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In all of our great cities and towns, throughout this great land the Police Departments consists of good men and women trying to serve the public. These people are the same as any other men and do the best they can with the tools that they are given. The strongest tool was given to them by GOD, their mind. Their ability to think and make split second decisions that may affect the lives of men and women within their jurisdiction permanently.
Amongst these honorable men and women are separate and special breeds of investigators. These Police Officers go beyond the normal everyday job of detective or patrolman. These men and women are the Deep Cover Investigators or the DCI. These people go out to the streets, bars, clubs, alleys and homes of individuals who are involved in illegal activity. The DCI investigates the cases, takes gun fire, is shot and in some cases killed, but he closes the cases and fades off into the sunset. He or She does this while working under an anonymous name to protect the real identity of themselves and their family. The public never really knows that a man or woman that has a family and a private life has given his or her all, for the public at large.
Join Detective Ernie Lijoi Sr. in his adventures as a DCI. Follow him through this fictional book, Destructive Obsession which is based on factual incidents as he tries to spend a day of relaxation, fishing for a large bass at a local lake. His big catch for the day was a corpse. The body would lead to a larger surprise as he became involved in the case surrounding this man’s death.
This body would lead Ernie to fourteen additional murders, narcotics violations, sex crimes, gambling violations and four attempted murders in this investigation. Connect with his strategy, strength and forthright manner in an effort to find and arrest the killers as he becomes friends with the criminal element in an effort to solve the murder. In doing so, he confronts characters whose interests lie only in the God of cash.
Throughout the story Detective Ernie Lijoi moves through the sordid and immoral life style of characters that make up an organized group of men who control the sex, gaming and narcotics distribution in New England.
The following stories are fictional and do not depict any specific person or place although some of the stories are based on factual incidents. The names, places and some aspects of this story are total fiction. Some of the events have been telescoped to improve dramatic flow; others are close to how they really happened. Some stories that have a basis of truth and others were created in the mind of the writer.
The characters in this book are fictionalized versions of individuals who may or may not have a relationship to real persons. No one character is based on any a single individual.
The ideas in this book came from the mind of Ernie Lijoi Sr., a retired narcotics detective whose deep undercover work with local and federal agencies was the primary element in the destruction of major drug, gaming and sex operations in New England during the late 1970’s and1980’s.
Ernie Lijoi Sr., Author
August 21, 2009
The question, “WHO ARE YOU” was asked of a group of writers. I answered with the following reply:
WHO are you?
I am the youth of
Yesterday.
I am the strength of
Today.
I am the now of
Tomorrow
With plenty of bravado
Who am I?
I am age.
By:
Ernie Lijoi Sr.
January 25, 2011
Monday May 8, 1989
It was a chilly morning on the lake at 6:00 am in Webster, Massachusetts, a medium size town with about thirty thousand people, middle income range. The town square consisted of several small stores, coffee shops, donut shops and everyone’s favorite, the news stand. It’s a town that anyone would be happy to live in.
The lake was large and calm. You could see the fish rising in the water yet there was a slight mist in the air. The mist did not interfere with vision, but added to the chilly morning. The trees were full of dew and slightly drooping, waiting the night for the sun to rise and dry them out.
There were early morning squirrels running up and down the pine trees playing their game of chase and birds were hitting the water to catch the bait fish that were being chased up and out of the water by the larger fish deeper in the water who were trying to have breakfast.
Ernie thought this was going to be a perfect morning for fishing; if he didn’t catch any fish it would be OK because he would enjoy nature stretched out in front of him, filling his day with peace and serenity.
The condominium that Ernie and Teresa lived in had its own patio which overlooked the trees and behind the trees was the lake beyond. The sky was clear and the water had its normal calming and relaxing effect on Ernie. He loved to have coffee on his patio. Ernie walked out of his condominium which
overlooked one of the three ponds that made up Webster Lake and sat down to have his coffee.
Ernie Lijoi, a forty-five-year-old man of Italian decent, still had all of his curly brown hair, although it was beginning to turn gray. His eyes were dark brown. He was 5’8” tall, clean shaven man with scars across his nose and left eye from a fight as a boy. The years were starting to show in his weight which was two hundred pounds, slightly more then he and his doctor would like.
Ernie looked down at his small, 14 foot boat which was in his boat slip. The slip came with the condominium unit as long as he paid the extra seventy five dollars per year for maintenance of the docks. He was almost ready to leave to spend the day fishing on the lake, but first he needed some bait.
Ernie finished his coffee, went to the storage area and got his bait bucket to take to the bait store so that he could buy some shiners to fish with throughout the day.
On his way to the bait shop, he stopped at the donut shop and purchased a large coffee. At the Bait shop he purchased four dozen shiners at four dollars per dozen and some night crawlers at two dollars and fifty cents per dozen.
