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My Dad: Who came from Belfast Ireland in the 1920's. He was a proud member of the IRA as a gun runner for more than 60 years. He was a man who always stood in the background but was the man holding all the power. 

 

He was best friends with Ted Kennedy and Tip O’Neill. He never did one day of time in any jail or prison.


He and his brother Raymond helped Jimmy Hoffa build the strongest Union called “The Teamsters Union” and many other Unions across this Country.  The McKay name still lives on through many of the Unions which are still alive in the country as of today. 

 

What I have learned from my dad was: 

No matter what you become in life, Be the very best at what you do and don’t ever be sorry for anything you ever did in your life. You are what you are, and 

 

Never let other people see your weaknesses. I always lived by what he told me. 

 

My Mom: Mary J. Walsh ~ She came over from Ireland with her Best Friend. 

 

Both knew my dad. Both had eight kids each from my dad. She died at age 83. 

 

I Pulled the plug on her. Somehow, I felt at peace in doing this.

 

                                                            

 

 

 

 

                        Quote’s

 

 

 

"Of all the animals, man is the only one that is cruel. He is the only one who inflicts pain for the pleasure of doing it." ~  Mark Twain

 

 

           “Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.”

                            Sun-Tzu (~400BC) Chinese General & Military Strategist

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                     Introduction

 

 

Cody was twelve years old, growing up in an all-Irish Dorchester neighborhood, within the inner Cities of Boston. He lived in the ghetto and learned at an early age about real life. Not only was Cody exposed to the streets and crimes that existed within this city, but he also learned the real meaning of “Life on the Streets.” Cody wanted one thing, he wanted to succeed and strived to get there. 

 

Most Kids in the ghetto had three choices in life, to become either a priest, a cop, or a criminal. Cody chose the latter of the three because he loved the streets. It was in his blood at an early age by running wild on the streets of Boston. With no stable family life, he chose to become part of the street society. He roamed day and night. He hated just about everyone and never trusted a single soul. He didn’t like going. 

to school. Cody felt school could never teach him what he wanted to know or what he wanted to become. Only the streets could. Cody was a Psychopathic individual.

 

Cody came from a family of eight and each of them had to fend for themselves. They were poor. He was the second youngest child, brought up with a father whom he only met once a Month. His Dad gave him spare change from his pockets. This was all Cody remembered of him. Cody loved his mom but was never around her because he feared he would bring more trouble to his Family like his older brothers did.

 

At age ten he saw his first dead person and Cody knew the guy. He was the neighborhood drunk, who was happy each day and slept on the streets every night. 

 

One morning Cody came downstairs for school, and the wino was lying in a pool of blood with his throat cut ear to ear, and the knife that was used was rammed through the deceased’s right eye. Cody never forgot what he had seen. He stood there for five minutes or so and wondered if the wino was ever going to get up. He wondered why someone would do this to him. He was a happy guy who had nothing and did no harm to anyone. 

 

But then … Cody thought to himself, this is the place he lived in, and this is how life was, so he went on to school, and never spoke about it to anyone. Cody had everything he needed around him. He learned from everybody he associated with.

 

From tough kids on the street corners, and from the gangsters who ran each section of Boston. 

 

Cody aspired to become a juvenile delinquent and succeeded at an early age. As did the kid’s Cody hung around with. At that point Cody’s future was carved out for him as he knew it. The people that knew Cody would never forget him. 

 

The cops, prison officials, prison Inmates, judges, attorneys, District Attorney’s, and some politicians.

 

Cody soon climbed the ranks and was convicted of second-degree murder and at seventeen years of age he would be spending his life behind prison walls. He quickly made a reputation for himself within prison society. He took over and ran one of the toughest Prisons in Massachusetts and at that time, it was known to be the worst in the country. 

 

 

Cody escaped twice, while serving his life sentence for murder and one time even climbed over a thirty-foot prison wall to be free once again, not one guard tower seen him, and his two partners go over that big wall on a bright Sunday morning.

