
Tamerlan Tsarnaev was a pretty good boxer, and he fashioned himself a tough guy. He 
was so tough he was charged with assaulting his girlfriend.

Last Monday, tough guy Tamerlan Tsarnaev and his brother left bombs on the sidewalk 
on Boylston Street and killed an 8-year-old boy, a 29-year-old woman who grew up in Medford, 
and a 23-year-old Chinese graduate student at Boston University.

It takes a tough guy to pack a bomb with ball bearings and nails and purposely put it in 
a crowd so that it will kill and maim men, women, and children. The Tsarnaevs were so tough 
that when they decided to kill a fine police officer named Sean Collier on Thursday night, they 

approached him from behind and shot Collier in the head even before Collier could get out of his cruiser.
Get out the violins, because you’re about to read and hear all these stories about how poor Tamerlan 

Tsarnaev’s troubles had to do with the repression of the Chechens, and the hard nomadic life ethnic Chechens 
were forced to endure in the shambolic collapse of the Soviet Union.

Spare me.
Consider, instead, Lingzi Lu, the beautiful, loving Chinese woman killed in an explosion. She, too, 

emerged from the ruins of communism. She came from China’s rust belt, and when she got to America, she ran 
with it. She loved the different foods, the different cultures, the different people.

Lingzi Lu came here and saw only opportunity. Tamerlan Tsarnaev came here and threw his away.
Lingzi Lu nursed her friends at BU back to health when they were sick.
Tamerlan Tsarnaev nursed grudges, convinced we all owed him something.
Living in a society that respects and encourages diversity, he retreated into a perverse, self-righteous, 

judgmental view of others who didn’t share his extremist views. And in his final act of selfish venality, he en-
listed for his nihilistic denouement his own little brother, brainwashing a kid who by all accounts had made the 
sort of friendships and social connections that he couldn’t.

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 19, had made something of himself. He was a captain of the wrestling team at 
Cambridge Rindge and Latin High School, where his friends recalled him as a class clown, a dutiful student, an 
ordinary kid who liked to smoke a bone once in a while. Presumably his marijuana smoking incurred the disap-
proval of his sanctimonious brother, who embraced an extreme form of Islam and railed against people who 
took a drink, or parents who exposed their kids to the paganistic trappings of Harry Potter.

The authorities believe it was Tamerlan, the zealot, who pulled his little and presumably impressionable 
brother into his orbit of overweening grievance against the very country that gave the Tsarnaev brothers more 
opportunity than they ever would have had if they had stayed in the troubled, poor country where they were 
born, Kyrgyzstan, or the troubled, poor country where their ancestors came from, Chechnya.

Kyrgyzstan is one of the poorest countries spawned by the breakup of the Soviet Union. Hundreds of 
thousands of its 5 million people bugged out of there in the years that followed the collapse of a system of gov-
ernment built on repression and corruption. It appears the Tsarnaev brothers, ethnic Chechens, began a nomadic 
trek that eventually brought them to Cambridge.

Cambridge is probably the most tolerant patch in these United States. It is a sanctuary city for immi-
grants. The people of Cambridge, the city government of Cambridge, have created the most inclusive, gener-
ous community to outsiders I have ever encountered. 
People in Cambridge go out of their way to be nice to, 
and genuinely supportive of, people like the Tsarnaev 
brothers.

I wouldn’t doubt that Tamerlan Tsarnaev 
encountered some jerks over the years. We all do. It’s 
called life. If Tamerlan Tsarnaev nursed murderous 
grudges because it was so hard to grow up and live in 
Cambridge, then he was indeed, as his uncle put it, a 
loser.

The police officers who took 19-year-old 
Dzhokhar Tsarnaev into custody deserve our gratitude 
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shoppers in Downtown Cross-
ing. Marksmen in camouflage
fatigues crawled across the
roof of a shed in a backyard in
Watertown.

“Keep the doors locked,”
G o v e r n o r D e v a l Pa t r i c k
warned at an afternoon press
conference. “It is important
that folks remain indoors.”

Authorities shut down all
Massachusetts Bay Transpor-
tation Authority service, citing
safety concerns as they halted
subways, trains, and buses.
City and town halls remained
closed, as mayors and select-
men tracked the crisis behind
locked doors. Public works de-
partments canceled trash pick-
ups, keeping garbage trucks
off streets. Courthouses kept
their doors shut. Taxis were
pulled off roads.

The crisis kept the Red Sox
off the diamond at Fenway
Park and the Bruins off the ice
at TD Garden. It shuttered re-
nowned colleges and universi-
ties. Armed guards checked
identification at world-famous
hospitals, where elective sur-
geries were canceled and ac-
cess was restricted to staff and
people in need of urgent medi-
cal care.

From Dudley Square to the
Seaport, Cambridge to Ken-
more Square, businesses were
shuttered.

People stayed home. And a
disconcerting silence filled the
air, interrupted by the distant
wail of sirens and the thwack,
thwack of helicopters.

The quiet overwhelmed
Kendall Square in Cambridge,
where mayhem reignited
Thursday night when an MIT
police officer was shot and
killed, apparently in a con-
frontation with the two sus-
pects in the Boston Marathon
bombing.

Most mornings, Kendall
Square pulses with the energy
of scientists, entrepreneurs,
and tech workers rushing to
Microsoft and Biogen Idec.
But at 9 a.m. Friday, entire of-
fice blocks remained uninhab-
ited, and the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology was
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closed. Au Bon Pain appeared
to be the only restaurant open.

“It’s not even like this on a
Sunday,” said Sujan Rijal, an
Au Bon Pain employee.

Along Massachusetts Ave-
nue in Boston, armed law en-
forcement officers in neon
vests guarded almost every in-
tersection from the Back Bay
to Roxbury. The stillness hung
over Kenmore Square, where
normally clogged streets were
clear and parking lots were
vir tual ly empty. Tourists
walked aimlessly, unable to
board trains or buses.

“What is this world coming
to?” asked Guy Dixon, a main-
tenance and security worker at
a rooming house for women
on Charlesgate West. “This is
too close to home.”

The lock-down paralyzed
Boston, Cambridge, Waltham,
N e w t o n , B e l m o n t , a n d
Brookline as residents hun-
kered inside, under authori-
ties’ order.

But it turned Watertown in-
to an occupied territory as ar-
mored vehicles and police,
clad in riot gear and hoisting
machine guns, hunted for a
terrorist on suburban streets.

In other towns and residen-
tial neighborhoods of Boston,
streets remained almost fro-
zen, like a snow day with no
snow. It was school vacation
w e e k , s o c h i l d r e n w e r e
trapped at home indoors with
spring temperatures topping
70 degrees.

“It was a day to keep kids
away from the TV,” said Kerry
O’Brien of West Roxbury, who
played the board game Clue
with her 15-year-old daughter,
Maggie Skaza, when the teen
wasn’t memorizing a passage
from “Catcher in the Rye” for
her upcoming declamation at
Boston Latin. “We’re not going
to let those guys ruin our life.
We had some fun.”

In Brookline, it was, “quiet,
very quiet,” said Betsy DeWitt,
chairwoman of the Board of
Selectmen. “People who have
been asked to stay in are stay-
ing in.”

