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    “If you want to understand shoe-leather police investigation at its very best, pick up ‘Most Wanted.’” —The Boston Globe

When Whitey was captured, and flown back to Boston, he was the talk of the city, and much of the country, too.  But it wasn’t for another month that I laid eyes on him myself. He was just a wisp of a guy shuffling around, his rough voice all that was left of the vitality that had once terrified an entire city. Just seeing how old Whitey was as he sat, his shoulders curved, on that chair—it reminded me of how long he’d been gone, and I remembered why he hadn’t been rotting in prison as he deserved. Why someone like Whitey Bulger had been able to stay in business for so long, killing, extorting, dealing drugs, terrorizing. How could it still fester, wrecking more lives, like those of the families of the victims sitting around me? I was pleased to see him captured, no question. But what kept coming back as I looked at this old man was the cold fury that had so often surged through me on this case.




JUNE 23, 2011. The news of the notorious gangster Whitey Bulger’s capture—after sixteen years on the FBI’s Most Wanted list—swept the nation. Many breathed a sigh of relief. But for Thomas J. Foley, a former Massachusetts state police colonel and the investigator who sparked Bulger’s flight from Boston, the moment was bittersweet. The FBI may have caught Bulger, but as Foley had painfully discovered almost two decades before, they were also responsible for his escape.

It has been known that Whitey Bulger was a secret informant for the FBI, but it has never been revealed—until now—that the FBI was actually actively protecting Bulger from Foley, effectively derailing Foley’s efforts to stop Bulger’s horrific crime sprees time and again. At one point, the FBI even presented Foley with a plaque at a holiday party that read “the Most Hated Man in Law Enforcement,” a not-so-subtle suggestion that he and his team should lay off their investigation.  

Most Wanted is a true-life thriller, and Foley is the hero at its center. His investigative efforts resulted in criminal convictions of a half-dozen of Boston’s most notorious thugs and also led to the conviction of John Connolly, one of the FBI agents who abetted Bulger; Connolly is now serving a forty-year prison sentence. In this book, Foley, a cop’s cop, honestly recounts how his wide-eyed admiration for the nation’s top law enforcement agency was gradually transformed by dark realities he didn’t want to believe.
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I want to dedicate this book to my wife, Marguerite. She has been my wife and best friend for thirty-five years. Without her love, support, and understanding during a very demanding career, I would not have been successful.—TF

For my moll, R.—JS



PART ONE

Where I’m Coming From




— CHAPTER 1 —

I was dead asleep when the call came in that June night in 2011, and I had to grope for the phone by the bed. It was Colonel Marian McGovern, the superintendent of the Massachusetts State Police, my old job. She was telling me something about Whitey Bulger, but I couldn’t quite follow it.

“Sorry. Can you say that again?” I asked. “What was that?” I was sure I was dreaming.

“Whitey Bulger, Tommy,” she repeated. “He was captured in California.”

“Wait. What?” I was fully awake now. My wife pulled herself up in bed beside me.

The colonel still had to say it all one more time before it could sink in.

“When did this happen?”

“About an hour ago. The FBI captured him in Santa Monica. I got a call from Special Agent DesLauriers.” He was in charge of the FBI’s Boston office. “I thought you’d want a heads-up.”

“Santa Monica,” I repeated. “Jesus.”

“A few blocks from the beach. He’d been renting an apartment there with his girlfriend.” Catherine Greig, the woman he’d fled Boston with, back in 1995. I remembered her well. A real ballbuster, over twenty years younger than Whitey. We’d wanted to search her town house for Whitey the night he fled, but we’d been running all over the place trying to find him. When we showed up at her door, she refused to let us in. “No warrant?” she sneered. “Then go fuck yourselves.” Then she slammed the door in our faces.

That was our last chance of catching Whitey that night. Or for the next sixteen years. Over time, he got up to second—just behind Osama Bin Laden—on the FBI’s most wanted fugitive list, with a $2 million reward on his head. And then he was number one.

“Where’s Whitey?”—that game was always fun to play. I had him in Cuba. I figured his money would hold up, it had great beaches, and there was no extradition treaty with the United States.

I had the beach part right, but I certainly didn’t pick him for Santa Monica. And not in the same third-floor apartment, steps from the piers, for the last fourteen years. Nobody guessed that.

When I finished the call, I filled in my wife, Marguerite, who’d suffered through the Whitey investigation even more than I did. “They got him,” I told her. “In Santa Monica.” I didn’t have to say who.

You might think I’d feel frustrated not to have bagged the guy myself, but I was just glad that somebody got him. It didn’t matter to me who it was, and it still doesn’t. Just so long as Whitey rots in prison now.

I called up Danny Doherty and Stevie Johnson, two members of the Whitey team I put together, and told them the news. They wouldn’t mind being woken up for this.

“Well, it’s about time,” Stevie said.

All three of us—Danny, Stevie, and me—had been afraid we’d never get him. Either he’d slip away forever, or he’d turn up dead. He’d just stay out there somehow, permanently out of reach.

“They better hang on to him,” Danny said. “That’s all I can say.”
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It wasn’t for another day or so that we got pictures. Bulger bald, with a monkish white beard and a loopy grin on his face, Greig looking gray and defeated. Both of them stooped with age. Some people thought Whitey might be seriously ill. I don’t know about that, but he did look weak. He’d always been about power—having it, projecting it. He was not a big man, but his arms and shoulders had always been heavily muscled. Now that strength was all gone, and he looked like just another tired old man, maybe a few years away from using a cane or a walker.

For a guy who was one of the most sought-after fugitives in the entire world, he’d proved surprisingly easy to apprehend. The FBI had been tipped off about his name and address, lured him into the garage, clapped the handcuffs on him, and that was it. You had to wonder how hard the FBI had been trying for the past sixteen years. That whole time, Whitey had been hiding in plain sight, lying out on the beach, maybe a little quiet with the neighbors, his bedroom window blacked out. It took sixteen years for someone at the Bureau to figure out—how about we try looking for her? She’s probably not as careful as a mobster about hiding her tracks. It seemed pretty basic to me, but apparently not to the FBI.
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When Whitey was captured and flown back to Boston, he was the talk of the city, and much of the country, too. I knew him as a fiendish killer, but to lots of people in Boston he was just a character. That’s how he was seen in the tony parts of town like Cambridge, the Back Bay, and Beacon Hill. In tougher neighborhoods like Charlestown, the North End, and Southie, Whitey was almost the unofficial mayor, as plenty of people there thought of him as a Robin Hood who always had a few bucks for some turkeys to give to the poor at Thanksgiving. That drove me nuts. Whitey Bulger sure as hell didn’t give anything away. He was a murderer, a drug dealer, an extortionist, a thug. He was like the Boston Strangler or Joe “The Animal” Barboza or Johnny Martorano, only worse because he did more damage over a much longer time. These were not gentle guys, and Whitey wasn’t gentle either.

