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edicated to my dad and the family and friends remaining
who fondly remember “The Irish King”
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PREFACE

M

cLean-McLaughlin Irish Gang War.
The Boston Irish Gang War started in 1961 and
lasted until 1966. It was fought between the McLaughlins
of Charlestown, led by Bernie McLaughlin, and the Winter
Hill Gang of Somerville, led by the KING, James “Buddy”
McLean. The two gangs had co-existed, with strained respect,
in relative peace until an incident Labor Day weekend 1961
in Salisbury Beach.
Buddy was ultimately dragged into a situation that had
nothing to do with him. But being the honorable stand-up
guy that he was, Buddy would never turn his back on his
friends. Thus was the beginning of the bloodiest gang war in
American history.
The Irish who lived in Somerville and Charlestown were
at war with one another. The war took well over one hundred
lives (seventy deaths were recorded, with others reported
missing). This happened in just under a five-year period.
This war will be remembered as the bloodiest organized Irish
crime gang war in American history to date. Not since the
Chicago gang wars of the roaring twenties had so many died.
This all started over the defense of a woman. The incident
had taken place in a small summer beach resort town of
Salisbury Beach, Massachusetts, on Labor Day weekend
1961. In 1965, Buddy McLean was shot and killed by one
ix
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of the last survivors of the McLaughlin Gang, Steve Hughes.
A year later to the date, after more than one hundred dead
or missing, the last two associates of the McLaughlin Gang,
brothers Connie and Steve Hughes, were found dead.
When the KING died, so did loyalty, dignity, and respect.
The Winter Hill Gang also died that day, never to be the
same again. Buddy McLean was Winter Hill.
The Winter Hill Gang was then taken over by men who
could not fill the KING’s shoes, men who knew nothing
about respect or, more importantly, loyalty, the two most
important things the KING built his reputation on.

x

INTRODUCTION

T

his is the true story of the rise and fall of the first “Irish
King” of Winter Hill, James J. “Buddy” McLean, who
led the original and infamous Winter Hill Gang.
In 1961, in the small resort town of Salisbury,
Massachusetts, an Irish gangster by the name of George
McLaughlin (Georgie) made a drunken, obnoxious pass at
the wife of a small-time Somerville bookie named Frank.
A drunken Georgie continually terrorized the guests. As
a result, George McLaughlin was beaten with whiskey
bottles and sustained massive head injuries. Frank and a
friend of his by the name of Ed were responsible for the
beating. The McLaughlin brothers from Charlestown,
Massachusetts, consisted of Bernie, Edward “Punchy,” and
Georgie, the smallest and youngest of the brothers. When
the two elder McLaughlins learned what happened, they
immediately drove to Salisbury Beach and wanted to shed
blood themselves. Ed and Frank would both have been
dead, except for one thing—a union teamster truck driver
from Local #25 in Charlestown, a man by the name of James
J. “Buddy” McLean, the Irish King from Winter Hill in
Somerville, Massachusetts. Buddy had a wife and four small
children by the time of the Salisbury Beach incident. Buddy
was ultimately dragged into a situation that had nothing to
do with him. Honorable and loyal, the King would never
xi
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turn his back on his friends, and he didn’t. Thus was the
beginning of one of the bloodiest gang wars in American
history to date.
Okay, so now you know how it ended, let me tell you how
it all began.
The events you are about to read are based on a true
story, never told till now.
Some names and dates have been changed or eliminated
to protect the guilty.
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ONE

B

uddy was born January 26, 1930, in Boston,
Massachusetts, to longshoreman William McLean, of
Irish descent, and Dorothy Guida, of German descent. A few
months after James was born Dorothy became ill; she asked
her neighbor Doris Raposa to watch her son while she was
in the hospital, as Doris and Dorothy had become friends
during the pregnancy. Doris of course said yes, however,
being very young, and not knowing how to take care of a
small child, Doris went to her Portuguese grandmother, Mary
Raposa, who lived in Somerville, for assistance. Mary, who
fell in love with James at first sight, was more than willing
to help. Not knowing the situation, Mary welcomed Buddy
into her home with open arms.
Mary loved Buddy and treated him like her own son, and
Buddy idolized Mary. Life in Somerville was very different
in the thirties and forties—the residents were mostly Irish
blue-collar workers. Most of the families had three and
four children, and some had many more, and almost all
were Catholic. The fathers were the breadwinners, and the
mothers all stayed home to care for the kids and to keep the
house in order. Children of two working parents were left to
the streets after school; between the hours of three and five,
the punks ran the streets.
1
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Buddy’s father, Bill, did come around once and awhile
and give Mary money to help her with Buddy’s expenses.
Knowing Buddy’s mother would never return and believing
he could not be a constant father figure for Buddy, Bill
McLean made himself scarce. Being a longshoreman he
would, when the time came, give his son his union card, the
only legacy he could leave. Bill was well liked on the docks.
He was good to everyone, and everyone respected him. He
knew his son would be well received, and a union card was
worth more than saving gold for him.
Buddy grew up on the streets of Somerville. He learned
the streets the hard way. By the age of nine Buddy could hold
his own in a street fight, and finding the YMCA was the
best thing that happened to him. He worked out every day
after school, watching the big guys and following along with
them. He got into his own routine of hitting the bag and
doing hundreds of pushups; his muscles and stamina always
kept him going in a fight. By the time he was twelve he had
a reputation for being an extremely tough street fighter who
never lost a fight. It seemed he could go on forever.
He always remembered what his father told him: “You
want to know if it’s the truth, look in their eyes. The eyes will
always tell you if they are telling you the truth!” Buddy always
had that innocent look about him that he always used to his
advantage. When he asked you a question, he demanded
the truth with just his eyes. Unfortunately, he had to beat a
few asses to get the truth, but in the end he always got it and
earned the respect of the beaten.
He would tell them, “If you had told the truth in the
beginning, it would have saved me all this beating shit . . .
next time just tell me the truth, but I’m only going to ask
you once!”
2
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As the years went on he had earned the respect of many a
man without one punch being thrown, but then there were
those who thought they could test him. Buddy was never
a violent man. He didn’t want these fights, but they just
seemed to come to him. He had to fight his way through
many of the early years because of his size (he was small for
his age), so some thought he could be bullied. Boy, were they
wrong.
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