 

Cody was classified at age thirteen by the Department of Youth Services social workers as a Sociopath. Other inmates learned very quickly to stay out of his way because of how he gained his rapid rise to power, and Cody himself was evaluated once again by Prison Officials with sociopath behavior. He felt no guilt or remorse. He lacked all and any empathy for others. Cody was placed within one of the most dangerous prisons in the country. This was their biggest mistake. 

 

Once again from the prison psychologist he labeled Cody with a disorder. When Cody first went into the prison. Cody was this charming young inmate that always wore a smile on his face. He was amongst the most dangerous and deadliest criminals in the state of Massachusetts.


After Cody learned how the prison system was run. Cody was that quiet young kid who listened to everyone’s stories with a calming soft smile. Then remembered everything about each person he had spoken with, in the prison system. Cody never spoke much.  He was mostly a listener. Being a sociopath, he was very smart and had a very good IQ. 

 

Not only did Cody grow to power but was feared by most of the inmate population who had to abide by his rules in this maximum-security hell hole. 

 

Prison was just the beginning of life for Cody. He adjusted over time, he helped form, and helped recruit many younger inmates as execution squad’s members within the prison system. Then took full control over all drugs, booking and extortion and took corruption to a much higher level, using extreme measures.

After serving more than fifteen years, within the correction system; learn how this young man “Beat the System.”  Not only did he walk out of prison with a life sentence over his head, but due to the paths he crossed, and the power he obtained; his Life Parole was eliminated like it never existed. 

 

In prison he and his friends were charged with several murders and running executions squads, while serving their time. Cody was charged but never convicted of any of those murders. He did, however, receive more time which was added onto his original life sentence. This was after his two prison escapes, but somehow the sentences he received were erased like they never existed at all.  

 

Now he is free and living somewhere in this Country:

Is he just your average person coming and going as he pleases? 

Is he free to roam and do whatever he wants?

However, after being exposed and involved within the worst kind of corruption at the highest levels. Find out how it all happened.  This story has never been revealed until today. 

 

Find out what went through Cody’s mind and try to understand how Cody looked at life Forty years later; Is he one of your neighbors? A co-worker? Or an ordinary church going Family man? He also could be your everyday run of the mill nice guy, who will let you pass in front of his car. Having a smile on his face and giving you a friendly nod. Then run you the fuck over. 

 

Is he real, could this story be real? Could someone make up such a fictitious story about such a Person? If so, what does this person do in the future with all that hate he could never get rid of? 

Find out in this book and you will be shocked as you live Cody’s life from the streets to prison and back to the streets again. Cody was the only one who beat the system.

Everything that really happens within this book and this character Cody is 65% true. There are very powerful people out there and families who do not want this ever in the Book Market.

                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                             Chapter One

 

 

 

Boston in 1970 was always known as the city of corruption and the birth of gangsters back in the days, some of the very best came out of Boston, from the famous known names mobsters who ran South Boston (Southie) and who had most law Enforcement officials in their pockets. 

 

From the other Irish guys called the Winter Hill gang, who ran everything on the east Coast. Over in the North End the Italians ran the north side of town. It was never any secret who ran what, and in what section. It was all about who you knew, and what you had on that person, all these tough guys and big gangsters always had something on someone or someone in their pocket, but I’ll tell you something. Ninety-five percent of all gangsters were ‘Informants’ They would always give up somebody or something to feed the Cops or the Feds just to keep everyone happy, or just to have that favor owed to them for their future. 

 

If someone informed on any of them, they would have them killed, and have their bodies dumped over in the Charles River. There are many guns and dead bodies over in the Charles’ River. I remember when they wanted to drain it, because they were building another tunnel to cross over into Logan Airport. They placed that idea on the back burner for the time being. Powerful people never wanted it to be drained, and they put a stop to it.

