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DEDICATION

In memory of Teresa Stanley





EPIGRAPH

First we feel. Then we fall.

—James Joyce, Finnegans Wake





INTRODUCTION

HE STROLLED INTO the café, an unassuming man with little indication that he had lived a life so far outside the norm as to be extraordinary. At age eighty-one, he still had a full, healthy mane of hair, though it was now completely white. He moved slowly but held his head high, and in the right light his blue eyes shined as bright as they had forty-six years ago when his life was first plunged into darkness. These days, he did not wish to be viewed as an aberration. He was a knockaround guy from the neighborhood, which is all he ever wanted to be. Back in the day, he was a handyman by trade, someone who helped people out for a modest sum. He did what he could to support his wife and four kids, until he got roped into one of the most outrageous miscarriages of justice in the history of the United States.

The man extended his hand. “Hi,” he said. “I’m Joe Salvati.”

We were standing in a café on Hanover Street, the central commercial street in Boston’s North End, one of the last authentic Italian American neighborhoods in the country. Joseph Salvati was born here in 1933 and lived in the neighborhood most of his life—except for those years he was locked away deep within the belly of the beast.

I shook the hand of Joe Salvati. “I’ve been wanting to meet you for a long time,” I said.

Salvati smiled a bit. He realized that he had gained a degree of notoriety in his golden years. It’s nice to have a legacy, he figured, though he would rather be known as a good husband and father than as a man who got monumentally screwed by the U.S. Department of Justice (DOJ).

We had arrived in Café Pompeii, a venerable grappa and espresso joint on Hanover Street. We were there so that I might interview Joe Salvati about his life. Also, I wanted to ask him some questions about James “Whitey” Bulger.

It was late July 2013. The trial of Whitey Bulger—notorious gangster; longtime fugitive from the law; indicted on thirty-two counts of racketeering, including nineteen murders—had been ongoing in Boston for several weeks. I had been attending the trial on a daily basis and had not missed a moment of public testimony or in-court legal discussions among the various prosecutors, defense lawyers, and the judge. The trial was a major media event in the city and the nation based on Bulger’s infamy as the last of a certain type of old-school gangster, with a criminal lineage that stretched back at least to the 1950s.

After we sat down and ordered some espresso, I said to Salvati, “I’ve noticed something about the Bulger trial.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Every time your name comes up, the prosecutors immediately raise an objection.”

Again, Joe smiled—not a smile of mirth; it was a knowing smile, tinged with regret. “That’s because when my name comes up, they know they’re gonna have to talk about Barboza. And they don’t wanna talk about Barboza.”

Joseph “Animal” Barboza, a renowned mob hit man from the 1960s, was the man responsible for Salvati being sent away to prison many decades ago. At a Massachusetts state trial in September 1967, Joe Barboza, testifying on behalf of the U.S. government, fingered Salvati and three other men for a murder they did not commit. He did so with the acquiescence of many people in the criminal justice system, including field agents, prosecutors, and supervisors—all the way up to J. Edgar Hoover, director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI), who signed off on the framing of Joe Salvati. These men were more concerned with protecting the informant status of Barboza, who was being used as a federal witness against the Mafia in New England, than they were in safeguarding the civil liberties of four “nobodies” whom they knew were being wrongfully convicted.

All these years later, the web of duplicity that led to Joe Salvati serving thirty years in a maximum-security prison for a crime he didn’t commit is still difficult to fathom. But it happened. Joe Salvati knows it happened, because he had to live it.

“At the time,” he said, “it was the nightmare that wouldn’t end.”

Salvati speaks with a gravelly voice from another era, something out of the 1950s or 1960s, when he went away to prison. In fact, he sounds exactly like what he is: a street guy who was locked away decades ago and then abruptly released into the modern world with little preparation.

During the early weeks of the Bulger trial, the story of Joe Salvati’s ordeal hung over the proceedings like a veil of smoke that lingers long after a conflagration has been brought under control. The grounds upon which the prosecutors objected each time Salvati’s name was mentioned usually had something to do with “relevance.” The prosecutors wanted to establish that the story of Salvati being framed by Barboza and many co-conspirators in the criminal justice system had no business being discussed at the trial of Whitey Bulger. It was ancient history, they contended, an admittedly shameful episode in the annals of justice in New England that had been rectified many years ago.

The prosecutors wanted it to appear as if what happened to Joe Salvati had nothing to do with Whitey Bulger.

Salvati had been victimized by Barboza and Barboza’s handlers in the U.S. government. Afterward, some of Barboza’s handlers in the FBI would go on to become the handlers of Whitey Bulger, who, like the Animal, was protected by the FBI and the U.S. attorney’s office in New England. As a confidential informant, or CI, Bulger was the government’s supposed secret weapon in the war against the Mafia, just as Barboza had been for a previous generation of agents and prosecutors. To allow the story of Joe Salvati to be told in court at the Bulger trial would directly link successive generations of corruption spanning half a century. It would suggest that perhaps the entire criminal justice system was a grand illusion; a shell game presided over by petty bureaucrats more concerned with promoting their careers and protecting their own asses than anything else. It would suggest that maybe the story of Whitey Bulger wasn’t really even about Whitey Bulger; maybe it was more about the venal system of justice that had created Whitey, given him his power, and made it possible for Bulger to wreak havoc in Boston for twenty years.

I asked Joe, “How many reporters have come to interview you since Bulger was pinched?”

“Not many,” he answered.

“How many since the trial got under way?”

“None.”

Apparently, the local media didn’t want to hear from Joe Salvati, either. Anything that Joe might have to say was a distraction from the main event, which had to do with burning Whitey Bulger at the stake. To ask questions about how Bulger came into being, to explore the historical antecedents that made Bulger possible, was considered to be doing the work of the defense lawyers. To the U.S. government and the media, it was all about Whitey, not about the universe that created Whitey.

At the trial of Whitey Bulger, there was no room for the big picture. There was no room for the story of Joe Salvati and how his ordeal, which began in 1967, had planted the seed for all that came later.

I asked Salvati, “What do you remember about the day you were arrested—anything?”

He said, “I remember everything from the day I was arrested till the day I come home.”

I was skeptical: thirty years is a long time. “Tell me about it,” I said.

It happened a block away from where we were sitting, at the corner of Hanover and Prince streets. “I was waiting for a guy to pick me up,” said Salvati. “He’d bought a saloon on Washington Street; we were gonna go buy some stools for the bar. He was five or ten minutes late, so I told a kid there, ‘If he comes, I’ll be over at B.G.’s. I wanna bet a horse.’”

B.G. was a local bookie, and Salvati liked to bet the ponies. In fact, he placed so many bets that some people called him “Joe the Horse.” Most everyone in the North End knew Joe Salvati was a hardworking guy; sometimes he unloaded fish down at the pier, or meat at the meat market. Sometimes he worked late as a doorman. In the North End, people knew who were the wiseguys and who were not; Joe Salvati was not a wiseguy, he was a citizen.

