
When the marshals drove him up Northern Avenue Monday, away from the courthouse 
named for his old neighbor Joe Moakley for the next-to-last time, it may have dawned on Whitey 
Bulger that he never got to set foot on the shiny new waterfront of his hometown, South Boston.

Among the crimes Whitey was convicted of was opening fire 31 years ago just down North-
ern Avenue, killing Brian Halloran, a hoodlum, and Michael Donahue, an innocent man who made 
the mistake of offering a ride home to someone Whitey wanted dead.

Back then, the Southie waterfront was a seedy, seldom-visited section of the city. On windy 
days, the smell from the fish processing plants in the Lower End wafted toward the waterfront. 

There were only a handful of decent restaurants — Anthony’s Pier 4, Jimmy’s Harborside, the Daily Catch — 
and the local bars were gritty gin mills.

Today, the waterfront glistens with new money and frenetic energy. Office and apartment buildings 
sprout up every year. Gleaming restaurants open every month. In the 16 years that Whitey hid in open view in 
Santa Monica, the Southie waterfront was reborn and rebranded as the Seaport.

Louis, the most exclusive clothing store in the city and where Whitey bought some of his suits, de-
camped from fashionable Newbury Street in the Back Bay for the suddenly posh Seaport. Fan Pier even landed 
a museum, the Institute of Contemporary Art. Further down Northern Avenue, where Whitey Bulger slaughtered 
Halloran and Donahue on a warm spring night in 1982, every new restaurant seems to do booming business. 
The young people who pay as much as $3,000 a month for a nearby two-bedroom apartment don’t blink at pay-
ing $12 for a drink.

Whitey never got to have a $50 steak at Del Frisco’s, or to appreciate the view from the rooftop bar of 
Legal Harborside, or to figure out how to make money from the thousands of out-of-towners who flock to the 
huge convention center, and he never will. He’ll come back to court one more time, for his sentencing, which is 
almost irrelevant. Whitey Bulger will die in prison.

Of course, that’s better than he would have expected back in the 1970s, when there was a small, interne-
cine gang war on in Southie. Whitey was so sure he was going to be assassinated that he went out and bought a 
fancy suit and hung it in his girlfriend’s closet. He wanted to look good in his open casket. Whitey used to shop 
on Newbury Street, shelling out $2,500 for a pair of R.J. Foley black alligator cowboy boots without batting an 
eye.

In a letter he wrote from jail, Whitey wondered whatever happened to that suit. Up until recent years, 
he probably could have still fit in it, with just a few alterations. Whitey was always obsessed with being lean 
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‘GUILTY’ 31 TIMES
Jury convicts Bulger of extortion,
racketeering, role in 11 murders;
83yearold South Boston gangster
will spend rest of his life in prison

the findings in 19 murders
not proved no findingproved

McGonagle Connors King Castucci Wheeler Halloran Donahue Callahan Barrett McIntyre Hussey Milano Plummer O’Brien O’Toole Notarangeli Sousa Leonard Davis

By Shelley Murphy
GLOBE STAFF

A federal jury Monday found that James
“Whitey” Bulger participated in drug traffick-
ing, 11 murders — including strangling a young
woman — and assorted other crimes, a verdict
that sends the aging gangster to jail for life and
punctures the “good bad guy” myth he cultivat-
ed over decades.

Bulger, 83, stood passively in US District
Court on the same South Boston waterfront
where he committed some of his crimes, as a
clerk repeatedly proclaimed “guilty” to 31 of the
32 counts with which he had been charged. As
he was led away, he turned and gave a thumbs-
up sign to his family members, before he was
heckled by a relative of one of his many victims.

The verdicts mark not just the certain end to
Bulger’s freedom, but a theatrical note of finality
to the story of a crime lord who has been chroni-
cled in Hollywood movies and analyzed in best-
selling books, and who rose to near legendary
status as he held a virtually permanent spot as
one of America’s most wanted fugitives during
his 16 years on the run from 1995 to 2011. It
also files a piece of Boston’s dingy past, and the
FBI’s complicity in it, on the shelves of the city’s
sometimes sordid history.

“This day of reckoning for Bulger has been a
long time coming,” US Attorney Carmen Ortiz
said to a barrage of reporters outside the court-
house following the verdict. “So many people’s
lives were so terribly harmed by the criminal
acts of Bulger and his crew. . . . We hope they
find some degree of comfort in the fact . . . that
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2 views of the government
The trial produced a victory by US prosecutors
and a stark look at official corruption. A9.

Mixed emotions for families
The jury’s findings on Bulger’s culpability in 19
murders brought rage and tears. A10.

