
I would usually call him on the phone to set something up, but sometimes I would just 
show up at the rectory, in Turf Lodge, in West Belfast, and ring the bell. His greeting was always 
the same.

“Ach, Kevin,” Father Matt Wallace would say. “What about ye?”
He was a Wexford man, but he had lived in Belfast for so long you would think he was 

Antrim-born.
He smoked like a chimney. He took a drink. He loved to flirt with women. He would 

sometimes use words that, had I used them, I’d have to go to confession.
Once, I was driving with him down the Ormeau Road in South Belfast and he looked at his watch and 

shouted excitedly, “Pull over! Pull over!”
I did so, and Father Matt bolted from the car. He ducked into Sean Graham’s, the bookie shop, and 

emerged minutes later with a smile on his face and a betting slip in his hand.
“Jayziz,” he sighed, settling back into the front seat, tapping a pack of Marlboros, the only thing he ever 

asked me to get for him at the duty-free. “I almost missed that race.”
Father Matt’s humanity, his ordinariness, made him special, endearing him to the people of West Belfast, 

a place where there are no such things as big heads because if you have one, they’ll knock it off.
I met him when he was at St. Peter’s off the Falls Road in Divis, a neighborhood that suffered greatly 

during the Troubles. Over the years, between Divis and Turf Lodge, where he was pastor at Holy Trinity, Father 
Matt brought me into houses where people died too young, violently and needlessly. He was wonderful with 
people consumed with grief. He didn’t throw the Bible at them; he threw his arms around them.

After a young fellow was shot to death in cold blood in the warmth of broad daylight, Father Matt 
brought me to some boys who saw the whole thing. The boys told me, excitedly, how a hooded gunman stood 
over the guy and pumped bullets into him.

“His head bounced,” a 10-year-old boy named Padraig told me, and I looked to Father Matt and he just 
shook his head.

And, so, now, 20 years later, I’m sitting here thinking about that and everything else because of a phone 
call two weeks ago.

It was before dawn, and that is never good news.
“Did you hear about Father Matt?” a friend from Belfast whispered.
He apologized about calling so early, blaming his shock for forgetting the time difference.
But then the shock was mine. Father Matt Wallace, a great, empathetic priest, had killed himself.
It has bothered me for two weeks, and I don’t pretend to know what happened, but to paraphrase Yeats, 

Father Matt’s favorite poet, what if excess of love bewildered him until he died? There had to be a cumulative 
effect of the trauma and hurt and horrible things Father Matt saw.

Closer to home, I think of great priests like Father Jack Ahern and Father Doc Conway, who work with 
the poorest kids in Boston. I remember them comforting the mother of Jaivon Blake, a 16-year-old boy gunned 
down on a sunny Sunday afternoon. I remember them presiding over the memorial service at St. Peter’s in 
Dorchester with Rev. Gene Rivers, one of our great African-American preachers who give their lives to save 
kids.

Gene went home to his wife, and Father Jack and Father Doc went home to a rectory.
Father Sean Connor, a wonderful priest, comforted the Richard family, who suffered so grievously from 

the Patriots Day bombs, as he comforted all of St. Ann’s parish, all of Dorchester, all of us. He is old school, 
walking in Jesus’ footsteps.

But who comforts Father Sean?
So, in memory of Father Matt Wallace, Father Jack, Father Doc, Father Sean, if you know a priest, talk 

to him, thank him.
Tell him you appreciate everything they do.
Because they don’t hear it enough.

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

W E D N E S D A Y, A P R I L 1 7 , 2 0 1 3 T h e B o s t o n G l o b e A13

TerrorattheMarathon
THE BOSTON GLOBE WEDNESDAY, APRIL 17, 2013 | BOSTONGLOBE.COM/METRO

By Brian MacQuarrie
GLOBE STAFF

“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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I would usually call him on
the phone to set something
up, but sometimes I would
just show up at the rectory,
in Turf Lodge, in West
Belfast, and ring the bell.
His greeting was always
the same.

“Ach, Kevin,” Father
Matt Wallace would say. “What about ye?”

He was a Wexford man, but he had lived
in Belfast for so long you would think he
was Antrim-born.