Back at his home he quietly entered the unit so as not to wake Teresa, his wife. He got his fishing gear and went back down to the boat where he set off for some fishing.
Ernie went to one of his favorite spots on the lake, put out two lines, one with a shiner and a bottom line with a night crawler, then laid back to relax and read a good book while he waited for a bite.
After a few minutes he looked at the bobber that had the shiner hanging from it three feet below the surface and observed the bobber moving with a steady movement, not the stop and go movement that he was used to when a fish was holding the bait in his mouth, but a steady movement which was unusual.
“Shit, what did I do, get hung up on a sunken log?”
When Ernie was fishing he would sometimes speak to himself, especially when he screwed up.
He picked up the rod and began retrieving the line when it stopped, again not a fish fighting this time, just a steady pressure on the line.
“This must be a log or the shiner tied up in a ton of weeds.”
He reeled in slowly so that he did not break the light, six pound test line that was on his reel. The water was dark, too dark to tell what he was slowly dragging towards the boat. Whatever it was, it was very heavy, a collection of weeds, a large stick, he would soon find out.
Just as the bobber came to within 10 feet of the boat Ernie could see the outline of something very strange. He could not believe what he thought he was seeing. As he retrieved his bobber and it came closer he didn’t want to believe his eyes, but it defiantly was a human male, dead body.
“That poor guy.”
Ernie thought at first that he had found a victim of an accident. He pulled the body in closer to get a good look at it and see if there was an obvious cause of death. He could see what looked like a gunshot wound to the left temple, possibly a small caliber. The body did not seem to have been in the water for more than a day, no bite marks from fish feeding. This was no accidental death.
Upon further inspection he noticed that there was a large weight attached to the legs of the body. He dragged the body for about twenty feet to the shore so that it would not float away or be hit by another boat.
He started the engine in his boat and drove back to the dock where he went into his condo to call his old partner and friend, Bob Clooney, now the Chief of Police in Webster.
As soon as he walked into the condominium his wife, Teresa saw that he was in a rush and knew that he came back earlier than expected.
“What’s wrong, why are you back so soon?”
Ernie didn’t even acknowledge her question; he ran to the telephone and called his old partner.
“Bob?”
“Yeah, Ernie?”
“Listen, Bob, I found a body in the lake. How soon can someone be here?”
“I’ll be right over. In the mean time I’ll have someone put the police boat in the lake.”
A few minutes later Chief of Police Robert Clooney walked into the home of Ernie and Teresa Lijoi.
Robert Clooney was a man in his mid 50’s, 5’8” tall, well built with grayish blond hair and blue eyes, He transferred to the Webster Police Department and worked his way up to becoming Chief of Police from his early beginnings as a patrolman with the Quincy Police Department.
As young men, Ernie and Bob worked together for nearly ten years in the narcotics division of the Quincy Police.
“Ernie, did you recognize him?”
“No, never saw him before, maybe you’ll know him; I’ll take you to the body in my boat.”
They took Ernie’s boat and motored over to the location, where Ernie left the body.
“How did you find him?”
“I was fishing and he got caught on my hook or the shiner swam around him, I really don’t know exactly.”
As they arrived at the scene, Bob looked over and the area, looking for some evidence, but there was very little to find.
“OK, I’m going to need some expert help on this one, Ernie. What do you think?”
“I’ll get together with you tomorrow morning after the medical examiner is finished and we’ll go over the info available. We need to get his prints and run them, we need to find out who his family is and where he and they live, what personal property is on his body and then we can start from there. We should have someone with a metal detector go over the entire area and secure it. We’ll also need some divers looking for the weapon or anything they can find.”
“Thanks, Ernie, I’ll get things started and we will meet in the morning at my office. It’ll be like old times”
“I’ll clear everything with my department so that I can assist you, Bob.”
As Ernie and Bob were talking, the police boat pulled up with two patrolmen on board the 30 foot police rigged water cruiser.
“Hi, men, take this guy to the ramp at shore. I already called the medical examiner as soon as Ernie called me and before I left the office to come here.”
“OK, chief, what is this, murder?”
“Right now it looks that way. Men, I need an officer here with a metal detector and a diver. We need to cover the basics before we go forward.”
“OK, Chief, we will take care of it.”
Ernie took the chief, Bob, back to shore, docked the boat and went into the house to explain to Teresa what had happened.
Tuesday May 9, 1989
It was a warm morning. The 60 degree weather was perfect as Ernie drove over to the police station to start the case on the recently recovered body.
“Hi, Bob; are there any prints or info on this guy?”