Relief near and far
From South Boston to Santa Monica, those who
knew Bulger hailed the verdict. A8, A10.

guiLtY

extortion
conspiracy
Allegedly extorted
payment from
bookies, drug dealers,
and loansharks.

notguiLtY

extortion
Allegedly extorted
Kevin Hayes, a
reputed bookmaker,
from 1994 to 1996.

guiLtY

Money laundering
conspiracy
Bulger allegedly
laundered money from
1984 to August 1999.

guiLtY

Money laundering
In 1996, Bulger gave
$10,000 of criminal
proceeds to John
Martorano, who needed
money for his defense.

guiLtY

Money
laundering
(21 counts)
Bulger collected 21
monthly mortgage
payments of
$4,672.90 from
the Shamrock
Realty Trust for the
liquor store property
at 295 Old Colony
Ave. in South
Boston between
1994 and 1997.

guiLtY

possession of
firearms in
furtherance of
violent crime
From the late 1980s
to about 1999,
Bulger kept five
revolvers and four
pistols at former
protégé Kevin
Weeks’s residence in
South Boston, and at
other places nearby.

guiLtY

transfer and
possession of
machine guns
The same machine
guns previously
mentioned.

guiLtY

possession
of firearms with
obliterated serial
numbers
The serial numbers
were obliterated
from one machine
gun and a pistol
possessed by
Bulger.

guiLtY

racketeering
Bulger was charged with participating in 33
criminal acts, including 19 murders (victims
pictured above) and a half dozen extortions.

guiLtY

racketeering conspiracy
Bulger was allegedly a leading member
of a criminal organization that earned
money through drug trafficking, extortion,
loansharking, and bookmaking. Bulger
allegedly killed to protect the organization
and fostered relationships with law
enforcement to get confidential information.

possession of
unregistered
machine guns
The same machine
guns and automatic
rifles listed in the
prior count were
unregistered.

guiLtY

possession of
machine guns in
furtherance of
violent crime
Bulger from the late
1980s to about 1999
kept five submachine
guns and one fully
automatic rifle at
Weeks’s Pilsudski
Way residence and
elsewhere in South
Boston.

guiLtY

the charges and verdicts

Kevin Cullen

When the mar-
shals drove him up
Northern Avenue
Monday, away
from the court-
house named for
his old neighbor
Joe Moakley for
the next-to-last

time, it may have dawned on Whit-

ey Bulger that he never got to set
foot on the shiny new waterfront of
his hometown, South Boston.

Among the crimes Whitey was
convicted of was opening fire 31
years ago just down Northern Ave-
nue, killing Brian Halloran, a hood-
lum, and Michael Donahue, an in-
nocent man who made the mistake
of offering a ride home to someone

Whitey wanted dead.
Back then, the Southie water-

front was a seedy, seldom-visited
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with new money and frenetic ener-
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16 years that Whitey hid in open
view in Santa Monica, the Southie
waterfront was reborn and re-
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In the end, everything has passedWhitey by

By Bryan Bender
GLOBE STAFF

WASHINGTON — The State Department’s
would-be arms control chief, Plymouth native
Frank Rose, was once John Kerry’s 17-year-old
intern. Harvard Kennedy School scholar Sarah
Sewell, who was first enlisted for his 2004 presi-
dential run, has been nominated to take the reins
of human rights policy.

From the agency’s chief of staff to its Mideast
peace envoy, the new secretary of state has filled
the top rungs of the State Department with nu-
merous advisers from his 30-year political career
in Massachusetts, according to a review of his six-
month tenure.

Secretaries of state have always had leeway to
name their own top officials, but Kerry, like Hil-
lary Rodham Clinton before him, is one of the
few politicians to hold the top diplomatic post in
modern times. That gives him a deep network of
loyal political supporters and experts to take on
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Kerry draws
on old allies for
his team at State

By Michael Rezendes
GLOBE STAFF

On the day he took over City Hall,
a record-setting 20 years ago,
Thomas M. Menino was accompa-
nied by a retired FBI agent and
Norwood selectman who had quietly
become one of the best friends
Menino would ever have.

Menino described his graying,
square-jawed companion that day as
“my second father, really,” and he
wasn’t exaggerating. The two men

had forged an enduring bond, filling
a need for both: John F. Kinnaly and
his wife were childless, and Menino’s
father, Carl, had died in 1989.

But the relationship between the
two men would eventually become a
headache for the mayor in ways that
neither man could have foreseen.