That held true in Jamaica
Plain, too, where City Council-
or Matt O’Malley sat in his liv-

ing room obsessively tracking
the manhunt on television and
the Internet.

“It’s been almost eerily qui-
et the last couple of hours,”
O’Malley said. “I live on the Ja-
maicaway, which is usually
crawling with traffic.”

Beds remained full at Mas-
sachusetts General Hospital
because physicians could not
release patients who live in
locked-down communities,
said Dr. Alasdair Conn, the
hospital’s chief of emergency
services. “We’re keeping pa-
tients from Watertown and
Cambridge, and they will be
staying for the night,” Conn
said.

Away from the focus of the
manhunt, police patrolled the
quiet streets. Officers were ex-
hausted after a succession of
long shifts.

“Everybody is trying to re-
lax,” said one officer, who
asked not to be named because
he did not have permission to
speak to a reporter. “But it’s
tough to relax when the city is
in lock-down.”

Police found relief from lo-
cal businesses. Uno Due Go

delivered bagels and muffins.
Maggiano’s Little Italy sent
ravioli and chicken parmesan.
Employees from Macy’s treat-
ed officers to Domino’s pizza.

“Emotions are really high,”
the officer said, “but people
are really being extraordinary.”

The uncomfortable silence
persisted. Armed law enforce-
ment officers guarded the Bos-
ton Convention & Exhibition
Center.

The digital marquee out-
side displayed the Marathon
symbol and the words “Bos-
ton, You’re My Home,” a song
lyric President Obama quoted
Thursday at an interfaith
prayer service for victims of
the bombings.

“Be patient,” Mayor Thom-
as M. Menino said at the after-
noon press conference. “But I
want to say as mayor of the
city of Boston, we are one city .
. . we will not let the terrorists
win.”

At South Station, clusters of
people stood on sidewalks,
some with luggage, presum-
ably stranded travelers. Heavi-
ly armed law enforcement offi-
cers surrounded the transit

hub and the nearby Federal
Reserve building.

“It’s like ‘Planet of the Apes’
down here,” said Michael
Vaughan, who runs a public
relations firm in the bustling
Seaport district. “The town is
just dead.”

Equity Office Properties,
the region’s largest commer-
cial landlord with millions of
square feet of office space,
kept most of its properties
closed. Across from City Hall
at Center Plaza, tenants al-
ready inside the curved build-
ing on Cambridge Street were
initially not permitted to leave,
according to a posting on Eq-
uity Office Properties’ website.

Financial analyst Harris
Bradley biked from the Fen-
way to his office tower on Fed-
eral Street and tried to push
his way through the locked re-
volving doors.

“Buildings are al l shut
down,” yelled a security guard
in a black suit and glasses.

Bradley did not like the an-
swer. “Financial markets don’t
close just because there’s a cra-
zy guy out there,” Bradley said.

Matthew Kiefer, an attor-

ney with the Boston law firm
Goulston & Storrs, said his
150-attorney firm on Atlantic
Avenue was shut down at 8:14
a.m. He said he spoke to a cli-
ent this morning who was at a
Starbucks on Newbury Street.

“He was in line,” Kiefer
said, “and they closed the door
behind him and said, ‘Please
get your coffee and leave.’ ”

Steve Steinberg, a spokes-
man for the real estate firm
Jones Lang LaSalle, said he re-
ceived an e-mail about 8 a.m.
saying his building at One Post
Office Square was shut.

“I was on my way in to the
o f f i c e , a n d I j u s t t u r n e d
around when I got the e-mail,”
said Steinberg, who was com-
muting into the city on Route
1. “It was eerie. The highway
was virtually empty.”

Andrew Ryan can be reached
at acryan@globe.com. Follow
him on Twitter @globean-
drewryan. Jenn Abelson, Erin
Ailworth, Maria Cramer, Mi-
chael B. Farrell, Meghan E.
Irons, Deborah Kotz, and
Casey Ross of the Globe staff
contributed to this report.

him from behind and shot Col-
lier in the head even before
Collier could get out of his
cruiser.

Get out the violins, because
you’re about to read and hear
all these stories about how
poor Tamerlan Tsarnaev’s trou-
bles had to do with the repres-
sion of the Chechens, and the
hard nomadic life ethnic
Chechens were forced to en-
dure in the shambolic collapse
of the Soviet Union.
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from China’s rust belt, and
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ferent foods, the different cul-
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spects and encourages diversi-
ty, he retreated into a perverse,
self-righteous, judgmental view
of others who didn’t share his
extremist views. And in his fi-
nal act of selfish venality, he en-
listed for his nihilistic denoue-
ment his own little brother,
brainwashing a kid who by all
accounts had made the sort of
friendships and social connec-
tions that he couldn’t.

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 19, had
made something of himself. He
was a captain of the wrestling
team at Cambridge Rindge and
Latin High School, where his
friends recalled him as a class
clown, a dutiful student, an or-
dinary kid who liked to smoke
a bone once in a while. Pre-
sumably his marijuana smok-
ing incurred the disapproval of
his sanctimonious brother,
who embraced an extreme
form of Islam and railed
against people who took a
drink, or parents who exposed
their kids to the paganistic
trappings of Harry Potter.

The authorities believe it
was Tamerlan, the zealot, who
pulled his little and presum-
ably impressionable brother in-
to his orbit of overweening
grievance against the very
country that gave the Tsarnaev
brothers more opportunity

than they ever would have had
if they had stayed in the trou-
bled, poor country where they
were born, Kyrgyzstan, or the
troubled, poor country where
their ancestors came from,
Chechnya.

Kyrgyzstan is one of the
poorest countries spawned by
the breakup of the Soviet
Union. Hundreds of thousands
of its 5 million people bugged
out of there in the years that
followed the collapse of a sys-
tem of government built on re-
pression and corruption. It ap-
pears the Tsarnaev brothers,
ethnic Chechens, began a no-
madic trek that eventually
brought them to Cambridge.

Cambridge is probably the

most tolerant patch in these
United States. It is a sanctuary
city for immigrants. The people
of Cambridge, the city govern-
ment of Cambridge, have creat-
ed the most inclusive, generous
community to outsiders I have
ever encountered. People in
Cambridge go out of their way
to be nice to, and genuinely
supportive of, people like the
Tsarnaev brothers.

I wouldn’t doubt that Ta-
merlan Tsarnaev encountered
some jerks over the years. We
all do. It’s called life. If Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev nursed murder-
ous grudges because it was so
hard to grow up and live in
Cambridge, then he was in-
deed, as his uncle put it, a loser.

The police officers who took
19-year-old Dzhokhar Tsarnaev
into custody deserve our grati-
tude and maybe a medal. May-
be the kid will revert to the
type of person his high school
classmates remember, and he’ll
do the right thing and tell all.
Hopefully we won’t be submit-
ted to the pathetic victimhood
speeches tough guy Tamerlan
would have delivered had he
not received an unhealthy dose
of bullets from police officers
he was trying to kill.

Now that the madness is
over, there will be some who
say we have to figure out why
the Tsarnaevs became such an-
gry young men.

