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  INTRODUCTION

  In this book you’re going to meet a man named Steve Davis. Hopefully your experience is better than the one I had the first time I met him. With his gravelly voice, he invited me to sit down at his kitchen table, and even with his gracious manner and his offer of an assorted cheese platter, I felt a little intimidated. Steve is a sweetheart of a guy, but he likes to hide that fact for as long as possible. Perhaps it’s because he doesn’t trust people and has trouble calling anyone his friend. But those walls eventually came down between us, and now he’s my friend—the kind who likes to drop by unannounced, either to bring me something (like a large fresh tuna “a guy he knows” caught), or to use the bathroom on his way to somewhere else.

  That first introduction I had with Steve was his attempt to size me up as the potential author of this book. I have no idea what he was looking for. Compatibility, most likely. He certainly didn’t ask for any writing samples, or check out my resume, but by the time the cheese platter had settled into the pits of our stomachs, we were partners.

  I told Steve my goal was to write a vastly different kind of “Whitey Bulger” book, one that connected readers emotionally to a single, sympathetic character. Instead of focusing on a multitude of crimes that were both horrific and fascinating, I would tell the story of an innocent, young woman whose life was tragically taken away. Steve’s sister Debbie would be my protagonist. Her story would be the fulcrum to the rest of the Whitey Bulger story. But as I was writing, a funny thing happened along the way; another sympathetic character began to materialize. And it was Steve Davis.

  As I learned more about his story, the book began to develop a dual focus. Steve and Debbie were very close as children. They protected each other from an extremely abusive father. They both left their home as teenagers—Steve when he was thrown out at age fifteen and Debbie when she married at age sixteen. Steve sold drugs to survive. Debbie divorced and became Steve Flemmi’s prized trophy. And when Debbie mysteriously disappeared, Steve Davis embarked upon the fight of his life, and it’s likely to be a fight for the rest of his life. Personally, I hope he gives it up so that his anger will finally subside, and he can concentrate on all the love he has for his friends and his family.

  In the early stages of writing, I referred to him as “Every Day Steve” because he called every day with a different idea or story for the book. Sometimes I happily wrote them down; usually though, I just pretended to. But the nickname “Every Day Steve” eventually became a compliment with the highest respect. That guy was in the courtroom every day, all day, all summer long! He didn’t do it for the attention, or for money. He did it because the best fighters never skip a day of training. Their dedication is evident every day.

  A good portion of this book was written before Whitey Bulger’s trial began in June 2013. Structurally, it breaks down into three parts. First, there’s the backstory of the Davis family, and they’re a wild bunch, to say the least. Then there’s the discovery of Debbie’s body, which intensified the family’s fight for justice through the courts. And finally, there’s Bulger’s trial, which Steve and I attended every day and discussed every night.

  It was an untitled manuscript until the day Steve and I drove to the courthouse together for the sentencing of Bulger’s girlfriend, Catherine Greig, in May 2013. Steve was scheduled to deliver a victim impact statement, which is when a victim’s family member is allowed to address the court to explain how his or her life has been impacted by the guilty party’s crime. By then I knew the Davises suspected Flemmi and Bulger for the deaths of their father, Eddie, a brother named Ronnie, and two sisters, Debbie and Michelle. The light bulb switched on, and Impact Statement was born.


  CHAPTER ONE

  Meeting at Triple O’s

  Steve Davis heard the question clearly. It was spoken softly, but firmly and uncomfortably close to his ear. In his mind he could hear the question repeated again and again, growing in volume each time. But he didn’t respond. He was fixated on the .357 Magnum on the desk in front of him, and the body bag on the floor.

  Why had he left his gun in the car?

  His eyes darted from the gun to the body bag as he felt the warmth of a hand on the back of his neck, the fingers squeezing with surprising force. His eyes were still adjusting to the darkness of the room, and the question lingered, suspended in the air. Steve considered a series of responses, but the courage required to utter a single syllable momentarily escaped him. The drug dealing, street-tough wiseass was smart enough to know this was the time for a measured reply, or none at all. Before he spoke, the question came firing at him even more forcefully.

  “What’s your life worth?”