It began in 2011, with Kinnaly’s
death at age 85, and his last will and
testament. In a singular act of gener-
osity, Kinnaly had left the mayor his
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Close friend left mayor
kind thoughts, thorny gift

Mayor Thomas
M. Menino
welcomed his
“second father,”
John F.
Kinnaly, to a
surprise
birthday party
for Kinnaly,
who died in
2011.

Verdicts end a historic saga,
but some victims’ relatives say they
were denied justice; defense vows
appeal over immunity claim

JANE COLLINS/REUTERS

James “Whitey” Bulger stood between his lawyers as the verdicts on 32 counts were read in US District Court in Boston Monday.
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he was led away, he turned and gave a thumbs-
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heckled by a relative of one of his many victims.

The verdicts mark not just the certain end to
Bulger’s freedom, but a theatrical note of finality
to the story of a crime lord who has been chroni-
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said to a barrage of reporters outside the court-
house following the verdict. “So many people’s
lives were so terribly harmed by the criminal
acts of Bulger and his crew. . . . We hope they
find some degree of comfort in the fact . . . that
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James “Whitey” Bulger stood between his lawyers as the verdicts on 32 counts were read in US District Court in Boston Monday.
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By Brian MacQuarrie
GLOBE STAFF

“Run the Good Race,” proclaimed a
sign at the Church of the Covenant on
Tuesday, only blocks from the deadly
explosions of the day before. Inside,
subdued marathoners drifted in and
out, seeking a few moments of solace
in quiet pews half-lit by rows of Tiffa-
ny windows.

Outside the calm of this 19th-cen-
tury church at Newbury and Berkeley
streets, the Back Bay was a neighbor-
hood transformed.

Grim-faced soldiers patrolled past
the Swan Boats in the Public Garden.
Stiff-legged marathoners posed for
pictures near a fleet of National Guard
Humvees . Bomb-sni ff ing dogs
scoured parked cars for evidence of
explosives.

But despite the trappings of a war
zone, residents and workers in this af-
fluent neighborhood answered the
bombings with a deep sorrow coupled
with stubborn defiance to live as be-
fore.

“It’s been really heartbreaking to
see, but I wonder if this will be one of
those events that will bring people to-
gether,” said Julie Rogers, administra-
tive assistant at the Church of the Cov-

enant.
The explosions at the Boston Mara-

thon marked the second time in a year
that the Back Bay had been rocked by
a massive disruption. In March 2012,
an NStar transformer explosion sent
black clouds sweeping through the
neighborhood and cut power to
21,000 businesses and homes, includ-
ing the Prudential Tower.

Kathryn Talanian, who lives on
Hereford Street, said she flashed back
to that event when she heard the ini-
tial explosion Monday.

“At first, it sounded like when the
transformer blew, a very similar
noise,” said Talanian, 40, as she
walked Tuesday near Newbury Street
with Lisa Barth, 42, and Barth’s 2-
year-old daughter, Madison. “When I
heard the second explosion, I thought
‘bomb,’ but that’s not where your
mind wants to be.”

Talanian said she headed to Here-
ford Street, the last piece of the mara-
thon course before it turns to the fin-
ish, to warn runners to stop.

That kind of connection to the
bombings has become both binding
and unnerving to the neighborhood.
Even a chore as routine as buying milk
at the corner store has reminded resi-

dents just how personal the experi-
ence has been.

On Monday night, Barth said, she
looked up to suddenly, startlingly, see
a soldier with an assault rifle standing
near the store.

For some residents, the investiga-
tion has disrupted their lives with lit-
tle notice and little information about
when life will return to normal.

Stephanie Vo, who lives on Exeter
Street, expressed frustration that she
had not been allowed into her unit
since being evacuated about 4 p.m.
Monday.

“We aren’t even allowed in to get
essentials,” Vo wrote in an e-mail to
the Globe. “There is no estimated time
when we can return, and we have all
been forced to find alternate housing
without any notice — no opportunity
to pack, etc. I have a cat that hasn’t
been fed.

“Residents have medications they
need, not to mention a change of
clothes. . . . While businesses may be
trying to get back to normal, many
residents have been forced out of their
homes with essentially no notice.”

Mostly, however, the reaction in
the Back Bay was one of perseverance.

“This will make us want to come

back stronger next year,” said Michael
Groffenberger, vice president of
Shreve, Crump, & Low on Newbury
Street. Above the door of the jeweler,
staff members unfurled a large US flag
and attached it to a second-floor bal-
cony.

“It’s insane. It’s such a happy event
for so many people,” Groffenberger
said with a sigh, adding that he decid-
ed to open Tuesday as a sign of conti-

nuity and reassurance. “We’ve been a
part of Boston for 200 years, and we
couldn’t let this stop us from doing
what we do every day.”

