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HE BULGER MYSTIQUE: Whiteyand the FBI

So where was Whitey? The question has become
law enforcement's lament as it tries to get
evidence against him. Last month, the elusive
Bulger was photographed as he took a walk in an
MDC park near Neponset Circle.

M SPOTLIGHT
Continued from Page 1
The Image has served him well. He has confound-
ed everyone. The Mafla has a love-hate (hing with
him. “They're with us.” llario M-A. Zannino, the
tough Mafia lieutenant. once
said about Bulger and his asso-
ciates, only to bluster another
time about how he would like to
blow them all away with ma-
chine guns.
And the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation has for years had a
1al relationship with Bulger
PART 3  that has divided law enforce
wmajour  ment bitterly and poisoned rfla-
es  llons among many Investiga-
Part series jors, the Spotlight Team has
learn
't he a great guy?” said an FBI agent about
Bulger, aceording to another agent who l('c'\silw FBI
should bust Bulger. not be beguiled by
For Whitey, theone willing to walk memgn wire.
the confusion provides the breathing room to pros
per and survive.

We're all good guys here,” he proclaimed in
1984 as he wailed politely for outwitted federal Amg
agents to finish retrieving a microphone he had
covered n his car. “You're the good-good guys, ana
we're the bad-good guys

EVER SINCE 1.5 wia days o banks.
there have been few public glimpses of Bulger, But
there have been plenty of secrel ones — from the
Quiney police. stale troopers and federal drug agents
“ho have spent large portions of their professional
lives chasing Bulger

In the past decade, those sources said, Bulger has
carved out a lucrative niche with his assoclate Ste-
phen (The Rifleman) Flemmi: They control South
Boston, Roxbury. Jamaica Flain, a piece of the
South End and parts of Quincy and Lowell. With the
Mafia in disarray, some now consider Bulger the
most powerful mobster in Boston. “If they choose o
be, Whitey and Flemmi are today as DGWF!{\.\I as any
Mafia regime." said one Investigato

Using a low-key style. the P e eleed 0
function, In effect, as landlords — collecting rent
from anyone doing business on their turf, whether it
is running numbers or drugs. n recent years, South
Boston's plers and warchouses have been used as a
staging area for drug distribution. a set-up that po-

happen with Bulger's biessing.

ast, he's getting protection money

Legally, that

put him I their service." But 1o others. collecting

fithes Is the extent of his role in drug trafficking.

Bulger, said another. Is in the “business of money.

not drigs.” And the money game ineludes shaking

down drug dealers s well s lending funds at sky-

high rates 1o loan sharks and gamblers who need
cash quickly

It is a business conducted mostly after hours.
Like most major mobsters, Whitey 15 a creature of
the night. His routine is 10 avold a routine. having
become ever more wary of being followed.

For a time in 1980, he and Flemmi operated out
of a garage on Lancaster Street near Norih Station

¢ waited outside for their appointments, each
standing with his arms folded across his chest. not a
hair out of place, not a ih!ﬂ button out of line, as
they stared down passers!

s the S0ovear-oid Whitey, st fexing
tie results of 8 lifetime of liting weights, first in his
bedroom in the Old Harbor tenements and more re-
cently In health clubs.

he street outside the garage. his demeanor
was usually dour. He has a benign, Irish face, but
somelow i 1 alvays cea br s ok appronchabe

s something firm and flat about the eyes,
Which looi ke marbles when he 1 angry.

'Making visits o talk to the inscparabic pair were
a Who's Who of Boston's mabsters: Larry Zannino.
Danny Angiulo, Nick Giso, Frank LePere, Connie
Frizzt, They came carrying belefcases, and money
was seen changing hands in an office inside.