  The first time Whitey Bulger asked him the question there was a convivial tone that conveyed genuine curiosity, as if he really wanted to know what value the twenty-something-year-old kid placed on his life. But Whitey Bulger didn’t like to repeat himself, and the second time he asked, he bellowed, and there was more than a hint of intimidation. He thought the gun and the body bag would have been enough, but if this punk didn’t even show him enough respect to answer a goddamn question then things would have to get rough. Bulger’s reputation as a stone-cold killer was well earned, and it was well-known by Steve Davis, who had the misfortune of being called on this day to answer to Whitey.

  Davis had never pondered what his life was worth, and he still wasn’t giving it much thought now. Instead, his mind kept repeating: “Why the fuck did I leave my gun in the car?”

  Just a few minutes earlier, Bulger had been peering out the window of Triple O’s, a popular neighborhood bar in South Boston. He pulled back a curtain and saw a relatively new 1979 red Camaro pull up with Davis in the passenger seat. Bulger liked his prey to be on time, and he smiled just a little.

  Satisfied, Bulger calmly turned and made his way to the office on the second floor. It was eleven o’clock in the morning, and Triple O’s was nearly empty. Bulger, Steve Flemmi, Kevin Weeks, and a short, ugly bartender were the only people in the bar. In a few hours, the place would be filled with men and women from the neighborhood, regulars who sat on the stools, drinking their paychecks away night after night, wondering if the word on the street was accurate and that Bulger really did have bodies buried right below them in the basement.

  “Send him up,” was all Bulger said.

  Weeks, the bar’s bouncer and Bulger’s muscle, nodded to Flemmi. Neither man spoke, but each of them wondered how this one was going to play out. They knew that would be entirely up to Steve Davis, the prey who remained in the sports car outside.

  The Camaro was one of three cars Davis owned. It was three years old, but cherry. The other two cars were Cadillacs. He also had a motorcycle, gold jewelry, and a big drawer full of money, though there was less of it ever since he started dating Susan Culhane. She didn’t have particularly expensive taste, but Davis couldn’t resist showing off. He even had Susan’s name written in gold letters on the quarter panel of the Camaro. If he happened to break up with Susan, he could always get a new car. The cocaine business was that good.

  The first time Davis had ever heard of cocaine, he had to ask what a person does with it. It wasn’t long after that he was buying it for $20,000 a week and selling it for up to $65,000. Basically, he knew a guy who knew a guy with a direct connection to people in Columbia. Knowing that Bulger controlled South Boston, Davis sold exclusively in nearby Hyde Park. Unbeknownst to Davis, his own brother, Mickey, whom he’d brought in as a favor to their mom, had started selling in Bulger’s jurisdiction. So, when Flemmi summoned Davis for an audience with Bulger, he didn’t know why Bulger wanted to see him, but he figured it couldn’t be good. His suspicious mind, the one that crossed over the border into paranoia, began racing erratically the moment Flemmi proffered the invitation. Davis was at a Dunkin’ Donuts off Morrissey Boulevard in Dorchester when Flemmi approached.

  “Jimmy wants to see you,” Flemmi told him.

  “Jimmy? Who the fuck is Jimmy?”

  “It’s Whitey. We don’t call him Whitey.”

  “Well, that’s the only way I know him,” Davis said. “What’s Whitey want with me?”

  “Just wants to see you. What do you say we go for a ride?”

  Davis’s antennae shot straight up, and he was immediately dialed into the danger. For it was Flemmi himself, some years earlier who had advised him, “Any time a guy you’re not sure is your friend says, ‘Let’s go for a ride,’ don’t go. That phrase is used to indicate it’s your last ride.”

  Davis took that advice to heart, and as Flemmi sat across the table from him, he couldn’t be sure if Flemmi was his friend. Too much had happened in the last year.

  “I’m gonna have to pass,” Davis responded. “You see, a guy once told me not to get in a car with someone I wasn’t sure about.”

  Flemmi actually got a kick out of hearing his own words come back to him. He smiled and gave a slight nod of approval. He nodded again when Davis told him he could make it over to see Bulger the next day. Davis showed up knowing that when he went in he had about a fifty-fifty chance of coming out.

  “He’ll kill you if he sees that,” Mark Caravan said as Davis pulled a gun out from under his seat. Mark was a good friend who agreed to drive Davis to his showdown with Bulger.