Jen Stafford, an Emerson College
senior, also went right back to work
Tuesday, revising a broadcast feature

on the 2013 Boston Marathon that she
had thought would end happily.

Stafford, who lives on Boylston
Street and ran from near the bomb-
ings on Monday, said she foresees a
changed Back Bay, “but not necessari-
ly in a negative sense. I have never
been so proud of Boston. People were
literally risking their lives for each
other.”

Shelly Centis, 45, a marathoner
from San Carlos, Calif., saw that hero-
ism firsthand as police raced past her
toward the smoke and fire of one of
the explosions. Her husband, 13-year-
old son, and a friend’s husband had
left that bombing site minutes earlier,
Centis said.

A day later, the group stood in the
budding sweetness of the Public Gar-
den, a beautiful post-marathon mo-
ment that had been robbed of much of
its joy.

Still, like many, Centis and her
group were determined to savor what
they could.

“We’re doing the Freedom Trail —
in defiance. We’re going to do what
we’re supposed to do,” Centis said.

Brian MacQuarrie can be reached at
macquarrie@globe.com.

MATTHEW CAVANAUGH/EPA

A bicyclist looked down Boylston Street in the Back Bay Tuesday, toward the finish line of the Boston Marathon and the site of the bombings a day earlier.
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A neighborhood is left changed

‘I have never been
so proud of Boston.
People were literally
risking their lives
for each other.’
JEN STAFFORD
Boylston Street resident

Ed Kelly is
the head of
the state fire-
fighters asso-
ciation, but
he’s no desk
jockey. He’s a
working fire-
fighter, and

on Tuesday night, 27 hours af-
ter Boston changed forever, I
followed him up the stairs at
the District 4 station on Co-
lumbus Avenue that houses
Ladder 17 and Engine 7 in the
South End.

“Here’s the deal,” Kelly said,
stopping me before we went in
the room. “They don’t want
their names in the paper. They
don’t want to be singled out.
They did what every firefighter
in the city did. What every cop,
every EMS worker, did. They
don’t think they’re special.”

What they did was nothing
short of heroic. They ran to-
ward the bombs. They saved
lives.

One of the firefighters from

Engine 7 is a Marine who did
three combat tours in Iraq and
Afghanistan. He saw bad
things overseas. He didn’t ex-
pect to see them in the Back
Bay on Patriots Day.

“We were on a call, Comm.
Ave and Exeter,” he said.
“There was a barbecue on the
porch. College kids.”

Their gruff lecture on fire
safety and common sense was
cut short when the first bomb
exploded around the corner.

“I know what a bomb
sounds like,” he said. “We tore
around the corner thinking we
were going to find a fire. But
there was no fire.”

Instead there were dozens
of people spilled on the side-
walk. The firefighters worried
about secondary bombs and
biological weapons. But they
dove into their work.

“The first person I encoun-
tered was a woman. The bone

was sticking out of her leg.
Four inches in width, 10 inch-
es in length. The femoral blood
was a dark, dark red.”

A 12-year department vet-
eran from Dorchester was
right next to him, working
through the victims in front of
Marathon Sports. He saw a
guy he knew from the neigh-
borhood, Bill Richard.

“I can’t find Denise,” Rich-
ard cried, referring to his wife.

The Richard family had
been caught in the blast as
they watched runners pass the
finish line. Bill Richard and his
son Henry avoided serious in-
jury. But Denise Richard was
hit in the head with shrapnel,
and her 6-year-old daughter
Janey lost part of her leg.
Eight-year-old Martin Richard
caught the full force of the ex-
plosion, and when the fire-
fighter looked down at him, “I
knew Marty was gone.”

Marty Richard was a third-
grade classmate of the fire-
fighter’s daughter. In fact, al-

most everyone on Engine 7
knew the Richards; the lieu-
tenant’s kid was a classmate of
one of the Richard kids.

“My daughter goes to the
same Irish step dance school
as Janey Richard,” Ed Kelly
said. “This is the thing. All
these guys, they’re neighbor-
hood guys. When they were
working on these people on
Boylston Street, in some cases
they were working on friends
and neighbors, and they were
working on strangers just as
hard. They saved many lives.”

One of those strangers was
a homeless man, whose foot
hung by a thin shred of flesh.

“I looked him in the eye
and asked him if he was OK,”
the former Marine said, “but
he was in shock. He couldn’t
talk.”

The Marine was treated for
post-traumatic stress disorder
after his last combat tour. I
asked him if he needed more
treatment after what he went
through on Monday.

He didn’t answer for a
while, then nodded slowly and
said, “Probably.”