 

Cody used to watch these wise guys very closely and watched their actions on how they all worked. They were smart in a lot of ways. They had nothing else to do each day except plan crimes and think of how they would get away with it. 

 

They used everybody in the crime world for control and power. Cody thought it was great, and so easy to do, because everybody wanted fast money. They would set up scores, then send people out to steal for them. These guys doing all the stealing, would bring all the items back to their bosses. Then get paid whatever from these wise guys wanted to pay them. 

 

There was no room for any negotiations, even though they took all the risk. These Wise guys were like pimps, and everybody where their whore’s.  Cody thought it was funny, all those followers, and all they did was kiss ass, and just wanted to fit in with them. Cody would also laugh when these cops would show up all the time for their money every week. Then he would think about when those same cops would arrest people he knew. That’s when he understood how all these gangsters worked. 

 

The gangsters always watched the kids who lived in their own back yard, meaning the neighborhoods they ran, any kid who was trouble, they wanted to recruit. 

 

With Cody’s luck he and Mikey Flaherty were the most wanted kids around by the gangsters at an early age. Cody stole anything that he could put in his pockets or drive away with that he could sell for money. The gangsters had one rule, never pull any crime in your own back yard. If you pulled all and any crime, it had to be out of the neighborhood you lived in. Cody and Mikey were both from Dorchester and made their own friends by getting arrested and placed in DYS (Department of Youth Services). They met other kids from Charlestown (the Townie’s), Mission Hill, Hyde Park, Reedville, Cambridge, and Southie (South Boston). 

 

 

Cody and Mikey would remember all these kids over in South Boston getting tattoo Dot in between the thumb and index finger, which represented a large gang over there, call the saints. They were offered to join, but they turned them down. Because they never wanted to be used by those gangsters and be told what to do. These gangs over there still exist to this day, and all are followed by other generations of families.

 

Cody and all his young associates never respected gangsters and Mob figures. They were two kids who didn’t believe nor trust any of these so-called gangsters.  But at the same time, everyone knew they had to accept that was the way of life on the streets in Boston and the neighborhoods the gangsters each ran. Cody and his friends didn’t want to get killed by these guys. 

 

Cody and his friends stole cars and striped them down, they would go to Roxbury to sell the parts to all the black people back in those days. 

 

Cody and his friends then would drive out to the Suburbs of Boston and break into houses and sell the stuff to the gangsters. Just to keep some of them happy. Cody had been to the Department of Youth Services many times as a juvenile.  It was like a second home to him. He never minded it. It was like a meeting house for him and all his friends to gather and get a break from the streets, they all got three meals and bed, and were always released within one to three months from the Court system.

 

It was like a vacation on the states money and the best part was each time Cody got released, he had the same probation officer each time, they became very good friends over time and Cody found out he had a cocaine habit, Cody started supplying Dave for his habit, and they formed a close relationship and stayed that way for a very long time.

 

One day Cody and Mikey had to go to Dorchester Court from the DYS for stolen car charges, and the DYS did not want to transport him and his partner Mikey. You see.  Mikey was a runner, and when he ran, people had a hard time catching him. So, they sent these two State Troopers to get each of them. Troopers Chase and Callahan showed up to take them to court one day. They took them each outside and Trooper Chase opened his trunk and took Mikey and put him in the trunk. Then told Mikey; you’re not running on me! 

 

Then put Cody in the back seat of the car all the way to Court House. Mikey was pissed. Only because he was planning to run that day and be free.  It was a good laugh for years to come. 

 

Everyone knew Trooper Mark Chase, a rookie back in the days of the Seventies, he grew up in Dorchester but people on the streets knew he was a fair guy, and he never forgot where he came from. Cody came to know Trooper Chase when he was working the Mass Pike one night and he pulled their car over with three other kids riding inside. Cody was sitting in the back seat. 