  “The only time he’s gonna see it is right before I kill him,” Davis said. “I ain’t going in there without being able to protect myself.”

  Davis stuffed the gun into the waistband of his sweatpants, but Mark persisted. He thought Steve was crazy to go into a meeting with Whitey Bulger packing, and he told him so. Their argument lasted several minutes.

  “Listen,” Davis said to Mark, “if I’m not back in thirty minutes, get the fuck out of here, and call someone. Call the police. Call my mother. I don’t give a fuck. But tell ’em to get here in a hurry before these guys dump my body somewheres.”

  Davis checked the gun for bullets, spun the cylinder, and looked toward the front door of Triple O’s. He saw Flemmi looking back at him. He’d known Flemmi for a while, first hearing his father speak at the dinner table about the nefarious Winter Hill Gang, and later seeing Flemmi’s picture on a wanted poster at the police station. As a young adult, Davis got to know Flemmi on a personal basis, and came to admire him. He watched him closely and learned from him. Father figure? Possibly. But he was definitely a role model for Davis in the way that bad guys emulate other bad guys.

  Flemmi had also dated Steve’s sister, Debbie, for the better part of seven years. Flemmi was much older than Debbie. He was also married, and a known killer, but Steve liked him anyway. He never trusted him, and even less so now, but he had always liked him enough to talk to.

  Seeing Flemmi look back at him offered no comfort. If something bad were going to happen, Flemmi wouldn’t have the back of his ex-mistress’s brother. Flemmi’s loyalty was to Bulger, his longtime partner in crime.

  Now, as Davis opened the door and swung his leg out of the car, he paused and reached once again for his gun. Keeping it hidden behind the door, Davis abruptly shoved the gun back under his seat and slammed the door. Not knowing why he ultimately relented to Mark’s wisdom, he marched determinedly to the entrance of Triple O’s.

  Mark watched him go. He was undoubtedly more concerned about his friend’s well-being than the unsuspecting Brian Halloran was when he parked in nearly the exact same spot two years earlier. On that day, Halloran watched Louis Litif walk toward the same door—and unwittingly toward his own death. Litif, a South Boston bookmaker, had similarly been summoned by Bulger to Triple O’s. Halloran gave Litif a ride, watched him go in, and then watched him come out wrapped inside a green trash bag. Litif’s body would be found days later stuffed in the trunk of his new Lincoln. He’d been stabbed several times with an ice pick, and shot in the head, probably in that order.

  “Maybe,” Mark thought, “Steve should have brought the gun with him after all.”

  Whatever fear Davis felt was being smothered by attitude and bravado. Regularly beaten by his father since he was five, and out on his own since he was fourteen, Davis didn’t take shit from anyone. Then again, Bulger wasn’t just anyone.

  “Where the hell is he?” Bulger must have wondered.

  Bulger had positioned himself behind a small desk in an office at the far end of the second floor. The lights were off and the only available light was provided by that morning’s overcast skies, just a few streaks of sunlight coming through a small window partially blocked by dark curtains. Bulger was used to the darkness, having spent three years in a tiny cell at Alcatraz for robbing a bank, and having spent most of his adult life lurking in shadows. The darkness would be an advantage for him now. He was intricately aware of the confines and dimensions of this office. Triple O’s was owned by Kevin O’Neil, but Bulger treated it as his own. O’Neil was once represented by Whitey’s brother, Billy Bulger, on a murder charge and Billy got the charges dismissed. So, there was not only a friendship, but also a debt. Whitey had executed dozens of business deals from inside Triple O’s, and he was ready to conduct another, or he was ready for the alternative.

  Whitey sat with his back to the wall. He unzipped the body bag to his left, and placed his .357 Magnum and two bullets on the desk. He liked the clear message of a perfectly prepared staging, and no mob cliché was off limits. Whitey was nothing if not a drama queen. Certain that everything was just right, Whitey closed his eyes and waited. And he waited. Several minutes went by, and Whitey was losing his patience.

  “Where is he?” Davis asked as he sauntered into Triple O’s.

  “Jimmy’s upstairs,” Flemmi responded. “He’s waiting for ya.”

  “What’s this all about?”

  “You’ll find out soon enough.”