No one who lost his or her
life or limbs on Boylston Street
last Monday did anything to
create angry young men like
this. And I know that 8-year-
old Martin Richard, a beautiful
little boy from Dorchester who
was killed by the Tsarnaev
brothers’ bomb, never harmed
a living thing. He was a kind
little boy who was unfailingly
nice to his classmate, the
daughter of the Boston fire-
fighter who knelt over his body
on Patriots Day.

Sean Collier, the 26-year-old
MIT police officer who police
say was shot to death Thursday

night by the Tsarnaev brothers,
worked as a civilian for the
Somerville Police Department,
but desperately wanted to be a
cop. He was thrilled when he
got the call to join the MIT
force last year, and he only re-
cently learned he had landed
his dream job with the Somer-
ville PD.

I would bet my life that
Sean Collier would have laid
down his life for anybody, in-
cluding immigrants from Kyr-
gyzstan or Chechnya. In the
end, he did lay down his life,
trying to protect others.

I don’t want to listen to how
innocent people bear some re-
sponsibility for creating the
twisted minds of the Tsarnaev
brothers.

Let us first bury our dead,
heal our wounded, tend to our
damaged first responders.
Then maybe I’ll listen to that
“what did we do to make them
hate us” claptrap. Then maybe
I’ll go to some soul-searching
debate about how our foreign
policy is creating too many en-
emies and too few allies.

But then, maybe I won’t.

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

Nothing tough about this boxer’s character

Authorities believe Tamerlan Tsarnaev (left) influenced his
presumably impressionable brother Dzhokhar.

I would bet my life that officer Sean Collier would have laid down his life
for anybody, including immigrants from Kyrgyzstan or Chechnya.

Amid hunt
for second
suspect, city
a ‘ghost town’

JOHN TLUMACKI/GLOBE STAFF

Tension ran high as the search for a Marathon bombing suspect just about shut down Summer Street in South Boston.
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shoppers in Downtown Cross-
ing. Marksmen in camouflage
fatigues crawled across the
roof of a shed in a backyard in
Watertown.

“Keep the doors locked,”
G o v e r n o r D e v a l Pa t r i c k
warned at an afternoon press
conference. “It is important
that folks remain indoors.”

Authorities shut down all
Massachusetts Bay Transpor-
tation Authority service, citing
safety concerns as they halted
subways, trains, and buses.
City and town halls remained
closed, as mayors and select-
men tracked the crisis behind
locked doors. Public works de-
partments canceled trash pick-
ups, keeping garbage trucks
off streets. Courthouses kept
their doors shut. Taxis were
pulled off roads.

The crisis kept the Red Sox
off the diamond at Fenway
Park and the Bruins off the ice
at TD Garden. It shuttered re-
nowned colleges and universi-
ties. Armed guards checked
identification at world-famous
hospitals, where elective sur-
geries were canceled and ac-
cess was restricted to staff and
people in need of urgent medi-
cal care.

From Dudley Square to the
Seaport, Cambridge to Ken-
more Square, businesses were
shuttered.

People stayed home. And a
disconcerting silence filled the
air, interrupted by the distant
wail of sirens and the thwack,
thwack of helicopters.

The quiet overwhelmed
Kendall Square in Cambridge,
where mayhem reignited
Thursday night when an MIT
police officer was shot and
killed, apparently in a con-
frontation with the two sus-
pects in the Boston Marathon
bombing.

Most mornings, Kendall
Square pulses with the energy
of scientists, entrepreneurs,
and tech workers rushing to
Microsoft and Biogen Idec.
But at 9 a.m. Friday, entire of-
fice blocks remained uninhab-
ited, and the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology was
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closed. Au Bon Pain appeared
to be the only restaurant open.

“It’s not even like this on a
Sunday,” said Sujan Rijal, an
Au Bon Pain employee.

Along Massachusetts Ave-
nue in Boston, armed law en-
forcement officers in neon
vests guarded almost every in-
tersection from the Back Bay
to Roxbury. The stillness hung
over Kenmore Square, where
normally clogged streets were
clear and parking lots were
vir tual ly empty. Tourists
walked aimlessly, unable to
board trains or buses.

“What is this world coming
to?” asked Guy Dixon, a main-
tenance and security worker at
a rooming house for women
on Charlesgate West. “This is
too close to home.”

The lock-down paralyzed
Boston, Cambridge, Waltham,
N e w t o n , B e l m o n t , a n d
Brookline as residents hun-
kered inside, under authori-
ties’ order.

But it turned Watertown in-
to an occupied territory as ar-
mored vehicles and police,
clad in riot gear and hoisting
machine guns, hunted for a
terrorist on suburban streets.

In other towns and residen-
tial neighborhoods of Boston,
streets remained almost fro-
zen, like a snow day with no
snow. It was school vacation
w e e k , s o c h i l d r e n w e r e
trapped at home indoors with
spring temperatures topping
70 degrees.

“It was a day to keep kids
away from the TV,” said Kerry
O’Brien of West Roxbury, who
played the board game Clue
with her 15-year-old daughter,
Maggie Skaza, when the teen
wasn’t memorizing a passage
from “Catcher in the Rye” for
her upcoming declamation at
Boston Latin. “We’re not going
to let those guys ruin our life.
We had some fun.”

In Brookline, it was, “quiet,
very quiet,” said Betsy DeWitt,
chairwoman of the Board of
Selectmen. “People who have
been asked to stay in are stay-
ing in.”

That held true in Jamaica
Plain, too, where City Council-
or Matt O’Malley sat in his liv-

ing room obsessively tracking
the manhunt on television and
the Internet.

“It’s been almost eerily qui-
et the last couple of hours,”
O’Malley said. “I live on the Ja-
maicaway, which is usually
crawling with traffic.”

Beds remained full at Mas-
sachusetts General Hospital
because physicians could not
release patients who live in
locked-down communities,
said Dr. Alasdair Conn, the
hospital’s chief of emergency
services. “We’re keeping pa-
tients from Watertown and
Cambridge, and they will be
staying for the night,” Conn
said.

Away from the focus of the
manhunt, police patrolled the
quiet streets. Officers were ex-
hausted after a succession of
long shifts.

“Everybody is trying to re-
lax,” said one officer, who
asked not to be named because
he did not have permission to
speak to a reporter. “But it’s
tough to relax when the city is
in lock-down.”

Police found relief from lo-
cal businesses. Uno Due Go

delivered bagels and muffins.
Maggiano’s Little Italy sent
ravioli and chicken parmesan.
Employees from Macy’s treat-
ed officers to Domino’s pizza.

“Emotions are really high,”
the officer said, “but people
are really being extraordinary.”

The uncomfortable silence
persisted. Armed law enforce-
ment officers guarded the Bos-
ton Convention & Exhibition
Center.

The digital marquee out-
side displayed the Marathon
symbol and the words “Bos-
ton, You’re My Home,” a song
lyric President Obama quoted
Thursday at an interfaith
prayer service for victims of
the bombings.

“Be patient,” Mayor Thom-
as M. Menino said at the after-
noon press conference. “But I
want to say as mayor of the
city of Boston, we are one city .
. . we will not let the terrorists
win.”