Lots of people lined the streets to watch Whitey be taken by police SUV and, escorted by state troopers, from Logan Airport to the new Joseph A. Moakley federal courthouse on the South Boston waterfront. On TV, I watched Whitey emerge from the SUV, and he walked, in handcuffs and leg irons, to the courthouse, a federal Marshal on each arm. I saw the halting gait, the hunched shoulders. Waiting for him inside was his brother, the former state senate president, Billy Bulger, who’d lost his job as president of the University of Massachusetts for refusing to tell a congressional committee what he knew about his brother’s whereabouts during Whitey’s flight. This first court appearance of Whitey’s was brief, since it was to see if he qualified for bail. Since he had been the most wanted fugitive in America, the answer would be no.

It wasn’t for another month that I laid eyes on him myself. I’d been waiting for that moment ever since we first started up the investigative unit to get him in 1990. That was over two decades, a good chunk of my life spent on Whitey Bulger, but I’d never once seen him, at least not definitively. In late July after his capture, though, he was to be formally arraigned, and I drove in from my home in Worcester to see him in the federal courthouse. I sat with the victims’ families in the small spectators’ gallery. I’d done what I could to find out what had happened to their loved ones; before our investigation, many of them had never known for sure. The news wasn’t happy. In every case, a member of their family had been murdered by Whitey, often in a hideous fashion. But, painful as that was, they were grateful to know. Now they came up to shake my hand, with some warm words. Some of them were tearful. I sat next to Steve Davis, the burly brother of Debbie Davis. Starting in her late teens, she’d been the girlfriend of Stevie Flemmi, Whitey’s close associate. When Flemmi tired of her, Whitey strangled her for him. We’d found  the corpse, buried on a beach not far from where Whitey lived with Catherine Greig. Now Steve Davis greeted me with a clap on the back like a family member.

Finally, a door opened, and there was Whitey. Clad in an orange prison jumpsuit, his legs clapped in irons, he shuffled into the court, a U.S. Marshal holding tight to each arm. His brothers Jack and Billy Bulger were there in front-row seats, and he shot them a look of hello, with a little wave. The brothers nodded back with half smiles. Beside me, I could tell Steve Davis was tensing up, his breath coming heavy, obviously infuriated to see his sister’s killer a few feet from him. I was afraid he might leap from his seat and charge at Bulger. Instead, he blew out several long breaths and dried his hands on his pants. Whitey took a seat in a chair at the defendant’s table, facing the judge, his back to us. All around me, the victims’ families stared hard at Whitey’s back, their gaze like bullets.

Whitey was detestable, yes. But mostly what he seemed to me right then was small. And old. Beaten looking. All the life had drained out of him. He was just a wisp of a guy shuffling around, his rough voice all that was left of the vitality that had once terrified an entire city.

But that thought didn’t bring me peace. I was pleased to see him captured, no question. But what kept coming back as I looked at this old man was the cold fury that had so often surged through me on this case. I’m not the type to yell and scream. People say I show my anger in my eyes. Just seeing how old Whitey was as he sat, his shoulders curved, on that chair—it reminded me of how long he’d been gone, and that made me think of why he’d been gone so long. And why he hadn’t been rotting in prison as he deserved. And that went back to why we hadn’t been able to arrest him that day that Catherine Greig tossed us off her front steps, or any day since. And that only raised other questions, the same old questions, as to why someone like Whitey Bulger had been able to stay in business for so long, killing, extorting, dealing drugs, terrorizing. And, finally, why had this outrage still not been addressed? How could it still fester, wrecking more lives, like those of the families of the victims sitting around me?


— CHAPTER 2 —

At Christmas in 1991, we were about a year into the Bulger investigation. I was  with a few guys from my team at Joe Tecce’s, the big, splashy restaurant in the North End. Big John Tutungian, Sly Scanlan, our hookup guy Chuck Hanko, and a few others. It was the annual Christmas party of the Boston office of the FBI for a lot of law enforcement people around New England.

FBI special agent John Connolly, one of the bigger showboats, always played the host. Remember, this was when the local FBI and the State Police were supposedly working night and day to get Whitey Bulger arrested and sent away. Guess where the booze came from. A liquor store called the Rotary Variety in South Boston that was owned by Whitey Bulger himself. That was the rumor back then, that Connolly picked it up there himself, and it turned out to be the truth: we were drinking Whitey’s booze.

My guys were bothered by the idea, needless to say. We drank, sure, but the beer did not go down easy. But, starting with Connolly, a lot of FBI agents seemed to think it was a matter for a few jokes, some hearty claps on the back, and maybe another round on Whitey.
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The U.S. Attorney’s Office in Boston also had some law enforcement people in from around New England for a little get-together from time to time. A bunch of FBI agents swung by for one of them that year, 1991, and some “Staties,” including me. By then, we’d started to make some serious progress on the Bulger investigation, and I was feeling good about how things were coming along. A couple of agents clanged beer bottles together and yelled for quiet and then they announced they wanted to make a presentation. They did it up big, asked all of us to crowd around, and got all solemn. When everyone was quiet, one of the FBI agents called out: “Everyone, this is a very special occasion for all of us here, and we’d like to present an award to a distinguished trooper from the State Police. Would Corporal Tom Foley please step forward?”

There was a little too much tittering in the crowd. My friend Fred Wyshak, the assistant U.S. attorney, had been given an “award” from the feds just the year before, and he didn’t appreciate his very much. So I stayed right where I was.

“Tom Foley, please?” one of them repeated.

By now, the room was dead silent. I still didn’t move, so the feds came toward me, and drew many of the attendees, many of them my superiors in the State Police, in a ring around us. One of the agents made a little unfunny speech about my investigative zeal in the Bulger case. That got some laughs, but not many.

Then the two agents handed me my award, which was wrapped up in tissue paper. “Go ahead, Tom, open it up,” one of them told me.

I pulled the tissue paper away, and scanned the plaque. It read: “The Most Hated Man in Law Enforcement.” It had a picture of me with my name underneath.

They wanted me to read it out to the crowd, but no way. So one of them did the honors, while I just glared at him.