“The prints come back to a David White, of Boston, forty years old and he fits the description. He’s married, with some kids, a minor record of crap; he did a short stint in Walpole, minor things, years back.”
“Did you find anything at the scene or in the water?”
“No, Ernie, this is looking more and more professional, but this guy is not a connected man or at least his record doesn’t show anything.”
“No, but he did do time in Walpole Prison so he could have made some friends while there. What do you say, want to go and see the medical examiner?”
“Let’s go.”
The two men drove to the hospital on Main Street in the town, and went down into the basement where the morgue was located.
The Chief of Police Bob Clooney found Dr. Simali, the Medical Examiner, in the morgue. The M.E. is a white male about sixty years of age, balding, with dark eyes.
“Hi, Doctor.”
“Hi, Chief.”
“Doctor Simali, this is Det. Ernie Lijoi, an old partner of mine and a pretty good investigator. He’s going to help us with the case.”
“It’s nice to meet you, Ernie. I assume you’re here about the man found in the lake?”
“Doc, we would like to look at his personal effects if you’re finished with them.”
“Sure, they are right here.”
“Did you find anything curious or unexpected?”
“In his pocket, I found a small corner of what looks like a piece of a corporate or official document. I am drying it out and trying to figure out what it may be made of.
“That’s good, thank you. How is it going?”
“It is just about finished. Let’s take a look.”
“Yes, it’s finished, looks like standard paper, nothing special, I guess this is of no use.”
“We will take care of it doctor, anything else?”
“No the rest of it is normal, some cash, thirty dollars, a wallet no ID, a handkerchief. The chain that was discovered on the body was nothing special, you can buy it anywhere. The weight used to submerge the body was simply some old lead from a junk yard or something like that. There are no distinguishing markings except for a “P” on his the medallion found around his neck, which you guys will have to look into and that seems to be all.”
“What about cause of death?”
“That’s in my report. Death was caused by a single shot to his left temple with a .25 caliber hand gun. The bullet went right through his brain and bounced around inside his skull causing instant death. Here is what’s left of the projectile for ballistics.”
“Thanks, Doc, you’ve been a great help.”
Bob and Ernie left the Medical Examiner’s office and returned to the station where the information on the body had been run earlier in the teletype machine. A return teletype message had come in regarding this dead man David White.
Bob took the message and asked Ernie to join him in his office.
“What’s it say, Bob?”
“This guy is known by the Fed’s. This note is a request for us to contact Agent Peter Mafuso of the Federal Drug Enforcement Agency at 555-6263. Ernie, you call him. You know these guys better than I do. You’ve worked with them plenty of times.”
“I don’t know Mafuso, but I’ll speak with him.” Ernie dialed the phone.
“Hello, is this the DEA office?”
“Yes, may I help you?”
“I am looking to speak with Agent Mafuso”
“Speaking, what can I do for you?”
“This is Detective Ernie Lijoi. You sent a message about Mr. White?”
“Hi, Ernie, you don’t remember me, I was on one of the teams that you worked with a few years ago on that bank case. Why are you interested in Mr. White?”
“Is he one of yours?”
“He has helped us in the past, quite a lot. You still haven’t answered my question”
“He’s dead. I found him floating on Webster Lake.”
“How did he get it?”
“Single .25 caliber to the brain, definitely looks like a hit to me.”
“Isn’t that the lake that no one can pronounce, some Indian name?”
“Yes, Lake Chaubunagungamaug, that’s it and some people can pronounce it. Do you know what it means?”
“Something about fishing, isn’t it?”
“As far as I know, it is Indian lingo for you fish on your side, we fish on our side and the two should never meet.”
“Interesting. Who are you working with in the town of Webster? I know that’s not your normal area of work.”
“Yes, if you remember me you may remember one of my old partners, Bob Clooney. He’s the new Chief in Webster.”
“Sorry, I don’t know him, but that’s OK as long as you vouch for him.”
“What do you have in mind, Peter?”
“I would like you men to come into Boston and spend some time with us as we look into this a little further. Maybe we can help each other?”
Ernie turned to Bob and explained Pete’s request and Bob hesitantly agreed to the meeting.
“Peter, how about 10 tomorrow morning?”
“We’ll see you then.”
Wednesday May 10, 1989
Ernie got out of bed with an ache in his back and in his arm, but nothing unusual. Ernie was beginning to get used to these aches from time to time.
He looked over at his pretty wife getting dressed after her shower, a dark-haired girl with brown eyes, 5’5” tall about 130 pounds, a woman that cared for her family first above herself and showed it every day of her life.
“You know, Teresa; I must need some exercise because these aches seem to be getting worse. After I am up and move around for a while they seem to disappear. That’s why I say I need more exercise. I think I’ll start riding a bike.”