At South Station, clusters of
people stood on sidewalks,
some with luggage, presum-
ably stranded travelers. Heavi-
ly armed law enforcement offi-
cers surrounded the transit

hub and the nearby Federal
Reserve building.

“It’s like ‘Planet of the Apes’
down here,” said Michael
Vaughan, who runs a public
relations firm in the bustling
Seaport district. “The town is
just dead.”

Equity Office Properties,
the region’s largest commer-
cial landlord with millions of
square feet of office space,
kept most of its properties
closed. Across from City Hall
at Center Plaza, tenants al-
ready inside the curved build-
ing on Cambridge Street were
initially not permitted to leave,
according to a posting on Eq-
uity Office Properties’ website.

Financial analyst Harris
Bradley biked from the Fen-
way to his office tower on Fed-
eral Street and tried to push
his way through the locked re-
volving doors.

“Buildings are al l shut
down,” yelled a security guard
in a black suit and glasses.

Bradley did not like the an-
swer. “Financial markets don’t
close just because there’s a cra-
zy guy out there,” Bradley said.

Matthew Kiefer, an attor-

ney with the Boston law firm
Goulston & Storrs, said his
150-attorney firm on Atlantic
Avenue was shut down at 8:14
a.m. He said he spoke to a cli-
ent this morning who was at a
Starbucks on Newbury Street.

“He was in line,” Kiefer
said, “and they closed the door
behind him and said, ‘Please
get your coffee and leave.’ ”

Steve Steinberg, a spokes-
man for the real estate firm
Jones Lang LaSalle, said he re-
ceived an e-mail about 8 a.m.
saying his building at One Post
Office Square was shut.

“I was on my way in to the
o f f i c e , a n d I j u s t t u r n e d
around when I got the e-mail,”
said Steinberg, who was com-
muting into the city on Route
1. “It was eerie. The highway
was virtually empty.”

Andrew Ryan can be reached
at acryan@globe.com. Follow
him on Twitter @globean-
drewryan. Jenn Abelson, Erin
Ailworth, Maria Cramer, Mi-
chael B. Farrell, Meghan E.
Irons, Deborah Kotz, and
Casey Ross of the Globe staff
contributed to this report.

him from behind and shot Col-
lier in the head even before
Collier could get out of his
cruiser.

Get out the violins, because
you’re about to read and hear
all these stories about how
poor Tamerlan Tsarnaev’s trou-
bles had to do with the repres-
sion of the Chechens, and the
hard nomadic life ethnic
Chechens were forced to en-
dure in the shambolic collapse
of the Soviet Union.

Spare me.
Consider, instead, Lingzi Lu,

the beautiful, loving Chinese
woman killed in an explosion.
She, too, emerged from the ru-
ins of communism. She came
from China’s rust belt, and
when she got to America, she
ran with it. She loved the dif-
ferent foods, the different cul-
tures, the different people.

Lingzi Lu came here and
saw only opportunity. Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev came here and
threw his away.

Lingzi Lu nursed her friends
at BU back to health when they
were sick.

Tamerlan Tsarnaev nursed
grudges, convinced we all owed
him something.

Living in a society that re-
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spects and encourages diversi-
ty, he retreated into a perverse,
self-righteous, judgmental view
of others who didn’t share his
extremist views. And in his fi-
nal act of selfish venality, he en-
listed for his nihilistic denoue-
ment his own little brother,
brainwashing a kid who by all
accounts had made the sort of
friendships and social connec-
tions that he couldn’t.

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 19, had
made something of himself. He
was a captain of the wrestling
team at Cambridge Rindge and
Latin High School, where his
friends recalled him as a class
clown, a dutiful student, an or-
dinary kid who liked to smoke
a bone once in a while. Pre-
sumably his marijuana smok-
ing incurred the disapproval of
his sanctimonious brother,
who embraced an extreme
form of Islam and railed
against people who took a
drink, or parents who exposed
their kids to the paganistic
trappings of Harry Potter.

The authorities believe it
was Tamerlan, the zealot, who
pulled his little and presum-
ably impressionable brother in-
to his orbit of overweening
grievance against the very
country that gave the Tsarnaev
brothers more opportunity

than they ever would have had
if they had stayed in the trou-
bled, poor country where they
were born, Kyrgyzstan, or the
troubled, poor country where
their ancestors came from,
Chechnya.

Kyrgyzstan is one of the
poorest countries spawned by
the breakup of the Soviet
Union. Hundreds of thousands
of its 5 million people bugged
out of there in the years that
followed the collapse of a sys-
tem of government built on re-
pression and corruption. It ap-
pears the Tsarnaev brothers,
ethnic Chechens, began a no-
madic trek that eventually
brought them to Cambridge.

Cambridge is probably the

most tolerant patch in these
United States. It is a sanctuary
city for immigrants. The people
of Cambridge, the city govern-
ment of Cambridge, have creat-
ed the most inclusive, generous
community to outsiders I have
ever encountered. People in
Cambridge go out of their way
to be nice to, and genuinely
supportive of, people like the
Tsarnaev brothers.

I wouldn’t doubt that Ta-
merlan Tsarnaev encountered
some jerks over the years. We
all do. It’s called life. If Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev nursed murder-
ous grudges because it was so
hard to grow up and live in
Cambridge, then he was in-
deed, as his uncle put it, a loser.

The police officers who took
19-year-old Dzhokhar Tsarnaev
into custody deserve our grati-
tude and maybe a medal. May-
be the kid will revert to the
type of person his high school
classmates remember, and he’ll
do the right thing and tell all.
Hopefully we won’t be submit-
ted to the pathetic victimhood
speeches tough guy Tamerlan
would have delivered had he
not received an unhealthy dose
of bullets from police officers
he was trying to kill.

Now that the madness is
over, there will be some who
say we have to figure out why
the Tsarnaevs became such an-
gry young men.

No one who lost his or her
life or limbs on Boylston Street
last Monday did anything to
create angry young men like
this. And I know that 8-year-
old Martin Richard, a beautiful
little boy from Dorchester who
was killed by the Tsarnaev
brothers’ bomb, never harmed
a living thing. He was a kind
little boy who was unfailingly
nice to his classmate, the
daughter of the Boston fire-
fighter who knelt over his body
on Patriots Day.

Sean Collier, the 26-year-old
MIT police officer who police
say was shot to death Thursday

night by the Tsarnaev brothers,
worked as a civilian for the
Somerville Police Department,
but desperately wanted to be a
cop. He was thrilled when he
got the call to join the MIT
force last year, and he only re-
cently learned he had landed
his dream job with the Somer-
ville PD.

I would bet my life that
Sean Collier would have laid
down his life for anybody, in-
cluding immigrants from Kyr-
gyzstan or Chechnya. In the
end, he did lay down his life,
trying to protect others.

I don’t want to listen to how
innocent people bear some re-
sponsibility for creating the
twisted minds of the Tsarnaev
brothers.

Let us first bury our dead,
heal our wounded, tend to our
damaged first responders.
Then maybe I’ll listen to that
“what did we do to make them
hate us” claptrap. Then maybe
I’ll go to some soul-searching
debate about how our foreign
policy is creating too many en-
emies and too few allies.