The FBI agents in the crowd got a chuckle out of it, but not too many other people did, and I certainly didn’t. Still, the agents shook my hand, looked me dead in the eye, and said, “Congratulations, Trooper, you’ve earned it.”

I still have that trophy someplace, and whenever I want to remember what it was really like to work on that case, I take it down and look at it. Then everything comes rushing back.
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The most hated man in law enforcement. I’m proud of that, prouder of that than I have been of any other award I have ever received. This book is about how I earned that honor. It’s the story of my twenty-year quest to bring Whitey Bulger to justice when hardly anyone outside my little band of overworked State Police investigators—like Tutungian, Scanlan, and Hanko; and a dogged agent from the DEA named Dan Doherty; and a few others who came later—gave a shit, quite frankly, and the FBI did about everything in its power to stop us.

In 1990, when our investigation kicked in, Whitey Bulger was by far the most dominant figure in the Irish mob. The Mafia had started to flame out, leaving the Irish mob about the only mob with any impact in Boston. Steve Flemmi, or Steve “The Rifleman” Flemmi, as the newspapers always put it (so named for his lethal shooting skills as a paratrooper during the Korean War), came in second to Whitey. Flemmi was up there largely because he was tight with Bulger; Whitey would have ranked regardless. Still, Flemmi was the only mobster Whitey trusted, had ever trusted, or even spoke to on any kind of regular basis. Third was probably “Cadillac Frank” Salemme, so named for his favorite car, who had recently emerged from prison to claim control of what was left of the New England Mafia. He’d relied on Flemmi for help in getting established, which meant that he was drawing on Whitey’s reputation, too. In the Boston mob scene, Whitey had all the power—others simply borrowed it. But all three of these men were woven in tightly to our case.

By 1990, Bulger was sitting on a criminal empire the newspapers pegged at $50 million. It came from his marijuana smuggling, cocaine dealing, extortion, illegal liquor distribution, pilferage, racketeering, gaming, and loan-sharking, but he’d do about anything if enough money was on the table. Although he was rarely seen around town, even in South Boston, his presence was everywhere. If there was a crime anywhere in the city that involved scaring the crap out of someone, it was probably Whitey’s doing. If there was a legitimate business to be muscled in on, Whitey again. If someone needed to be made an example of, Whitey.

Whitey was just plain smarter than the other mobsters, better connected, with keener instincts. But most important of all, he was utterly ruthless. More than most gangsters, Whitey could always think several steps ahead, sure. But it was his ability to scare the shit out of people that made the difference. Terror was his business. It wasn’t just killing people. All mobsters killed people. By now, Whitey’s official tally is up to nineteen, but the real count is probably twice that, if you add up all the virtual unknowns from the gangland wars earlier on when he was making a name for himself as a killer. Those victims weren’t widely missed after their bodies were dropped into the trunk of a car, or dumped in some alley. But more than the numbers, it was the way he killed, at extremely close range, the tip of the gun right up in the victims’ faces, so that last thing they saw on this earth was Whitey Bulger hovering over them, relishing it, before he blew them away, the blood splattering on him, like that brought him the greatest satisfaction there was. People who were there told us that Whitey liked to lie down afterward, and a weird calm would descend over him. “Like he’d taken a Valium,” one of them said. And the whole scene was so grotesque, so horrible, he knew that word would get out about what he’d done, and that this would be good for him, too. Do that enough, and you have to do it less. Whitey Bulger has to be the most cold-blooded killer in Boston’s history. If he isn’t, I wouldn’t want to know the guy who is.

None of this was a big secret in Boston. Most people knew the basics of what Whitey was about. But until we came along, no one in law enforcement had been able to do what law enforcement is supposed to do—get a bastard like that off the street before he kills somebody else. Whitey had been at large since 1965, when he emerged from his only prison stint, served mostly in Leavenworth and Alcatraz for a string of bank robberies, the last one in the Midwest. Since then, he hadn’t been touched by law enforcement. Never questioned, never indicted, never arrested. Not once. It was as if Whitey Bulger was a model citizen.

To the FBI, it was like Bulger didn’t matter. Despite his fearsome reputation, he had nothing to do with anything. Well, we thought differently. There are plenty of things to say about the FBI, but I’ll save most of them for later. For now, I’ll just say that I have never known any other organizations, or any individuals, where what they said and what they did had so little to do with each other. But the funny part is that the FBI thinks this is fine, even now. Since I got that Most Hated award, federal judges, congressional committees, and countless newspaper accounts have all agreed that the FBI’s problems go very deep. They did here. The feds stymied our investigation of Whitey, got us investigated on bogus claims, tried to push me off the case, got me banished to a distant barracks, phonied up charges against other members of the State Police, lied to reporters, misled Congress, drew in the president of the United States to save themselves, nearly got me and my investigators killed, and—well, I’ll tell you and.

The Most Hated Man in Law Enforcement, indeed.


— CHAPTER 3 —

Whitey Bulger was born in the Depression year 1929 and grew up in the Old Harbor, one of the first public housing developments in the country. It was a dreary collection of spare brick buildings not too far from the water. Like South Boston itself, the project was a tough place to live, and, like the neighborhood, it has spawned a disproportionate number of gangsters and thugs.

Whitey was the first of seven children. Billy was the next oldest son. When they were growing up, Billy was everything that Whitey was not. Obedient, studious, Billy was nicknamed Beam for the desk light that was always on. Whitey—actually James Bulger Jr.—got his nickname for the lightness of his hair, but anyone close to him knew not to use it to his face. In person, he was always to be called Jim.

The family qualified for public housing because Whitey’s father, James Bulger Sr., had been unable to work at his job in the railroad yards after his left arm was crushed when two boxcars slammed together. For whatever reason, Whitey was a hellion from the beginning. In his early teens, he ran off to join the circus, literally—Barnum & Bailey’s, as a roustabout. He returned all mouthy, ready to take anyone on for any reason, and would beat kids up for fun. He soon fell in with a gang of young Southie toughs who called themselves the Shamrocks, and made easy money hijacking goods off the back of trucks. Whitey started in on a rap sheet at thirteen when he was arrested for larceny. Before long, he went on to grand larceny and other crimes, and finally rape. There are some claims that Whitey pimped himself out as a gay hooker when he was a teenager, but I don’t buy it. He’s into power and control, and that’s always been pretty much it.
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I was born a quarter century later, in 1954, and raised in a triple-decker in Worcester. Growing up, I was an altar boy, but don’t make too much of that. I went to Catholic school, and there were plenty of altar boys. Often forgotten, Worcester is probably best known for the huge cold storage warehouse fire in 1999 that cost the lives of six firefighters. My father, John J. Foley Sr., was a firefighter, but he’d retired by then. When he was working, he chased fires during the day, then lugged beef at a meatpacking plant after hours for extra money. He’d sometimes come home with angry burns, or maybe not come home at all because he’d been hospitalized for smoke inhalation. Once, he fell through three floors of a burning house. He was all banged up, but he went to work the next day.

