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Note: This work is a memoir. It reflects the author’s present recollections of his experiences over a period of years. Some dialogue and events have been re-created from memory and, in some cases, have been compressed to convey the substance of what was said and what occurred.
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PROLOGUE

Judge Raymond Pettine was musing about the fact that a top crime boss lived and plied his criminal trade within a couple miles of the federal courthouse—an insult to any good lawman, let alone Rhode Island’s former U.S. attorney. My hippie mane recently shorn and our Caddy recently borrowed, we were looking our best en route to T.F. Green Airport in Warwick, Rhode Island, to pick up Senator Robert Kennedy for the funeral of Congressman John E. Fogarty.

Pettine and I exchanged stories about the crime boss in question: Raymond Loreda Salvatore Patriarca, the son of Italian immigrant parents. At the age of seventeen he was convicted for breaking Prohibition laws in Connecticut. A series of convictions followed for such crimes as breaking and entering, white slavery, and masterminding a jailbreak in which a prison guard and a trustee were killed. By the age of thirty he had spent ten years in jail.

Patriarca embodied the ethic of the Sicilian mob. Possessing both brains and brawn, he drilled his crime associates with the mantra: “In this thing of ours, your love of your mother and father is one thing, your love for the Family is a different kind of love.”1

Patriarca also knew his way around politics. Despite being listed as Public Enemy Number 1, he served only seven months of a five-year prison term for robbery. An inquiry into his release revealed that the office of then-governor Charles Hurley had intervened and pushed for early parole. The parole was advocated by the governor because of a letter from a priest begging for leniency for the crime boss. The priest was a figment of the imagination of the governor’s executive councilor, who was impeached when the ruse was discovered. Meanwhile, Patriarca came out of the probe with an enhanced reputation for his ability to reach into the governor’s office. This wasn’t the last time that Raymond Patriarca used the good graces of a “priest.”

In one trial, a priest testified that Patriarca was with him attending a baptism in Connecticut at the time of a murder for which the crime boss was charged. Fortunately, the court recessed over the weekend, and Superintendent of State Police Colonel Walter Stone dispatched two troopers to the parish in question. There was no record of the baby or the priest over the preceding three years.

After one of his convictions, Patriarca broke out of jail, only to be subsequently recaptured, but it wasn’t for naught: the head of New England organized crime, Phil Buccola, noticed Patriarca’s toughness and management skills. When Buccola fled to Sicily in 1954 after having been charged for serious crimes, he ordained Patriarca the head of organized crime in New England.

Raymond Patriarca ruled with an iron hand. If his men made a mistake, they paid for it. When his men allowed a load of stolen cigarettes to be seized by the FBI, Patriarca made the bunglers repay him for lost profits. His empire spread to loan-sharking, gambling, hijacking, and extortion from businesses and the docks—nothing was unloaded from the New York City docks without “tribute” money being paid to Patriarca.

Patriarca ran his crime empire from a wood-frame two-story building on Atwells Avenue (euphemistically known as the Hill, after Federal Hill, an Italian enclave in Providence) in Providence that housed the National Cigarette Service Company and Coin-O-Matic Distributors, a vending machine and pinball business. The street was like an armed camp: spotters were located everywhere so the Boss would have advance notice of visitors.

I had been sent by the U.S. Marshals to Patriarca’s office in 1962 to serve him a subpoena. No sooner had I crossed the doorstep than two “made men” intercepted me. Raymond Patriarca was eating a slice of pizza and peered around the corner to see who the intruder was. As I reached for my badge inside my coat pocket, Patriarca dove back into his office, dropping the pizza on the floor. His bodyguards pinned me against the wall. They thought I was going to assassinate him.

“It’s OK,” I yelled, “I’m a federal man.” The taller of the two guys nodded curtly at his partner, who pulled out my ID. Patriarca emerged from the back room and accepted an order to appear before a blue ribbon panel comprised of elite law enforcement personnel and politicians who were studying organized crime’s influence on labor unions. His grimace told me that this didn’t mean he wouldn’t fight his appearance tooth and nail. He introduced me to mob etiquette: “Anytime you want me, kid, I’m here. Don’t ever go to my house on Lancaster Street since I don’t want my wife upset, capise?” He continued to read the subpoena while I stood there proudly, feeling like Eliot Ness.2 Later, I learned that the FBI had a bug planted in the office. After I left, Patriarca called his attorney, Charles Curran, and intoned, “A goddamn boy scout just left after serving me with papers.”