But then, maybe I won’t.

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

Nothing tough about this boxer’s character

Authorities believe Tamerlan Tsarnaev (left) influenced his
presumably impressionable brother Dzhokhar.

I would bet my life that officer Sean Collier would have laid down his life
for anybody, including immigrants from Kyrgyzstan or Chechnya.

Amid hunt
for second
suspect, city
a ‘ghost town’

JOHN TLUMACKI/GLOBE STAFF

Tension ran high as the search for a Marathon bombing suspect just about shut down Summer Street in South Boston.
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shoppers in Downtown Cross-
ing. Marksmen in camouflage
fatigues crawled across the
roof of a shed in a backyard in
Watertown.

“Keep the doors locked,”
G o v e r n o r D e v a l Pa t r i c k
warned at an afternoon press
conference. “It is important
that folks remain indoors.”

Authorities shut down all
Massachusetts Bay Transpor-
tation Authority service, citing
safety concerns as they halted
subways, trains, and buses.
City and town halls remained
closed, as mayors and select-
men tracked the crisis behind
locked doors. Public works de-
partments canceled trash pick-
ups, keeping garbage trucks
off streets. Courthouses kept
their doors shut. Taxis were
pulled off roads.

The crisis kept the Red Sox
off the diamond at Fenway
Park and the Bruins off the ice
at TD Garden. It shuttered re-
nowned colleges and universi-
ties. Armed guards checked
identification at world-famous
hospitals, where elective sur-
geries were canceled and ac-
cess was restricted to staff and
people in need of urgent medi-
cal care.

From Dudley Square to the
Seaport, Cambridge to Ken-
more Square, businesses were
shuttered.

People stayed home. And a
disconcerting silence filled the
air, interrupted by the distant
wail of sirens and the thwack,
thwack of helicopters.

The quiet overwhelmed
Kendall Square in Cambridge,
where mayhem reignited
Thursday night when an MIT
police officer was shot and
killed, apparently in a con-
frontation with the two sus-
pects in the Boston Marathon
bombing.

Most mornings, Kendall
Square pulses with the energy
of scientists, entrepreneurs,
and tech workers rushing to
Microsoft and Biogen Idec.
But at 9 a.m. Friday, entire of-
fice blocks remained uninhab-
ited, and the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology was
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closed. Au Bon Pain appeared
to be the only restaurant open.

“It’s not even like this on a
Sunday,” said Sujan Rijal, an
Au Bon Pain employee.

Along Massachusetts Ave-
nue in Boston, armed law en-
forcement officers in neon
vests guarded almost every in-
tersection from the Back Bay
to Roxbury. The stillness hung
over Kenmore Square, where
normally clogged streets were
clear and parking lots were
vir tual ly empty. Tourists
walked aimlessly, unable to
board trains or buses.

“What is this world coming
to?” asked Guy Dixon, a main-
tenance and security worker at
a rooming house for women
on Charlesgate West. “This is
too close to home.”

The lock-down paralyzed
Boston, Cambridge, Waltham,
N e w t o n , B e l m o n t , a n d
Brookline as residents hun-
kered inside, under authori-
ties’ order.

But it turned Watertown in-
to an occupied territory as ar-
mored vehicles and police,
clad in riot gear and hoisting
machine guns, hunted for a
terrorist on suburban streets.

In other towns and residen-
tial neighborhoods of Boston,
streets remained almost fro-
zen, like a snow day with no
snow. It was school vacation
w e e k , s o c h i l d r e n w e r e
trapped at home indoors with
spring temperatures topping
70 degrees.

“It was a day to keep kids
away from the TV,” said Kerry
O’Brien of West Roxbury, who
played the board game Clue
with her 15-year-old daughter,
Maggie Skaza, when the teen
wasn’t memorizing a passage
from “Catcher in the Rye” for
her upcoming declamation at
Boston Latin. “We’re not going
to let those guys ruin our life.
We had some fun.”

In Brookline, it was, “quiet,
very quiet,” said Betsy DeWitt,
chairwoman of the Board of
Selectmen. “People who have
been asked to stay in are stay-
ing in.”

That held true in Jamaica
Plain, too, where City Council-
or Matt O’Malley sat in his liv-

ing room obsessively tracking
the manhunt on television and
the Internet.

“It’s been almost eerily qui-
et the last couple of hours,”
O’Malley said. “I live on the Ja-
maicaway, which is usually
crawling with traffic.”

Beds remained full at Mas-
sachusetts General Hospital
because physicians could not
release patients who live in
locked-down communities,
said Dr. Alasdair Conn, the
hospital’s chief of emergency
services. “We’re keeping pa-
tients from Watertown and
Cambridge, and they will be
staying for the night,” Conn
said.

Away from the focus of the
manhunt, police patrolled the
quiet streets. Officers were ex-
hausted after a succession of
long shifts.

“Everybody is trying to re-
lax,” said one officer, who
asked not to be named because
he did not have permission to
speak to a reporter. “But it’s
tough to relax when the city is
in lock-down.”

Police found relief from lo-
cal businesses. Uno Due Go

delivered bagels and muffins.
Maggiano’s Little Italy sent
ravioli and chicken parmesan.
Employees from Macy’s treat-
ed officers to Domino’s pizza.

“Emotions are really high,”
the officer said, “but people
are really being extraordinary.”

The uncomfortable silence
persisted. Armed law enforce-
ment officers guarded the Bos-
ton Convention & Exhibition
Center.

The digital marquee out-
side displayed the Marathon
symbol and the words “Bos-
ton, You’re My Home,” a song
lyric President Obama quoted
Thursday at an interfaith
prayer service for victims of
the bombings.

“Be patient,” Mayor Thom-
as M. Menino said at the after-
noon press conference. “But I
want to say as mayor of the
city of Boston, we are one city .
. . we will not let the terrorists
win.”

At South Station, clusters of
people stood on sidewalks,
some with luggage, presum-
ably stranded travelers. Heavi-
ly armed law enforcement offi-
cers surrounded the transit

hub and the nearby Federal
Reserve building.

“It’s like ‘Planet of the Apes’
down here,” said Michael
Vaughan, who runs a public
relations firm in the bustling
Seaport district. “The town is
just dead.”

Equity Office Properties,
the region’s largest commer-
cial landlord with millions of
square feet of office space,
kept most of its properties
closed. Across from City Hall
at Center Plaza, tenants al-
ready inside the curved build-
ing on Cambridge Street were
initially not permitted to leave,
according to a posting on Eq-
uity Office Properties’ website.

Financial analyst Harris
Bradley biked from the Fen-
way to his office tower on Fed-
eral Street and tried to push
his way through the locked re-
volving doors.

“Buildings are al l shut
down,” yelled a security guard
in a black suit and glasses.

Bradley did not like the an-
swer. “Financial markets don’t
close just because there’s a cra-
zy guy out there,” Bradley said.

Matthew Kiefer, an attor-

ney with the Boston law firm
Goulston & Storrs, said his
150-attorney firm on Atlantic
Avenue was shut down at 8:14
a.m. He said he spoke to a cli-
ent this morning who was at a
Starbucks on Newbury Street.