Sidekick Nicky Femia usually stood watch, a
beefy. gun-toting hit man who was murdered In
1683 Femia's lack of discipline and fitness was the
sort of thing that set off Whitey Bulger the health
fanatic, wha only occasionally sips wine, docs not
smoke and does not permil anyone near him to
smake. Coming out of the garage office one day
Bulger spstied the 240 pound Femia using the pol
ished hood of a black Che Tablcloplor & (Gast
nl McDanald's hambu m-m-l gxm!) French fries

bbed the fast food and began throwing i
e of the tmck. pedalling henchiman twice
his size.

It was like a scene from a mob movie, and the

udden burst of anger stunned the state troopers
Who were walching sccretly from across the street
The troopers were left with an indelible impression
similar to one a South Boston man had when he
first saw Bulger's violent side 40 years ago. 1 saw
him get Into a fight. and he just beat the piss out of
the guy. Oh. he was vicious. And he wasn't that big.
The other guy was bigger. But he was tough. and
everyone whispered. “That's Whitey Bulger.”

But the garage near Boston Garden was only a
pit stop for a man whose business makes
motion a lifestyle. For a while, he shifted his meet-
ings 1o the back room of a smokeshop near Cit
Hall. Or he would make the rounds himself, ducking
into the Cafe Pompeil in the North End to see Donato
Angiulo, who ran his family's loan-sharking out of
the Hanover Street coffee shoj

Maostly, however, Bulger has always commuted
between pay phones. Many days, Bulger and
Flemmi could be seen fishing In Cheir pockets for
dimes. They would make & call at the corner of Old

Colony and Dorchester streets In South Boston, then
g0 down fo the phone al West Broadway and Dor-
chester Avenue. Then into a variety store on Broad-
way, fokowed by 8 quick swing into a bar. For a

favorite spot was the bank of pay phones
itk the Howand lohison's off the SoutAckst Bx
pressway.

From there. they would head off o meet someone
inside a row house on a narrow South Boston side
street or in the parking lats of the factories at Fort
Port Channel. They cruised around in leased cars
that were changed frequently to guard against sur-
veillance. For weekends, Whitey has kept a Cadillac
or Jaguar - the kind of luxury car he has always
prized, golng back to the projects when he not only
had the wheels few others could afford but a car
that aporid the big fins and shiny chrome of the

" he phanes. the rotating cars and the open air
meetings were all calculated maves. Said a source,
‘He's compulsive. The agents would do his trash
and there was a lot of ash, he would burn stuff in
his fireplace. He would rip things into tiny little
shreds, almost Iike he had a shredder in his apart
ment

They were days In the early 1980s that aften end-
ed at a private club In Roxbury controlied by
Flemmi. And they were days that periodically fea-

red Bulger’s legendary temper - a mean sireak
that first surfaced In his teen-age fighting days and

nderworld folklore by the 1970s,
when a wiseguy once warned a secref
shark victim that he would rather tangle “with a
cobra” than cross Whitey Bulger.

At 305 p.m. on Sepi. 25, 1980, according (o a
state police report, a trooper who was. following
Bulger and Flemmi witnessed Whitey's distaste for
Fiffraff in his hometown: Bul
from his car and grabbed a
slumped on a Silver Street stoop. With Flemmi
standing by, Bulger beat the man about the face.
Kicked him, then, in a final flourish, took the wino's
hat and threw it down the street. Bulger got back In
the car lughing and drove away. When the plain
clothes trooper approached the wino. t
pushed him away. *I don't know oty the wine
satd. “And leave me alone.

Few have a clue about the size of Bulger's South
Boston cadre, but no one doubts his strength. 1
can't tell you that anybody I've worked with has
any idea what kind of muscle he has - just that
everybody's scared Lo death of him." said a former

rosecutar.