He smoked like a chimney. He took a
drink. He loved to flirt with women. He
would sometimes use words that, had I
used them, I’d have to go to confession.

Once, I was driving with him down the
Ormeau Road in South Belfast and he
looked at his watch and shouted excitedly,
“Pull over! Pull over!”

I did so, and Father Matt bolted from
the car. He ducked into Sean Graham’s, the
bookie shop, and emerged minutes later
with a smile on his face and a betting slip
in his hand.

“Jayziz,” he sighed, settling back into the
front seat, tapping a pack of Marlboros, the
only thing he ever asked me to get for him
at the duty-free. “I almost missed that
race.”

Father Matt’s humanity, his ordinari-
ness, made him special, endearing him to
the people of West Belfast, a place where
there are no such things as big heads be-
cause if you have one, they’ll knock it off.

I met him when he was at St. Peter’s off
the Falls Road in Divis, a neighborhood
that suffered greatly during the Troubles.
Over the years, between Divis and Turf
Lodge, where he was pastor at Holy Trinity,
Father Matt brought me into houses where
people died too young, violently and need-
lessly. He was wonderful with people con-
sumed with grief. He didn’t throw the
Bible at them; he threw his arms around
them.

After a young fellow was shot to death
in cold blood in the warmth of broad day-
light, Father Matt brought me to some boys
who saw the whole thing. The boys told
me, excitedly, how a hooded gunman stood
over the guy and pumped bullets into him.

“His head bounced,” a 10-year-old boy
named Padraig told me, and I looked to
Father Matt and he just shook his head.

And, so, now, 20 years later, I’m sitting
here thinking about that and everything
else because of a phone call two weeks ago.

It was before dawn, and that is never
good news.

“Did you hear about Father Matt?” a
friend from Belfast whispered.

He apologized about calling so early,
blaming his shock for forgetting the time
difference.

But then the shock was mine. Father
Matt Wallace, a great, empathetic priest,
had killed himself.

It has bothered me for two weeks, and I
don’t pretend to know what happened, but
to paraphrase Yeats, Father Matt’s favorite
poet, what if excess of love bewildered him
until he died? There had to be a cumulative
effect of the trauma and hurt and horrible
things Father Matt saw.

Closer to home, I think of great priests
like Father Jack Ahern and Father Doc
Conway, who work with the poorest kids in
Boston. I remember them comforting the
mother of Jaivon Blake, a 16-year-old boy
gunned down on a sunny Sunday after-
noon. I remember them presiding over the
memorial service at St. Peter’s in Dor-
chester with Rev. Gene Rivers, one of our
great African-American preachers who
give their lives to save kids.

Gene went home to his wife, and Father
Jack and Father Doc went home to a recto-
ry.

Father Sean Connor, a wonderful priest,
comforted the Richard family, who suf-
fered so grievously from the Patriots Day
bombs, as he comforted all of St. Ann’s par-
ish, all of Dorchester, all of us. He is old
school, walking in Jesus’ footsteps.

But who comforts Father Sean?
So, in memory of Father Matt Wallace,

Father Jack, Father Doc, Father Sean, if
you know a priest, talk to him, thank him.

Tell him you appreciate everything they
do.

Because they don’t hear it enough.

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

Comforting
the comforters

Kevin Cullen
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L
et Nicolas L’Huillier tell it: Baby, it’s hot inside.

How hot?
“H-a-a-a-a-t,’’ the gap-toothed L’Huillier, a Beethoven

Elementary School second-grader, said as he tilted his
head upwards and breathed out the word as though it

were a ball of flames.
With his short hair sticking to his head, L’Huillier — who said he

is 7¾ years old — was voicing a collective discomfort felt by area
students who are wrapping up the long academic year in aging,
sweltering school buildings this late in June, a time when they

would normally be off.
Blame a massive winter snowstorm and the ravages of Hurricane

Sandy for the longer school year. And with buildings closed up over
a scorching weekend, many students and teachers were left feeling
the heat when they returned to school Monday.

“I don’t know how the kids made it today; I’m burning up,” said
Tamara Blake-Canty, principal of Russell Elementary School.