  Davis walked toward the back of the bar where Weeks was standing at the foot of the stairs.

  “Up there?” Steve asked. “It’s fuckin’ pitch black. What are you guys up to?”

  Davis didn’t get a response. He also wasn’t patted down, so right away he knew he could have brought his gun in with him. He wished he had it now. Davis walked carefully up the stairs. His caution was a product of not knowing if he was about to take a bullet when he reached the top of the stairs, and because he truly couldn’t see where he was going. With his foot firmly on the top stair, Davis turned, waited for his eyes to focus, and recognized Whitey sitting behind the desk. Whitey didn’t speak. He merely motioned for Steve to sit in the chair adjacent to the desk. As Davis approached, he saw the gun, the bullets, and the body bag just as Whitey had placed them.

  Then there was the question: “What is your life worth?” Davis was still hearing it reverberate in his head. He was certain it was a question Whitey had asked dozens, maybe hundreds of others he had shaken down in the past. Had any of them given the right answer?

  “I guess it’s worth whatever you tell me it is,” Steve said, his right leg involuntarily tapping like an excited dog’s.

  For his part, Bulger continuously flipped one of the bullets between his fingers and stood it up straight on the desk. He’d tap it a few times and begin the process all over again. There was a methodical rhythm to it. Suddenly, Whitey picked up the .357, jumped out from behind the desk, and grabbed Steve behind the neck. He popped Steve in the mouth with the gun causing two little pieces of tooth to fall out and onto the desk. “I’ll tell you what it’s worth,” Bulger barked. “Five thousand a week.”

  “I ain’t got that.”

  “Fuck, you don’t. Five thousand. Every week.”

  “I ain’t got it. And even if I did, what would I get for it?”

  “You get to live, asshole!”

  Davis, of course, had the money, but he was determined not to give it to Whitey. He’d die first. And that was becoming a distinct possibility.

  “You been dealing in South Boston,” Whitey accused.

  “No, I ain’t. I’m Hyde Park. I ain’t stupid.”

  “I’m telling you, you’re in South Boston. And that’s gonna cost you five grand a week.”

  Whitey’s grip hadn’t lessened at all. If anything, it tightened as he spoke. Bulger was slender, but strong; smallish, but powerful. Davis was even shorter, but thicker; barrel-chested. His adrenaline rush was all fear, while Bulger’s was rage resulting in power. Davis felt the fingers on his neck, the cold gun on his cheek, and the pain in his tooth. But what he really felt was his fear yielding to his own level of rage. It was becoming increasingly clear that this was Mickey’s fault. His screw-up of a brother must have screwed up again. He was infuriated with Mickey, and his blood boiled because he knew he couldn’t explain it to Whitey. “You never rat on anybody,” Davis’s father had repeated many times. And Davis lived by that credo. It was perhaps the only time he’d ever listened to his father, the physically abusive drunk whom he had learned to hate by the time he was five years old. “I ain’t got that kind of money,” Davis lied again.

  Whitey sized him up for a good, long time. He knew Davis had the money, but he was starting to believe Davis had no idea his drugs had crossed over to South Boston. “Tell you what,” Whitey said at last. “You send your brother, Mickey, in to see me, and we’ll table this little matter for the time being.” Whitey pulled the gun away and released his grip on Davis’s neck. But before Davis got up to leave, Whitey had one more surprise. He picked up one of the bullets and held it sideways in front of Davis’s face. “This one’s for you,” Whitey said handing him the bullet. “It’s got your name on it. And this other one here is for your brother.” The cold-blooded killer certainly had a penchant for theatrics.

  Incensed, but thankful to be getting out alive, Davis took the bullet, bolted upright, and headed back into the darkness of the staircase. Was he about to take the bullet with his name on it in the back of the head? Were Weeks and Flemmi waiting to kill him downstairs? These were the questions that filled him with so much adrenaline that when he got downstairs and discovered he wasn’t going to be executed, he got right up in Flemmi’s face. “You motherfucker! You knew what that was all about, and you sent me up into that fucking lion’s den anyway! Fuck you! We’re supposed to be friends!”