 

After pulling each of them out of the car he started his search. Trooper Chase found a starter pistol on Cody and about eighteen keys on his key ring. He could not figure out why he had so many keys, but Cody knew that they belonged to stores throughout the inner City of Boston that his friends had worked in. They would get the front or back door keys and make copies so Cody and his friends could go back and just unlock the doors and take anything they wanted and lock it up when they were done. 

 

Trooper Chase refused to give Cody back his starter pistol which only fired blanks; you could buy these pistols at many stores in Boston for fewer than twenty bucks. Cody used the pistol just for show and knew he never could be arrested for having it. 

Troopers Chase then told Cody, if you want this, pick it up at the State Police Barracks, then tossed Cody his keys and told them all to move on and to have a great night.

 

Cody was happy about getting the keys back but was angry about Trooper Chase taking his starter’s pistol. After pondering over it for a few hours, it was about 2:00am in the morning, Cody woke his partner Mikey, then asked him for a ride up to the barracks to get his pistol back, his other friends who were staying their started laughing, and thought Cody was crazy and told him to go buy another one in the morning, Cody looked at them and yelled out stating; Trooper Chase 

had no right to take it, and it was the principle of the matter, and he wanted it back right now. 

 

Mikey yelled back to Cody; ok let’s get this out of your system, so I can get some sleep tonight. Then told Cody; sometimes he never understood how he thought!

 

Cody arrived at the police barracks, walked in, and saw this big Trooper behind the desk, and as boldly as could be, walked up to the desk and yelled out; are you in charge here? Looking at his name tag, which read, Sgt. Stone. Then before Trooper Stone could say anything, Cody Then demanded his Starter pistol Trooper Chase took from him. 

 

Sgt. Stone couldn’t believe that Cody, a five-foot nothing kid, weighing 130lbs had that kind of balls to walk into a State Police barracks demanding anything. Sgt. Stone jumped over the counter and grabbed Cody picking him up with one hand, then threw him face first into the front doors, and took him outside and asked him if he was playing with a full deck? Then told Cody and his friend to get a move on or they would regret it.

 

Cody jumped into the car and slammed the door cursing every word he knew. Mikey smiled and looked over at him, then asked; how did you make out partner? Cody said, just drive and don’t say a word to me. Mikey was laughing so hard telling Cody. Your feet weren’t even touching the ground when that Trooper was carrying you through those doors. He got Cody to smile, and Cody then said, yea, he was a big bastard, and when he jumped over the counter at me, I thought he was going to kick my ass.

 

That gave the Troopers something to think about for their first encounter of meeting      Cody. A few weeks later Cody saw Trooper Mark Chase in his police car parked up        in Mattapan outside a hot dog stand named Simpco’s. He was rolling a joint in his       cruiser with a beer between his legs. Cody snuck up on him and banged on the               cruiser door and said Hey, what’s up.

 

Trooper Chase, he jumped, and the pot flew everywhere. Cody scared him.  Trooper Chase rolls down the window of his car and yells out, what the hell Cody; that was my last joint. Cody just started laughing and he said, relax, here’s some more, and threw him a few dime bags. Trooper Chase started laughing and shaking his head as he started rolling again. Telling Cody, he had big balls going up and trying to retrieve his starter’s pistol back from the state police barracks.

 

Trooper Chase told him he was the talk of that barracks; they both smoked a couple of joints and laughed and talked about things. Trooper Chase was about nine years older than Cody and grew up in the same neighborhood as Cody did and knew his family. Little did each of them know at that time that they would meet again twenty years later and form a bond which is still intact to 

this day.

 

Over the past couple of years, Cody was doing all kinds of small stuff, stealing cars dealing drugs, store robberies and breaking into houses. Yet somehow it just was not enough for either of them, it was like; they were on this high and wanted to get higher. Then at the same time for Cody it was all fun and games for him and his friends. 