Public service is important in our family, and it’s a big reason why I went into law enforcement. Maybe it’s old-fashioned, but it’s all about trying to help people out.

After twelve years of parochial school, I picked up a criminology degree at Westfield State, hoping for a chance to join the State Police, which had been my dream for a while. There were no openings that year, so I applied to the Massachusetts Department of Corrections, and got assigned to MCI Walpole, the biggest and most dangerous penitentiary in the state. It’s one huge, echoing warehouse for convicts—a horrible place to be a guard, let alone a prisoner. And it was even worse to be a rookie guard, since the convicts figured they could take advantage of you, and the veteran guards hated you because they assumed that, as a college grad, you’d be their boss one day.

But the guards needed one another, because at Walpole we were locked inside a big cage with the prisoners. It was like we were doing time, too. In my section, I was in with forty-five convicts, with three levels of private cells going up one wall.

We had nothing to protect ourselves either. No gun, no knife, nothing. Any weapon we had the prisoners might grab and use on us. All we had was the key to our cell block. If we saw trouble coming, we were supposed to sprint to the door, shove the key into the lock, get out as quickly as possible, and slam the door as hard as we could. The sound would bring guards running. If I couldn’t make it, I was supposed to throw the key through the bars and up high enough in the air that when it landed it clanged on the concrete floor, and other guards would hear it and come running.

We never strayed very far from that door. But even so, we weren’t exactly safe. At any moment, an inmate could jump up and grab my key, or sneak up behind me and bury a shiv—a homemade blade of some sort—in my back. Everybody had scares. One time, an inmate came up to shoot the breeze at my desk while one of his pals way up on the third tier of cells, maybe forty feet up, positioned himself over me, lining up a big can of soup directly over my head. Then he let go. It was like a bomb coming down. By luck, I just happened to lean forward onto my desk right then, and the can slammed into the back of my chair with this terrible crack. The prisoner who’d been talking to me just walked away whistling.

It gets to you, that sort of thing. I was taking courses in a college graduate program by then, and sitting there in the classroom, I couldn’t get comfortable unless I sat with my back against the wall so I could see everything in front of me. Even so, if there was a sudden slamming of the door, I’d want to jump out of my chair.

At Walpole, you had to be alert. And that was great training for the State Police. I learned to focus, to see everything like my life depended on it. At Walpole, I was up against some of the most devious minds anywhere, many of them bent on finding ways to kill me. I learned what to watch for—the little tics, the things out of place—and I learned to depend on others. I’d watch their backs; they’d watch mine.
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I didn’t get caught up in figuring out which inmate was in for what. But I knew there were a few mobsters in there. Most of them were just quietly doing their time. That’s old-school Mafia. But one of them was a scrappy kid named Ricky Costa. I didn’t know he was in the mob until he came back from the prison visiting room, and I was patting him down. The visit mustn’t have gone too well, because Ricky was in a shitty mood. A lot of prisoners wear shoes with hollowed-out heels so they can sneak in drugs. When I asked Ricky to take his shoes off so I could check them out, he screamed, “Fuck you,” and started grappling with me. Some other guards rushed over, and we hustled him off to solitary to chill out for a couple of days.

Afterward, a few of the guards came up to me and asked me if I had a death wish.

I didn’t know what they were talking about.

“Don’t you know who that is?” one of them asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s Ricky Costa.”

“But, Foley, jeez—what are you, stupid? He’s in the mob! He’s Angiulo’s godson.”

Jerry Angiulo ran the Mafia in Boston. I went silent, trying to think that one through.

They started laughing. “You’re really fucked now. Somebody’s going to come after you.”

I had nothing to say to that. If somebody was, he was. I wasn’t going to worry about it. Maybe that’s fatalistic, but to me it was just being practical. If there’s nothing to do about something, I just let it go.
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Whitey got into the air force somehow, based in Montana. He was up on rape charges there when he was honorably discharged. Back home, he returned to his old ways, “tailgating,” as these truck heists were called. In one case, he attempted to steal an entire beer truck. It was a good line, since most of the thefts were inside jobs—the driver was in on the deal. At first, there was a fair amount of competition, but a lot of it faded as one thief or another was picked off by the cops, the victim of a stool pigeon no one could locate.

Whitey teamed up with a burglar from Cambridge to put together a gang of bank robbers, who knocked over a bank in Providence, then another in Boston, before hitting the road, first to Florida and then to Indiana, where they cased one bank in Hammond and hit another. Whitey was carrying two handguns when he burst in with his pals, and immediately leaped up onto the counter and screamed at everyone to get down and shut the fuck up while a confederate scooped up the money from the tellers’ cages. The haul was over $12,000. The gang split it up and then dispersed. Whitey had a girlfriend then, and they drove back to Florida and then to Boston, and then hopped about the country. To disguise himself, Whitey dyed his hair black, wore horn-rim glasses, and chomped on an unlit cigar.

By then, the FBI had already been keeping an eye on him for some time. An agent in Boston named H. Paul Rico knew all about Whitey. An “extremely dangerous character,” Rico called him, with “remarkable agility” and “reckless daring in driving vehicles.” Most noteworthy, though, were his “unstable, vicious characteristics.”

When Whitey returned to Boston in March 1956, Rico picked up a tip that he could be found in a nightclub in Revere. Some FBI agents grabbed him one night as he stepped out of the club to get his car. Whitey received a twenty-year sentence but served only nine, most of them in Leavenworth, a real hellhole back then. He was just twenty-seven when he was sentenced. In some ways he was lucky. Back in Boston, a gang war was raging between two Irish gangs, the McLaughlins and the McLeans, that could easily have been the end of him.

Still, in prison, confinement gnawed at him, and that only made the hard time harder. He spent months in solitary for fighting and mouthing off. When he was caught plotting his escape, Whitey was sent to Alcatraz, out on its solitary rock in San Francisco Bay, a prison from which no one ever gets out before it’s time. To shave a few months off his sentence, he agreed to take part in some CIA experiments with LSD. The program was called MK-ULTRA and was a test of mind-altering drugs that the agency thought might yield a truth serum. In some notes of his that were found later, Whitey complained that these drugs gave him nightmares and insomnia for years afterward. Murder, by contrast, never troubled his sleep.