  Flemmi let that last word settle before he spoke. Friends? Flemmi wasn’t sure what it even meant any more. He had friends when he was a kid, but he had spent his entire adult life acquiring associates and business partners. He didn’t trust any of them, and he was well aware they didn’t trust him. There were no friends in the organized crime business. There were merely people who needed you, owed you a favor, or acted like friends until that didn’t suit them anymore.

  Again, Flemmi was standing in the very bar where his former “associate” Louis Litif, had been killed. Litif worked with and for Bulger for many years, but the relationship went awry when Litif started using profits from his gambling operation to buy and sell cocaine, but he didn’t cut Bulger in on the action. Additionally, Litif committed a couple of murders that Bulger didn’t approve of. The first was Litif’s own business partner, Jimmy Matera.

  The two of them owned Hap’s Lounge in South Boston, and during an after-hours card game there one night, Matera thought he caught Litif cheating, so he slapped him across the face. A week later, Litif brought Matera down to the basement of Hap’s to check on the water meter. While Matera read the meter, Litif shot him in the back of the head. The bartender upstairs, Robert Conrad, heard the shot, which meant he knew too much. Litif, as an act of friendship, brought Conrad on a vacation to Las Vegas and Nova Scotia where he got him drunk, killed him with a knife, and buried his body. The friendship was officially over.

  Litif was ultimately killed on April 12, 1980. He called his wife, Ana, around noon and asked to borrow her car. His stomach was upset and he wanted to go out and buy some Maalox. The next day, the police went to the Litif’s house and asked Ana if her car had been stolen, because they had found it abandoned in the South End of Boston. Ana didn’t mention that Louie hadn’t come home the night before, because he often stayed out all night. In addition to being married to Ana, Louie was living with another woman. When Ana found her car, she opened the trunk and found Louie wrapped inside a dark, green garbage bag. His Nike track suit was completely covered in his own blood. He had been stabbed thirty-eight times in the chest and stomach. Decades later, Flemmi swore under oath he didn’t know who killed Louie Litif, but acknowledged “Bulger was happy that he was murdered. He didn’t like him.” A week prior to his murder, Litif had gotten into an argument with Bulger during which Bulger announced they were no longer friends.

  So, it was strange for Steve Davis to use the word “friend,” but it made Flemmi smile—not because he was happy to have a friend, but because it meant Davis was the fool he always thought him to be. Davis not only didn’t know, he didn’t even suspect.

  “Get the hell out,” Flemmi said flatly.

  Weeks sidled up closer to Davis, an obvious effort to intimidate, just in case Davis had some crazy idea about taking a swing at Flemmi. Weeks never touched Davis. He just stood close by with his arms folded across his burly chest, and let his presence be known. Davis, who was also more chest than legs, was aware of Weeks, but indifferent to him. He had just survived a meeting with Whitey Bulger. Neither of these two gimokes was going to do anything without Whitey’s permission. Davis felt safer now. But he was pissed.

  When Davis got to his car, Mark Caravan was tapping his fingers on the steering wheel to the beat of a song on the radio. Equally nervous and curious, Mark waited for Davis to get in the car before turning the key further to start the engine. “How’d it go?” would have been the obvious question, but Mark didn’t ask. Instead, he watched as Davis inhaled deliberately and exhaled loudly several times. Finally, Davis opened his beefy hand and revealed the large gold colored bullet. Mark recognized it as a .357 Magnum. “What’s that?” he asked instead.

  “Motherfucker gave me a bullet. Said this one’s got my name on it and he’s got another one with my brother Mickey’s name on it. Fuck him. I got bullets, too. And a whole bunch of ’em have his name on ’em!” Davis tossed the bullet into the open ashtray of the car, and Mark peeled out of the parking lot. Davis explained what happened. He told Mark about the gun, the threat, and the body bag. He bragged about his bravery and embellished within reason. Mark was appropriately impressed.

  “That is one evil bastard!” Mark declared. He was talking about Bulger, but Davis was thinking about Flemmi, and he nodded. Davis knew what he was doing when he called Flemmi a friend. He had to make Flemmi feel safe. He couldn’t let Flemmi know all the things he suspected. He couldn’t prove anything yet, but he knew in his aching heart the enduring impact Flemmi and Bulger had on his family.