“Be careful, don’t try and do too much all at once. You’re not getting any younger, you know.”
“That’s not what I wanted to hear, Teresa.”
“What do you mean?”
“I was hoping you would want to go with me.”
“Yeah, I’ll try it. We will have to buy a bicycle for each of us.”
“I’ll look in the paper and see if I can find a couple of used ones for sale by someone.”
“OK, how about breakfast?”
“I’ll be right in.”
It was a beautiful day to eat on the front patio overlooking the lake and Ernie sat there after breakfast, admiring the birds flying from tree to tree and the red male cardinals feeding the females as part of their love ritual. He didn’t want to leave, but he had to go to Boston, about an hour’s drive from Webster.
Ernie drove to the Police station and Bob joined him after he finished up with some daily paperwork that was on his desk.
By 10:00 am they were pulling into the Federal Building parking area and went up to the offices of the (DEA) Drug Enforcement Administration.
Ernie was very familiar with these halls. He had been walking them to meetings for years and was one of the few outsiders that was highly respected and trusted by the agents of the DEA.
Walking through the halls and toward Ernie and Bob was Agent Peter Mafuso, a man of thirty-seven years, full head of auburn hair, dark eyes, 5’9” tall and about 195 pounds. He saw Ernie and smiled.
“Hi, Ernie, nice to see you again, it’s been years”
“Yes, now that I see you face to face I remember you worked the bond case after I received that tip.”
“That’s right, great memory, I didn’t think you would even know me.”
“I remember, I’m not that old yet. Peter, this is Bob Clooney, Chief of Police in Webster.”
“Pleasure to meet you Bob. You’re lucky to have a guy like Ernie working with you.”
“You’re right, we worked together in the past, if you could call it that, Ernie likes to take off alone, but he got things done.”
“Hey, guys, you are embarrassing me, knock it off.”
They all laughed.
“Would you two like a cup of coffee before we go into the meeting?”
“What meeting?”
“I have the team here that worked with David White and they are all questioning what happened.”
“Not me, how about you Bob?”
“No, let’s get this started.”
The three men entered office four doors down from where they were talking. The room was very large, a rectangular table in the middle with five men seated around it.
“Men, this is Det. Ernie Lijoi, who I think you all know or have heard of and this is Bob Clooney, the Chief of Police in Webster. These men make up the team that handled David White.”
Everyone introduced themselves one at a time; Jerry, Martin, Paul, Ralph and Butch.
“Now that everyone has met, we know that White has been murdered and Ernie found him while fishing. Our questions are simple, who did it and why did they do it? The rest will fall into place.”
“Ernie, here’s a copy of his file with all of the information that we have.”
The file indicated that David White had worked with the DEA as an informant for a number of years. That the last two years he had been quiet and they have not been getting much intelligence from him.
“Thank you, I don’t mean to be ungrateful, but you have nothing here about the cases he worked on.”
“Ernie, as much as we trust you, policy prevents us from allowing that information to leave the building.”
“So, I am blind. You want us on the case and start off by blinding us.”
“There’s nothing that I can do. You must start off with what I have given you.”
“OK, but remember, I start off with nothing that I can’t find out on my own and that leaves a gap between us that I will fill in time. We have policies also. Am I correct, Bob?”
“You are correct, Ernie”
“Ernie, we can only do what we are allowed to do. We have rules, you know that.”
“Yes, Peter, I know and I will keep you informed once I am positive that the info I get is firm and not a minute before.”
“That’s all I ask. We are out for a murderer here and possibly much more.”
“Ok, Peter, if you don’t have anything else, we will be on our way.”
“Thanks for coming in guys.”
The two men left the room and took the elevator to the parking garage.
“Ernie, you’ve attended these meetings before, what the hell just happened and why did we come all this way?”
“Bob, they invited us because they were hoping that we had more than they did and they expected to get it out of us while giving us nothing.”
“They are very typical, aren’t they?”
“No, Bob. In the old days they would have opened up to us and we would have opened up to them, but it has become a dog eat dog game and the prize is in the glory. I hope I’m wrong and they do want to work together.”
Thursday May 11, 1989
“Bob, has the wife been notified of her husband’s death?”
“Yes, I had a car go over and notify her.”
“I think we should interview her and see what she knows.”
They drove to the home of Mr. and Mrs. David White, 36 Poston Rd., Boston, Ma. As they came up the street they could see children playing all around the area, but the White home was quiet.
They pulled into the driveway and approached the front door, which was open.
“Hello, Mrs. White.”
No answer.
“Mrs. White, are you here?”
Ernie heard a faint voice coming from the back of the house, “I’ll be right there.”
The men waited a few moments as directed.