In Boston, where the academic year is wrapping up this week,
roughly 30, or 1 in 5, of the district’s 127 schools have air condition-
ing, and only buildings erected after the 1970s have central air,
school officials said. To keep their charges cool, school officials have
resorted to all sorts of schemes. Some schools had custodians come
in on Sunday to put down the window shades, and teachers held

HOT CLASSROOMS, Page B3

Students try tokeep their cool
In aging, sweltering buildings, teachers urge children to be still and calm

BILL GREENE/GLOBE STAFF

With a fan circulating hot air, students played during the last week of classes at the Higginson-Lewis School.

95
degrees

Fahrenheitwas
thehigh inBoston
Monday,which
tied the1976
record, according
toNicoleBelk, a
spokeswoman for
theNational

Weather Service in
Taunton.

By Maria Cramer
and Brian Ballou

GLOBE STAFF

The party in the Roxbury apart-
ment complex had been going on
for several hours when at least one
gunman walked through the door
and began firing, according to two
law enforcement officials briefed on

the investigation.
Two men and a woman, all in

their 20s, were killed Saturday
morning at the party on Intervale
Street, in a section of the city that
police consider a hot spot for violent
crime and gang activity.

Police identified the victims as
Ana Cruz, 22, Felix Garcia, 22, and
Brian Tirado, 23. All three lived in
Dorchester.

Their deaths brought the num-
ber of homicides in Boston this year

to 26, three more than at the same
time last year, police said. No arrests
have been made in Saturday’s shoot-
ing, and police have not described a
motive.

Outside the apartment complex
where Garcia lived, less than a half a
mile from where he was killed, sev-
eral people who identified them-
selves as his siblings sat on the door-
step. Some stared ahead silently.

A young woman who said she
was Garcia’s sister, but did not give

her name, said he had not spoken of
having problems with anyone.

“He just finished school, had a
brand new job,” she said.

On the Thursday before the inci-
dent, Mayor Thomas M. Menino
and Boston Police command staff
met to discuss a recent increase in
shootings.

Menino said that at the meeting,
he called on police to respond im-
mediately to any house party over
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Gunman crashed party in Roxbury
Nomotive offered
yet in killing of 3

By Jim O’Sullivan
GLOBE STAFF

Campaign workers in Massachusetts are
used to thanking their volunteers down the
chilly November stretch with hot coffee and
handwarmers.

On Monday, they got ice cream trucks
and misting fans. With the onset of another
heat wave, the otherwise room-tempera-
ture Senate special election between US
Representative Edward J. Markey, a Demo-
crat, and Republican private equity investor

Gabriel E. Gomez finally sizzled, literally, if
not politically.

The candidates’ campaign staff, already
fatigued by the compressed special-election
calendar, showed signs of wilting Monday
as temperatures reached the mid-90s.

“The only momentum I have right now is
sweat,” one Markey staff member said.

The US Senate special election, the start
of which was stunted by the heavy February
snowfall, will finish Tuesday in early sum-
mer heat, with the two campaigns left

guessing at how the hot weather could
affect their voter-turnout plans. The ane-
mic voting rate they expect will probably be
suppressed further by the high tempera-
tures.

US Representative Edward J. Markey,
the Democratic nominee, thought the blis-
tering temperatures would feed into his
organizational strengths. In the previous
four days, the campaign called or knocked
on the doors of 3 million people, he said

SENATE RACE, Page B3

By Travis Andersen
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Barry P. Wilson, a volcanic Boston defense lawyer
who spent just over a month in jail last year for con-
tempt after another courtroom outburst, is now fac-
ing a slew of professional misconduct allegations
that could result in the loss of his license to practice
law.

But the flamboyant attorney, whose past clients
have included former city councilor Chuck Turner
and dozens of murder defendants, is hardly worried.

“They’ve been trying to get my ticket for a long
time,” Wilson, 63, said of the state body that oversees
lawyers and of the possibility that he could lose his
license. “And I view it as a badge of honor.”

WILSON, Page B4

Lawyer facing misconduct
charges, could lose license
Board targets aggressive style

As voting nears, Senate race finally heats up
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SEARCH CONTINUES

Massachusetts state troopers searched the woods along a street
near Aaron Hernandez’s home in North Attleborough Monday,
but an investigtor said that they found nothing. B2

‘They’ve
been trying
to get my
ticket for a
long time. ’
BARRY P.
WILSON