Another former Marine was
on Ladder 17, and when he
jumped down from the truck
and waded onto the bloodied
sidewalk he had to make a
choice: which child to grab
first.

“There were two kids miss-
ing legs,” he said. “I grabbed
one of them and another guy
grabbed the other kid.”

He and an EMT tried to put
a tourniquet on the boy’s leg,
but the blood made the tubing
slippery.

“It’s OK, buddy,” the fire-
fighter told the screaming boy.
“It’s OK, pal.”

Ed Kelly had brought his
kids to watch his wife run the
Marathon. She had just
crossed the finish line and had
walked down Boylston toward
Berkeley when the first bomb
went off. Kelly ran down
Berkeley Street, burst into the
station house, and grabbed his

gear from his Ladder 17 locker
and ran back to the bomb site.

“A lot of off-duty guys did
the same. Not just firefighters.
Cops, EMS,” Kelly said. “It says
something about this city.”

I asked one of the firefight-
ers, the former Marine with
eight years on the job, why he
and his brother firefighters did
what they did, without any
concern for their own safety.
Why they ran toward the
bombs. Why they were pre-
pared to die if need be.

“That’s our job,” he said,
shrugging.

He barely had the words
out when the alarm rang. The
firefighters bolted from the
room and slid down the pole
to Engine 7 and Ladder 17,
and then they were gone, to a
call on St. Botolph Street, and
whatever might await them.

Kevin Cullen is a Globe colum-
nist. He can be reached at cul-
len@globe.com. Follow him on
Twitter @GlobeCullen.

Answering the call, in all its personal, poignanthorror
Kevin Cullen



and physically fit. It was important in his business, he told his protege, Kevin Weeks, to look taut. It intimidated 
other people so they’d give you money quick, no questions asked.

Whitey prided himself on being able to smell an extortion victim. They might have just come into mon-
ey. Or maybe they had a weakness: a taste for liquor, or for women. Whitey would exploit any weakness, then 
put a knife to someone’s throat, or shove a gun in their groin, as he did to Mike Solimando, a businessman who 
made the mistake of trying to help the widow of a Boston businessman who Whitey and his gang had murdered. 
After Whitey’s threats to kill Solimando’s family persuaded Solimando to fly to Switzerland to raid the Swiss 
bank accounts of his dead friend, Whitey hissed a preemptory warning: “If you go to the FBI, I’ll know in five 
minutes.”

Which was true. Whitey had been enlisted by the FBI as an informant and quickly learned how to ex-
ploit that relationship. The FBI not only looked the other way while Whitey murdered, maimed, and robbed, but 
FBI agents compromised the investigations of honest law enforcement agents who tried to nail Whitey.

Monday’s verdict confirms all that, once and for all.
Whitey had mounted a legacy defense, in that he didn’t care about most of the 32 counts against him. In 

fact, he only cared about two of the charges — the murders of Debra Davis and Deborah Hussey — and some-
thing which he was not charged with because it is not illegal, being an FBI informant.

Whitey’s lawyer admitted that he made millions from the drug trade, even while his politically con-
nected family in general and his politician brother in particular spent decades repudiating anyone who suggested 
Whitey lined his pockets with drug money.

Whitey was willing to admit to the drug dealing for two reasons. One, it would have looked pretty silly 
to deny it in the face of a parade of admitted drug pushers testifying that Whitey either put them in business or 
put a gun to their head and shook them down. Secondly, Whitey copped to the drugs because he hoped such 
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THE BULGER VERDICT

By Maria Cramer
and Travis Andersen

GLOBE STAFF

They knew him as Charlie
Gasko, the reclusive husband
of Carol Gasko who rarely ven-
tured far from his rent-con-
trolled apartment in Santa
Monica, Calif.

In June 2011, they were
stunned to learn that he was
actually James “Whitey” Bulg-
er, one of the FBI’s Ten Most
Wanted fugitives, charged with
terrorizing his native Boston
over a decades-long career as
one of the city’s most feared or-
ganized crime figures.

And on Monday, former
neighbors of Bulger in Califor-
nia said they were relieved to
hear that the elderly gangster
probably would die in prison
following his conviction in fed-
eral court in Boston.

“It’s really over, huh?” said
Barbara Gluck, who lived on
the same floor as the couple.
“Whitey is going to spend the
rest of his life in jail? Well,
that’s good.”

People have traveled from
all over the country to the Prin-
cess Eugenia Apartments,
where Bulger lived with his
longtime girlfriend, Catherine
Greig, to snap photos of the
building. Reporters have also
come by, seeking comment
from neighbors of the former
fugitive.