Sipping his afternoon espresso at Café Pompeii, Joe remembered it as if it were yesterday. “So I’m over there at B.G.’s,” he said. “I bet a horse for twenty dollars. I go back to the corner, and I’m trying to get the race on the radio, because it was from a track in New Hampshire. When it started, I called to B.G., ‘Hey, don’t take no more bets. The race is off.’ I turn around and I seen them coming, the cops. There must have been sixty of them. They were lined up and down the street.

“So I’m listening to the radio, and I win the race. I’m happy about that. Then the sergeant comes up.”

Salvati knew the sergeant—Frank Walsh, head of an organized crime task force.

“He said to me, ‘Joe, can I talk to you?’ I said, ‘Yeah, Frank, what’s up?’ He said, ‘You may want to sit down for this. . . . I got a warrant with your name on it.’ I said, ‘A warrant for what?’ He said, ‘Murder.’

“Now, I knew Walsh, and he was always fucking with me, telling me who I shouldn’t be hanging around with. So I says, ‘Come on. Stop fucking with me. Murder! What murder?’ He says the name Teddy Deegan. I says, ‘Who the fuck is Teddy Deegan?’”

Walsh explained a bit about the murder charge. He didn’t have to; it was a courtesy to Salvati, two guys chewing the fat. Then he mentioned that the case against Joe was based entirely on one person: Barboza.

“I had to sit down; I could hardly breathe. Walsh says, ‘Go ahead, read the thing [the warrant].’ I said, ‘Read it? I can’t even see it.’ I was gasping. I was in fucking shock. Now, I’m looking at the thing. We’re at the front door of B.G.’s. I’m looking out, thinking maybe I’m gonna run. Walsh read my mind, he says, ‘Joe, don’t even think about it. Don’t try it.’

“I said to myself, Jesus, let me get my composure. I think I had a dollar and twelve cents in my pocket, because I just bet my last twenty dollars on the horse.

“I said to the sergeant, ‘It’s all a fuckin’ lie. God only knows what they promised that fuckin’ Barboza.’

“They locked me up, put me in station one. From there I went to Chelsea. They booked me in Chelsea, because that’s where the murder was. From then on, the nightmare started.”

The murder for which Salvati was being charged had occurred two years earlier. Salvati had no alibi because he had no idea where he had been on an anonymous night two years earlier. Probably home with his wife and kids. As the trial date approached, Salvati was certain the case would fall apart. First of all, he was innocent. Second, who would believe Joe Barboza?

Salvati knew all too well who Barboza was; back in 1965, Salvati had borrowed money from a friend named Tash, and this led him into the orbit of the Animal. “Tash was the nicest guy in the world; too nice to be a shylock,” said Salvati. “I borrowed two hundred from him. Then, about a month later, I came back to borrow two hundred more. Tash said, ‘I’ll give you the money, but I’m with Barboza now.’

Barboza was a known hoodlum, a former professional boxer who had become a hit man for the New England Mafia. With his oversize head, dead eyes, and menacing demeanor, his name struck fear in the hearts of many in Boston. But Joe Salvati wasn’t scared. He had boxed a little bit himself as a youngster and been around so-called tough guys his entire life. “I said to Tash, ‘Okay, well, give me the money or not. I don’t care who you’re with.’ He said, ‘Yeah, but Barboza has to okay it.’”

Barboza was sitting in a nearby car, dressed in black, wearing dark sunglasses.

“So Tash went over there, spoke to Barboza. ‘Bring him over here, I wanna talk to him,’ said Barboza, meaning me. So I went over to the car. Barboza’s looking at me, giving me the eye. He said, ‘You want to borrow two hundred more?’ I said, ‘Yeah.’ He told Tash, ‘Give it to him.’ Then he said to me, ‘I hope you don’t pay.’ I looked at him. I’d fight him in a minute; he didn’t scare me. . . . Well, that was it. Bad blood between us. That’s how it all started.”

Six months after being arrested by Sergeant Walsh on Hanover Street, Salvati went to trial. He was in a daze. He couldn’t believe that he was going on trial, much less that he could be convicted. He was certain the whole case would be exposed as a fraud.

At first, Joe figured it was all being engineered by Barboza. It never crossed his mind that agents or prosecutors could be in on it. And then the trial began. Salvati went on trial for murder, along with five other defendants. Two of the men had been involved in the killing of small-time hood Teddy Deegan, but four of them—including Joe—were completely innocent of the crime. “From the beginning, it didn’t look good,” said Salvati. “The prosecutors were too confident, laughing and smiling like they already knew the outcome. And each day the courtroom was loaded with feds, FBI agents, sitting in the gallery. You think a third-base coach has hand signals; you should have seen those agents giving hand signals to Barboza when he was on the witness stand.”

The trial lasted fifty days. All six defendants were found guilty as charged. On the day of sentencing, the judge told the first four defendants, “You are sentenced to die in the electric chair.” The judge taunted the defendants, undulating his hands to illustrate the chair’s 2,000-volt current, adding, “On the designated date, the electricity will run through your body until death.”

Joe Salvati and another defendant came next. They had been found guilty as accessories to the murder of Deegan. Said the judge, “You are sentenced to Walpole prison for the rest of your natural life, without possibility of parole.”1

Salvati was thirty-five years old.

“I still thought I was going to get out of there. The case was a joke. Barboza was their only witness. Everybody knew I was innocent.”

His wife and young daughters came to visit him at the state prison in Walpole. “My kids couldn’t really grasp what had happened. My daughter said to me, ‘Daddy, what’s the electric chair?’ I said, ‘What do you mean, what’s an electric chair?’ She says, ‘The girls at school, the other kids, they say they’re going to give you the electric chair.’ My heart sank. I said, ‘No, honey. Daddy’s not getting the electric chair.’”

Decades later, at the café on Hanover Street, Salvati relates these memories from a great distance. He’s been out of prison for sixteen years and told these stories before. But when I say to him about his daughter’s question, “That must have broken your heart,” the emotion comes rushing back. “I cried for two days,” he said. And then he begins crying right there, an octogenarian who has never gotten over the grief of having seen the fear and confusion in the eyes of his family. He was and still is a broken man—broken in ways that can never be fully reversed.

Salvati tried to appeal the conviction. Barboza went on to testify the following year in a much bigger trial, a racketeering case against the boss of the New England Mafia. It resulted in the biggest conviction ever in the federal government’s widely proclaimed war on organized crime. Decades later, it would be revealed that that case also was based on fraudulent testimony by Barboza, who would eventually be exposed as an inveterate liar and finally, in an act of revenge, be murdered by mafia assassins while he was living under a false name in the federal witness protection program.

Meanwhile, Salvati’s case became buried deeper in the system. One year became ten, and ten became thirty. He likely never would have been released at all were it not for Whitey Bulger.