 

Sometimes just for fun they would grab a stolen car and remove the brake lights, and then look for cops on some motorcycles. Then, they would get them to chase their car, and just when they got close enough. Cody would hit the brakes, either one or both would fly over the car or wipe out, and Cody and his partner would take off laughing, this was the mindset of Cody and his friends.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

            

 

 

 

            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                 Chapter Two

 

 

 

One day Cody had received a phone call from his probation officer Dave, Cody asked him what he needed, Dave sounded like he was in a panic, he told Cody needed to meet with him right away. Cody thought he just needed some cocaine, so they agreed to meet in downtown Boston near the train station. They met, and Cody jumped into his car his probation office Dave, asked Cody if he could get a hold of a couple of guns? Then also asked if Cody wouldn’t mind taking a ride up to 

New York and help him take care of a personal matter.

 

Cody had to take a couple of steps back in his head and wonder what the hell was up here? I was quiet for a moment and Cody said to Dave, you know I can get guns, but why do you want to take me on a six-hour trip to New York? Dave explained to Cody that his sister was missing for the past three months, and a friend of his who worked for the FBI informed him that his 


Sister was up in New York. She was being drugged up and pimped-out by some guy up there in the city. He wanted to find this pimp and bring his sister home.


Cody knew him and Dave was getting close, and Dave let him do anything he wanted, but this blew Cody’s mind away. Dave promised Cody he would cover everything up if there was a problem or if something happened. Then told Cody, if this pimp had to get shot, then so be it. Cody figured what the hell, why not; this can only work out for him down the road no matter what happens. 

 

So, they drove over, and Cody grabbed a 22 eight-shot pistol and his favorite, a double barrow sawed off shotgun, which he carried inside of a hammer holster, nobody could ever see it in the wintertime under his long black coat. Cody was always told, if you shoot someone, use a 22 or a shotgun, a 22 will bounce off the bones inside their body and will leave no mess, and a shotgun will drop them quickly and leave a big mess, Cody lived by what he learned on the streets and when he carried a gun, he will carry these two guns for whatever choice he had to 

make at that time.

 

 Cody always like guns, he not only liked the power it gave him, but at fifteen years of   age he just could not wait to kill someone and watch them die. He just had so much    hate built up, he knew it would only be a matter of time before someone would get shot or killed by him. 


After sitting beside Dave on a six-hour trip to New York, he was hoping to unload some of his anger and get this feeling out of his system. As they drove, Dave explained to Cody his plan on how to get his sister in room 714 in a Manhattan hotel. 

 

He wanted this pimp shot if he became a problem. Cody told Dave that would be no problem at all. Then joked; if they ever got caught doing this, it would not look good on Dave’ future resume. Dave laughed. They arrived in New York, and it was snowing and cold as a mother. Dave pulls outside this Manhattan hotel. Cody’s job was to walk into the hotel and inform the guy at the desk, his dad was up in the office, and he had to meet him. Cody having that baby face that he did, the guy walked Cody over to the elevators, then told him to ride up to tenth floor. 

 

Cody stepped into the elevator and pushed the button for the tenth floor knowing he had to get off on the seventh floor and find room 714.

He rides up to the tenth floor just   in case they are watching the light buttons from the lobby floor. He got to the tenth floor, then hit the button down to the seventh and walked off and started looking for lucky room number 714. 

 

He finds the room and stands outside of the door, his heart is beating fast, he is trying to look into the door eye hole, he can’t see anybody moving around in the room, then he knocks on the door then he waits. With his shotgun aiming at the doorknob level, for when it opens. Cody decided he is just going to shoot this pimp once he opens the door. Then if the girl was in there, he would grab her, and bring her down to Dave.

 

 In Cody’s mind he was brought here to kill this guy, he liked this idea because he was given permission by someone in authority. It’s quiet and he knocks harder on the door again. Then realize nobody is in the room. Cody returns down to the car and informs Dave nobody was in the room. Then they waited outside in the car for hours hoping to see his sister, but she never showed up there at the hotel. 