But those who knew Bulger
and Greig as the Gaskos said

Monday that they have tried to
put the memory of the couple
behind them. Greig was con-
victed separately of harboring
Bulger during his 16 years on
the lam and is serving an eight-
year prison sentence.

Neighbors don’t even talk
about the Gaskos, said the Rev.
Janus Goodwin, 64, who also
lived on the same floor as the
couple.

“It depresses me,” Goodwin
said. “I wish I had recognized
sooner what a vicious criminal
he was and had spoken out.”

A team that included the fu-

gitive squad of the FBI field of-
fice in Los Angeles captured
Bulger on June 22, 2011, and
Special Agent Scott Garriola
testified during the trial that
the gangster told arresting au-
thorities, “You know who I am;
I’m Whitey Bulger.”

A spokeswoman for the
field office declined to com-
ment on Monday, saying in an
e-mail that agents “would have
to allow the verdict to speak for
itself” before sentencing.

Joshua Bond, a manager of
the Princess Eugenia complex
who assisted the FBI in Bulg-

er ’s capture, said Monday
when reached by phone that he
was not immediately able to
comment.

Bond, at Garriola’s request
at the time of the arrest, called
Bulger and told him that some-
one had broken into his stor-
age locker, luring the crime
boss out of his apartment and
eventually into custody.

Goodwin said Monday that
she learned of the verdict from
a local reporter calling for an
interview, and said she feels
sorrow for the relatives of Bulg-
er’s victims. She added that she

never perceived the couple as
living happily in Santa Monica.

R at h e r, s h e s a i d , t h e y
seemed trapped, always stay-
ing inside and keeping their
apartment dark.

“He was in jail while he was
in here. And he’s still in jail,
and he should stay in jail,”
Goodwin said. “I’ll say it again
and again and again. They did
not have anything. They didn’t
go anywhere.”

Gluck, a former photojour-
nalist who has lived in the
building for 17 years, saw it dif-
ferently. She noted Bulger lived

two blocks from the beach and
two blocks from Third Street
Promenade, a sunny stretch of
designer boutiques and up-
scale restaurants where Holly-
wood celebrities are often spot-
ted.

“The thing I think is the
most surprising to me, the
most amazing, was the fact
that he was able to live 16 years
in this beautiful neighborhood
that we live,” she said. “Where
did he get that good karma
from?”

Asked whether she was glad
Bulger’s good luck had run out,
Gluck said she felt indifferent.

“I’m just over it,” she said.
“It’s almost irrelevant to our
lives right now. You don’t want
to go backward. You want to go
forward.”

Two young men now live in
the two-bedroom apartment
that Greig and Bulger shared.
They moved in a few weeks af-
ter the couple was arrested,
and Gluck recalled asking
them whether they knew who
lived there previously.

“ T h e y s a i d , ‘ Ye a h , w e
cleaned it out really well,’ ” she
said.

Maria Cramer can be reached
at maria.cramer@globe.com.
Follow her on Twitter
@GlobeMCramer. Travis
Andersen can be reached at
travis.andersen@globe.com.
Follow him on Twitter
@TAGlobe.
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In Santa Monica, no neighborly feelings for former residents

JESSEY DEARING

FBI VIA US ATTORNEY’S OFFICE

‘Whitey is going to
spend the rest of
his life in jail?
Well, that’s good’
BARBARA GLUCK
Resident of
Princess Eugenia Apartments

branded as the Seaport.
Louis, the most exclusive

clothing store in the city and
where Whitey bought some of
his suits, decamped from fash-
ionable Newbury Street in the
Back Bay for the suddenly posh
Seaport. Fan Pier even landed a
museum, the Institute of Con-
temporary Art. Further down
Northern Avenue, where Whit-
ey Bulger slaughtered Halloran
and Donahue on a warm spring
night in 1982, every new res-
taurant seems to do booming
business. The young people
who pay as much as $3,000 a
month for a nearby two-bed-
room apartment don’t blink at
paying $12 for a drink.

Whitey never got to have a
$50 steak at Del Frisco’s, or to
appreciate the view from the
rooftop bar of Legal Harbor-
side, or to figure out how to
make money from the thou-
sands of out-of-towners who
flock to the huge convention
center, and he never will. He’ll
come back to court one more
time, for his sentencing, which
is almost irrelevant. Whitey
Bulger will die in prison.

Of course, that’s better than
he would have expected back in
the 1970s, when there was a
small, internecine gang war on
in Southie. Whitey was so sure
he was going to be assassinated
that he went out and bought a
fancy suit and hung it in his
girlfriend’s closet. He wanted to
look good in his open casket.
Whitey used to shop on New-
bury Street, shelling out $2,500
for a pair of R.J. Foley black alli-
gator cowboy boots without
batting an eye.