After a few minutes Ernie and Bob saw a white female, about thirty-five years of age, thin and very pretty walking to the door.
“Hi, who are you?”
“We are police, Mrs. White. We would like to speak with you.”
“Come on in and have a seat.”
“We are very sorry for your loss, Mrs. White”
“Call me Angie and don’t be sorry. I have been warning him for years, you don’t play both sides of the street and never get caught.”
“What was he into, Angie?”
“I don’t know. All I know is that he would have money, large sums and then nothing for a long period of time. I worked to support this family, not him. He played with his buddies.”
“So you don’t regret the loss?”
“No, I’m sorry; I don’t want to give you that impression. I do regret it, I loved him with all his faults, but I just expected something like this someday. He was actually a good man. If he had a job he would have been perfect for me.”
“I see. Who were his closest friends?”
“He never brought anyone home. Wait a moment, that’s not entirely true, there was a guy I think his name was Louie and if I remember correctly David called him Louie the Fish”
“Louie the Fish, what did he look like?”
“Oh, it’s been so long, last year I think. He was in his 40’s, tall and big about 250 pounds, maybe 6’ tall. He had very dark hair and dark eyes. That’s the best I can do.”
“Thank you, Angie. We may stop by with some pictures and more questions in the future if you don’t mind and if you remember anything that we did not speak of please give us a call. Here is my card.”
“OK, I will, sorry that I could not help you men more.”
“One more question, I almost forgot, what does the letter “P” mean to you?”
“You mean the medal around his neck? That was from his Mom, Penelope.”
“Ok, thank you for your help.”
The two men left the house and drove to the Webster police station.
“Bob, I know you have a lot of work piling up on your desk, so I’ll look into this Louie the Fish guy, if you don’t mind”
“Be my guest, I need some office time. Being the chief is no fun. I got more done working the street with all of our old guys.”
“Yeah, it must be hard. You’re right in the middle of the unions, the politicians and the public. I’m glad it’s you and not me. I like doing work like this; it’s more satisfying in the end. Dangerous, but satisfying”
Ernie dropped Bob off at the private entrance to the chief’s office at the police station and went into the detective bureau to work on the case.
Ernie began making telephone calls and the first place he called was the Boston Police Organized Crime Unit, to see what they might have on David White and Louie the Fish.
The Boston Police Organized Crime Unit is one of the best documented units in the state. They have pictures and files on every connected criminal in the state that they are aware of.
“Hello.”
“Who’s this?”
“This is Detective Ernie Lijoi.”
“Hey, this is John, where the hell have you been?”
“I haven’t been doing much in Boston, no one asks me anymore. The young crowd took over so I guess I’m an old man now.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean. I’m getting ready for retirement myself. These kids count on computers for everything. I don’t know if they realize how valuable their memories are in this kind of work.”
“You’re right, but I guess that’s progress, counting on a machine to be your brain.”
“What do you need, Ernie?”
“I would like to throw out two names to you and see if you have anything on them.”
“Who are they?”
“David White and Louie the Fish.”
“I can tell you right now that the Fish is an old friend, I know him well. I’ll look up White”
John was calling Fish an old friend in a way that indicated that he was a well-known organized crime figure.
“In that case, I will come in and see you tomorrow morning if you’ll be there?”
“Sure, we can look around for him after we talk for a while and I’ll look up White’s file in the mean time.”
“Thanks, John, see you in the AM.”
Ernie went into the chief’s office to advise him about what happened with the Boston, police. Ernie asked if Bob wanted to go with him on the trip to Boston in the morning. Bob indicated that he wanted to go, but he was unable because he had some budget meetings the next day.
Ernie would visit the Boston Organized Crime Unit alone to investigate David White and Louie the Fish.
Friday May 12, 1989
After Ernie got out of bed he went out to the kitchen and poured a cup of coffee, then went out to the patio and sat to enjoy his coffee in the quiet of the morning.
He saw a red male cardinal singing on one of the branches. This brought back his memories of his friend the mocking bird from a few years earlier, when they lived in Dedham. The bird singing relaxed Ernie, but he wondered if this cardinal would do what the mocking bird did and sing along with Ernie. He laughed, stood up and got ready to travel to Boston.
At 10 am Ernie arrived at the headquarters of the Boston Police Department and entered the building. No one questioned his presence, which was not the usual procedure in the past. Things had changed.
Ernie entered the elevator and went up to the third floor where the Organized Crime Unit took up most of the floor. As he entered the area he observed that they still had the same boards up with pictures and backgrounds on all the known subjects involved with organized crime.
“Hi, Ernie, I’ve been waiting for you.”
An older man about fifty-nine years old, balding and heavy-set spoke. Ernie recognized him as Detective John Amoroso. Amoroso was a man that knew his business and had been around for many years. As long as Ernie could remember visiting this unit, John was there.