Alongside the FBI, the U.S Marshals had IRS agents watching who was going in and out of Patriarca’s office. Hidden in a second-story apartment across the street, my team was snapping pictures of Patriarca, the people he spoke to, and the dealer plates on their vehicles. None of his “visitors” had real license plates, so the “borrowed” ones from auto dealers gave some leverage later to press the owner to give up the guy who had borrowed the plate on those rare occasions when we didn’t recognize his mug. This was the way to gather intelligence as to who was in with the mob and who was on the outs. One bright day, Patriarca’s guys spotted the sun reflecting off the camera lens. They stormed over to the building, cursing a blue streak. Mob guys never kill law enforcement personnel because they don’t want the heat that a hit would precipitate. If words could kill, however, my colleagues and I would have been statistics. The jig was up—but my embarrassing incidents involving Patriarca were not.

Later, I was in charge of a detail recording the folks streaming into the El Morocco Club in Johnston, Rhode Island, for the wedding of Patriarca’s nephew. I was filming away at a garage across the road while one of my guys was clicking pictures. After about an hour, some of the groomsmen noticed the glint from the sun on our lenses. Ordinarily used to the fact that law enforcement would make nonstop attempts to take pictures of the extended mob family (what better opportunity than a wedding or funeral?), the young turks obviously felt that we’d gone too far in impeding the happiness of the day. Rushing over in their tuxes, one of the hoods shouted, “Don’t you guys have any respect?” Wanting to avoid further escalation, I folded up the operation. Besides, we had already captured enough information—or so I thought.

The following Monday I bragged to my superiors about the great filming I had done which showed various mobsters at the wedding. Confidently, I turned on the projector. The whole damn reel was blank. My face scarlet, I thanked God that my cohort’s pictures had come out all right.

Bobby Kennedy emerged from the airport with a mane longer than my wife’s. With a little chagrin over my recently axed hair, I greeted Kennedy. We started off toward the Cathedral of Saints Peter and Paul in Providence, but Kennedy was distracted. He told us he had to call his wife, Ethel. She was in trouble for “stealing” a starving horse from an adjoining property and feeding it. It was a cause célèbre in their state of Virginia.

As I learned was fairly typical behavior of the Kennedys, Bobby had no money for a phone call. We quickly detoured to the Howard Barracks on the property of the Adult Correctional Institution in Cranston, Rhode Island, for him to use a state police phone.

“Former attorney general and U.S. senator Bobby Kennedy is here to use the phone,” I announced to the dispatcher and a few troopers within earshot. Because I had a reputation of being a kidder, they didn’t believe me. Their mouths dropped when he came through the door and saluted them. They stood ramrod straight in formation and saluted him back. I was sorry that Pettine had stayed in the car, because he would have liked to have seen this moment of mutual respect.

Kennedy seemed in a lighter mood when he got back in the car. He quickly turned to the subject at hand as we gunned up Route 95 North. “How do we get that bum on the Hill?” He was referring to the fact that in 1959 the publicity-averse Patriarca had been forced to testify on Capitol Hill before the bright lights of the Senate Select Committee on Improper Activities in Labor and Management, known as the Rackets Committee. John F. Kennedy was a senator on the panel, Bobby its legal counsel.

During that hearing, Patriarca denied all knowledge of the Cosa Nostra or the Mafia. He sneered that the only mob he knew of was the Irish hoodlums, implicating Senator Kennedy’s father. After Patriarca had concluded his testimony, he strode by the committee table and jibed, “Your sister has more brains than the two of you together”—a reference to the mentally challenged Rosemary Kennedy.