In a letter he wrote from jail,
Whitey wondered whatever
happened to that suit. Up until
recent years, he probably could
have still fit in it, with just a few
alterations. Whitey was always
obsessed with being lean and
physically fit. It was important
in his business, he told his pro-
tege, Kevin Weeks, to look taut.
It intimidated other people so
they’d give you money quick,
no questions asked.

Whitey prided himself on
being able to smell an extortion
victim. They might have just
come into money. Or maybe
they had a weakness: a taste for
liquor, or for women. Whitey
would exploit any weakness,
then put a knife to someone’s
throat, or shove a gun in their
groin, as he did to Mike Soli-
mando, a businessman who
made the mistake of trying to
help the widow of a Boston
businessman who Whitey and
his gang had murdered. After
Whitey’s threats to kill Soliman-
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do’s family persuaded Soliman-
do to fly to Switzerland to raid
the Swiss bank accounts of his
dead friend, Whitey hissed a
preemptory warning: “If you go
to the FBI, I’ll know in five min-
utes.”

Which was true. Whitey had
been enlisted by the FBI as an
informant and quickly learned
how to exploit that relation-
ship. The FBI not only looked
the other way while Whitey
m u r d e r e d , m a i m e d , a n d
robbed, but FBI agents compro-
mised the investigations of hon-
est law enforcement agents
who tried to nail Whitey.

Monday’s verdict confirms
all that, once and for all.

Whitey had mounted a lega-
cy defense, in that he didn’t
care about most of the 32

counts against him. In fact, he
only cared about two of the
charges — the murders of Deb-
ra Davis and Deborah Hussey
— and something which he was
not charged with because it is
not illegal, being an FBI infor-
mant.

Whitey’s lawyer admitted
that he made millions from the
drug trade, even while his polit-
ically connected family in gen-
eral and his politician brother
in particular spent decades re-
pudiating anyone who suggest-
ed Whitey lined his pockets
with drug money.

Whitey was willing to admit
to the drug dealing for two rea-
sons. One, it would have looked
pretty silly to deny it in the face
of a parade of admitted drug
pushers testifying that Whitey

either put them in business or
put a gun to their head and
shook them down. Secondly,
Whitey copped to the drugs be-
cause he hoped such candor
would persuade the jury to
throw him a bone and acquit
him on some of the charges he
found most repulsive, namely,
the killing of the women. He
was wrong again. The jury said
he killed Hussey. Of Davis’s kill-
ing, the panel couldn’t decide.

Whitey spent his entire
criminal career fashioning a
narrative that portrayed him as
a good bad guy, a criminal of
principle, a wiseguy with scru-
ples. But wiseguys with scru-
ples don’t rat on their friends or
strangle a 26-year-old woman
and bury the body in a shallow
hidden grave.

Now we know, beyond a rea-
sonable doubt, that he did both.

He will deny it, for sure,
when he stands to hear his sen-
tence and gets to say his piece.
And if I was Whitey Bulger, I al-
so would have believed that I
had immunity to do whatever I
wanted, including kill people,
because he did that for 20 years
and the FBI aided and abetted
him.

Of course, you’d have to be
delusional to think a govern-
ment agent, in this case a con-
veniently dead prosecutor
named Jeremiah O’Sullivan,
had the authority to hand out li-
censes to kill. But throughout
his life, Whitey displayed a cer-
tain disconnect with society. He
was a loner who wanted to im-
press strangers with his knowl-

edge about arcane subjects. He
never liked crowds, but always
thought he was the smartest
guy in one.

And for a long time, he was
smart enough to enlist the na-
tion’s premier law enforcement
agency to serve as his accom-
plice while eliminating the
competition, whether they
were the big Mafia boys in the
North End or monosyllabic
Irish hoods in his Southie back-
yard.

As much as he didn’t recog-
nize the new waterfront when
the marshals drove him to his
arraignment two years ago,
Whitey wouldn’t recognize
Broadway, either, east or west.
Yuppies holding Starbucks
lattes wait for the bus across
from the sushi joint that used to
be Triple O’s, the bucket-of-
blood bar where Whitey plotted
and sometimes killed.