“He was in line,” Kiefer
said, “and they closed the door
behind him and said, ‘Please
get your coffee and leave.’ ”

Steve Steinberg, a spokes-
man for the real estate firm
Jones Lang LaSalle, said he re-
ceived an e-mail about 8 a.m.
saying his building at One Post
Office Square was shut.

“I was on my way in to the
o f f i c e , a n d I j u s t t u r n e d
around when I got the e-mail,”
said Steinberg, who was com-
muting into the city on Route
1. “It was eerie. The highway
was virtually empty.”

Andrew Ryan can be reached
at acryan@globe.com. Follow
him on Twitter @globean-
drewryan. Jenn Abelson, Erin
Ailworth, Maria Cramer, Mi-
chael B. Farrell, Meghan E.
Irons, Deborah Kotz, and
Casey Ross of the Globe staff
contributed to this report.

him from behind and shot Col-
lier in the head even before
Collier could get out of his
cruiser.

Get out the violins, because
you’re about to read and hear
all these stories about how
poor Tamerlan Tsarnaev’s trou-
bles had to do with the repres-
sion of the Chechens, and the
hard nomadic life ethnic
Chechens were forced to en-
dure in the shambolic collapse
of the Soviet Union.

Spare me.
Consider, instead, Lingzi Lu,

the beautiful, loving Chinese
woman killed in an explosion.
She, too, emerged from the ru-
ins of communism. She came
from China’s rust belt, and
when she got to America, she
ran with it. She loved the dif-
ferent foods, the different cul-
tures, the different people.

Lingzi Lu came here and
saw only opportunity. Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev came here and
threw his away.

Lingzi Lu nursed her friends
at BU back to health when they
were sick.

Tamerlan Tsarnaev nursed
grudges, convinced we all owed
him something.

Living in a society that re-
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spects and encourages diversi-
ty, he retreated into a perverse,
self-righteous, judgmental view
of others who didn’t share his
extremist views. And in his fi-
nal act of selfish venality, he en-
listed for his nihilistic denoue-
ment his own little brother,
brainwashing a kid who by all
accounts had made the sort of
friendships and social connec-
tions that he couldn’t.

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 19, had
made something of himself. He
was a captain of the wrestling
team at Cambridge Rindge and
Latin High School, where his
friends recalled him as a class
clown, a dutiful student, an or-
dinary kid who liked to smoke
a bone once in a while. Pre-
sumably his marijuana smok-
ing incurred the disapproval of
his sanctimonious brother,
who embraced an extreme
form of Islam and railed
against people who took a
drink, or parents who exposed
their kids to the paganistic
trappings of Harry Potter.

The authorities believe it
was Tamerlan, the zealot, who
pulled his little and presum-
ably impressionable brother in-
to his orbit of overweening
grievance against the very
country that gave the Tsarnaev
brothers more opportunity

than they ever would have had
if they had stayed in the trou-
bled, poor country where they
were born, Kyrgyzstan, or the
troubled, poor country where
their ancestors came from,
Chechnya.

Kyrgyzstan is one of the
poorest countries spawned by
the breakup of the Soviet
Union. Hundreds of thousands
of its 5 million people bugged
out of there in the years that
followed the collapse of a sys-
tem of government built on re-
pression and corruption. It ap-
pears the Tsarnaev brothers,
ethnic Chechens, began a no-
madic trek that eventually
brought them to Cambridge.

Cambridge is probably the

most tolerant patch in these
United States. It is a sanctuary
city for immigrants. The people
of Cambridge, the city govern-
ment of Cambridge, have creat-
ed the most inclusive, generous
community to outsiders I have
ever encountered. People in
Cambridge go out of their way
to be nice to, and genuinely
supportive of, people like the
Tsarnaev brothers.

I wouldn’t doubt that Ta-
merlan Tsarnaev encountered
some jerks over the years. We
all do. It’s called life. If Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev nursed murder-
ous grudges because it was so
hard to grow up and live in
Cambridge, then he was in-
deed, as his uncle put it, a loser.

The police officers who took
19-year-old Dzhokhar Tsarnaev
into custody deserve our grati-
tude and maybe a medal. May-
be the kid will revert to the
type of person his high school
classmates remember, and he’ll
do the right thing and tell all.
Hopefully we won’t be submit-
ted to the pathetic victimhood
speeches tough guy Tamerlan
would have delivered had he
not received an unhealthy dose
of bullets from police officers
he was trying to kill.

Now that the madness is
over, there will be some who
say we have to figure out why
the Tsarnaevs became such an-
gry young men.

No one who lost his or her
life or limbs on Boylston Street
last Monday did anything to
create angry young men like
this. And I know that 8-year-
old Martin Richard, a beautiful
little boy from Dorchester who
was killed by the Tsarnaev
brothers’ bomb, never harmed
a living thing. He was a kind
little boy who was unfailingly
nice to his classmate, the
daughter of the Boston fire-
fighter who knelt over his body
on Patriots Day.

Sean Collier, the 26-year-old
MIT police officer who police
say was shot to death Thursday

night by the Tsarnaev brothers,
worked as a civilian for the
Somerville Police Department,
but desperately wanted to be a
cop. He was thrilled when he
got the call to join the MIT
force last year, and he only re-
cently learned he had landed
his dream job with the Somer-
ville PD.

I would bet my life that
Sean Collier would have laid
down his life for anybody, in-
cluding immigrants from Kyr-
gyzstan or Chechnya. In the
end, he did lay down his life,
trying to protect others.

I don’t want to listen to how
innocent people bear some re-
sponsibility for creating the
twisted minds of the Tsarnaev
brothers.

Let us first bury our dead,
heal our wounded, tend to our
damaged first responders.
Then maybe I’ll listen to that
“what did we do to make them
hate us” claptrap. Then maybe
I’ll go to some soul-searching
debate about how our foreign
policy is creating too many en-
emies and too few allies.

But then, maybe I won’t.

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

Nothing tough about this boxer’s character

Authorities believe Tamerlan Tsarnaev (left) influenced his
presumably impressionable brother Dzhokhar.

I would bet my life that officer Sean Collier would have laid down his life
for anybody, including immigrants from Kyrgyzstan or Chechnya.

Amid hunt
for second
suspect, city
a ‘ghost town’

JOHN TLUMACKI/GLOBE STAFF

Tension ran high as the search for a Marathon bombing suspect just about shut down Summer Street in South Boston.
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shoppers in Downtown Cross-
ing. Marksmen in camouflage
fatigues crawled across the
roof of a shed in a backyard in
Watertown.

“Keep the doors locked,”
G o v e r n o r D e v a l Pa t r i c k
warned at an afternoon press
conference. “It is important
that folks remain indoors.”

Authorities shut down all
Massachusetts Bay Transpor-
tation Authority service, citing
safety concerns as they halted
subways, trains, and buses.
City and town halls remained
closed, as mayors and select-
men tracked the crisis behind
locked doors. Public works de-
partments canceled trash pick-
ups, keeping garbage trucks
off streets. Courthouses kept
their doors shut. Taxis were
pulled off roads.