  Davis looked out the car window and let the familiar parks, street corners, schools, and houses flood his mind with memories. Some of them were even good memories. Right over there was where Tommy Latorneau won the most vicious fight Steve had ever witnessed. Tommy earned the right to go out with Davis’s sister, Debbie, and would eventually marry her. Watching two boys beat each other for almost an hour, delivering and withstanding punishment, gaining respect for one another as their faces swelled—that was a great memory. As Mark drove, Steve reminisced. Passing Jamaica Pond, Steve recalled the near fatal car accident his brother, Mickey, caused.

  The woman was really hurt, Steve thought. She didn’t die, but her face and ribs were bad. Mickey was driving, but didn’t have his license with him. He ordered Steve to run home and get his license, but then didn’t hang around the accident scene. When Steve returned, he was picked up by the police and taken in for questioning.

  “Were you in the car?” a detective bellowed.

  “No.”

  “What are you doing with this license?”

  “I found it.”

  “Where’s your brother?”

  “I want to see my attorney.”

  Steve was thirteen years old. He knew to ask for an attorney, because he’d been instructed at an early age that he should lawyer up if he ever found himself in trouble. Not exactly typical advice for every adolescent. His mother picked him up and brought him home where he found his father enraged thinking that he had ratted out Mickey. Steve tried to explain that he hadn’t told the cops anything, but since there was a warrant out for Mickey, his father assumed the worst. He beat Steve unceasingly until Mickey strolled through the door and confirmed Steve’s story. The nearly exhausted father may have actually felt badly about what he’d just done, so he hugged his bloody son. That was not a good memory.

  The drive continued. Over there was where he and his older brother, Ronnie, pulled off one of their first robberies. Ronnie, he thought wistfully. First Ronnie, then Debbie. His anger began to rise again. He missed Debbie and Ronnie immensely. His father? Not so much. And as he passed his father’s old garage, Harvard Street Gulf, he thought about popcorn, car batteries, and blood—an odd confluence of subconscious thought, to be sure. But it all came together one particularly wild night.

  Steve’s father, Eddie, operated on the outer edges of the law—a little skimming off the top, a bit of loansharking, a touch of bookmaking, but no drugs. It turned out the heavyset man who owned the nearby newspaper stand owed Eddie about $2,000, but when the man came to the gas station late one night to pay up, the brown paper bag with a wad of cash in it was a little light.

  “I can get the rest of it to you next week,” the heavyset man said undaunted.

  “All right, let’s count it in back,” Eddie said. “Away from the windows.” Nothing to this point would indicate what was about to happen, but then Eddie turned to fourteen-year-old Steve and directed him to “Go get me a bag of popcorn.”

  Steve recognized the word “popcorn” as the code word his father had selected a long time ago. It meant that Steve was to lock the doors to the garage. Nobody was leaving. Suddenly, nineteen-year-old Ronnie Davis appeared from the office.

  Despite being outweighed by over a hundred pounds, Eddie Davis attacked the man with a fury. It was not a wise decision. The man repeatedly blocked Eddie’s blows with his shoulders and counterpunched him to the ground. Eddie was becoming a bloody mess, but he continued to get back up and absorb more punishment. As the two sons watched their father get beaten, there was a shared moment of joy. This three-hundred-pound man was doing what both of them had dreamed of doing so many times. But instead of thanking him, Ronnie climbed up on a desk, pulled down a car battery from a shelf, and slammed it on top of the man’s head. Blood shot out like a geyser as the man stumbled across the garage floor and fell through a glass window.

  The loud crash of shattering glass was followed by an inexplicable silence. No traffic went by. No distant sirens could be heard. The Davises didn’t move. And the man was barely breathing.

  “Did you kill him?” Steve whispered.

  “I sure hope he didn’t,” Eddie said. “He still owes me a grand, plus the juice.” Eddie quickly left the scene leaving Ronnie and Steve to clean up the blood with a few oily rags and an old mop. Once the evidence was washed away, Ronnie called for an ambulance, and the boys left before help arrived. Eddie was never questioned by police regarding the fat guy with the bashed in skull lying unconscious on his property. The police let it go the same way they let Eddie go the dozens of times they caught him driving drunk. It was a different time. How else to explain a father taking a boy out of school in the sixth grade to work full-time at a gas station as Eddie did with Steve?