“Hi, John, great to see you again”
“Yeah, at our age, still doing this type of work, a young man’s job, I guess every time we see each other could be the last, but we had a great life, Ernie. I still remember some of the cases we worked when you were your crazy self, working deep cover.”
“Yes, Ernie, those days seem to be passing us now.”
“So you want to know about the Fish?”
“Whatever you can tell me.”
“This guy White was a partner of his and they had a falling out about a year ago, but I don’t know exactly what it was about.”
“What type of men were these two?”
“White was Louie Centuro’s partner and assistant, so to speak. They were employed by the mob or mafia as soldiers, you know what that is.”
“Mafia, I fished David White out of a lake south of here with a .25 that bounced around in his scull quite a bit.”
“The .25 was in the temple?”
“Yes, it’s a typical hit, but would the Fish have killed White?”
“Why not, it’s only business with these guys, you know that. The younger ones are much worse. They have no respect at all, for anyone.”
“Let’s be sure that we’re speaking of the same person. Fish is a white male, 250 pounds, 6’ tall, dark hair and eyes?”
“That’s him. Let’s go and see who Fish’s new partner is and see if maybe we can use that angle.”
The two detectives drove across Boston to an area called Maverick Square, a predominantly Italian section. This area consists of a large square that has a circle in the middle with the road running all around it. In the center was a Massachusetts Transit Authority Train Station. Around the outside of the circle there are mostly apartment houses, a few stores, and a small corner bar and a small restaurant where Ernie had eaten many times.
The restaurant was owned and run by an older Italian woman who could cook like the old timers. When she brought you a plate of spaghetti with her homemade sauce (gravy) you where in heaven. If you finished she would simply take your plate and bring another plate of spaghetti. It was like eating at home.
There were several men standing out in front of the bar when Ernie and John drove by. One of the men answered the description of the Fish. John continued driving and drove to the back of Maverick Square to a gated area. He pulled in and waited. This area hid the car and its occupants from the view of the public.
“Fish will be here in a few minutes.”
“He knows you that well and knows to meet you here?”
“He knows that if he doesn’t come over he is in for a few problems.”
The detectives waited for about fifteen minutes and then saw the Fish coming to their location by foot. He entered the car and sat in the back seat.
“Hi, Fish, I want you to meet Ernie. He’s working a special case.”
“Ernie, are you that detective from the south shore that did all those undercover jobs?”
“Yes I am, why?”
“Nothing, I’ve heard a lot of good things about you from other detectives that I have worked with. The word on the street is that you’re fair and that’s important. John I haven’t seen you for a while, how’s things?”
“Yeah, it has been a while, Fish. What the fuck did you do to Dave?”
“Whoa, wait a minute! Catch me up. What the fuck are you talking about? Dave is in Florida.”
“Florida? Well, he was in the water, that’s for sure.”
“John, will you guys fill me in?”
“You have a new partner, don’t you?”
“Jack, he’s temporary until Dave get’s back. We are just breaking him in.”
“You’re trying to tell me that you don’t know that your partner David White is dead?”
“You’re shitting me?”
“No we’re not.”
“John, how did he die, in an accident or what?”
“Maybe he was playing catch with a .25 caliber and caught it in his temple.”
Fish looked down at his lap and shook his head. He seemed a little upset and it appeared that he really did not know about his partner.
“Fish, didn’t you two guys have a falling out about a year ago?”
“Yeah, but that was nothing, he took a little advantage of a deal we were working on. Nothing I can talk about right now. We had those disagreements from time to time.”
“Now that you know what happened, what do you think?”
“I don’t know what to think. He had a few things going on that he did on his own, maybe he antagonized someone.”
“Fish, I have known you most of your life and I think you’re lying to me, I think you know more then you are saying.”
“John you know this business. I can’t just break confidences, not until I know more about what happened.”
“What is this Jack like and what’s his whole name?”
“He’s OK, Jack Walsh, he’s only thirty years old and learning the business.”
“You guys are really mixing it up. I can remember when if you weren’t Italian, you didn’t walk these streets.”
“A good man is a good man no matter where he comes from, I learned that in ’Nam”
“I agree, I would rather have you all together. Where does Jack live and with whom? Also, describe him, please.”
“John, if it were anybody but you, I would just leave. I guess I’ve known you too long. I’ll go and get him so that you can speak with him. Give me an hour.”
“OK, we’ll have lunch and come back.”
They went to lunch at the restaurant that Ernie enjoyed and they had spaghetti and meat balls. It was like being in heaven for Ernie. He loved the rarity of this women’s cooking, mostly because she cooked everything to order with perfection.