But what Bulger may lack in numbers. compared
to the beefier Mafia, he more than makes up for tn
guile and style. He has also always been different
things to different people. To his mother, who died
in 1980, the daring kid with the reddish-blond hair
and easy smile was always Sonny. To his friends

and siblings. he has always been Jimmy and a
flerce loyalist

Whitey has spent a lifetime helping out the moth
ers living in South Boston's Old Harbor Village tene
ments, where the Bulger family was among the first
residents in 1938. “If he was coming up the street
and | had the carriage going down just four st
he'd yell. "Wait a minute, Mrs. Dame. * said Sally
Dame. recalling five decades ago

To the troopers who often followed Bulger fnlo
South Boston, there was always a noticeable change
in'his manner. Whitey Bulger. who crossed his arms
and stared through those who came (o pay him trt
bute at the downtown garage. would say hello {o
children and show deference to eiderly women: Sald
a detective about Bulger today. “He would stop and
open a car door for  lady, stop traffic.” He has dis
tributed baskets and turkeys in the housing projects
at Christmas, donated money to the youth sports
teams and sent money to the families of men in jail

But, for the most part. the homefrant talk of Whi
tey is restricted to his cordial relations with adulis
asa boy, In Interviews, many neighbors said no one
ever openly discusses Sonny-Jimmy-Whitey's pro-
fesstonal life, which dates back to a 13-year-old's
first unruly journeys up 1o Mercer Street and petty
crime. It is a rock no one turns over.

Said a friend: “He's & hell of a guy: It's just If you
are on the wrong side.

THE TURKEYS . e donatens, puled
off with a politician’s touch, have helped create the
good-bad guy that is Whitey I]u!gcr Excrpl far
Flemmi, he has never stuck with anyone long
enough that they could know otherwise. Even in the
beginning, Whiley was there but not there: in his
early teens he hung around with a few of the Stmm
rocks but was never himself a member of t
e Catoe his association with the flen bevebiss
of South Boston and, after that. with Howle Wintez
It has been a lifetime of mergers and acquisitions.

He has been a schizophrenic puzzle to the most
powerful underworld enterprise, the Mafta. During
three months of secret bugging of the Anglulos in
1861, the Mafla relished the idea they could call on
Bulger and Flemmi. 1f need be, even 1o kill. "Il tell
you right now. If | called these guys right now they'd
tll anybody we tell ‘em to.” underboss Gennaro An
gulo clatmed one winter afternoon, Later that year.
Anglulo’s lieutenant Zannino discussed the fate of &
w\-rguy ‘Hm n:m erred m not paying Bulger and

mmi oted & soldier to Zan

" Ko if Stevie or Whiley seca him
“They're going to hit him,” Zannino sald.

But this same cast of Mafiost could suddenly turn
on Bulger and Flemm| when the subject became the
pair's $245.000 debt. “When did they ever come

Continued on next page

Whitey eludes snares
set by troopers. DEA

watched Bulger and Flemmi
make calls from the pay phones
outside Howard Johnson's in Dor-
chester. But that autumn, as soon
as they bugiged those phanes,
Bulger became a no-show

“The day we were authorized

themselves "

[t
bunch of state xrmpcrr. who spent

1980 trying to bust Whitey
Bulger, only t0 sulfer a series of
belly

s
They bugged his office. the
ried

phones he used and. finally.
to bug his car. but each time

uulger eluded them; he either ut-
ered small talk or nothing at all

The troopers had stumbled
onto the Irish mobster by acel

dent: a Lip came In that a stolen
car ring was working out of a ga-
near Boston Garden. Instcad
of stolen cars, he troopers found
Bulger and his partner, Stephen
lemmi, were holding court daily

inside the Lancaster Street ga
ay

Setting up shop in a Merrimac

Street flophouse across from the

garage, the troopers began keep-
ing an eye on Bulger. To pass the
hours while walting for their tar

on the wall, noting their size and
timeof death. From a thirflor

monitored w

ted to be Bulger's Lam

ing and loan-sharkin

“The troopers captured the
comings and goings of some of
Boston's besi-known drug 1
fickers. loan sharks and hil
“We saw the transfer of cash
from hand to hand.” a trooper
said. One day hey tailed a Ma-

fioso carrying a bag of cash from

Lancaster Street 1o the nearby

headquarters of Gennarn An

giulo, the Mafia underboss.
‘The stakeout was fruitfi

the probe that had seemed s
promising fizzled quickly

breaking into the garage to insiall

the bug. One break-in that suc-
ceeded involved a trooper hidin

the ij:m el

months of photos and Intelligence
‘was more than enough for a court
to permit the Lroopers to plant a

bug Inside the garage. But as soon
as they tried to close In on Bulger.