  John “Edward” Davis was an alcoholic, an abusive father and husband, and a child of some sickening abuse himself. Two of his brothers committed suicide. Paul hanged himself in a hotel room. Jimmy took a bottle of pills and left a note to his mother that read: “I’m doing this because of you. I hope you’re happy now.”

  “My Dad had a rough upbringing,” Davis acknowledges without sympathy. “Another one of his brothers was murdered in South Boston—gang-related. Robert was his name.” Robert Davis had robbed a bank in the late 1950s and was waiting to stand trial. Coincidentally, a young Billy Bulger was hired to defend Robert Davis, but his case never made it to trial. Responding to a knock at his apartment door, Davis unsuspectingly opened the door and was blasted by a shotgun. He died with scars on his body, scars incurred when his mother had tied him to the furnace as a child.

  These were the kinds of stories that were talked about openly in the Davis household. The family’s history was splashed with tragedy, mystery, and a plethora of shady or outright illegal activity, but was otherwise typical.

  Ed Davis married Olga Sciulli while the two were just teenagers, on August 3, 1946. The marriage would produce ten children. Eileen, the oldest, was born when Olga was sixteen years old. After Eileen came Eddie Jr., Michael, Ronnie, Debbie, Steve, Sandy, Victor, Robbie, and Michelle. Despite the growing family and the decades together, it was not a happy marriage. Olga would say of her husband that he “paid the bills and kept the refrigerator full.” She closed her eyes to the illegal and brutally violent activities taking place nightly at her husband’s gas station, and paid no mind to the persistent abuse Edward inflicted on the boys, and less frequently, the girls. She also watched as eight of her ten children dropped out of school without a high school diploma.

  “My father was very strict,” Eileen understates, and then adds, “He was abusive. I don’t know how abusive he was with my sisters. I’m another story. He beat me like I was Joe Frazier and he was Muhammad Ali one night.” Eileen had committed the unforgivable sin of going to the movies with a group of friends, and Edward had gotten the idea that she was on a date. “I remember when my mother was carrying my brother, Victor,” Eileen continues, “He hit her and kicked her in the pelvis. Ma had to stay in the hospital until the baby was born.”

  “I fuckin’ hated him,” Steve says flatly. “For dinner, he’d eat a big, fat steak, while we chewed on mayonnaise sandwiches. And in the morning we’d go to Martin’s coffee shop up the street. He’d order me a milk and toast, and he’d get bacon and eggs. I wouldn’t eat the toast. I despised him.”

  And that was long before Steve’s most humiliating moment, the one that led him to seriously contemplate killing his father. He remembered standing at the foot of his father’s bed, knife in hand, fury in his belly, and a mind just warped enough to convince him justice was waiting at the tip of a kitchen blade. Steve thought about the opportunity missed and felt both regret and relief.

  It all started the day Debbie bounded happily into the house, which is something the Davis children tended not to do. They were usually only happy when they were leaving. And Debbie was leaving. “Tommy asked me to marry him,” Debbie pronounced, and then preempting the obvious question from her parents, she added, “And no, I’m not pregnant.” Debbie was barely sixteen years old when she and Tommy Latorneau decided their brief courtship had blossomed into true love. Debbie’s adolescent presumption was that anything would be better than living at home. It wasn’t. Not for her or for Steve. Tommy didn’t often breathe without inhaling pot smoke. And when he regressed to an abusive alcoholic, Debbie was on familiar ground. She left Tommy while he was in jail and before their first anniversary.

  During that same year, fifteen-year-old Steve also moved out of the house following a particularly wild night that left him bleeding and running barefoot through the snow. Eddie had come home from a local pub drunk again and angrier than usual. Shuffling unsteadily through the front door, he first spotted Steve at the kitchen table. Steve, whose hair was fashionably long in the early 1970s style, was immediately a target.

  “You long haired faggot!” Eddie shouted. “You look like a girl.”

  Recognizing the potential this had for turning bad in a hurry, Steve tried to make his way up the stairs, but Eddie grabbed him hard by the arm.

  “Olga! Bring me a dress!”

  It was a strange demand, but Olga obliged. She grabbed the first one she could out of her closet and ran it down the stairs to Eddie.