I said to Salvati, “In a way, the Bulger case is the reason we’re sitting here today. His indictment is what blew your case wide open.”

Salvati squinted his eyes; he knew I was being deliberately ironic. There is no love lost between Joe and Whitey Bulger. Though Salvati never met the man who was now a defendant in the biggest organized crime trial in Boston since the Barboza years, he is, in many ways, a victim of the same corrupt system that made Bulger possible. The same men who engineered Joe Salvati’s wrongful conviction were the men who laid the groundwork for the Bulger era.

Talking to Joe Salvati was like being in the presence of a living ghost. He was the link between what I had been observing daily at the federal courthouse in Boston during the Bulger trial, and the historical quagmire that had given rise to Whitey. For the first time, I realized that the trial wasn’t only about Bulger, it was about the vast network of people and events that were wrapped up in a historical continuum that seemed to never end.

IN JUNE 2011, when it was first announced that James Bulger had been apprehended in Santa Monica, California, after sixteen years as a fugitive from the law, it was a major international story. Whitey had always been a figure of much conjecture and media attention in Boston, where he functioned as an old-fashioned mob boss from 1975 to 1995. Among other things, he was the older brother of perhaps the most powerful politician in the state of Massachusetts, Senator William “Billy” Bulger, who served as president of the state senate for sixteen years. Jim Bulger’s criminal career did not hurt his younger brother’s political fortunes at all. In fact, it could be argued that in South Boston, the Bulgers’ home neighborhood, having a brother who was reputed to be an “outlaw” was a badge of distinction. For a time, Bill Bulger played the association for all it was worth. If a politician or media outlet such as the Boston Globe mentioned Jim Bulger’s name in relation to the senator, they were accused of engaging in anti-Irish slander, a potent accusation in a city where the Irish had risen from the gutter to control the town.

The Brothers Bulger became a dominant topic of conversation and occasional source of criminal investigation in Boston. Of particular interest was the fact that their theoretical alliance as politician and gangster seemed to symbolize the connection between organized crime and the Democratic Party political machine that was at the heart of the Irish Mob going back at least to the Prohibition era of the 1920s.

All of this was to become a matter of supreme local attention in Boston, but Whitey Bulger never really became a national story until after he disappeared on the run. In January 1995, after receiving word from a contact in law enforcement that he was about to be indicted and arrested, Whitey fled along with Catherine Greig, a female companion. Many of Bulger’s criminal associates were left behind to face the music. Some of these associates were arrested and cut deals with the government to tell all they knew about Bulger’s operation in exchange for more lenient sentences and/or better conditions while they were incarcerated.

Most notable of those who would eventually cooperate with the government was Stephen J. Flemmi, who had been Whitey’s criminal partner for twenty years. Flemmi was a lifelong gangster who had killed many people alongside Whitey and was a crucial link between Bulger’s South Boston organization and the Italian Mafia based in the North End. Flemmi, an Italian American, had connections among nearly every criminal faction in the city, including, as it turned out, the FBI.

In 1997, attorneys for Flemmi were the first to drop the bombshell that both he and James Bulger had been operating as covert informants for the FBI since at least the mid-1970s. Many in Boston had suspected that Bulger had a “special relationship” with the FBI; it had been hinted at in the newspapers and was a source of frustration and anger among other law enforcement agencies that had, over the years, attempted to take down Bulger. Flemmi’s lawyers revealed for the first time not only that Flemmi and Bulger were government informants but that they had, in fact, been protected by the FBI and others in the U.S. Department of Justice. It was part of Flemmi’s defense that he could not be prosecuted for crimes that he had committed, because he and Bulger had been given immunity from prosecution in exchange for their serving as informants in the DOJ’s war against the Mafia.

The judge presiding over Flemmi’s case—Mark L. Wolf—eventually dismissed Flemmi’s claim as being without merit, but not before calling for an evidentiary hearing that would become known as “the Wolf hearings.” These hearings, which took place in a Boston federal courtroom in late 1997 and into 1998, were the local equivalent of the Nuremberg Trials. A generation of cops, federal agents, gangsters, political figures, and many others were compelled to testify under federal subpoena in what would go down as one of the most stunning public tribunals in the history of the city.

Along with Flemmi, a number of other Bulger associates had by then cut plea bargain deals with the government and begun cooperating with federal prosecutors. From the witness stand during the hearings, a generation’s worth of murder and mayhem was revealed. Flemmi would eventually plead guilty to having committed eleven murders. Another Bulger associate, John Martorano, would admit to twenty murders. Bulger would eventually be charged with nineteen killings.

The high volume of dead bodies was one thing, but it went even deeper. The Wolf hearings revealed not only that Bulger and Flemmi had for years been protected by the FBI and others in the criminal justice system, but that the same FBI agents who originally recruited Bulger and Flemmi had played a role in framing Joe Salvati and his codefendants back in 1967. Those agents were given commendations from Director Hoover and received bonuses as part of the bureau’s financial incentive program. On the prosecutorial side, others received promotions, and one key player went on to become a federal criminal court judge. These were men who had protected Joe Barboza and enabled his manipulations of the system, just as they and others would for Bulger and Flemmi. It was a cycle of complicity, if not outright corruption, that ran so deep, many in the system retreated into a state of denial that would continue right through the eventual prosecution of Whitey Bulger.

From the beginning, the prosecutors had a problem. It had been their intention to nail Bulger and his organization on an array of racketeering charges, but the Wolf hearings of 1997–98 had opened a Pandora’s box of horrific crimes and law enforcement malfeasance going back nearly half a century. This rancid effluvia had threatened to infect the Bulger case, or, even more threatening to the reputation of the system, to wash aside the Bulger case to reveal a broader sewer of criminal complicity on the part of many cops, federal agents, prosecutors, and other centurions of the U.S. Department of Justice.

The strategy that followed would play out over the next decade and a half. Certain journalists and book writers were cultivated as purveyors of information, and the cult of Bulger began to take shape. Flemmi and other former members of Whitey’s inner circle began to give their versions of various murders and other crimes; this information was leaked to well-placed print, TV, and radio journalists in Boston, a city crawling with hungry and talented reporters. The Bulger legend took flight.

There were some who felt that the FBI and other representatives of the Justice Department had no real interest in finding Bulger. The speculation was that with all that Whitey knew, he could bring the system to its knees. Nonetheless, the Justice Department did take part in a wide-ranging public relations campaign to catch Whitey. Over the years, he was profiled nearly two dozens times on various television programs such as America’s Most Wanted and Unsolved Mysteries; he was the subject of documentaries on the History Channel and the Discovery Channel. His reputation expanded to become part of popular American culture, culminating in his exploits being used as the basis for a character memorably played by actor Jack Nicholson in the movie The Departed. Directed by Martin Scorsese, the movie was a huge popular success and, in 2007, received the Academy Award for Best Picture.