The crisis kept the Red Sox
off the diamond at Fenway
Park and the Bruins off the ice
at TD Garden. It shuttered re-
nowned colleges and universi-
ties. Armed guards checked
identification at world-famous
hospitals, where elective sur-
geries were canceled and ac-
cess was restricted to staff and
people in need of urgent medi-
cal care.

From Dudley Square to the
Seaport, Cambridge to Ken-
more Square, businesses were
shuttered.

People stayed home. And a
disconcerting silence filled the
air, interrupted by the distant
wail of sirens and the thwack,
thwack of helicopters.

The quiet overwhelmed
Kendall Square in Cambridge,
where mayhem reignited
Thursday night when an MIT
police officer was shot and
killed, apparently in a con-
frontation with the two sus-
pects in the Boston Marathon
bombing.

Most mornings, Kendall
Square pulses with the energy
of scientists, entrepreneurs,
and tech workers rushing to
Microsoft and Biogen Idec.
But at 9 a.m. Friday, entire of-
fice blocks remained uninhab-
ited, and the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology was
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closed. Au Bon Pain appeared
to be the only restaurant open.

“It’s not even like this on a
Sunday,” said Sujan Rijal, an
Au Bon Pain employee.

Along Massachusetts Ave-
nue in Boston, armed law en-
forcement officers in neon
vests guarded almost every in-
tersection from the Back Bay
to Roxbury. The stillness hung
over Kenmore Square, where
normally clogged streets were
clear and parking lots were
vir tual ly empty. Tourists
walked aimlessly, unable to
board trains or buses.

“What is this world coming
to?” asked Guy Dixon, a main-
tenance and security worker at
a rooming house for women
on Charlesgate West. “This is
too close to home.”

The lock-down paralyzed
Boston, Cambridge, Waltham,
N e w t o n , B e l m o n t , a n d
Brookline as residents hun-
kered inside, under authori-
ties’ order.

But it turned Watertown in-
to an occupied territory as ar-
mored vehicles and police,
clad in riot gear and hoisting
machine guns, hunted for a
terrorist on suburban streets.

In other towns and residen-
tial neighborhoods of Boston,
streets remained almost fro-
zen, like a snow day with no
snow. It was school vacation
w e e k , s o c h i l d r e n w e r e
trapped at home indoors with
spring temperatures topping
70 degrees.

“It was a day to keep kids
away from the TV,” said Kerry
O’Brien of West Roxbury, who
played the board game Clue
with her 15-year-old daughter,
Maggie Skaza, when the teen
wasn’t memorizing a passage
from “Catcher in the Rye” for
her upcoming declamation at
Boston Latin. “We’re not going
to let those guys ruin our life.
We had some fun.”

In Brookline, it was, “quiet,
very quiet,” said Betsy DeWitt,
chairwoman of the Board of
Selectmen. “People who have
been asked to stay in are stay-
ing in.”

That held true in Jamaica
Plain, too, where City Council-
or Matt O’Malley sat in his liv-

ing room obsessively tracking
the manhunt on television and
the Internet.

“It’s been almost eerily qui-
et the last couple of hours,”
O’Malley said. “I live on the Ja-
maicaway, which is usually
crawling with traffic.”

Beds remained full at Mas-
sachusetts General Hospital
because physicians could not
release patients who live in
locked-down communities,
said Dr. Alasdair Conn, the
hospital’s chief of emergency
services. “We’re keeping pa-
tients from Watertown and
Cambridge, and they will be
staying for the night,” Conn
said.

Away from the focus of the
manhunt, police patrolled the
quiet streets. Officers were ex-
hausted after a succession of
long shifts.

“Everybody is trying to re-
lax,” said one officer, who
asked not to be named because
he did not have permission to
speak to a reporter. “But it’s
tough to relax when the city is
in lock-down.”

Police found relief from lo-
cal businesses. Uno Due Go

delivered bagels and muffins.
Maggiano’s Little Italy sent
ravioli and chicken parmesan.
Employees from Macy’s treat-
ed officers to Domino’s pizza.

“Emotions are really high,”
the officer said, “but people
are really being extraordinary.”

The uncomfortable silence
persisted. Armed law enforce-
ment officers guarded the Bos-
ton Convention & Exhibition
Center.

The digital marquee out-
side displayed the Marathon
symbol and the words “Bos-
ton, You’re My Home,” a song
lyric President Obama quoted
Thursday at an interfaith
prayer service for victims of
the bombings.

“Be patient,” Mayor Thom-
as M. Menino said at the after-
noon press conference. “But I
want to say as mayor of the
city of Boston, we are one city .
. . we will not let the terrorists
win.”

At South Station, clusters of
people stood on sidewalks,
some with luggage, presum-
ably stranded travelers. Heavi-
ly armed law enforcement offi-
cers surrounded the transit

hub and the nearby Federal
Reserve building.

“It’s like ‘Planet of the Apes’
down here,” said Michael
Vaughan, who runs a public
relations firm in the bustling
Seaport district. “The town is
just dead.”

Equity Office Properties,
the region’s largest commer-
cial landlord with millions of
square feet of office space,
kept most of its properties
closed. Across from City Hall
at Center Plaza, tenants al-
ready inside the curved build-
ing on Cambridge Street were
initially not permitted to leave,
according to a posting on Eq-
uity Office Properties’ website.

Financial analyst Harris
Bradley biked from the Fen-
way to his office tower on Fed-
eral Street and tried to push
his way through the locked re-
volving doors.

“Buildings are al l shut
down,” yelled a security guard
in a black suit and glasses.

Bradley did not like the an-
swer. “Financial markets don’t
close just because there’s a cra-
zy guy out there,” Bradley said.

Matthew Kiefer, an attor-

ney with the Boston law firm
Goulston & Storrs, said his
150-attorney firm on Atlantic
Avenue was shut down at 8:14
a.m. He said he spoke to a cli-
ent this morning who was at a
Starbucks on Newbury Street.

“He was in line,” Kiefer
said, “and they closed the door
behind him and said, ‘Please
get your coffee and leave.’ ”

Steve Steinberg, a spokes-
man for the real estate firm
Jones Lang LaSalle, said he re-
ceived an e-mail about 8 a.m.
saying his building at One Post
Office Square was shut.

“I was on my way in to the
o f f i c e , a n d I j u s t t u r n e d
around when I got the e-mail,”
said Steinberg, who was com-
muting into the city on Route
1. “It was eerie. The highway
was virtually empty.”

Andrew Ryan can be reached
at acryan@globe.com. Follow
him on Twitter @globean-
drewryan. Jenn Abelson, Erin
Ailworth, Maria Cramer, Mi-
chael B. Farrell, Meghan E.
Irons, Deborah Kotz, and
Casey Ross of the Globe staff
contributed to this report.

him from behind and shot Col-
lier in the head even before
Collier could get out of his
cruiser.

Get out the violins, because
you’re about to read and hear
all these stories about how
poor Tamerlan Tsarnaev’s trou-
bles had to do with the repres-
sion of the Chechens, and the
hard nomadic life ethnic
Chechens were forced to en-
dure in the shambolic collapse
of the Soviet Union.