The rest of the time he spent reading just about everything in the prison library. He pored over the major battles of World War II, scrutinizing them both from the viewpoint of the Allied general and from that of the Nazi commander. He was fascinated by the moves, countermoves and counter-counter moves—by the way everything could be anticipated if you thought about it hard enough. It was his graduate school, and it made him a far more disciplined criminal, teaching him that everything he did had consequences, and those consequences had consequences, too.

Even though he was a hardened ex-con when he was finally released in 1965, he came back home to live in the Old Harbor with his mother, a widow now. He took a job as a janitor at the Suffolk County Courthouse that his brother Billy had arranged. He stuck it out for a few years, and then returned to his old life, quickly creating a reputation for himself as the most frightening SOB in Boston. This time he’d be professional about it—strike with a vengeance, but be smart. Maximum impact, minimum exposure.

And he wasn’t going to waste his ammo on targets he could not take. So now, instead of giving the cops lip, he’d be respectful, suggesting they were all in the same business together, cops and criminals both, and trying to make nice. But when he struck, he struck hard. When you give somebody a beating, he once counseled a younger gangster, “don’t just knock him out. Bite his fucking ear off, bite his face off, lift his arms up and break his fucking ribs, break his ankles, hit all his spots, his nonlethal spots.” Do everything but kill him, in other words. That way, the guy remembers it, and so does everyone else.
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After I’d been a screw for a while, I took another shot at the State Police exam in 1979. They only had space for a couple hundred students at the academy, but twenty thousand guys applied. Fortunately I did well enough on the test to land one of the spots. I was thrilled to get a shot at the State Police, which had been an ambition of mine since my teens. And I didn’t mind at all the thought of getting out of Walpole either.

The State Police Academy was no picnic. The training went on practically around the clock with course work, physical training, practice on the firing range, and a lot more, since police work involves a bit of everything. Believe me, when I was done at the end of the day, I was dead. But I loved it. I loved the structure, the discipline, the clarity. Every minute I was there would make me a better cop, and nothing could feel better to me than that.

When I graduated, I got stationed out near Northampton. Lots of farms and small towns along the Connecticut River, just east of the Berkshires. It’s a pretty part of the world, with some famous colleges like Amherst and Smith. I was married by then, to Marguerite Cawley, who I met in college. Her father had been a firefighter like my dad.

When you’re just starting out, you pair off with a veteran trooper and ride with him for a few months so he can show you the ropes. Every cop has a thing about his cruiser. It’s private, like his office, or maybe even his bedroom. When you’re there as a rookie cop, and you climb in, you see a lot of what is going on. You see the paperwork he’s going to need for arrests and citations, the stack of case files he’s working on, maybe even his mail. In the back, there’s probably a rifle on the gun rack over the seat. In the trunk, there’s firefighting equipment, a medical emergency kit, road markers. It is a tight fit.

Riding with a veteran, I learned things I didn’t get in the academy, key things for working the road—how to approach a stopped car, what to check for in the vehicle, bureaucratic procedures, legal stuff, what to worry about, what not to worry about.

After a few months of this, I had my own cruiser. It was a Chevy Impala, loaded up with the police package, with maybe 100,000 miles on it. It rode a little rough, but it said Massachusetts State Police in bold white letters against pale blue, and it was all mine. It was a great moment when I slid behind the wheel of that car that first time.

At first, the work was mostly patrolling the north-south highways in the western part of the state. Drivers coming up from New York and bound for a getaway in Vermont would come screaming through there at eighty or ninety miles an hour. Late one night, I was out on Route 84, when a car with New York plates came flying up from Connecticut, doing ninety, easy.

I pulled out, got the siren and the blue lights going, and tore after it. It was just that car and me for maybe five miles, but I finally got it to pull over. A Saab, dark blue. There were four guys in it, two and two, and all eyes were on me when I came to the window with my flashlight to ask for license and registration. They kept their eyes on me, but I could see they were shifting stuff around in their seats in an odd way, as if to hide something. I grabbed licenses from all of them and returned to the cruiser to call in the license numbers to the dispatcher. This was years before cruisers had laptops. After a few minutes, word came back. None of their IDs checked out.

I looked back at the car. Shit. Four of them, one of me. Now what?

I decided to play it cool, strolled back to the car, and asked them if they’d mind if I took a look in the trunk.

“No problem, officer,” the driver told me.

He came around and popped the trunk with his key. There was a big heap of laundry, and I went through it all. Shirts, pants, shoes, everything. I’d been trained to be thorough, and as I peered inside one loafer with my flashlight, I noticed a number written there under the tongue. W134506. It was a Walpole ID. As I knew well, every inmate has one, and it goes on everything he owns. I jotted it down, closed the trunk, and told the four guys to hold tight a few more minutes. I’d be right back. I returned to my cruiser, called in to the barracks, and asked the staff to call the number in to the office at Walpole. They called me back right away, It belonged to a man I’ll call Marcus Dupree. There was a federal indictment out on him for drug trafficking and intent to murder.

Normally, I’d call for backup, but I was going to make only one arrest, since I had no evidence on the others. I returned to the car and asked Marcus to step out for a moment. He was in the front passenger seat, and he acted sullen as he climbed out. As soon as Dupree shut the door behind him, I had him up against the side of the car, his hands behind his back, and cuffed. Once I had backup, we pulled the rest out of the car. We found some pills and a few bags of dope in the car. Small stuff compared with what I did later, but big to me then.

I made a lot of arrests like Dupree. But I spent plenty of time off the highway and in the towns, too, handling housebreaks, domestic cases, street crime. Small cases, you might say, but no case is ever small to the victim.

Occasionally you’d be involved in a high-profile case. One of them involved the murder of a state trooper. Horrible. I’d been working a drug case in Southbridge, a little town south of Worcester. I was in the dealer’s apartment, ripping the place apart looking for his stash, when there was a frantic call over my radio: “Trooper down! Trooper down!” That’s always a bad moment for a cop. This time it was George Hanna, one of the veterans on the force, a real good guy. He’d taken my patrol in Auburn near Worcester while we hit the Southbridge house.

We jumped into our cruisers and raced over to where George had been hit, but he’d been rushed to the hospital, and soon died there. Apparently, he’d spotted three guys getting set to knock over a liquor store on Route 20, one of the big streets through town. When he confronted them, one of them opened fire. George went down with a ton of bullets in him. He didn’t have a chance.