Bobby Kennedy had never forgotten the insult. Commentators credited the exchange with Kennedy’s effort to eradicate the mob when he was attorney general. After Jimmy Hoffa made a wisecrack about the Kennedy men’s affinity for Marilyn Monroe, Bobby went after him. He now had two related targets, Hoffa and Patriarca, whom Bobby thought were knee-deep into the coffers of Hoffa’s union, the Teamsters. Bobby put together the first Organized Crime Unit (OCU) in the Justice Department despite FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover’s insistence that the mob didn’t exist. Kennedy selected Henry Peterson, Bill Lynch, then U.S. Attorney Raymond Pettine, and a host of others to form the OCU. Pettine became its prize prosecutor.

As I learned that day in the Caddy, the OCU’s first meeting had gotten off to a bad start. Hoover was invited to Bobby’s office for 1 P.M. The time came and went. Finally, the attorney general called Hoover’s secretary, who announced that Hoover wouldn’t leave his office. If there was to be any meeting at all, it had to be held on J. Edgar’s turf. Bobby calmly threatened to have Hoover removed from his post if he didn’t have his ass there in five minutes. Because Bobby’s brother was the president, Hoover decided to comply. Later, I often thought back to this incident as a harbinger of the interagency wars that I would later confront.

As we approached the Cathedral of Saints Peter and Paul for Congressman Fogarty’s Mass, the Witness Protection Program was born. Bobby was talking about Joe Valachi, who had decided to turn against the mob. Valachi was the key witness in 1963 during the televised McClellan Hearings into the rackets. He was a low-level guy and not particularly bright. He blew the whistle on the family structure of the mob, and he was significant because he was the first to violate “omertà,” the sacrosanct code of silence among mob members. Valachi mistakenly thought that crime boss Vito Genovese wanted him whacked, so he decided to kill the hit man first. But Valachi killed the wrong guy and was caught. Facing life in prison, he decided to sing. Valachi served his reduced sentence in a protected section of prison.

Raymond Pettine had successfully prosecuted sixteen cases during his OCU days, but we all realized that new tools would be necessary now that the mob was catching on to Pettine’s ingeniously hatched plots to nab his quarry. Moreover, a new program was needed, since there weren’t many protected sections in jails for wannabe informants. Bobby Kennedy stated that the only way to catch upper-echelon organized-crime guys was to offer protection—freedom and a new life—in exchange for the conviction of mob bosses: “We need a guy with muscle to testify against his cronies. We got to get a guy who will finger the higher-ups and arm him with the protection of the United States government.” He went on, “We can’t treat him like he just broke into his first gas station to rob the till. We’ve got to protect him and his family from harm, give him a new identity, and a new start after he testifies against his mob bosses.”

Shortly after our conversation on the way to the funeral, I was tapped to head the newly formed Witness Protection Program. My job was to guard the hoods and their families and make sure they stayed happy and alive so they would and could testify in court. The obstacles were many: not only was the care of gangsters with contracts on their lives a logistical nightmare, but law enforcement itself was a problem on too many occasions. For starters, it was difficult to know who to trust in the law enforcement community, since the mob had so many cops on its payroll. Who may or may not be an informant for the mob was a constant question when moving witnesses from one site to another.

As I began to be part of the wise guys’ lives, I realized that these men had a code of honor. They weren’t 100 percent bad. Like most of the people you will meet in this book, Raymond Patriarca had a good side. For example, when a boy in the neighborhood lost an eye, Patriarca made sure he had the country’s best doctors and picked up the tab for the kid’s care. Patriarca also dispensed money to widows and contributed generously to Holy Ghost Church, which serviced the Italian community on Federal Hill.

By the same token, while I worked with some sterling men in law enforcement, others fell short. When we didn’t keep our word to the witnesses who risked their lives and those of their families, we became the bad guys. Some bureaucrats in D.C. didn’t have a clue about life on the streets. Far too often they jeopardized the lives of the witnesses and us marshals who were guarding the witnesses. Stupidity and grandstanding also interfered with the functioning of the program.

In 1980 I testified before the Senate Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations to highlight both the successes and the breakdowns of the program. Generally speaking, the problems centered on the U.S. government’s reneging on its own promises. This bad faith had to be rectified.