An hour later they were parked back at the same location, a well hidden spot away from prying eyes. A few minutes later Fish showed up with Jack.
“Fish, what the fuck is this? These guys are cops.”
“Yes, they’re cops, this is John and he is Ernie. They are honorable and trustworthy, that’s important. They have something to tell us. Now that you’re my partner I figured you should be here.”
“OK, what’s up?”
“Jack what’s your last name?”
“O’Reilly; why am I here?”
Jack was a white male, thirty years of age, freckles, light complexion, blond hair and blue eyes, 5’8” tall, 165 pounds.
“Dave White was killed, shot through the head.”
“I knew something was gonna happen. I told him he was crazy.”
“Now tell us what you’re talking about?”
“There’s a Family, you know who I mean. They wanted something done and he was stringing them along for a long time taking payments and doing nothing. I told him he was crazy doing that. He said that he could handle it. He was a big gambler. I guess he gambled for the last time.”
“Are you talking about the Raimondi Family?”
“You got it. I don’t know the particulars, but he was talking like a crazy person about how he beat them. Nobody beats them.”
“Do you know who the target was?”
“Not really, some guy down in a small town called Webster, down on the coast somewhere. I think it has some large lake that has an Indian name.”
“You got a name?”
“Pauli Petrakis. I think he’s a mixed Italian and Greek guy, that’s all I know.”
“Dave was supposed to do this Petrakis guy for the Raimondi’s, is that correct?”
“No, he was doing a job for Petrakis who represents the Raimondi Family, but I didn’t say that. Fish says we can trust you guys, I said nothing, understand?”
“No problem you can trust us. Are you sure that’s all you know? Is there anything else you can think of or seemed odd for Dave?”
“Just that Dave said that he would be giving up this business and settling down soon. If I knew more I’d tell you. I liked Dave, I learned a lot from him.”
“Now he taught you the best of all.”
“What’s that?”
“How dead you can get from this business, you should think about that. OK, we will get back to you if we need to speak some more.”
The two men left the car. John and Ernie drove back to Boston Headquarters.
“You know these guys, John; what do you think?”
“I think they’re telling us what they know, but you always have to keep one hand high with guys like this and most of the time you only get half truths or what they think is the truth.”
“I’m not sure I believe the shit they’re throwing out. Why would the top man go to the bottom man to do a job? He would go through his people. Not directly himself. I bet this White was doing something that they didn’t like. Maybe stealing from the mob and now he has paid the price. I’ll look into this Petrakis person and let you know what happens.”
“Good and I’ll stay on top of these guys for a while and see if I can come up with more information.”
They arrived at the Boston police headquarters. Ernie’s thoughts were covering the conversation with Jack and Fish, trying to analyze the things that were said.
Ernie was getting tired and decided to go home and rest. As he drove down Rt. #128 and past the town of Dedham, where he use to live, he thought that he would be home by now if he had not moved to the a condo in Webster.
Over the weekend Ernie spent some of his time fishing with a buddy that he had met during his time at the lake, who lived in a condo nearby. Oscar Piskay was a man of fifty-five years, 5’8” tall, 190 pounds with dark hair and eyes. Oscar was a quiet man who enjoyed a day on the water and if they caught a few fish, that simply added to the pleasure of being there.
On Sunday Ernie’s oldest son, Joseph, showed up with his wife, Shana, and son, Andrew, who was only 2 years old. They came for Sunday dinner which was the number one pleasure in Ernie’s heart. He loved to see his grandson and his children.
Ernie could sit and watch his grandson all day long. He enjoyed the way that Andrew could find things to keep himself busy. Ernie would join in the play sometimes, but took pleasure in watching the child enjoy himself, keeping busy as children do.
After dinner, Teresa would clean up and Joseph would turn on the sports that he enjoyed. Andrew would play and watch the sports with his Dad and Grandpa and would continue to watch until he fell off into a nice calm sleep.
At about 4:00 pm Ernie woke up from his sleep and his Grandson Andrew noticed that he was awake. He walked over to his Grandfather and said, “Fish.”
Ernie knew that “fish” was simply a way for Andrew to say that he wanted to hear another fish tale, one of the many that his Grandfather made up.
“OK Andrew. Have you ever heard of Louie the Lunker?”
Andrew sat on his Grandfather’s lap and shook his head, “No.”
“Would you like to hear about Louie the Lunker?”
Andrew shook his head, “yes.”
Louie the Lunker
Louie was a normal fish when he was born. He swam in the rocks and swam in the open water with all of his friends. One day he noticed that all of his friends were getting smaller or he was getting bigger.
By the time Louie was about a year old he had all of his color, silver on top and white underneath. Louie liked being the big fish and would start fights with all the other fish. Nothing really scared Louie, but Louie had become the lake bully.