Upon Bulger’s capture, the media spotlight heated up once again. Only now, there would be a new element added to the saga: Whitey himself. Video images of Bulger, now in his eighties, handcuffed, in an orange prison jumpsuit, being brought back to Boston to face the music was all the populace needed to be drawn back into the Age of Whitey.

The prosecutors handling the case were the same men who had been pursuing Bulger since the early 1990s. Fred Wyshak and Brian Kelly were eager young prosecutors, both in their thirties, when they first began to build their case against Bulger, Flemmi, and others. That case, which had originally revolved around assorted illegal gambling charges, had grown over the years to include thirty-two criminal counts, including conspiracy, various racketeering charges, and nineteen murders. It would be a classic case under the Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act (RICO) in which Bulger would be charged as the leader of a racketeering enterprise. Those aligned to testify against Bulger included many former rank-and-file members of his organization, as well as three of his closest associates, including Steve Flemmi.

And yet, with all the evidence, testimony, and prosecutorial firepower accumulated over twenty years, the Bulger case remained a hot potato for the Boston U.S. attorney’s office and a special challenge for Wyshak and Kelly. Though a lot of the pretrial machinations and publicity revolved around exalting Bulger’s nefarious reputation as a psychopath and criminal mastermind, the prosecutors were never able to fully escape the nagging history of the case. Bulger’s court-appointed attorney, J. W. Carney, sought to capitalize on this history by suggesting, on a number of occasions, that his client was going to take the stand and, for the first time, “tell his side of the story.” The implication was that Whitey Bulger was going to blow the lid off forty years of dirt and deceit in the criminal justice system all the way from New England to Washington, D.C.

The central tension of the Bulger saga remained, and would continue throughout the trial. Was the Bulger story about one very crafty psychopath who had corrupted the system? Or was it about a preexisting corrupt system into which one very wily gangster insinuated himself and then played it for all it was worth?

For the prosecutors, this was the deluge they had been holding back for twenty years, the possibility that the Bulger saga might detour down a dozen different tributaries to reveal a generation’s worth of dirty police work and institutional deception. The last thing Wyshak and Kelly wanted was for the government to be put on trial. It was their job to keep the focus on Whitey. It was a tall order. Prosecuting Whitey for his crimes was the easy part; the evidence was overwhelming. But presenting the evidence in all its ugliness and still containing the narrative of the trial required the efforts of skilled prosecutorial wranglers.

For the Justice Department, the dangers were clear: if the Bulger trial were to become about more than Whitey—if it were to establish, finally and definitively, the link between the Barboza era and the Bulger era—it could destroy all belief in the concept of criminal justice. It could discredit the reputation of the very office that was now prosecuting James Bulger, to an extent that it would be virtually impossible for the people to trust the institutional sanctity of the criminal justice system. There would no longer be good guys and bad guys, but rather one big criminal underworld in which the cops and the criminals were all merely co-conspirators in an ongoing effort to manipulate the universe to suit their needs and the needs of their overseers.

LIKE MANY PEOPLE who had fallen under the spell of the Bulger saga, I had been following the story for decades. My interest was first piqued in 1978 when I visited South Boston, or Southie, for the first time. I was twenty years old and had come from the West Coast to visit a former high school teacher of mine, now teaching at Cardinal Cushing High School, an all-girls Catholic school run by the Sisters of Notre Dame, then located at 50 West Broadway (the school closed its doors in 1992). At the time, Southie was only a few years removed from the civic maelstrom of forced busing, which had left many around the nation with the impression that the neighborhood was a haven for racism and parochialism. “The busing crisis,” as those years became known, was characterized by blatant political demagoguery and violence in the streets, which was televised on national news programs and shown around the world. Badly tarnished by those years, feeling misrepresented and unfairly demonized by liberals, collectively the neighborhood had turned inward and was suspicious of outsiders.

The name of Whitey Bulger was not yet well known, even in the neighborhood. In law enforcement circles, it was common knowledge that Bulger was a key player in the Winter Hill Mob, a violent group of gangsters based in the city of Somerville, far from Southie on the other side of Boston and the Charles River. In Southie, Bulger was a shadowy figure. When it was first explained to me by a couple of students at Cardinal Cushing who he was, it was in the context of his brother, Senator Billy Bulger, who was a figure of renown.

For those in the know, the story was that the senator’s brother was a protector of the neighborhood, a criminal, perhaps even a gangster, but he was “our gangster.” Bulger’s defenders argued that his activities were designed to help bring wealth and opportunity to the community. Furthermore, the local myth was that he kept hard drugs out of the neighborhood. This was an especially potent defense since some political and community leaders, including Billy Bulger, had argued that their resistance to busing was based on not wanting “undesirables” bringing drugs into their community.

In the 1970s, much of urban America was awash in heroin and marijuana and, in the years ahead, cocaine and crack. Southie residents took pride in the fact that they were a community that looked out for their own and allegedly kept the drug trade at bay, thanks, in part, to their benevolent gangster.

At Cardinal Cushing High, I talked with a girl—a senior—inside the school’s gym, where a group of teenagers were practicing for a musical play that was being directed by my former teacher and friend. The student explained to me that Bulger was a kind of Robin Hood figure in the neighborhood: he stole from other criminals and took care of people in Southie. She spoke in a hushed voice, almost a whisper, as if it were not safe to talk about Whitey in mixed company.

Years later, I was startled to read in a book written by a criminal associate of Bulger that Whitey had set up a room in the local gym called the “dog room,” where he spied on female Cardinal Cushing High School students as they undressed. It was also alleged that Bulger had sex with some of these girls and that, secretly, he had “dated” one of them when she was sixteen and he was a man in his forties. At the same time Bulger was having two simultaneous relationships with adult women, he purportedly picked up his underage “mistress” at the end of the school day and drove her to a neighborhood crash pad for sex.

Robin Hood? Whereas the merry bandit of Sherwood Forest stole from the rich to give to the poor, Bulger, it seemed, stole the virginity of underage girls to add to his list of conquests.

In early 2004, I was back in Southie, this time doing research for a book I was writing titled Paddy Whacked: The Untold Story of the Irish American Gangster (2005). The book was a sweeping overview of gangster history and folklore from the time of the Potato Famine to present day. The research took me to a number of cities, including New Orleans, New York, Chicago, and Boston, where the narrative of the Irish American gangster remained long after it had died out elsewhere. That history had become encapsulated in the personage of Bulger, who, at the time, was still on the run.

It was while researching Paddy Whacked that I first met Patrick Nee, a criminal rival and later an associate of Bulger. At the time, Pat Nee had only recently returned to Southie after a nine-year stint in federal prison on an armed robbery conviction. I interviewed Nee extensively and began with him a professional relationship that exists to this day.