During my tenure I was responsible for the protection of over five hundred witnesses. By the time I left the program to become the U.S. marshal for Rhode Island, the program had eight hundred witnesses who made possible some 4,487 indictments with 3,071 convictions. For this book I have picked representative cases of the kinds of people we hid in places such as Miami, Long Island, Cape Cod, and Cumberland, Rhode Island. Many were bad guys who were surprisingly honorable, sometimes more so than my bosses in the program, who swore up and down that they would protect them after they testified and then would cut them loose over my objections. Other people I protected came from the right side of the tracks, but greed and the desire for power had turned them into common criminals. I have also talked about some women I had to protect, and they presented their own set of issues. Non-mob witnesses were pouring into the program during my waning tour of duty, including informants against drug lords. These witnesses were handled by another unit in the Witness Protection Program. The program grew too fast and encountered problems when the spigots were opened.

This book is the unvarnished truth about bad guys who were sometimes good and good guys who were sometimes bad. I’ll always remember the lessons both taught—even those I wish I could forget. Some names have been changed to protect the innocent . . . and others to protect the guilty. For those who are still under protection, I’ve used their birth names and avoided their new identification. Seven of my charges who didn’t follow our rules were eventually gunned down by the mob. The others may be living next door to you now.

1. Wiretap of Raymond Patriarca’s office, circa 1966.

2. Eliot Ness was a hero of mine who died in 1957. He was famous for his efforts to enforce Prohibition in Chicago as the chief of the legendary lawmen unit known as the Untouchables because they were incorruptible. His team nailed Al Capone on income-tax evasion at Capone’s illegal breweries. I wanted to be a Dudley-Do-Right myself and saw this subpoena delivery as one step closer to bringing another bad guy down.
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THE BEGINNING

It was an awkward moment. Here I was sitting in the kitchen with a woman who was the antistereotype of a mob moll. Neither someone who eats a pound of spaghetti at lunch nor a bawdy babe, Claire Barboza was a little over five feet, with big brown eyes and light makeup, and weighed 105 pounds soaking wet. Fresh out of a Talbot’s advertisement, she looked like any other housewife in this well-to-do Jewish neighborhood of Swampscott, Massachusetts.

She wasn’t.

“What is expected of me, and what are you going to do?” she asked softly. Her arms were crossed as if to protect herself.

“I don’t know,” I shrugged.

No one had ever done this before, so I wasn’t going to blow smoke. I knew that the mob had placed a $300,000 bounty on her husband. Joe “the Animal” Barboza had turned in his fellow mobsters. While he was safely locked up for the time being in a Cape Cod jail cell, it was this woman and their not-yet-three-year-old daughter who were most at risk. Federal and state indictments would be handed up against mob chieftain Raymond Patriarca and nearly a dozen of his crime-family members. The Animal was the star witness who could topple their empire. The important thing was the safety of his little girl. If the Patriarca family killed her, Barboza would bury them, animated by revenge. But if they kidnapped Jackie, Barboza would never testify—he’d be sending his own child to the grave.

On cue with my thoughts, little Jackie walked into the kitchen. She was a Shirley Temple look-alike with her dark, curly hair and a bright smile. After about two seconds of shyness she climbed into my lap. She had a little cop in her with her rapid-fire questions: “Who are you? Why are you here? Do you like Oby my cat?”

Actually, I hated cats. Oby apparently could read my thoughts; at that moment the Siamese jumped on my lap. I brushed her off. Jackie started to bawl.

“You hate my cat! You hate my cat!” She and the cat ran off to another room. Great, I thought, I’m certainly winning minds and hearts here. At that moment I made up my mind to have a practice of always allowing pets to be under “protection” too. Pets would make the child’s adjustment easier, but the animals would not be allowed to make public appearances other than for their “full constitutional,” since a child’s calling out the pet’s name could be a link to the family’s real identity.

I was trying to make small talk with Mrs. Barboza when the most god-awful sounds emanated from the next room. At first I thought there was another Barboza child crying in there and that my intelligence was incorrect about only one child. I asked if I could see what was happening; it was that cat crying like a child. Jackie started crying again, too, so I tried to comfort her. Just at that moment, one of the U.S. marshals stepped into the house to join me. Oby ran for freedom in what would be a precursor of his master’s attempts later on. I directed the several marshals with me to retrieve the cat. Elite marshals dressed in suits and ties and police-issued black shoes were tromping around in the rain to the background wails of an inconsolable Jackie. We had been sent to fend off the most vicious mobsters in the world, and here we were, calling, “Kitty, Kitty, come back.”

