you didn't dance with Laird, just that you
don't recall?”

“I'm saying te my recollection.”

“Let me ask vou this question: Do vou
usually make it a habit to dance with other
guys, and I don't mean that as a joke, Mr.
Chester, but do you usually make it a
habig?”

“No, sir!”

“So if you did that, you would probably
remember that, right?”

No response.

AFTER CHESTER AND LAIRD HAD THEIR
say, Rubenstein delivered his closing ar-
gument to the jury, He reminded them not
to “get caught up . . . in who plunged the
knife, who hit first, who hit where. Ladies
and gentlemen, it doesn't make a differ-
ence.”

Under the law, it didn’t. But Rubenstein
admits that to this day, even he isn’t ab-
solutely sure which of the two really did
the slashing.

“We're not here,” he also told the jury,
“because Frank Chester and Richard
Laird may have been friends. We're not
here because they want to point the finger
at each other. We're here because, to-
gether, with the coldness of heart that's
hard to beiieve, and with an evii intention
of mind that we just sometimes can't com-

i prehend, and with ice water running

through their veins . . . they treated him
like a cheap piece of tenderloin and they
carved him up!”

AT 11:20 A.M. ON FRIDAY, MAY 20, 1087,
the jury convicted Frank Chester and
Richard Laird of first-degree murder, kid-
napping, conspiracy, and a half dozen
other related offenses. As the verdicts
were read—"Guilty . . . guilty . . . guilty
. .. guilty . . . " over and over, 32 times,
Frank Chester's mother Elaine and Rose
Milano both bowed their heads and cried.
Laird's girlfriend, Barbara Anne Parr,
stared at the ring on her left hand and
sobbed. Chester's girlfiend, Colleen In-
gram, fainted in the arms of a guard. Nei-
ther defendant showed any emation.

As Rick Laird was led out of the court-
room, through the lights of TV cameras,
Barbara Anne stood holding their baby.

A TV reporter shouted, “Any comment
on the verdict?”

“Fuck you!” said Laird, then turned his
head toward his woman and the baby he'd
seen for the first time that week, and said,

"I love va. babe.”

A few feet from Barbara Anne. JoAnn
Laird, tears and mascara dripping down
her face, was being interviewed bv an-
other TV crew. "I love him,” she said.

Later that dav, five women were called
to the witness stand to plead that the jury
spare the lives of Frank Chester and Rich-
ard Laird.

“I don't want vou to take my son’s life."
begged Elaine Holley. She was followed
by her two daughters and Colleen Ingram.

“Iove him with all my heart,” said Col-
leen. "Please let him live.”

Barbara Anne, in a powder blue poly-
ester suit, took the stand for Rick Laird.
I love Richard very much.” she told the
jury. “He’s a wonderful person . , . . We
all love him . . . and we all need him.”

At that point, defense attorney Ron El-
gart walked out of the courtroom and re-
turned with 11-week-old Nicholas Laird
wrapped in his arms. As the attormey
handed the baby to Barbara Anne on the
witness stand, Richard Laird burst into
tears.

In Anthony'’s bedroom,
his Christmas list still
sits on his desk. The
things he packed that
day are exactly as he lefl
them. “Why?” asks his
mother. “Why did they
have to kill him?”

The jury returned 30 hours later.

“All rise,”

The court clerk addressed the jury
foreman.

“Do you the jury unanimously sentence
the defendant Frank Chester to death or
to life imprisonment?”

“To death.”

“Do you the jury unanimously sentence
the defendant Rick Laird to death or to
life tmprisonment?”

“To death.”

Chester bowed his head. Richard Laird
said, “Shit.”

WHEN ALL WAS SAID AND DONE, WHEN
Frank Chester and Richard were led away
in handcuffs to await their turn on death
row, all that remained were the living vic-
tims: the women.

Almost a vear after the murder, Bar-
bara Anne Parr sits in the kitchen of her
mother’s home, rocking her baby and wip-
ing the tears from her eves. She sided
with her man instead of her cousin and
ended up losing them both. She often
wonders how her Aunt Elaine is doing.
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Earbara Anr = moved in with her mother
when 2% this happened because Rick used
to pay all the bills, and has just recently
found an apartment she can afford on her
own. She goes to Bible school once a

“week, collects her welfare check, and has

enrolled in classes at Bucks County Com-
mumty Coliege to build a career. She'’s
majoring in psychotogy. Once a week, she
packs up the children for the ten-hour
round trip to visit Rick in prison. Each
time he’s moved he's sent farther away
from her, closer to joining the 87.other
men waiting on Pennsylvania's death row.
Once a month, she waits for her phone
call. She sends-him the books he asks
for —mostly classic. He writes every day.

She is asked what she is going to do
with the rest of her life.

“I'm going to stand by him,” says Bar-
bara Anne Parr.

BN A YELLOW HOQUSE IN TULLYTOWN,
Barbara Anne's Aunt Elaine quietly says,
“I believe my son.

“If you just could have seen my Frank,”
she says, “the night he told us what was
happening. Sitting right here at the
litchen table, helding his head, shaking
and sobbing, saying, ‘I just can't believe
what ['ve seen.” "

She wipes the tears. “I tried so hard
with him. I reaily did. And I knew when 1
heard the story, | knew he would have to
serve time. He was there. I know that. I
knew he'd have to go to jail. But I just
never dreamed . . . ”

Frank’s girlfriend Colleen continues to
speak to Frank in whichever prison he is
moved to. But her visits are tapering off.
“I have to go on with my life,” she says
now. A few weeks before her 16th birth-
day, she walked into a tattoo parlor and
had the “Frank” on her buttock covered
with a peacock.

Both the verdict and the penalty are
now on appeal. Frank’s mother continues
to visit her son in jail, but every time she
walks into the prison she loses control.

“I know that’s not good for Frank to see
me that way,” says Elaine. “But [ can’t
help it . . . I'm his mother.”

IN ANTHONY MILANO'S BEDRGOM, HIS
Christmas list still sits on his desk, with
his prayer notes and the scrapbook he
made. The lights he hung last Christmas
still frame his bedroom window. In the
shed, the things he packed that day are
exactly as he left them. Qutside on the
sidewalk cement are his handprints, made
long ago when he was Rose’s littie boy.

Rose Milano sits with the curtains
drawn at the ldtchen table. “Why did they
kill him?” she asks. “Why did they have
to kill my son?”

Every weekend, Anthony's sister
Anpamarie visits her brother's grave,
lmeeling in front of the stone that bears a
picture of her brother.

“Anthony,” she says, “always wanted
to be famous.” L
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