After the medics got George onto a gurney to take him to the ambulance, a bystander picked a wallet up off the ground and handed it to a State Police sergeant, Tom White, who’d been securing the crime scene. Figuring it was George’s, White put it aside. When he opened it up later, he found that it had no identification, only a few dollars, and a lot of papers in Spanish. It obviously wasn’t George’s. I had a Spanish-speaking kid with me to break in as a new trooper, and he translated the contents for us. One of the pieces was a ticket stub for a softball raffle at a bar in Worcester. Just the stub, but we figured the rest of the ticket would be back at the bar, and it would have the name. So another trooper and I rode over to the bar, and we explained the situation to the owner. He found the original book of tickets and matched the stub to a man named Emelio Otero, and it gave Otero’s address. Early the next morning, two troopers found Otero driving with two other passengers. I was part of the backup team, and we found a small bag on the floor by the front seat. Inside was George’s gun.
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All crime is cruel, and some is savage. Regardless of its severity, I never got over how it affected the victims. That was why we did our job. And I quickly learned that most criminals aren’t geniuses. Crime is difficult—committing it, concealing it. A lot of criminals just don’t have the right mentality, and they mess up in the most obvious ways. Most of them do crime because they can’t do anything else, and they’re impulsive besides. They do the crime, but they don’t think much about what’s going to happen after they do the crime. They think they can just walk away and that’s it.

For example, two inmates busted out of the Concord jail and started sticking guns in the faces of convenience store clerks and swiping all the money from the till. A State Police detective called to tell me that he and his partner had the robbers holed up in an apartment in Fitchburg. They were set to burst in and grab them, but they needed someone in a State Police uniform to go first, so the robbers would know they were dealing with the cops. Could I help them out?

It can be scary to rip through a door not knowing what’s on the other side. But it’s a job; we’re trained for it. When doctors open you up for heart surgery, they don’t get the jumps. I’d have a shotgun—and surprise—on my side. Of course, they might, too.

“Sure,” I said. “No problem.”

I get pumped for something like that, all the same. The two detectives ripped open the door with a sledgehammer while I stood off to one side with my shotgun. As soon as the door was down, I charged inside. It’s all about speed, to get them before they can get you, but also to get them before they can dump the drugs down the toilet. The lead guy had been watching TV with his girlfriend. He sprang off the couch and dug under his pant leg for his knife, but he was too late. I had the tip of my shotgun up hard under his chin.

“Drop the knife,” I told him. “Do it!” It wouldn’t do him much good anyway. No point bringing a knife to a gunfight, right?

“Now put your hands up, or I’ll blow your head off.”

Staring down at the barrel of my gun, he didn’t have much choice, and his hands went up toward the ceiling.

Meanwhile, the detectives chased my guy’s partner up the stairs and I could hear them scrambling down the hall, the detectives’ shoes sounding heavy through the ceiling. Then silence, and then the detectives shouting, “Get the fuck out of there!”

The partner had tried to hide under a pile of dirty laundry.

That’s when it clicked in about the guy at the other end of my shotgun. Geroux! Fat, pimply guy—had to be one of the dumbest criminals ever. He simply could not stay out of prison. This was my third run-in with him, and the other two had gone just as badly for him.

Last time, I’d been in a Worcester toy store buying a Christmas present for my nephew when I noticed a guy wandering around the place like he was casing it. Next thing I knew, three guys came bursting in wearing Halloween masks. One of them had a shotgun, and he went right for the cash register. The other came around to me and demanded my wallet. I was afraid I’d left my badge in it. Now I was afraid that if the guy saw it, he’d freak out and shoot me. So I dropped the wallet onto the floor and kicked it down the aisle, hoping it would slide under one of the cases. No such luck.

The guy bent down, picked it up, and flipped it open. Then he looked at me.

No badge, thank God.

He failed to make me, but when he looked at me straight on, I made him. Because I had known him before that. From Walpole, where he’d been doing a three-year hitch for larceny. Fat, pimply Geroux. One more time.

There, in the toy store, he slid the cash out of my wallet—all I had was fifteen bucks—and shoved it into the front pocket of his jeans, and then he flipped my wallet back onto the floor. Then the robbers all scrammed. The cops caught him that night, of course. There were plenty of eyewitnesses, and it wasn’t hard to get a name. Geroux.

I testified against him. Back he went to Walpole.

Now, at the apartment in Fitchburg, I was staring at the very same Geroux, who had nearly killed me, and I pressed the tip of the shotgun against his neck a little tighter.

“Geroux, right?”

He seemed startled.

“Don’t you remember me?”

He looked blank.

“I remember you.” I didn’t say how, and he didn’t ask.

The two detectives handled the other guy, while I took Geroux to the Fitchburg PD in the back of my cruiser. I watched him in the rearview. He said nothing, just looked dead ahead, with about as unhappy a face as you’ll ever see.

“Aren’t you curious?”

“Curious what?”

“How I know you.”

“Fuck no.”

I told him anyway. First Walpole. Then that toy store.

“Shit,” he said.

Geroux. Some guys, they start to go off at the wrong angle, and then they just keep going.
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By the time Whitey got out in 1965, Boston was in the midst of another of the great gang wars that surged over the city every decade or two, dropping carnage in back alleys and abandoned cars. He’d missed the McLaughlins and McLeans, but this was another pair of rival Irish gangs called the Mullens and the Killeens, and they went at it like the Hatfields and the McCoys with machine guns. The battle had begun when a Mullen and a Killeen had gotten into a scrap at a Killeen bar in Southie called the Transit, and the Killeen ended up biting off the nose of the Mullen. The Mullens charged into the Transit to seek retribution. The Killeens expressed outrage at the disrespect, and all around the city, bodies got bullets in them.

By then, Bulger had thrown in with Donald Killeen, the South Boston bookie who served as the Killeen chieftain. Bulger was his bodyguard, watching Killeen’s back. In a flash of power, Whitey blasted Mullen’s ally Buddy Roache, brother of the future Boston police commissioner, not killing him, but paralyzing him for life, and, for good measure, he knocked off Donald McGonagle, although that one may have been in error, since McGonagle hadn’t taken sides in the conflict. The Mullens took revenge by popping a Killeen loyalist named O’Sullivan. And on it went. Move and countermove. Whitey was not touched.

Things were not going well for the Killeens, and Whitey blamed Donald, who may have seemed a little soft to run a war like that, and he’d left his organization overextended. And the Mullen group of Paul McGonagle and Patrick Nee kept squeezing and squeezing. To Whitey, the choice was to protect Donald Killeen or protect himself. That one was easy.