The marshals at first took umbrage that I had asked them to retrieve Oby. They didn’t like to protect mobsters or their families, let alone a cat—they thought mobsters were scum. I would tell them, “What has Barboza’s little girl ever done?” I knew it would be easier for the marshals to guard the Barbozas if they felt I cared enough to chase down the family cat.

Oby finally returned with a dead mouse and promptly deposited it at my feet. Claire Barboza shook her head and jabbed, “He’s sending you a message.”

When I told Claire Barboza that I didn’t know what was next, that wasn’t far from the truth. I had gotten my initial taste of protecting a witness in 1963. Eddy Choule was my “first muscle” in every sense of the term. He was a boxer and a middleweight contender. He had an aura about him that he’d sooner punch your lights out than look at you. In exchange for immunity, Eddy agreed tentatively to turn against some mobsters in Brooklyn regarding a post office heist in which he was involved in Bergen County, New Jersey.

The major target of his testimony was to be Sonny West, a capo of the Gallo family.1 The Gallo family ran the rackets, loan-sharking business, prostitution, and other vice activities in parts of New Jersey and Brooklyn. My job was to babysit Choule for three weeks and keep him in a good frame of mind so he could testify before a federal grand jury and later in court.

Our time together started off much hotter than the July weather. Choule was always looking for a way to get in a fight with me; I was never one to back down, either. He wanted to match up against me in weight lifting, a challenge I ignored. Would that I could have done the same thing when it came to chess: I played to win. One day he got so pissed off at me when I won that he challenged me to step outside and fight.

“Eddy,” I said, “you know what we’re here for. There’s nothing to be gained.” For some reason that calmed him, and we both sat down. I knew I couldn’t resist trying to beat him at chess, so I decided I’d never play the game with him again.

My responsibilities went far beyond keeping Eddy alive to testify. The boxer continually threatened to back out of the deal. This dance of approach and avoidance about testifying was a very common occurrence. Uncle Sam was Uncle Sugar for many of these guys because of the free food, expense account, and attention. I spent a lot of time playing psychologist, stroking the witness, and inflating his ego (except when it came to chess!). I had learned a lot about stroking egos when I performed my military tour in the early fifties, and some of those skills came in handy with Eddy. I repeatedly reminded him of his grant of immunity and how he could start over from scratch.

One day Choule told me that he wanted to see his wife. He had been hotel-bound for ten days and wanted some conjugal rights. I thought it was a good idea; at least he wasn’t asking for a prostitute. I called the U.S. marshal in charge, and relayed Eddy’s request. I got the typical bureaucratic response: “It’s your ass if anything goes wrong. You make the decision.” He was the first of a long line of bureaucrats who were incapable of making any decision lest it ruin their career.

So I made the decision.

I told Eddy that the visit was a go, but there were strings attached. “Eddy, I’m going to set this up in Room 1107, a minisuite, for 6 P.M. with dinner delivered for the both of you. She’ll be in room 711 and I’ll accompany her to your room. By 7 A.M. sharp tomorrow morning you better knock on my door and tell me everything’s cool, and you are still here.” Eddy agreed.

At the appointed time, his wife went to the room. I left them alone; after all, this was his wife and I didn’t want to chaperone. Nonetheless, I was like a father waiting for his daughter to come home from the prom. I walked back and forth in my room, never sleeping a wink. At 7 A.M. sharp I heard knock knock knock. My career was safe for another day.

Two days later Eddy asked if he could see his daughter. He wanted to go to church with his twelve-year-old. I acceded to his request. That Sunday, Eddy, his wife, and his daughter were in the pew at St. Francis Church with me in the row behind them. Eddy seemed to pray pretty fervently. We all went out to breakfast, and the love Eddy had for his daughter and she for him struck me.