The reason Nee had agreed to talk with me was a previous book I had published, The Westies (1990), an account of the rise and fall of the Irish Mob in New York City. The Westies were a loosely connected gang based on the West Side of Manhattan, in the neighborhood of Hell’s Kitchen. They were known for their extreme violence, and, in particular, the manner by which they disposed of their murder victims: they dismembered the bodies, bagged the body parts, and dumped them in the river. The Westies were a terrifying wild card in the New York City underworld from the mid-1970s until 1988, when the core members of the gang were prosecuted and found guilty in a major racketeering trial in the Southern District of New York.

Nee read The Westies while incarcerated at the Danbury Federal Correctional Institution, in Connecticut. He remembered Bulger talking about the Westies gang back in the early 1980s. Whitey was familiar with some of the key players in the Westies story. In fact, according to Nee, at one point the leader of the Westies had reached out to Bulger in an attempt to establish a working relationship, but Whitey was reluctant based on the gang’s reputation for wildness, and also, presumably, because he had at the time a “special relationship” with the FBI that might have been endangered had he formed an alliance with the Westies.

Over the years, via Pat Nee, I was introduced to a number of central players in the Bulger story, including Kevin Weeks, Bulger’s right-hand man; John Martorano, a hit man for the Winter Hill Mob; Jim Martorano, John’s brother, also a Winter Hill member; Teresa Stanley, Bulger’s common-law wife for thirty years; and others. Through conversations and interviews with these people, and through my ongoing research on the Bulger years, I began to bend my mind around one of the most complicated and multilayered stories in the history of American organized crime.

When Bulger the octogenarian was finally apprehended in Santa Monica and brought back to Boston in June 2011, I was assigned by Newsweek magazine and its Web affiliate, the Daily Beast, to write a series of articles leading up to and including the trial. I wrote a half-dozen pretrial pieces in which, along with interviewing many of the people mentioned above, I tracked down and interviewed others, such as Joe Salvati—people who had been involved with or affected by traumatic events in the Boston underworld going back decades.

Among those I interviewed, the most crucial, arguably, was former FBI special agent John Connolly. From 1975 to 1990, Connolly had been the handler for Bulger in his role as a Top Echelon Informant. When, in the wake of the Wolf hearings, Bulger’s informant status was revealed, Connolly became the focus of criminal investigations headed by prosecutors Wyshak and Kelly. In 2000, he was indicted and convicted on charges of fraud and obstruction of justice in the state of Massachusetts. While serving his ten-year sentence, he was indicted again by the prosecutors, this time in the state of Florida. The charge was murder, on the grounds that Connolly, while serving as Bulger’s handler, had leaked information to Bulger’s gang that led to the killing of a potential government witness.

I did not believe that Connolly was a totally innocent man. His relationship with Bulger and Flemmi had crossed the line in a number of ways. My own feeling was that the case in Massachusetts had resulted in a just verdict. But there was in the government’s pursuit of Connolly the whiff of an attempt to make him the fall guy for the entire system’s corrupt relationship with Bulger. Connolly was certainly a key player; he and Whitey had a close personal relationship—but Connolly did not create the Top Echelon Informant Program, nor was he a supervisor responsible for making decisions regarding internal policies that spawned the Bulger fiasco.

Connolly was in a position to present a version of the Justice Department’s handling of Whitey that could endanger the careers of many government functionaries. At the time of the Wolf hearings, he had been a vocal public critic of the Justice Department, noting that everything he had done as Bulger’s handler was authorized up the chain of command. In being so vocal, Connolly put a target on his back and became the focus of intense efforts by prosecutors to take him down, even if it meant stretching the bounds of legal propriety.

Specifically, it seemed as though the murder case against Connolly in Florida was an overreach, an attempt to discredit him for all time.

Since being convicted, the former FBI agent was buried away in state prison in the town of Chipley, near the Florida-Alabama border. Through mutual contacts, I was able to communicate with Connolly and request an interview. I made it clear that I was somewhat sympathetic with his predicament. The interview was done over the phone and lasted an hour.

Connolly struck me as a person who was still in denial about many things; he was unwilling to admit that he had done anything wrong, much less criminal in nature. But he offered some extraordinary details about Bulger’s relationship with the criminal justice system. He described to me a meeting he set up between Whitey and the chief of the federal New England Organized Crime Strike Force, a man named Jeremiah O’Sullivan. The Strike Force operated under the umbrella of the U.S. attorney’s office. Connolly was suggesting, for the first time, that the arrangement Bulger had with the government went beyond the FBI to the U.S. attorney’s office and perhaps even higher up in the DOJ.

The article that appeared in Newsweek was an exclusive; Connolly had not spoken with any other journalist since Bulger’s apprehension in Santa Monica. The article appeared under the headline “The Scapegoat” and created a stir. The U.S. attorney’s office in Massachusetts was livid that Connolly had been publicly interviewed and allowed to make statements that were not beneficial to their case against Bulger. A spokesperson for the district attorney in Miami-Dade County publicly condemned the article. Prison authorities in Chipley were not pleased that Connolly had used the opportunity to call his murder conviction into question. Connolly was punished, thrown in “the hole” for fifty-one days of solitary confinement.

The incident reaffirmed something I had learned since I began writing about the government’s various criminal prosecutions in relation to the Bulger fiasco. Any attempt to present a broader narrative of culpability that stretched above and beyond Bulger, Connolly, and the usual suspects would be met with resistance, if not outright malice, by representatives of the criminal justice system in the U.S. District of Massachusetts.2

THE BOOK YOU hold in your hand is an account of the trial of Whitey Bulger from a particular point of view. Like many reporters who have followed the Bulger story over the years, my conclusions are my own but have been shaped by the interviews I have done with people who were close to the events that led directly to Bulger’s rise and fall.

As with other writers, I came to the trial with an “agenda” of sorts. It was my hope that the People of the United States v. James J. Bulger would be a final accounting of the entire Bulger scandal, not only laying out the full cast of characters that had enabled Bulger—all the way up the chain of command to Washington, D.C.—but also delving into the historical antecedents that had helped create Bulger in the first place. Even with all the articles, published memoirs, and many nonfiction books, television documentaries, and feature films based on the Bulger story, many important facts remained unknown. The trial represented an opportunity—perhaps a final opportunity—for a more complete picture of the Bulger scandal to finally be revealed.

From early June 2013 to mid-August, with a brief return in November, I attended every minute of every day of the trial and sentencing. Under federal law, cameras were prohibited from recording events in the courtroom, so the demand for seats was high for media people and spectators who hoped to view the proceedings live and in person. Some days I took in the proceedings from the actual courtroom where the trial took place, but mostly I watched from the media “overflow room,” a separate room on a different floor in the courthouse.

Over the course of eight weeks, the trial unfolded like a casting call of characters from the Boston underworld spanning four decades. Along with the now-familiar turncoat trio of Flemmi, John Martorano, and Kevin Weeks, who had testified at many Bulger-related hearings and trials over the previous decade and a half, the supporting cast included assorted hoods who had never before been heard from in public. Though their testimony may not have shed much light on the central conspiracy of Bulger’s informant relationship with the Justice Department, it did offer many pungent anecdotes and insights into one of the most rambunctious criminal underworlds in the United States over the latter half of the twentieth century.

