
There were, in the days after the Patriots Day bombs, some profound moments, none 
more so than what unfolded in the chaos on Dexter Avenue in Watertown.

One of the bombers was down, felled by a great Watertown cop named Jeff Pugliese and 
mangled by his own moronic little brother, who ran him over in his haste to escape.

The gunfire over, Dan Linskey, chief of the Boston Police Department, had to make a 
decision: he saw a wounded Transit Police officer, Dic Donohue, down and his first instinct was 
to run toward him.

But seeing that Donohue was surrounded by cops who were working feverishly to save 
him, Linskey ran toward a terrific gang unit cop name Jared Gero, who was holding the handcuffed, fallen 
bomber.

“Be careful, Jared!” Linskey yelled. “He might be loaded!”
Together, they stripped the mortally wounded bomber, looking for an explosive device. They found 

none.
It was at that moment that Linskey reached for his belt.
Now, in many places in this world, someone in Linskey’s position would have pulled something else 

from the belt that held his holster. But Linskey pulled out his radio and called for an ambulance.
He tried to save the life of a man believed to have killed a beautiful little boy named Martin Richard, a 

lovely young woman named Krystle Campbell, and a delightful Chinese graduate student named Lu Lingzi. He 
tried to save the life of a man suspected of maiming scores of people at the Boston Marathon. He tried to save 
the life of a man he believed had killed a wonderful cop named Sean Collier. He tried to save the life of a man 
who, had he lived, would have stood in court and spewed some vile drivel about how the America that gave him 
sanctuary is a godless place of infidels, victimizing the dead and the wounded all over again.

A few days after Dan Linskey tried to save the life of Tamerlan Tsarnaev, I asked him why.
“Because that’s the difference between us and them,” he told me.
Compare the heroic actions of Dan Linskey and all the first responders and medical people to the shame-

ful posturing of those yahoos in Worcester pretending that whatever happens to the body of Tamerlan Tsarnaev 
matters.

If you stood outside the funeral home of that poor undertaker who was trying to do the right thing, if you 
held a stupid handmade sign, if you wrapped yourself in an American flag and yelled nonsense into a TV cam-
era, congratulations, because you did what Tamerlan Tsarnaev wanted.

If you are obsessed with the mortal remains of a despicable sociopath, congratulations, because you are 
keeping him relevant.

If you have verbally abused a Muslim because the bombers were Muslim, congratulations, because you 
have done what the bombers wanted.

If you are that guy in my hometown, Malden, who screamed at Heba Abolaban, a Palestinian woman 
wearing a head scarf, calling her a terrorist, congratulations, because you did exactly what the bombers hoped 
you’d do.

Abolaban is a doctor who has helped more Americans than the moron who abused her ever will. She 
said the Malden police officers who responded were gentle and kind, and I’m not surprised, because Malden 
Police Chief Kevin Molis is a good guy whose cops know whose side to be on. She appreciated that the mayor, 
Gary Christenson, called her.

If you are one of those drunken slobs who attacked Algerian-born student Amine Hadjeres outside a 
Back Bay restaurant last Saturday, I’m glad Amine popped you in the mouth. He’s a better American than you 
racist clowns ever will be.

Forget Tsarnaev. Stop doing his bidding.
And take comfort: He now knows there are no virgins in hell, much less 72 of them.

 
Kevin Cullen is a Globe columnist. He can be reached at cullen@globe.com. Follow him on Twitter @Glo-
beCullen.
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There were, in the days
after the Patriots Day
bombs, some profound
moments, none more so
than what unfolded in the
chaos on Dexter Avenue in
Watertown.

One of the bombers was
down, felled by a great

Watertown cop named Jeff Pugliese and
mangled by his own moronic little brother,
who ran him over in his haste to escape.

The gunfire over, Dan Linskey, chief of
the Boston Police Department, had to
make a decision: he saw a wounded Tran-
sit Police officer, Dic Donohue, down and
his first instinct was to run toward him.

But seeing that Donohue was surround-
ed by cops who were working feverishly to
save him, Linskey ran toward a terrific
gang unit cop name Jared Gero, who was
holding the handcuffed, fallen bomber.

“Be careful, Jared!” Linskey yelled. “He
might be loaded!”

Together, they stripped the mortally
wounded bomber, looking for an explosive
device. They found none.

It was at that moment that Linskey
reached for his belt.

Now, in many places in this world,
someone in Linskey’s position would have
pulled something else from the belt that
held his holster. But Linskey pulled out his
radio and called for an ambulance.

He tried to save the life of a man be-
lieved to have killed a beautiful little boy
named Martin Richard, a lovely young
woman named Krystle Campbell, and a
delightful Chinese graduate student
named Lu Lingzi. He tried to save the life
of a man suspected of maiming scores of
people at the Boston Marathon. He tried to
save the life of a man he believed had
killed a wonderful cop named Sean Collier.
He tried to save the life of a man who, had
he lived, would have stood in court and
spewed some vile drivel about how the
America that gave him sanctuary is a god-
less place of infidels, victimizing the dead
and the wounded all over again.

A few days after Dan Linskey tried to
save the life of Tamerlan Tsarnaev, I asked
him why.

“Because that’s the difference between
us and them,” he told me.

Compare the heroic actions of Dan
Linskey and all the first responders and
medical people to the shameful posturing
of those yahoos in Worcester pretending
that whatever happens to the body of
Tamerlan Tsarnaev matters.