When we got back to the hotel after the visit, Eddy had a surprise for me. “J.P., I’m not only going to give you the principals on the post office heist but also on twelve other crimes!” I was elated. Trying not to act too excited, I couldn’t write down the info fast enough. This was gangbusters stuff. Eddy was giving me facts that would cramp the Gallo family for years to come. His information led to a dragnet of mob figures and a captain in the police department who was supplying guns to the mob. Somehow the captain managed to purloin uniforms so the crooks were able to dress as cops. Captain No-Good confessed to seven heists that he himself was involved in. He then led the Feds and me to a house where the mob stored its loot, including guns and hand grenades. It was one of the biggest mob busts in New York at the time. I received a call from Bobby Kennedy offering his personal congratulations. Eddy helped clear thirteen cases. Sometimes just being human with people will have results beyond what you could have dream.

On one of the raids, Choule warned me about a guy who kept a live grenade in the second drawer of a bureau with the pin poised to release if the drawer was disturbed. Needless to say, without that information I would have pulled open the drawer and become confetti. Another time, we were playing cards until 2 A.M., when there was banging on the door. It turned out to be a drunk. One of the marshals, against regulations, had left his firearm out and Eddy went to retrieve it in case trouble was brewing. After I’d redirected the drunk away from the door, I turned around and saw Eddy holding the gun. Eddy nonchalantly went to the back bedroom and threw it on the marshal’s bed.

Regrettably, back then there was no afterlife, no new identity or relocation for anybody who testified against the mob. Eddy dodged threats day in and day out. He’d pay a buck to somebody every time he had to start up his car in case it was rigged to blow up. Many months after his testimony, he called me about his son catching a bad beating.

Some months later Choule surprised me with a visit to my office in Rhode Island. He showed me a picture of his newborn son. “His name is John,” he chuckled. I did the math. The baby was conceived at that conjugal visit.

So here I was, four years later, getting the job to be the architect of a program to protect the Eddy Choules of the world. The Barboza family was the first true test of the program. Joe Barboza was Bobby Kennedy’s dream come true. At the age of thirty-four he had already spent half a lifetime in penal institutions, starting when he was twelve years old. He was a professional boxer for a while before he decided that he could make more money boxing the ears of those who owed money to a loan shark like himself. He reportedly fought in about five hundred fights as an amateur, a professional, and in the joint.

Barboza’s reputation on the streets was folklore. One time he apparently ordered a sit-down meeting in a bar with a guy who was behind on his payments and was conning Barboza as to the reason. As the man continued to weave his yarn, Barboza did a Mike Tyson. He leaned over the table and calmly bit off a piece of the guy’s ear. Another time he got into a beef with a Cape Cod police chief and killed the guy by tossing him into a lobster pit. The lobsters had him for lunch.

It wasn’t long before Barboza was working for Raymond Patriarca. Barboza earned the nickname “The Animal” for very good reasons, not least of which was his execution of twenty-three people in hired murders at the behest of the mob. Raymond Patriarca knew how to make a buck off his bodyguard. When a bar owner complained to Patriarca that he needed protection from the Animal, Patriarca charged him a thousand dollars a month to keep Barboza away. He then dispatched Barboza to twenty nightclubs. Barboza roughed up patrons and broke furniture in bar fights. Several days after these incidents, Patriarca would send one of his boys to the same clubs to offer protection from Barboza. Barboza was a cash cow for the boss, though he was never a “made man” because he was Portuguese. That was fine with Barboza, since he had his own business of loan-sharking. At one time he had seventy-five guys collecting for him.

In 1966 Barboza was arrested in Boston on weapons charges. Bail was set at $100,000. The Animal expected to be bailed out by Patriarca. Instead, he cooled his heels in jail. Two of Barboza’s pals shook down bookies and bars to raise the bail. The two friends were gunned down on Patriarca’s orders and Patriarca pocketed the $70,000 they had raised.

Joe Barboza went ballistic. He couldn’t believe that Patriarca had left him high and dry, certainly not after all the things he had done for him. Patriarca never completely trusted Barboza and considered him a loose cannon. “Someday we’ll have to whack him,” Patriarca would pronounce. He suspected that Barboza might try to muscle him out of power. Barboza learned fast that an assassin’s bullet was waiting for him.

Like a jilted bride, Barboza was hell-bent on revenge. If he couldn’t get Patriarca with his fists, he’d get him with his mouth.