He threw Donald Killeen over, and, caught between the Italian mob he detested for its pomp and extravagance and the vengeful Mullens who wanted to kill him, he took the third course: he joined up with the oversized Howie Winter, who ran the Irish mob operation out of a garage on Somerville’s Winter Hill. Winter was friendly with the Mullens, but not to the point of joining their war with the Killeens. And they were friendly enough with him that they didn’t kill him.

Safely in the Winter Hill camp, Whitey knew better than to wait for Donald Killeen to send out someone to slaughter him. He struck first. Donald was attending his son’s fourth birthday party at his house in Southie when he received a phone call that sent him out to his car. A man with a machine gun was watching from a nearby stand of trees. When Killeen closed his car door, the man charged toward him, his machine gun leveled. Frantic, Killeen groped for the pistol under his seat, but too late. The gunman rammed the machine gun through the window and into his face and let loose fifteen bullets that nearly ripped Donald Killeen’s head off. No one doubts that it was Bulger.

Having made his statement, Whitey was the one to end the violence a few weeks later. He was waiting in his car with three other men when Donald’s youngest brother, Kenneth, came jogging by. It was Kenneth who’d bitten the nose off the Mullen at the Transit months back, starting the war. Now he’d be the one to end it.

Bulger rolled down the window. “Hey, Kenny!” he shouted. Kenneth turned and saw Whitey’s face looming up, and a gun leveled at him at eye height.

“It’s over,” Whitey snarled. “You’re out of business. No other warnings.”

And that was it. The Killeens just ... stopped. To fend off further attacks from Whitey, the cowed Killeens offered him control of the gang. With that opening, Whitey persuaded Winter to move into the vacuum with him, and the two rounded up some other Winter Hill heavyweights and went at the Mullens harder than the Killeens ever had. Whitey took out six of them in a single two-day spree, and he’d slaughtered a full dozen by 1975. When Whitey was done, the gang landscape had changed. Now there was Jerry Angiulo’s Mafia operation based in the North End, and Howie Winter’s Winter Hill gang in Somerville, and that was pretty much it. Except that inside Winter Hill, people were starting to listen to Whitey, not Howie. He’d branched out to take personal control of all the rackets in South Boston, and he was making inroads among the bookies in the North End, too. There was nothing that Winter could say about it, even though it was cutting into Winter’s revenue so bad that, at one point in the 1970s, he had to go to Angiulo for a loan. Then, scrambling to pay the interest, he started rigging horse races, which was not his game. It cost him. Acting on a tip, the feds arrested him for race-fixing in 1979. He was sent to prison with most of the Somerville crew, except for Whitey Bulger and Steve Flemmi. They were Winter Hill now. But everyone knew which of the two called the shots.


— CHAPTER 4 —

I was a trooper for four years altogether, and the work went well. I was a producer, so I was in on a lot of police action, arrests especially, which get you noticed.

After a while you develop a reputation, good or bad, and opportunities come with it. I was approached several times about joining the district attorney’s drug unit, but it would take something more for me to move to a different assignment. I liked the job I had.

That year, 1984, Colonel Canty asked Dave Mattioli, a sharp, young lieutenant in the State Police, to start up an Intelligence Unit to focus on organized crime. Mattioli was a real up-and-comer, smart and well liked, and when the colonel gave him that assignment, it meant the top brass was going to get behind it. The State Police already had an OC unit called Special Services commanded by Lieutenant Charlie Henderson, but it concentrated more on gaming than on more serious mob crimes. Mattioli’s unit would strike at the OC hierarchy, working with the FBI to do it. In fact, the unit was the FBI’s idea.

Dave told me all about it one night. I was out on patrol, and he got me by radio and asked me to meet him at a Friendly’s in Worcester. We were in a booth there when he laid it all out.

“So, would you be interested in joining it?” he asked me.

“Absolutely,” I told him. It was no decision at all. Working with Mattioli and with the FBI on serious stuff like the mob? Count me in.

Organized crime had always been a federal topic. The FBI had started hitting mobsters with its Top Hoodlum Program of 1953, and it had made a famous score in 1957, when it rounded up a slew of baffled mafiosi at what was supposed to be their top-secret gathering in Binghamton, New York. But the Bureau had been more preoccupied with headline targets like bank robbers and Communists, and it never went all that hard against syndicates, as they were known, until Hoover decided to make the syndicates a top priority during the Kennedy administration. One of the first mobsters he went after was Raymond Patriarca Sr., in Providence. Crawling with mobsters in those days, Providence was the Mafia headquarters for all of New England.

Still, the FBI didn’t have much luck against the mob until 1970, when Congress passed an antiracketeering act, RICO, that made it illegal to be in a mob at all. Since RICO is federal, only the feds can act on it, so they’d been doing the bulk of the OC work. But recently, some state police had started to move in on the OC action, seeing how much the mob was eating away at their cities.

Plus, the Intelligence Unit was designed to work closely with the FBI, following up on leads that the feds had been developing. They’d just had those indictments that hit hard at the leadership of the Italian mob, starting with Jerry Angiulo, and going pretty deep, after they bugged the mob’s headquarters on Prince Street in the North End.

A nervy FBI agent, Ed Quinn, arrested Angiulo at a North End restaurant. It was one of those moments the FBI loves to publicize, and it sure impressed me when I heard about it. After Quinn cuffed him, Angiulo was so sure the charges would never stick that he told the waiter at the restaurant to leave his pork chops on the table. He’d be back before they got cold. They must be icy now. At the time, I had to hand it to Quinn. That was a hell of an operation, and it is hard to tell the story without a chuckle.

In those days, I had nothing but admiration for J. Edgar Hoover and his G-men. I viewed them all as solid professionals—highly qualified and well trained and all the rest of it. They were the elite of our profession. And that wasn’t just a line. I really believed it. And if I had any doubt, all those skills were on full display in the Angiulo investigation. It was no easy thing to penetrate a secretive and deadly organization like La Cosa Nostra—the LCN—but the feds did, and they got a raft of indictments out of it. The whole idea was really exciting. I couldn’t wait.
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The FBI offices were up in the McCormack Building at that time, across the plaza from City Hall. From up there you can see up the Charles, and out to Boston Harbor. By contrast, Mattioli’s group would be working out of offices in suburban Framingham in a low-rise that looked out onto a parking lot. Jim Ring ran the FBI’s organized crime unit of the Boston office, the one we’d be allied with. The Boston office was a bigger deal than you’d think. It didn’t just run Boston, but all of New England. Hundreds of agents took their orders from the Boston office; many of them worked there in the McCormack Building, and the others spread out to branch offices throughout the six states.