Bathed in perspiration. the troop-
er climbed out in the early morn:
ing darkness and installed the
bug. But the effort went for
naught when the microphone
fillskla gk i voloes

ollow-up break-ins to move a
new mlrmphnnr Into better lis-
tening positions also encountered
technical troubles. Putting the
mike under an office couch
proved a disaster when Vincent
(Fat Vinnie) Roberto. a reputed
Mafia assoctate, sat his 400-
pound frame down and squashed
the bugg; over the monitor, 1t
sounded as If a hurricane had hit
Then the moniior failed to filter
out radio transmissions. “We'd
hear all the comings and goings of
the ambulances across the city, it
was terrible,” sald a trooper.
“Whitey would be in the middle of
a sentence and all you'd hear 1s,
Unit 10, you're needed at BCH.

In the end. they listened in for
about 30 days, but right off the
troopers sensed Bulger was onta
them. “Once we installed the de-
vice, all the conversations that
were taking place In the open

s stopped.” said one official
“All of & sudden. in the middie of
the summer, they start having
people get info cars (o have
talks.”

And the talk they overheard
was not the stulf of criminal
cases, One time, Bulger rambled
on about how he hated the televi-
sion show “The Rookies” because
the Irish copa were porirayed as

ters constantly
fitened to radio station WEEI
and, “Whenever they'd hear &
story about a crime. they'd stop
and discuss the soctal signif}
cance of 1t They'd be saying. ‘You

fo turn on at the pay phones, they
stopped going there,” said a
trooper.

As a last resort, they tried to
put a bug into the car Bulger and
Flemmi drove. The car’s alarm
sent the troopers scrambling. A
second attempt - nvolving a ruse
in which troopers would act as If
the car was stolen, tow it away
and then intstall a bug - collapsed
when Flemmi threw a fit at the
trooper who pulled him over
shouting that their ploy to bug
the car was obvious.

In less than 12 months, three
swings, three misses

‘Three years later. the Dru
forcement Administration got in
on the act. During drug probes in

963, the agency kept humpum
into Bulger's ghost.
el a1 e

her,” sald one offi-

“Consistently you would hear
the storfes that they (traffickers]
aperated out of the piers of South
o st ey ks cpernl

sanction and
weld have o3 pay him some mon
ey through some of his people.

! 64, after months of
careful planning, DEA agents in-
seried a bug In the windowsil of a
condominium where Bulger
lving in Quincy. the! Loulsburg

they

falled: They managed 10 hide a lis
tening device in the panel of
Bulger's car door. Instead of a TV,
agenls heasd & car o

e would not talk to anybody
i e i s blaring -

can't walk the strects ammwr:
it's terrible how bad the crime |s.”
We'd be rolling on the floor laugh
ing,

gwnm one gangster told an-
other who was going on vacation
to be careful not to drive improp-
erly “because those state troopers
out there, they doa great job, they
don't miss & trick.” the trooj
suspected something was amiss.

Then Bulger began showing

up less, 50 the troopers. convineed
he knew about the bug, tailed
him, For three manths, they

orked

he case.

But Bulg!r e ks
for evasive action did not end
there: not rmg after the bug was
installed Bulger drove his car into

a South Boston garage and or-
dered a mechanie (o take the door
apart. They found the tiny micro-
phone. forcing agents to rush
nm o P g

e s gux everybody else we
wanted to, except Whitey,” not
a federal official
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