Spare me.
Consider, instead, Lingzi Lu,

the beautiful, loving Chinese
woman killed in an explosion.
She, too, emerged from the ru-
ins of communism. She came
from China’s rust belt, and
when she got to America, she
ran with it. She loved the dif-
ferent foods, the different cul-
tures, the different people.

Lingzi Lu came here and
saw only opportunity. Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev came here and
threw his away.

Lingzi Lu nursed her friends
at BU back to health when they
were sick.

Tamerlan Tsarnaev nursed
grudges, convinced we all owed
him something.

Living in a society that re-
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spects and encourages diversi-
ty, he retreated into a perverse,
self-righteous, judgmental view
of others who didn’t share his
extremist views. And in his fi-
nal act of selfish venality, he en-
listed for his nihilistic denoue-
ment his own little brother,
brainwashing a kid who by all
accounts had made the sort of
friendships and social connec-
tions that he couldn’t.

Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, 19, had
made something of himself. He
was a captain of the wrestling
team at Cambridge Rindge and
Latin High School, where his
friends recalled him as a class
clown, a dutiful student, an or-
dinary kid who liked to smoke
a bone once in a while. Pre-
sumably his marijuana smok-
ing incurred the disapproval of
his sanctimonious brother,
who embraced an extreme
form of Islam and railed
against people who took a
drink, or parents who exposed
their kids to the paganistic
trappings of Harry Potter.

The authorities believe it
was Tamerlan, the zealot, who
pulled his little and presum-
ably impressionable brother in-
to his orbit of overweening
grievance against the very
country that gave the Tsarnaev
brothers more opportunity

than they ever would have had
if they had stayed in the trou-
bled, poor country where they
were born, Kyrgyzstan, or the
troubled, poor country where
their ancestors came from,
Chechnya.

Kyrgyzstan is one of the
poorest countries spawned by
the breakup of the Soviet
Union. Hundreds of thousands
of its 5 million people bugged
out of there in the years that
followed the collapse of a sys-
tem of government built on re-
pression and corruption. It ap-
pears the Tsarnaev brothers,
ethnic Chechens, began a no-
madic trek that eventually
brought them to Cambridge.

Cambridge is probably the

most tolerant patch in these
United States. It is a sanctuary
city for immigrants. The people
of Cambridge, the city govern-
ment of Cambridge, have creat-
ed the most inclusive, generous
community to outsiders I have
ever encountered. People in
Cambridge go out of their way
to be nice to, and genuinely
supportive of, people like the
Tsarnaev brothers.

I wouldn’t doubt that Ta-
merlan Tsarnaev encountered
some jerks over the years. We
all do. It’s called life. If Tamer-
lan Tsarnaev nursed murder-
ous grudges because it was so
hard to grow up and live in
Cambridge, then he was in-
deed, as his uncle put it, a loser.

The police officers who took
19-year-old Dzhokhar Tsarnaev
into custody deserve our grati-
tude and maybe a medal. May-
be the kid will revert to the
type of person his high school
classmates remember, and he’ll
do the right thing and tell all.
Hopefully we won’t be submit-
ted to the pathetic victimhood
speeches tough guy Tamerlan
would have delivered had he
not received an unhealthy dose
of bullets from police officers
he was trying to kill.

Now that the madness is
over, there will be some who
say we have to figure out why
the Tsarnaevs became such an-
gry young men.

No one who lost his or her
life or limbs on Boylston Street
last Monday did anything to
create angry young men like
this. And I know that 8-year-
old Martin Richard, a beautiful
little boy from Dorchester who
was killed by the Tsarnaev
brothers’ bomb, never harmed
a living thing. He was a kind
little boy who was unfailingly
nice to his classmate, the
daughter of the Boston fire-
fighter who knelt over his body
on Patriots Day.

Sean Collier, the 26-year-old
MIT police officer who police
say was shot to death Thursday

night by the Tsarnaev brothers,
worked as a civilian for the
Somerville Police Department,
but desperately wanted to be a
cop. He was thrilled when he
got the call to join the MIT
force last year, and he only re-
cently learned he had landed
his dream job with the Somer-
ville PD.

I would bet my life that
Sean Collier would have laid
down his life for anybody, in-
cluding immigrants from Kyr-
gyzstan or Chechnya. In the
end, he did lay down his life,
trying to protect others.

I don’t want to listen to how
innocent people bear some re-
sponsibility for creating the
twisted minds of the Tsarnaev
brothers.

Let us first bury our dead,
heal our wounded, tend to our
damaged first responders.
Then maybe I’ll listen to that
“what did we do to make them
hate us” claptrap. Then maybe
I’ll go to some soul-searching
debate about how our foreign
policy is creating too many en-
emies and too few allies.

But then, maybe I won’t.

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

Nothing tough about this boxer’s character

Authorities believe Tamerlan Tsarnaev (left) influenced his
presumably impressionable brother Dzhokhar.

I would bet my life that officer Sean Collier would have laid down his life
for anybody, including immigrants from Kyrgyzstan or Chechnya.

Amid hunt
for second
suspect, city
a ‘ghost town’

JOHN TLUMACKI/GLOBE STAFF

Tension ran high as the search for a Marathon bombing suspect just about shut down Summer Street in South Boston.
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“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.
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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
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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
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eight years on the job, why he
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what they did, without any
concern for their own safety.
Why they ran toward the
bombs. Why they were pre-
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and maybe a medal. Maybe the kid will revert to the type of person his high school classmates remember, and 
he’ll do the right thing and tell all. Hopefully we won’t be submitted to the pathetic victimhood speeches tough 
guy Tamerlan would have delivered had he not received an unhealthy dose of bullets from police officers he was 
trying to kill.

Now that the madness is over, there will be some who say we have to figure out why the Tsarnaevs be-
came such angry young men.

No one who lost his or her life or limbs on Boylston Street last Monday did anything to create angry 
young men like this. And I know that 8-year-old Martin Richard, a beautiful little boy from Dorchester who was 
killed by the Tsarnaev brothers’ bomb, never harmed a living thing. He was a kind little boy who was unfail-
ingly nice to his classmate, the daughter of the Boston firefighter who knelt over his body on Patriots Day.

Sean Collier, the 26-year-old MIT police officer who police say was shot to death Thursday night by 
the Tsarnaev brothers, worked as a civilian for the Somerville Police Department, but desperately wanted to be 
a cop. He was thrilled when he got the call to join the MIT force last year, and he only recently learned he had 
landed his dream job with the Somerville PD.

I would bet my life that Sean Collier would have laid down his life for anybody, including immigrants 
from Kyrgyzstan or Chechnya. In the end, he did lay down his life, trying to protect others.

I don’t want to listen to how innocent people bear some responsibility for creating the twisted minds of 
the Tsarnaev brothers.

Let us first bury our dead, heal our wounded, tend to our damaged first responders. Then maybe I’ll 
listen to that “what did we do to make them hate us” claptrap. Then maybe I’ll go to some soul-searching debate 
about how our foreign policy is creating too many enemies and too few allies.

But then, maybe I won’t.

Kevin Cullen is a Globe columnist. He can be reached at cullen@globe.com. Follow him on Twitter @Glo-
beCullen.
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