While Barboza spent the spring of 1967 disclosing the dirty linen of the New England mob, I spent my time with Barboza’s wife and child. Plans began to take shape for permanent protection before word got out regarding the secret indictments. I grew very fond of Barboza’s daughter, Jackie. We had a routine. I would come into their living quarters every morning, and Jackie would be upstairs waiting. When she heard the door open, she’d call down from the second floor in her heavy Boston accent: “Jawn, is that you?”

Then I’d hear click click click, as she tromped down the stairs in her mother’s high heels. She’d climb into my lap with the nursery rhymes she wanted me to read to her in one hand and Oby in the other. Thus began my workday.

As the team leader, I never got to go home. Other U.S. marshals came and went, but I was available 24/7. I sometimes had my wife, Helen, with me, which was a great adjustment for her. Years earlier she hadn’t wanted me to become a state trooper like my brother, Billy, since troopers had to live in the police barracks six nights a week. I had acquiesced to her wishes and became a Cumberland police officer instead in 1955. Here we were, a decade later, and my job meant even more time away. Helen was as gracious as could be. She knew that this program was important and had to succeed, so she gave me leeway. I knew it wasn’t exactly professional to involve my wife with Joe Barboza’s family, but Mrs. Barboza needed a woman to talk to, and my wife was a great conversationalist. Also, I think my wife felt better being there since I was spending so much time guarding this great-looking woman.

Another reason I had my wife with me, particularly when Barboza was staying at the Cape Cod prison during his grand jury testimony, was that I didn’t want any problems with accusations from him later on. Claire was young, dainty, and had a great sense of humor. I avoided any hint of impropriety by hiring Radcliffe College students as matrons round the clock when my wife wasn’t there. I would sometimes bring my wife and son to the beach or amusement park with Claire and Jackie. I didn’t want to be adopted as the new “man of the family.”

Then word came down: the indictments would be unsealed. Barboza was joining us, and we had to leave to go into hiding with him.

As the appointed time drew closer for the Barboza reunion at a new safe house, Claire grew more restive. She wanted to go out on a Saturday night. Worse, she wanted to go to Revere, Massachusetts, to the Ebb Tide, which was a haven for wise guys. Mafiosi like Vinnie Teresa and Henry Tameleo, Patriarca’s underboss in Providence, frequented the restaurant because the mob owned it. One thing that law enforcement had going was that unlike the Medellín drug cartel in Colombia, which had a “pop a cop” program for anybody who got in their way, the mob never took a hit at law enforcement except in a gun battle. It was bad for business, since any law enforcement official’s execution would bring out the artillery. Also, the protocol of the mob was never to shoot where you eat. That too would be bad for business. Nonetheless, I tried to talk Claire out of the visit, but she was adamant, and I became concerned that she might fold before her husband ever returned. I made a calculated decision to grant her request since I knew that we’d be moving soon and that nothing would happen at the restaurant. Besides, it was important to signal to the wise guys that we weren’t afraid of them. My marshals were all in place, with a couple of them babysitting Jackie. Some wise guys were in the restaurant when we arrived. One of my marshals stayed with the car to make sure the vehicle wasn’t tampered with while we ate.

After dinner, Claire said she needed to talk to me alone. We went out to the boardwalk adjacent to the restaurant, and I knew something was amiss. She had had a couple of drinks, and so the questions came pouring out.

“All of this was make-believe,” she said. “It’s been peaceful without him. What’s going to happen when it’s over, John? What’s going to happen when you leave? Where am I going to go, John?”

I realized that she was debating whether to leave Joe before the reunion. That would destroy the entire endeavor. Joe Barboza would never testify if she left him. I tried to comfort her. “Mrs. B,” as I always called her, “The United States government is on your side.” In my most reassuring voice I continued, “Don’t worry about it. Uncle Sam will take care of you.”

Claire wasn’t convinced. “You don’t know him, John. You think you do, but you don’t.”

I was about to find out just how right she was.

1. A “capo” is an underboss who handles the details for the godfather of the mob family.
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NEW ROOMMATE

I was sitting in a PBY, a Coast Guard seaplane that was like a flying Mack truck. I was en route that cold and foggy fall night to pick up Joe Barboza in Hyannis, Massachusetts. There were about thirty heavily armed state troopers on the tarmac when we landed. Barboza was standing in the middle of them. He looked like a gangster out of central casting. He was five feet eight inches of pure muscle, with a Jake LaMotta stance. It was midnight, yet he sported his signature wraparound sunglasses. A porkpie hat was perched on his caveman hair, and he wore a topcoat that was too long. Up close I saw he had a two- to three-day growth of beard with a bushy mustache that wouldn’t quit. He was sucking an oval cigarette and blew smoke in my direction. I ignored it, thanked the police, and ordered him onto the plane.