 

They then drove around to a few bars and had a few drinks; Dave then decides to drive asking people on the streets if they knew where this pimp named Mule hung out? Everyone knew that each pimp had their own territory. Back then, there were just so many pimps in New York City. 

 

Dave and Cody knew they were chasing a dead end and knew New York was too big for the two of them. So, Dave calls it off; Dave had the one and only lead to find his sister, and knew it wasn’t to be that day. They then headed back home to Massachusetts. 



They talked on the way home; Dave wanted his sister back badly but they both knew it was looking for a needle in a haystack. But one thing happened that day. Cody knew Dave belonged to him; he owed Cody big time for this favor. Cody knew whatever he needed from Dave from that point on; Dave would be there for him.

 

Cody thought to himself, why did this guy come to him? He must have seen something     in Cody, other than trust. He had to know Cody would have no problem shooting someone at all. A couple of weeks later Dave found out his sister was found dead in New York from a drug overdose, and they each never spoke about it again.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

Cody’s Brother Raymond was living in Minnesota and asked Cody if he would like to come up for a visit? Cody thought about it and figured out what the hell, why not. It will keep him out of trouble for a while and it was like going on a vacation. He packed up one bag of clothes. One gun and took a very long bus ride up to Minnesota. It took about three days to get there; His Brother ran an apartment complex with thirty rooms. 

 

He and his wife lived there for free and got paid for it. Raymond did his stuff when he was younger back in Boston, but was smart moving up north, just to try and get a fresh start. It worked out well for him. He got married and had a few kids.

 

Cody arrived in Minnesota. Raymond placed his younger brother up in his own room and told Cody he could stay here as long as he wanted, and he would pay him to help him out around the complex. Cody knew his older brother was just trying to get him away from all the shit back in Boston, Cody knew this was not the way he wanted to live. After running around in that area Cody started meeting new people, and it would not be long before Cody hooked up with others, In his own element.

 

He soon met Emmit, a funny kid his age. He was born and raised in the hills of Oklahoma, he liked the fast life and he and Cody got along fine and started hanging out together. They both had the same things in common; they loved to steal cars and make money the fast way. Emmit was telling Cody he knew a way to make some fast money and have some fun at the same time. 

He told Cody if they drove stolen cars from Minnesota and took them down to Oklahoma they could get paid by his uncle and ride back up here with another car, then get paid again by these guys up there in Minnesota. 

Cody could not say no to that. Hell, he would have done it just for free, but the money was always nice. They both started with one car and took turns driving a very nice 1968 GTO, it took them about two days for them to arrive in Oklahoma, they received their money for the car and hung at Emmit’s cousins’ house for a few days. 

Cody had one big problem in Oklahoma in the 1970’s. They didn’t sell any hard liquor     there at all. The supermarket was allowed to sell only beer, and it was beer Cody never heard of. 

People in this town had plenty of Pot, hash, and any drug you could think of, but no whiskey, rum, gin, nothing; Cody needed his drinks, and couldn’t wait to get the hell out of there and never return to Oklahoma for all the money in the world.

 

 Emmit’s uncle told Cody if they wanted the hard stuff, they would have to ride up into      the woods to get moonshine, and it was a drive up in the hills. Cody told Emmit; I’m a city boy, and he was not going up there in hillbilly Country and got hog tied and screwed by those Hicks. 

 

They all laughed, and Emmit and Cody grabbed another car, and they drove out of that backward State the next day. Little did Cody know that the uncle was being staked out by the feds. They followed Cody and Emmit all the way back to Minnesota after they stole another car. They drove it all the way back to Minnesota. Once they arrived, the feds then busted everyone and charged them with transportation of stolen        cars across state lines, which was a federal offense!

As luck would have it, Cody was only 15 years of age and still a juvenile. He used his one phone call, to call his friend Dave, his old probation officer.

 

Dave hooked him up and had an arrest warrant issued for Cody for violation of probation. By doing
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