From the Lower End all the
way to City Point, the dark, din-
gy pubs where Whitey’s bookies
sat in the corner, like sleeping
dogs, have given way to bright,
airy bars with French doors,
where the point is to be seen,
not hidden. They are bursting
with young people, few of them
Southie natives. At Lincoln,
across from the West Broadway
parking lot where Whitey read
the newspapers every night at
midnight, the kids don’t mind
waiting on the sidewalk for a ta-
ble. Pretty young women in
fashionable running togs clog
the Sugar Bowl, jogging around
Castle Island, where Whitey
walked daily with Kevin Weeks.
The liquor store that gave Whit-
ey a legitimate stream of in-
come is now run by a Vietnam-
ese guy.

For two months, as Whitey
sat there and watched an ab-
surd cast of criminals get up
and point at him, all of them,
the accused and the accusers,
appeared to be visitors from an-
other time and place. It was so
blindingly obvious that none of
them belonged in a neighbor-
hood and a city where Whitey
once ruled like a brutal dictator.
Southie moved on. Boston
moved on. Whitey only moved
away.

The young diners and revel-
ers who flirt at Whiskey Priest,
the upscale pub near the spot
where Whitey leveled his rifle at
Michael Donahue and Brian
Halloran, don’t even know who
Bulger is.

And they don’t care. He is
not part of their Boston.

He’s a ghost, not even dead
yet, but a ghost.

Kevin Cullen is a Globe
columnist. He can be reached at
kevin.cullen@globe.com.

StreetsBulger terrorizednowaworld apart
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A motorcade drove Whitey Bulger to the Plymouth House of Correction after he was found guilty Monday.

People have traveled long distances to snap photos of the Princess Eugenia Apartments,
where James “Whitey” Bulger lived with his longtime girlfriend, Catherine Greig.
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candor would persuade the jury to throw him a bone and acquit him on some of the charges he found most 
repulsive, namely, the killing of the women. He was wrong again. The jury said he killed Hussey. Of Davis’s 
killing, the panel couldn’t decide.

Whitey spent his entire criminal career fashioning a narrative that portrayed him as a good bad guy, a 
criminal of principle, a wiseguy with scruples. But wiseguys with scruples don’t rat on their friends or strangle a 
26-year-old woman and bury the body in a shallow hidden grave.

Now we know, beyond a reasonable doubt, that he did both.
He will deny it, for sure, when he stands to hear his sentence and gets to say his piece. And if I was 

Whitey Bulger, I also would have believed that I had immunity to do whatever I wanted, including kill people, 
because he did that for 20 years and the FBI aided and abetted him.

Of course, you’d have to be delusional to think a government agent, in this case a conveniently dead 
prosecutor named Jeremiah O’Sullivan, had the authority to hand out licenses to kill. But throughout his life, 
Whitey displayed a certain disconnect with society. He was a loner who wanted to impress strangers with his 
knowledge about arcane subjects. He never liked crowds, but always thought he was the smartest guy in one.

And for a long time, he was smart enough to enlist the nation’s premier law enforcement agency to serve 
as his accomplice while eliminating the competition, whether they were the big Mafia boys in the North End or 
monosyllabic Irish hoods in his Southie backyard.

As much as he didn’t recognize the new waterfront when the marshals drove him to his arraignment two 
years ago, Whitey wouldn’t recognize Broadway, either, east or west. Yuppies holding Starbucks lattes wait for 
the bus across from the sushi joint that used to be Triple O’s, the bucket-of-blood bar where Whitey plotted and 
sometimes killed.

From the Lower End all the way to City Point, the dark, dingy pubs where Whitey’s bookies sat in the 
corner, like sleeping dogs, have given way to bright, airy bars with French doors, where the point is to be seen, 
not hidden. They are bursting with young people, few of them Southie natives. At Lincoln, across from the West 
Broadway parking lot where Whitey read the newspapers every night at midnight, the kids don’t mind wait-
ing on the sidewalk for a table. Pretty young women in fashionable running togs clog the Sugar Bowl, jogging 
around Castle Island, where Whitey walked daily with Kevin Weeks. The liquor store that gave Whitey a legiti-
mate stream of income is now run by a Vietnamese guy.

For two months, as Whitey sat there and watched an absurd cast of criminals get up and point at him, all 
of them, the accused and the accusers, appeared to be visitors from another time and place. It was so blindingly 
obvious that none of them belonged in a neighborhood and a city where Whitey once ruled like a brutal dictator. 
Southie moved on. Boston moved on. Whitey only moved away.

The young diners and revelers who flirt at Whiskey Priest, the upscale pub near the spot where Whitey 
leveled his rifle at Michael Donahue and Brian Halloran, don’t even know who Bulger is.

And they don’t care. He is not part of their Boston.
He’s a ghost, not even dead yet, but a ghost.

 
Kevin Cullen is a Globe columnist. He can be reached at kevin.cullen@globe.com.
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