  “We lost a daughter when Debbie left. Now we got one back,” Eddie announced. “Put this on!” He threw the dress at Steve who caught it, and threw it on the floor. “Put it on, or I’ll put it on you!”

  Olga pleaded with Eddie to stop, but he was enjoying himself too much to turn back now. Steve reluctantly, and with tears rolling down his cheeks, pulled the dress down over his head.

  “Now twirl around a bit,” Eddie ordered. “All you need is some lipstick and a ribbon in your hair and we got ourselves another little girl.” Snickering to himself, Eddie labored up the stairs and collapsed on his bed.

  Steve tore the dress off and ran out of the house. He collected himself and waited long enough for Eddie to pass out. When Steve returned to the house, he could hear the familiar sound of his father snoring. Steve took off his shoes and socks so as to be as quiet as possible. He grabbed the biggest knife he could find, passed his mother asleep on the couch, and crept up to his parent’s room.

  Standing there in the darkness, the knife by his side glimmering in the moonlight, Steve thought about the countless beatings he and his siblings had suffered, and the hatred for that mean drunk came rising back up like bile.

  “He was on the bed just plopped on his back,” Steve recalls. “I stood there with a big kitchen knife, and I was thinking of how to do it. I figure I’m gonna go right into his chest, but I gotta make sure it’s gonna penetrate.”

  It’s hard to say how long Steve stood there working up the courage to thrust the knife into his father’s chest, but it was too long. The snoring suddenly stopped, and before Steve realized it, his father was sitting up and staring at him.

  “You thinking of killing me?” Eddie asked without flinching. “You ain’t got the balls, Mary.”

  Shaking with fear, Steve dropped the knife to the floor, and before the reverberations of the thud subsided, Eddie was on him. He started to beat Steve like he’d never done before with blows and solid punches to the face. A new level of cruelty was being delivered. The black-hearted father had flipped a switch from merciless to soulless.

  “He startled me and I dropped the knife,” Steve says regretfully. “He chased me around. He beat me real bad. He beat me like he was fighting a full-grown man.”

  But if Eddie’s intention was to kill his son, he made an inauspicious miscalculation when he shoved Steve down the stairs. That was Steve’s opportunity to get away. As Steve stumbled to the door, his father fired a solid gold cigarette lighter at him. It whizzed by Steve’s cheek and buried itself in the wall.

  “You could have killed him!” Olga shrieked.

  Steve ran from the house, leaving a trail of blood in the snow. He was barefoot, but unaware of the cold, and he didn’t stop running until he got to his brother Mickey’s apartment. And he didn’t return to his father’s house until the next day when he knew Eddie was gone. Steve threw some of his clothes into a green trash bag, ripped off a stack of cash he had duct taped in aluminum foil to the underside of his dresser drawer, kissed his mother good-bye, and never slept another night under the same roof as his father. Their paths would cross from time to time, but the father-son relationship was dead long before Eddie was found floating in Marina Bay.

  “We never found out what really killed my father,” Eileen says. “I don’t believe my father took a heart attack and drowned. I don’t care how bad he was, he was still a human being.”

  Eddie Davis may have finally messed with the wrong guy—and the wrong car. Soon after Flemmi gave Debbie a 1974 two-door Jaguar XKE, Eddie took a sledgehammer to it. He dented the hood and the doors, took out the headlights, and smashed the windshield. It was Eddie’s way of expressing his disapproval that his then eighteen-year-old divorced daughter was dating a much older, married mobster. Eddie Davis was not a decent man, but even he could see the wrong in that.

  “If he wasn’t your father, he’d be a dead man,” Flemmi told Debbie. “I’d kill him for smashing up that car.”

  Four months later, Eddie Davis was found dead in Marina Bay. The police said he fell off his boat and drowned. His mother wouldn’t permit an autopsy to be performed, and even though she had no authority to prevent it, nobody in the Davis family chose to fight her on it. So, it was never determined if alcohol had been a factor in Eddie Davis’s death. After a day of fishing with a friend, there most certainly was alcohol in his system, but his boat was right next to the dock. Was he too drunk to swim a few feet?

  “He was so bad to me and my brothers,” Steve Davis says. “I went up to the coffin like it was sad. I was fake crying. I was more relieved the prick was gone. I always wanted a father image, but he was just a prick. No good.”
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