“Jesus Christ, where’s the rest of the guards?” he asked as he boarded the aircraft.

“I’m it, along with him,” I said, pointing to Deputy Marshal Jack Brophy. Barboza swore again. “Put out your cigarette and put on your seat belt.”

I saw his nicotine-stained fingers as he put the cigarette back into his mouth. “Put the cigarette out, put on your seat belt,” he mimicked in a singsong voice. “What are you, a goddamn warden or something?”

I knew I had to establish control from day one, or Barboza would steamroll right over me. “Let’s get this right,” I said in an even tone, “I’m the good guy, and you are the bad guy. There’s no in-between. You do as I say, or we’ll sit in this fucking plane until morning.”

Barboza took another minute then put out the cigarette and fastened the seat belt. Once we were airborne, Barboza asked me, “Are you Walsh?”—a reference to another marshal who had helped guard his family.

“I’m Partington.”

“Oh, you’re the prick” he snarled, immediately going on the offensive. “On the beach every day with my wife. The other marshals come and go. What’s your goddamn angle?” I ignored him.

Barboza had heard that he and his family would be relocated to an island. His FBI guards, much to my chagrin, had been playing with his head. Like his wife, he had an idyllic image that was crushed as we touched down on barren Thacher’s Island, off Cape Ann, Massachusetts. Barboza’s mood grew even darker. There were no palm trees, just lots of poison ivy, rocks, and snakes. The snakes had been cultivated by the Coast Guard to keep boaters off. It was a great hideout, but Hawaii it was not. The FBI loved the hideout; visitors were rare, and escaping from the island would be like breaking out of Alcatraz because of the waves crashing against the shoreline. Landing a boat with assassins would be difficult for the same reason.

Barboza shook with rage. “My wife’s gotta live in this shit place? My baby? Living here? What the hell are they going to do? You’re bringing my baby out to this goddamn place?”

“It’s either here or a ten-by-twelve-foot cell,” I responded, though he did have a point about his wife and child.

Shortly after we landed, Barboza climbed up to the top of a rocky hill, a wide-open target for a sniper. I ordered him down. I grabbed him by the leg. He sucker-punched me with a left hook, and I started to bleed. Just then two Fibbies (FBI agents) had landed by chopper and approached us. When they saw me bleeding, they laughed: “How’s it going?” I looked over at Barboza. Assaulting a federal agent carried a ten-year jail sentence. He was bracing himself for trouble.

“Everything’s okay,” I responded. “No problem.”

Something intangible happened at that moment. “Thanks for not ratting me out,” he said as we headed to the cottage.

“I’m not a rat,” I said.

“Yes you are, but you are a good rat,” he pronounced.

That didn’t mean that all competition between the two of us was finished. In the first few days everything was a challenge between us. I was a cop, he was a killer—we were natural enemies, a cat and a dog circling each other warily. Sometimes he’d take the offensive.

Sounding like Hannibal Lecter, he’d yell, “I’m gonna eat your liver.” I had no doubt he would if he had the chance, and he’d wash it down with Chianti and a side order of fava beans.

“Joe, you don’t fuckin’ scare me, you know,” I’d retort. I had a healthy respect for him, though—back him into a corner, and he’d make me number twenty-four on his hit list.

The house where Barboza and company would live was an old lighthouse built in 1861. There were two lighthouses, on Thacher Island known as the Twin Lights, both made of granite block and stucco. One was a working lighthouse that would automatically sound a foghorn twice every sixty seconds when fog enveloped the area, which was pretty regularly. The sound got on everybody’s nerves. To say that the accommodations were rustic would be generous; the stucco lighthouses had fallen into disrepair as living quarters after the Coast Guard vacated the premises. Now bugs, rats, snakes, and seagulls inhabited the island, feeding off each other.
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