On day one of the smaller fish yelled out, “Louie the Lunker” and swam into a hole where Louie could not go because of his size. The little fish tagged Louie with the name Louie the Lunker. He would have chased the smaller fish but didn’t because he liked the thought of being called a Lunker, a very large fish.
Louie and the other fish lived in a large lake with several other species of fish, but Louie was the largest of them all.
Louie the Lunker was the controlling factor in the entire lake. No one could do anything without speaking to Louie and getting his permission to do whatever it was that they wanted to do. Anyone that didn’t go along with Louie or tried to go against his wishes would be eaten by Louie the Lunker.
The life of a fish is very simple. Fish travel until they get tired, then stop and rest and travel some more. They are constantly looking for something good to eat and never pass up a good meal as long as Louie is not around.
Louie had special friends, Billy Big and Sleepy Sally who were two other fish almost as big as Louie, but not as strong. They believed that they were better off being friends with Louie than with the weaker fish in the lake because they would get to eat anything that they wanted and Louie didn’t want.
Louie found that with the title of Lunker of the Lake came responsibility. Every time there was a disagreement, Louie had to make a decision and these decisions became tiring for him.
Like the time that the sunfish and the white perch had a disagreement over a nesting area that the sun fish was keeping for his new family due anytime. The two fish argued, gurgel, gurgle, gurgel and argued.
By this time, Andrew was asleep on his Grandfather’s lap and everyone else was sitting around listening to the story.
After they placed Andrew on a bed so the he could have a quiet sleep they went into the dining room for desert, which was ice cream and cake.
That night Teresa told Ernie that she loved watching him tell Andrew stories. Andrew just sits there with his big eyes opened wide. Then, about half way through he begins to fight off going to sleep and usually nods off just before Ernie finishes the story.
“It’s the same every time, Ernie. We should get a movie camera so we could save those moments for the future.”
“I would like to, but those things are very expensive.”
“Yes, I guess you’re right.”
“Maybe when we get our tax return we can afford it. We have about three hundred coming back.”
“That’s plenty to buy one, let’s do it.”
“OK, as soon as we get the refund.”
Monday May 15, 1989
Ernie arrived early at his office in Quincy, to simply check in with the men and let them know that the case in Webster would run longer then he originally expected because of complications. Ernie had no idea who did this murder.
There was a note for Ernie on the message board that the men used to notify one another about different things that came up.
“Ernie, a guy named Louie Aritello called and wants you to call him back as soon as possible at 617-555-3232.”
Ernie wondered what the Beast wanted; “The Beast” was the street name for Louie Aritello. He had a crazy streak, a man with the size to back up his craziness, when he got upset or when he had a few too many drinks. A big man, The Beast is Italian, 5’10” tall, 240 pounds, all muscle, brown hair and hazel eyes.
The women loved him, the men were conscious of him, he was a nut. What could he want from Ernie? They hadn’t seen each other for about 10 years.
Ernie thought about it for a while and decided to telephone The Beast when he arrived back in Webster.
Upon arrival at Webster, Ernie went into the chief’s office and mentioned the Beast to Bob Clooney. Bob remembered him well. They sat and swapped a few stories about The Beast.
Ernie picked up the phone and told Bob that he was going to call The Beast. He dialed and the phone rang.
“Who is this?”
“Sir, I am sorry to bother you, but I have a note here to call this number and ask for a Louie.”
“I left messages with two people, who is this?”
“Does the name Ernie mean anything to you?”
“Ernie, I’m glad you called I left a message with my sister in case she saw you.”
“Your sister, I don’t remember you having a sister.”
“Rosemary, she was in love with you years ago, but you were married.”
“Oh yes, I remember Rosemary. How is she?”
“She’s OK, but that’s not why I called.”
“Why did you want me?”
“Don’t put it like that, I haven’t turned gay yet.”
They both laughed.
“Ernie, I have a problem that I think will be right up your alley. You know about the Blue Hill Gang, correct?”
“Yeah, I know a bit about them, I haven’t been keeping up on that stuff lately. Why?”
“You don’t know this guy, he came up in the last couple of years, his name is Pauli Petrakis. He’s a big man in that organization and they are running under the protection of the Raimondi Family.”
“What about this Petrakis guy, what is he doing and what does he look like?”
Bob was working at his desk and overheard Ernie mention Petrakis as he asked questions about him. Bob’s ears perked up. He stood up and walked over next to Ernie to see if he could listen in on the call.
“I’ll tell you all I know about that son of a bitch, don’t worry.”
“Wait a minute, what’s going on, why are you gonna tell me about this guy?”
“Do you remember that little scrawny guy that used to hang with me all the time?”
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