If you stood outside the funeral home of
that poor undertaker who was trying to do
the right thing, if you held a stupid hand-
made sign, if you wrapped yourself in an
American flag and yelled nonsense into a
TV camera, congratulations, because you
did what Tamerlan Tsarnaev wanted.

If you are obsessed with the mortal
remains of a despicable sociopath, con-
gratulations, because you are keeping him
relevant.

If you have verbally abused a Muslim
because the bombers were Muslim, con-
gratulations, because you have done what
the bombers wanted.

If you are that guy in my hometown,
Malden, who screamed at Heba Abolaban,
a Palestinian woman wearing a head scarf,
calling her a terrorist, congratulations,
because you did exactly what the bombers
hoped you’d do.

Abolaban is a doctor who has helped
more Americans than the moron who
abused her ever will. She said the Malden
police officers who responded were gentle
and kind, and I’m not surprised, because
Malden Police Chief Kevin Molis is a good
guy whose cops know whose side to be on.
She appreciated that the mayor, Gary
Christenson, called her.

If you are one of those drunken slobs
who attacked Algerian-born student
Amine Hadjeres outside a Back Bay restau-
rant last Saturday, I’m glad Amine popped
you in the mouth. He’s a better American
than you racist clowns ever will be.

Forget Tsarnaev. Stop doing his bid-
ding.

And take comfort: He now knows there
are no virgins in hell, much less 72 of
them.

Kevin Cullen is a Globe columnist. He can
be reached at cullen@globe.com. Follow
him on Twitter @GlobeCullen.
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Jarrod Clowery from Stone-
ham greeted Deb Waldman,
an audiologist who treated
Clowery after he suffered
injuries from the Boston
Marathon bombings, on
Thursday night at a party
hosted by the Brigham and
Women’s Hospital to honor
caregivers, first responders,
and Marathon runners from
the Brigham who played a
role during and after the
bombings. Clowery was a
surprise guest at the party
at the Boston Park Plaza
Castle.
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Republican US Senate nominee
Gabriel E. Gomez, facing ques-
tions about a $281,500 historic tax
deduction on his Cohasset home,
rejected calls Thursday from the
media and Democrats to release
tax returns and other details about
the deal.

“I have nothing to hide,’’ said
Gomez on a campaign stop in
Lawrence, when asked by a Globe
reporter why he would not make
public the details about how the
federal tax deduction was calculat-
ed for the easement to limit chang-
es on the home that the candidate
and his wife bought for $2.1 mil-
lion in November 2004.

Gomez insisted that the restric-
tion easement that he gave to a
controversial non-profit conserva-
tion group, the National Architec-
tural Trust, in late 2005 was done
legally. The Trust, a Washington,
D.C.-based group, has been target-
ed by federal prosecutors who con-
tend it had consistently arranged
for “unwarranted’’ claims by home
owners for the deductions.

The IRS, which has disallowed
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W
ATERTOWN —
When Kara
Conceison
learned that her
hometown was on

lockdown as a Boston Marathon
bombing suspect was on the run,
the Watertown teacher’s mind
raced to her sixth-graders: resilient,
but too young to be watching
armored cars and SWAT teams
with semiautomatic rifles rolling by
their homes.

“Teachers were texting back and
forth: ‘I wonder how this student is. I wonder
how this student is,’ ” Conceison said.

She struggled, too, with another, more per-
sonal question: Eight months pregnant, she won-
dered what kind of world she was bringing her
son into. But when her students came back to
school, she had to put her own grief away. The

children were shaken, jumpy, and
withdrawn, and they had endless
questions.

Her anxiety is familiar to the
Israel Trauma Coalition. Mental
health professionals who specialize
in trauma, they have helped stitch
lives together over and over again in
the aftermath of terrorist bombings
and mass tragedies in their own
country and around the world. Now
they have come to Boston, where
they have spent the last week meet-
ing with those affected by the bomb-
ings, including more than 100
Watertown teachers.

“Trauma, when it comes to reside within you,
is a partner that you take over the years,” said
Talia Levanon, director of the coalition. “We’re
trying to minimize the control it has over our
lives.”

On April 15, two bombs exploded near the
TRAUMA, Page B4
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who specialize in trauma helpMarathon survivors cope
By Brian Ballou

GLOBE STAFF

Barrington “Barry” Brinson, a
seventh-grade honor roll student
at the Saint Patrick School in Rox-
bury, died instantly Thursday
morning when he was struck by a
commercial van on Cambridge
Street in Allston, on his way to
catch an MBTA bus to school.

“This was as you can imagine, a
shock not only to the family, but to
the school, said the Rev. Walter
Waldron, pastor of Saint Patrick’s
Parish. Barry, 12, had attended the
school since kindergarten and par-
ticipated in several extracurricular
activities.

The intersection where he was
struck can be chaotic, especially
during rush hour, residents said,
with confusing crosswalks for
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HARTFORD – Robert Gentile, the alleged Mafia
figure who emerged last year as a law enforcement
focus in the investigation into the notorious Gardner
Museum heist, was sentenced here in federal court
Thursday to 30 months in prison for unrelated gun
charges and for selling prescription drugs.

Prosecutors said for the first time in open court
Thursday that their continued interest in Gentile in
relation to the Gardner was based in part on a list
they found in his home of the 13 works of art that
were stolen in the heist, their estimated value, and a
Boston Herald article published days after the theft.
They also said a polygraph test he took about his
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you take over
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Director, Israel Trauma
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FANCY FOOTWORK — Morning fog did not deter workers this week from their
pre-summer work of re-installing docks in Scituate Harbor.
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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
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