In the pages that follow, wherever testimony from the trial is reproduced it is derived directly from the court transcript. Other events from inside the courtroom are re-created from my own notes and memory. Whenever possible, these events were further enhanced by follow-up conversations with the participants involved.

Seventy-one witnesses took the stand at the trial (see Appendix A). As far-reaching and devastating as the testimony appeared to be, it became clear as the proceedings unfolded that the evidence presented did not tell the full story. In some cases, witness testimony raised questions the details of which were deliberately being excluded from the proceedings by the prosecutors and the judge.

Thus, as well as attempting to give a daily narrative of the trial as it unfolded, this account is buttressed by historical asides and interviews away from the courtroom with some crucial observers, including people like Joe Salvati; Anthony Cardinale, a highly knowledgeable criminal defense attorney in Boston who has represented many organized crime figures; former FBI agent Robert Fitzpatrick, who was a controversial witness at the trial; and a member of the jury who was to become increasingly disillusioned as the proceedings unfolded.

The trial spawned many major news stories, with the defendant dramatically cursing out some of the witnesses, and one potential witness turning up dead while the trial was still ongoing. Locally, it was a front-page item most days, but the implications of the trial reached far beyond Boston.

Bulger and Flemmi had been recruited and used by the DOJ as part of the FBI’s Top Echelon Informant Program. Though there had never been a full public accounting of this program—and there was little data available to the public on how many known criminals were involved, how much the program cost, or who exactly within the DOJ was responsible for its oversight—it was known that the TE program involved the recruiting and use of criminals all over the United States. How many “special relationships” with gangsters and drug lords had gone bad for the FBI? And who, if anybody, was ever held institutionally responsible?

These questions were especially pertinent because another scandal involving the Top Echelon Informant Program had flared up and died out just six years earlier. Around the same time it was first revealed that Bulger and Flemmi had been FBI informants, it came to light that a major mafia figure in New York, Gregory Scarpa, a capo in the Colombo crime family, had also served as a TE for the FBI. First recruited by the feds in the mid-1960s, Scarpa was believed to have committed as many as fifty murders while serving as a paid government informant.

In 1994, Scarpa died of AIDS without it ever having been publicly revealed that he was a federal informant for nearly thirty years. When it was finally revealed at a racketeering trial in Brooklyn, and as with the Bulger case, the Scarpa revelations led to federal charges being brought against the FBI agent who served as the gangster’s handler. The case against the agent had been scheduled for trial in 2006 but fell apart when it was revealed that a key witness against the agent had lied under oath. On November 1, 2007, at the request of the government, a federal judge dismissed the charges against the agent; what had promised to be the first and most comprehensive public examination of the government’s Top Echelon Informant Program had been thwarted.

Thus the Bulger trial took on added weight. Not only would the proceedings shed light on the criminal activities of the defendant, but they would provide, perhaps, a much-needed and unprecedented opportunity to bring clarity and accountability to a highly controversial method of law enforcement that had, without the knowledge or full understanding of the people, become a standard tactic not only of the FBI but also the Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA), the Department of Homeland Security’s Immigration and Customs Enforcement (ICE) component, the Central Intelligence Agency (CIA), and other law enforcement agencies.

LIVING IN A studio apartment on Hanover Street, across from Café Pompeii—where I met and interviewed Joe Salvati—I walked Monday through Friday to the Moakley United States Courthouse to take in the trial. As I traversed the city, I could not help but notice how much the physical landscape of Boston had changed since the years of Bulger’s reign. Boston was booming, with new buildings and ambitious commercial developments going up at a rapid pace. Cranes dotted the skyline. Young people of diverse nationalities populated the shops, restaurants, and drinking establishments once called bars, taverns, or saloons, but now more commonly referred to as lounges. Boston was becoming the diverse, culturally vibrant city some had always hoped it could be—a hope previously hindered by a parochial, insular, violent past that was encapsulated, most gruesomely, in the Bulger era and everything it represented.

That entire era was on trial. And before the city could completely break free, it would have to collectively look backward one last time at the skeletons in the closet.





PART I

THE GHOSTS OF SOUTH BOSTON





1

THE HAUNTY

THE HOUSE AT 799 Third Street in Southie is modest in size, with a quaint architectural style. Unlike the triple-decker homes that traditionally dominate the neighborhood, lined side by side like pigs in a blanket, this one stands alone. A pyramid roof with asphalt shingles is complemented by classic wood siding and an extended vestibule in front of the house. Located in a quiet section of a venerable working-class community, far from any major thoroughfares, it is both out in the open and hidden away, a pleasant abode on a seemingly placid street in a quintessential corner of twenty-first-century urban America.

Pat Nee, formerly a criminal in Southie, was raised a half block from this house, at the corner of Third Street and Court Lane. When Nee was seven, he and his family emigrated from Rosmuc, County Galway, in the west of Ireland. Pat grew up on Third Street with three brothers, one of whom, Michael, would eventually become the owner of the house at 799.

The house had special meaning to the Nees. As kids playing on Third Street, they got to know the owner of the house, a former Harvard professor whom they knew only as “Mr. Sullivan.” He was an older gentleman, with a patrician manner whose upper-class breeding made him an odd fit in the neighborhood. He was rumored to be friendly with the Kennedys, especially Joseph P. Kennedy, the patriarch of the most famous political family in the United States.

Mr. Sullivan was married but had no kids of his own, and he was friendly with the kids who played on that street, especially Pat Nee’s brother Michael. When Mr. Sullivan passed away in the mid-1970s, he left the house in his will to Michael Nee.

In later years, Pat often visited Michael and his family at the house, sharing holiday meals and backyard beers, the small, everyday moments that keep a family together and form the backbone of a community.

Starting in the early 1980s, at the direction of Whitey Bulger, the house that had been bequeathed to Michael Nee was turned into a chamber of horrors.

“Miserable cocksucker,” said Pat Nee at the mention of Bulger’s name.

We were sitting in Nee’s Jeep, parked on Third Street, across the street from the house. I had led Pat Nee back here to reminisce about how his brother’s family home in Southie was turned into a place of entrapment, murder, and body disposal. Horrible things took place in this house—despicable things—some of which Nee heard about and others he is alleged to have participated in as a member of Bulger’s organization.

Nee is known to some as a hard man, though now, at age sixty-eight, his tough-guy years are well behind him. He’s mostly bald now, with a face that is weathered and a body that has been lived in. He is more likely to laugh and tell a joke than engage in gangster intimidation tactics. A grandfather who dotes over his two grandchildren as if they represent to him a new lease on life, Nee is a fixture in Southie, greeted with a friendly “Hey, Pat, how are ya’?” nearly everywhere he goes on his daily rounds in the neighborhood.