Strangely enough, everybody seemed to have worked in Worcester. Not just Mattioli and Henderson, but Ring, too. He’d worked out of the FBI branch office there. I didn’t know him, but he knew Mattioli and Henderson. It seemed to me that this would help everybody get along, but it didn’t. For one thing, Henderson didn’t get along with Ring, and I soon realized that few people did.

It wasn’t until I spent some time with Ring myself that I got it. He smoked a pipe—a rarity in any office and unheard-of in law enforcement—and he liked to sit back in his chair, puffing out a cloud of pipe smoke, occasionally sending a little of it your way, as he went on and on about something that, often, didn’t have much to do with anything.

Ring chose Nick Gianturco to be his case agent, the one in charge of any investigation we did from the FBI side. I’d do that on the State Police side. So Nick and I were set up to work together, and to show how the Staties and the feds can get along. And we did that. We actually were friends, up to a point anyway. Nick talked with his hands and was full of laughter. A fun guy. Everybody liked him, and I did, too. And we opened up to each other a fair amount.

Still, it didn’t take long for me to figure out that, as much fun as he was, Nick set firm limits on any friendship. It would never go beyond his loyalty to the FBI even if the FBI was wrong. So I knew where I stood with Nick. His friendship was conditional.

When I got into organized crime investigations, it took me a while to see the big picture. Usually with homicides, when you have a dead body at your feet, the explanation is right there—somebody got mad, or greedy, and the gun came out. But with a mob hit, the explanation always lies somewhere else, often far away. It takes a while to figure out.

Also, one mob is not like another one. The Italian mob is night and day different from the Irish mob. The Mafia is like a little army, with military ranks like all that capo and consiglieri stuff they take very seriously. The Irish mob is more like a gang, one that doesn’t have much order beyond the fact that the toughest bastard in the group usually runs it.

When you look at it like that, it’s pretty clear, but it gets blurry at the borders, when you see Italians bringing the Irish in on something, and the Irish doing a favor for the Italians back, and both groups working together if the money is right. And there are times when someone from one mob gets wasted by someone from the other. That can be shrugged off or lead to total war, and it’s anyone’s guess which.

I wasn’t the only one having trouble figuring it out. In April 1986, a couple of years after I got into OC, President Reagan’s Commission on Organized Crime issued a book, “The Impact: Organized Crime Today,” that tried to lay out the basics. A presidential report, a big fat volume, all the experts—and they still got a lot of it wrong. For instance, the report had the McLaughlins as a major presence in Boston—when they hadn’t been seen in years. And the commission didn’t pay much attention to the bookmakers who were the basis for a lot of mob revenue.

But the report did provide a useful overview of the Irish mob, which can be hard to track because it’s so free-form. The commission indicated that, while the Irish mob was generally in retreat, it was growing in a few northeastern cities, including Boston. The report had “Howard Winter”—known to everyone as Howie—running the Irish mob out of an auto repair shop in Winter Hill, although Whitey was even then vying with him for supremacy.

The report also claimed that another of the three most powerful mobs was run by a man it identified as “James Bolger.” Bolger. Whitey, of course. Aside from the misspelling, the commission was smart to describe Whitey as on his own, free from Winter Hill. It was telling that, while Angiulo was Mafia and Winter was Winter Hill, Whitey was just Whitey, largely on his own, beholden only to himself, even if he was in with Steve Flemmi. But the names indicated how hard it can be to draw the line between the Irish and the Italians, since Flemmi was with the Irish, despite his Italian descent. (And he had been with the Mafia once, only to be lured away by Whitey.) The report failed to mention the territories in Boston where the different mobs actually operated. Winter Hill was based in Somerville, just over the Cambridge border, and drew its strength from there. Bulger had South Boston, as everybody knew, and his power extended out from there. And the Italians had the North End, a slice of the northern part of the original city, near the water.

In Boston, the Irish weren’t entirely independent of the Italians, however. They couldn’t afford to be. A bigger organization, with a broader reach, the Italians had the money, and the Irish had to use it to bankroll their heavy loan-sharking operation. So the Mafia was the Irish mob’s bank. The Irish borrowed the money at 1 to 2 percent a week, and turned around to shylock it out at 5 or 6 percent to people who had nowhere else to go. And Whitey worked with Winter Hill as necessary, too. The Winter Hill mob controlled the docks along the Boston waterfront and was tight with the Teamsters who operated down there. Anyone who wanted to bring anything onto or off the docks had to pay Howie’s people a hefty toll. If anyone wanted to run a business down there, the charge was steeper, a quarter of the profits. But Bulger and Flemmi policed that, and they took their share.

At this point, Angiulo had been arrested, his pork chops cooling, but the Mafia headquarters remained on Prince Street in the North End. That was a festive, light-filled part of downtown, long Italian to the core, but it was finally getting gentrified as ethnic barriers were coming down all over the city. Big as the city was, the Boston Mafia was still subservient to the boys in Providence, chiefly Raymond Patriarca’s son Ray Jr., a stubby guy who was the new godfather after his father’s death a few years back.

Given the Italians’ superior power, why did they put up with the Irish? Why not just wipe out the Irish and have all of Boston to themselves? When I asked Mattioli about that, he just smiled. “It’s because the Italians are scared shitless by the Irish, just like everybody else is,” he told me. “The Winter Hill mob may not be long on numbers, but they’re killers, Tommy.” One bullet, that’s all it takes for them to solve a problem. That was the idea. If they want you dead, order your casket.

When the Mafia wanted to take somebody out, it often subcontracted the job to Winter Hill, especially to a hit man named John Martorano for the most important jobs. He’d developed a reputation for being lethal and silent. When the Irish wanted to liquidate someone, they did it themselves.


— CHAPTER 5 —

For the first case in our joint effort with the FBI, the feds decided to go after Frank Oreto Sr., an edgy mafioso who’d done fifteen years for the gangland slaying of another Italian mobster, Joe Lanzi, back in 1967. Apparently, Lanzi needed to be taught a lesson. Now Oreto was out of prison and back with the mob like he’d never left, this time running a huge loan-sharking operation out of a nightclub called Fasads in Revere—a tough town along the water just past Logan Airport.
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“Tom Foley’s riveting account provides the missing piece to this epic saga,
the inside storythat only a true insider could tell.”
—DICK LEHR, COAUTHOR OF THE NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER BLACK MASS
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