For much of his life, Nee was a professional criminal—a thief, a gunrunner for the Irish Republican Army (IRA), and a robber of armored cars. He is not particularly proud of his life of crime, but he makes no apologies, either. He did two separate stints in prison, totaling eleven years: he paid his dues. With the wisdom of passing years, he has come to understand that the codes and mores he grew up with in Southie played a crucial role in directing him along a path toward violence.

The first time I met Nee, in April 2004, he told me the story of another brother: Peter. In April 1969, Peter Nee was murdered in South Boston. Peter’s death, and how Pat sought to avenge that killing through “street justice,” as it is known in the neighborhood, became a defining moment for Nee.

Peter, the youngest of the four Nee brothers, was neither a gangster nor a troublemaker. He had served two tours of duty in Vietnam as a member of the U.S. Air Force’s Strategic Air Command. Pat also served in Vietnam as a member of the U.S. Marine Corps.

On that fateful spring night in 1969, Peter and a group of friends got into a confrontation with some other neighborhood guys just returned from Vietnam. Outside the Coachman bar, down the block from Gate of Heaven Church on Broadway, Peter Nee was shot in the face and died at the scene.

There were many witnesses. But the code of the neighborhood was such that, if the assailant was also from the neighborhood, you did not go to the police. A witness, however, did inform Pat Nee that he saw the whole thing; he knew who killed Pat’s brother. It was a neighborhood guy named Kevin Daley.

Nee asked around and confirmed that it was Daley who shot his unarmed brother in cold blood.

Nee knew Daley. They were both veterans of the Vietnam War with deep-rooted family connections in the neighborhood.

Having passed through an apprenticeship as a prominent member of the Mullen gang, a well-known youth gang in Southie in the early 1960s, Nee adhered to the codes of the street. He wanted revenge—not in a court of law, but by his own hands. Over a period of many months, he stalked Kevin Daley until the opportunity presented itself.

Back in April 2004, Nee drove me to the exact location in the heart of South Boston where the retribution took place. It was on East Third Street, just off Medal of Honor Park, near the Daley family home. As Pat described it:

The heavy rain made it difficult to see, which worked to our advantage. Me and my backup guy waited in an alleyway, laying down behind barrels and garbage cans. We had a third guy across the street with a shotgun loaded with buckshot. Daley’s two brothers were Boston cops, living in that same house; we knew they might come running out once they heard gunfire. When they came out our guy was supposed to spray them with buckshot, chase them back into the house.

I heard Kevin Daley coming; he drove a Volkswagen with a bad muffler, so we heard him before we saw him. As luck would have it, there was a parking spot right there in the alleyway. I heard the engine turn off. With the rain pissing down, I crept up the alleyway. I had a .38 automatic, which turned out to be a mistake. I was more comfortable with a rifle, but that would have been too big for such tight quarters. He was locking his car with the key. When he turned and saw me, I was no more than a foot away. I simply told him, “Now, it’s your turn.” And I started shooting. Hit him five times. After he went down, I kicked his teeth in and spit on him in the street.1

Nee went home that night believing he had killed Kevin Daley and avenged his brother’s murder. A few days later, much to his surprise, he was arrested for assault with intent to kill and taken to the infamous Charles Street jail. Daley, apparently, had not died. “My brother got shot twice and died. I shot this guy five times—once above the heart, once below—and he lived. Go figure.” Daley had not only survived; just as he thought he was about to expire, he had identified Pat Nee as his assailant.

Two months after the shooting, Nee was escorted into municipal court. Kevin Daley was brought in, in a wheelchair. Having miraculously and unexpectedly survived the brutal attack, Daley was now confronted with his deathbed statement, in which he had fingered Pat Nee.

“Does your client stand by his statement?” the judge asked Kevin Daley’s attorney.

“Your Honor,” said the lawyer, “my client now believes that the statement was made under duress, in a delusionary state, and we would like to rescind that statement. The truth is he did not get a good look at whoever shot and assaulted him on the night in question.”

The judge was dumbfounded, and the court was thrown into disarray. Daley looked at Nee and nodded. It was a Southie thing. Daley had killed Pat’s brother; Nee had shot Daley in the pursuit of street justice. Daley understood, and was signaling as much to Nee. Ostensibly, the score was now even. Nee was released from jail and the charges were dropped.

Decades later, the two of us seated in a car across the street from his brother Michael’s old house on Third Street, the memories of Nee’s attempts to avenge Peter’s death seemed almost quaint. The moral certainty of what Pat had done back then—the use of violence as an honorable means to get even for a wrong that had been done—was replaced by allegations of what took place in this pretty little home. For years, Nee has maintained his silence, neither confirming nor denying the allegations. But these stories, which have been detailed and repeated at various trials and legal hearings over the years, take the former gangster back to his years with Bulger, which involved acts Nee participated in that still bring him feelings of regret and shame.

“I don’t know how to describe it,” he said, sitting in the driver’s seat of his Jeep with the engine idling. “We all worked with Whitey at various things, but none of us knew the full extent of what he was up to. Then we found ourselves involved in things that were sick. Crazy. But when you’re deep into something like that, the criminal life, making scores off of criminal activities, you get used to a life of secrecy, deception, the code of silence. The paranoia becomes part of it. You do things you don’t want to sometimes because it’s all part of the life you’ve chosen. It’s not always possible to just say no and walk away. People get killed when they try to walk away from a situation like that.”

“Does it bother you,” I asked, “having your childhood memories covered over by the stories of what happened here on the street you grew up on, at this house?”

“I can’t drive by here without thinking about it,” said Nee. “It’s a curse. I don’t even want to be sitting here right now.”

Between 1981 and 1985, on three separate occasions, three people were murdered and buried in the basement of the house on Third Street. Nee is alleged to have taken part in two of the burials. Years later, when Pat’s brother Michael—who knew nothing of these killings and burials—put the house up for sale, it necessitated digging up the bodies, a gruesome task. According to trial testimony, Pat and another Bulger associate, Kevin Weeks, disinterred the bodies, which had decayed nearly beyond recognition. The stench was overwhelming, the bodies a mass of fluids, desiccated organs, and dismembered limbs. The severed head of one victim stared at them, as if in reproach. What was left of these bodies was wrapped up and transferred to another location for burial.

The macabre nature of how the murder victims were lured to the house, whacked, and interred under the basement floor led Kevin Weeks to nickname the house “the Haunty.” The abode was surely haunted by the ghosts of those who died there, but also by the spirit of Whitey Bulger, the neighborhood’s seemingly untouchable mob boss who had orchestrated these unseemly acts of murder.

Long ago, there had been rumors that Pat Nee would be charged with the crime of “accessory after the fact” for his role in the burials and disinterments. But the federal statute of limitations on those crimes had passed long ago. Nee could not be charged.2

As Nee and I sat outside the Haunty and talked, a few miles away, at a courthouse on the South Boston waterfront, Bulger was about to go on trial. In various statements and legal motions filed leading up to the trial, it had become apparent that Bulger wanted to hurt Pat Nee, to entangle him in the legal consequences of a life they once shared as criminal associates. The reasons for this were buried deep in the relationship between the two Southie gangsters going back generations, but one clue is to be found in a book that Nee published in 2006, titled A Criminal and an Irishman. Mostly written by two coauthors, the book was published at a time when it seemed likely that Bulger would never resurface. Nee did not hold back his feelings: “Jimmy Bulger is a rat, a pedophile, a rapist, and a sociopath . . . and the man directly responsible for bringing drugs into South Boston.”

When Bulger was arrested in Santa Monica, a copy of A Criminal and an Irishman was found on his bookshelf, right next to his bed.

Said Nee, “Whitey’s gonna try to implicate me in criminal things he’s done. If he takes the stand, he’s gonna tell lies and try to get me indicted. He’s used to having things go his way.”

Nee glared at the house, as if its façade of civility were a duplicitous representation of the man himself: Bulger. Ever since Whitey’s apprehension, Nee had been concerned about how Whitey’s trial might be used as an opportunity to seek revenge. Nee was worried about what Whitey might do, but he is also left with the bitter taste of things Bulger had already done and had others do in his name.

“Treacherous prick.” Pat practically spit out the words. “Sure, I hope he gets convicted, but what I really want is to see him burn in hell. I’d put him there myself if I thought I could get away with it.”

Kill Whitey.

This was a sentiment I had heard expressed frequently in Boston since I had arrived to cover the Bulger trial.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said to Pat. “This place gives me the creeps.”

There was no argument from Nee. He slipped the Jeep’s transmission into gear, and we eased down the street. The retired gangster seemed relieved to have the Haunty behind him—a toxic memory—framed squarely in the rearview mirror.

AT THE JOHN Joseph Moakley United States Courthouse, located at 1 Courthouse Way along the South Boston waterfront, the people gathered like a flock of hungry pigeons. They were hoping to catch a glimpse of Whitey’s motorcade as it arrived from the Plymouth County Correctional Facility, where the city’s most notorious criminal had been held during his incarceration.

A crowd of approximately two hundred spectators jostled for position. A gaggle of media personnel, with their cameras and boom microphones and mic stands forming a curbside gauntlet, were corralled behind a rope like paparazzi at a Hollywood award show. Keeping everyone in place was a cordon of cops and U.S. marshals dressed in SWAT gear.

The heavy security was not unexpected. Two months earlier, on Patriots’ Day, April 15, the city had been rocked by the explosion of two homemade bombs planted at the finish line of the Boston Marathon. It was a shocking event that galvanized the attention of the entire country and the world. Three people were killed and an estimated 264 injured by the two pressure-cooker bombs packed with nails and hidden in a backpack left on the sidewalk near where many thousands of people gathered to welcome marathon runners as they crossed the finish line. The carnage was ugly, with images of burnt and bloodied victims that went viral via cable news reports and social media sites for days and weeks to come.

The bombers were soon identified as Tamerlan Tsarnaev and his younger brother, Dzhokhar, two Chechen exiles who had been living in the Boston area for more than a decade.

On the night of April 18—less than two months before the Bulger trial began—the brothers shot and killed a Massachusetts Institute of Technology police officer in Cambridge and initiated an exchange of gunfire with police in Watertown. In the ensuing chaos, Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, driving a stolen SUV, ran over and killed his brother, Tamerlan. Dzhokhar had been shot and injured but managed to escape. Law enforcement officers sealed off a twenty-block area in Watertown. They trapped and captured the alleged bomber, who was hiding inside a boat stored in a resident’s backyard. Tsarnaev was bleeding and barely alive.

The bombing and subsequent manhunt was a seminal event for Boston, showcasing the city as a strong and cohesive community, with heroic officers of the law who always got their man. But once the triumph of the capture began to diminish, the city was left with the knowledge that this horrific act had been committed not by some invading force, but from within, by two young men who were largely indistinguishable from others who populated what was now an ethnically diverse metropolis. The security concerns that this caused—the fear of not knowing if the average person walking down the street was a terrorist bomber—was evident in the massive show of armed security outside the courthouse for the first day of the Bulger trial.3

At 7:30 A.M., a buzz went through the crowd. Bulger’s motorcade was coming down the street. Five or six black SUVs, with dark-tinted windows, drove past the crowd toward a driveway leading to a restricted, underground entrance to the courthouse. It was impossible to tell which of the SUVs contained Bulger, but it didn’t really matter. He was in one of those vehicles, wearing wrist and ankle cuffs, on his way to face his destiny.

Located on Fan Pier, jutting out into the harbor, the Moakley Courthouse was reflective of the new Boston—institutional, efficient, handsomely constructed. Designed by the firm of Pei Cobb Freed & Partners, based in Manhattan, the building was completed in 1999 at a cost of $170 million. The courthouse building stands alone, across the street from a huge parking lot. The building has a wide entrance, with double glass doors and an undistinguished façade made of red brick. The front of the building, facing Seaport Street, is devoid of windows, so that it is not immediately clear what might be taking place behind the walls of this imposing urban monolith.

Despite the notoriety of the Bulger trial, which had all but guaranteed large crowds and high public interest, the trial was not being held in the largest courtroom in the building. In the interest of crowd management, The People v. Bulger was assigned to courtroom number eleven, a midsize room on the building’s fifth floor. Media personnel and spectators who were unable to get a seat in the courtroom were diverted to overflow rooms on separate floors.

Inside courtroom eleven, spectators jockeyed for position. The various legal representatives gathered at large tables in the well of the room, two tables for the prosecutors and their legal assistants, two tables for the defense team. Everyone waited expectantly for the defendant to be brought in.

At around 8:45 A.M., a side door in the well of the courtroom opened up. Two U.S. marshals entered, followed by the short, lean figure of James J. Bulger.

Whitey had shaved off the full white beard he had at the time of his arrest and had maintained during his pretrial appearances in court. Without the beard, he looked slightly younger and more accessible—the type of old man you might see out for a brisk morning walk along the waterfront. He was wearing a long-sleeved kelly-green shirt known as a Hensley, much like a crewneck T-shirt but with three vertical buttons at the collar, along with blue jeans and white sneakers. Apparently, Bulger and his team decided that he go with a casual, workingman look as opposed to the dapper suit-and-tie presentation favored by many mobster defendants. Whitey was Irish American, not a Mafioso, and his choice of attire seemed designed to underscore the difference.

Nonetheless, he was a man of stature, and as he was led to his seat at the defense table, Bulger sought to do so with a certain swagger. He knew that he was being watched, not only by a courtroom full of onlookers but by hordes of reporters who would characterize his demeanor to the masses. Back in the day, his tough-guy strut no doubt served to reflect his standing in the city’s underworld, but now, at the age of eighty-two, his swagger was circumscribed by the realities of his aged physical frame. As he positioned himself to
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