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			About This Book

			Long Mile Home is the product of an enormous team effort by the Boston Globe staff to capture the full magnitude of the Boston Marathon attack on April 15, 2013, and its many repercussions. The authors are indebted to each and every colleague who contributed to the paper’s coverage, an extraordinary body of work in which this book is grounded.

			As of this writing in late 2013, the surviving bombing suspect, Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, had not been convicted of any crimes in the case. The accounts and descriptions, in Long Mile Home, of his alleged acts during Marathon Week are based on the criminal indictment against him; interviews with witnesses, law enforcement officials, and other sources; and news reports.

			
			
		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			Laced up and pointed toward the sea

			What you see first, after the starting gun’s crack, is a column of bobbing runners, thousands of them, surging downhill on a twisting two-lane road, a kinetic rainbow of tank tops, radiant T-shirts, race-day costumes, visors, headbands, and hats. It is a thrilling sight every year, these opening moments of the Boston Marathon, in a part of Hopkinton, Massachusetts, known as Cookie’s Corner, named for a longtime townie who used to man the starting line. Here, the fast and the slow, the agile and the aging, the big names and the also-rans all begin their unison descent to Boston’s Copley Square, 26.2 miles away in the heart of the city.

			Runners have assembled at this spot for decades, carrying their hopes, their mettle, and their anxieties under the bib numbers on their chests. Each has imagined that exultant moment at the finish, muscles aching, arms thrust skyward, a sweet sensation of relief and satisfaction. But those visions begin here, 490 feet above sea level, with a dash over the letters that say, simply, START, hand-stenciled across a road just thirty-nine feet wide, nestled between a tranquil town green and a weathered cemetery. Hopkinton’s small-town charm signals just how far away the finish line lies, on Boylston Street, a crowded thoroughfare at the feet of Boston’s tallest skyscrapers. Indeed, it’s easy to forget, at the start, the hard realities of running 26.2 miles, the difficult hours that always come. Adrenaline throbs beneath the skin. The crowd is expectant, its enthusiasm infectious. All this excitement, this unique sensation of participating in the world’s most storied road race, puts air under your feet: For the first few miles, you feel as though you’re floating.

			The Boston Marathon, for many runners, is the crown jewel of road races, difficult to qualify for but a joy to run once you’re in. It is not, however, just the province of elites. The magic of the Boston Marathon is the breadth of participation, its invitation to both top athletes and recreational runners competing for charity. There is room for both Shalane Flanagan, one of the country’s leading woman runners, and Orange Man, aka Alain Ferry, a Boston Web entrepreneur who sometimes runs in his gleaming, full-body spandex suit, stopping along the way to take pictures with friends, dance, and high-five spectators, downing beers as he goes. The race is at once a collective and deeply personal endeavor, the confluence of thousands of individual goals, stories, causes, experiences, triumphs, and disappointments.

			At heart, the Boston Marathon honors something very simple. It celebrates life’s constructive forces: good health, fellowship, hard work, discipline, philanthropy, and a belief that we can push ourselves to greater heights, especially alongside others reaching for them, too. In the words of Olympic champion Frank Shorter, “Running is an affirmative act.” To line up in Hopkinton is to put your hand up and say: Me, too.

			Some run to raise money for causes close to their hearts—cancer, Alzheimer’s, autism—often competing in the name or memory of a loved one. Some hope to crack the top spots, to cement their status in the running hierarchy. Some aspire just to make it to the finish, a feat they will brag about to friends and relatives over backyard beers, or with an oval 26.2 sticker on the bumper of their car. Most approach the start knowing that out there, along the snaking course, are spouses, children, parents, neighbors, cousins, siblings, coworkers. They know much of Greater Boston will be out there, too, with cheers, whistles, bongo drums, homemade signs, kelly green Boston Celtics T-shirts, high fives, water bottles, orange slices, Gatorade, energy gel, dogs, babies, singing, and beer. In a sense, there are no spectators; everyone is a participant, part of a time-tested ritual on the most cherished day of the Boston calendar.

			Every April, Massachusetts halts to mark Patriot’s Day, as it has for more than a century, in part to commemorate the opening battles of the Revolutionary War. The whiff of revolution has long faded, but the spirit of the old town endures—plucky, proudly independent, and fiercely protective of tradition. And there is hardly a bigger tradition than Marathon Monday. The day typically kicks off spring break for public school students statewide. It heralds the arrival of a hard-earned spring. It brings a special morning game for the beloved Boston Red Sox at Fenway Park. It’s a chance to breathe in a place that defines high-strung, a chance for Boston to put aside, at least for a moment, its tribalism and fractiousness, to welcome outsiders to a town not always known for its hospitality. To celebrate the top runners but also the stragglers, the strivers, and the hobbyists, all of them laced up and pointed toward the sea.

			As runners make their way eastward, the landmarks begin to unfold: the old train depot in Framingham Center, around the six-mile mark, its more urban setting a hint of the big city that lies ahead; the tidy brick façades of Natick’s town center, where the crowds begin to build; the women of Wellesley College, perched like birds on a long stone wall, their invigorating roar audible from hundreds of feet away; the unwelcome incline of Heartbreak Hill, the last of seven slopes in suburban Newton that test runners’ endurance of mind and body; the ebullience of Boston College students at the crest, eager to tempt with a cold brew; the iconic CITGO sign in Kenmore Square, lit up like the city’s year-round Christmas tree, beckoning runners toward the homestretch; and then the bulging crowds toward the finish line. As runners cross the finish, a blue-and-yellow adhesive laid on Boylston Street, there by the Boston Public Library, their names are read individually over a public address system. They complete the race alone, on their own power. But in running Boston, these men and women share a fraternity unlike anything else in American sport.

			 • • • 
On April 15, 2013, the rituals renew for the 117th year. Veteran runners come prepared with their superstitions, their traditions, their routines. First-timers forge their own. In Hopkinton on this morning, among some 23,000 other competitors, is Vicma Lamarche, a thirty-two-year-old marketing specialist from Boston running her first Boston Marathon. She nibbles on boiled eggs and a sweet potato she has brought in a Glad container, on the advice of a nutritionist. Tom Mitchell, a forty-eight-year-old software engineer from nearby Lexington, is also running his first Boston. The charity team he belongs to gathers at a house near the starting line, where Mitchell trades jokes with other runners and eats his customary prerun meal: a banana, a honey wheat bagel from Price Chopper, and Peanut Butter & Co.’s Smooth Operator peanut butter. Amy Formica, a thirty-nine-year-old ultramarathoner from Pennsylvania, arms herself for the morning cold, putting on gloves, arm warmers, and a jacket for the early miles.

			The runners these days all have timing tags in their bibs, allowing anyone to track their progress electronically. When Vicma Lamarche stomps across the first checkpoint, knowing her family will get an automated message, she says aloud, “This is for you, Victoria!” dedicating the milestone to her four-year-old daughter waiting down the course. Amy Formica wants to be home in bed. Through the early miles, she feels horrible. Why am I doing this? she thinks to herself. She fights on, finally finding her rhythm about twenty miles in. At Kenmore Square, steps from Fenway, Joann Kwah, a thirty-six-year-old doctor-in-training at Boston Medical Center, grows euphoric, believing she has passed a critical threshold: Having made it this far, nothing will stop her from finishing her first-ever marathon. Bucket list: check. The theme from Rocky blares in her head, her smile a mile wide.

			Michelle Hall, who is fifty-three and owns a science education company in Los Alamos, New Mexico, is running with a banner to honor a friend with brain cancer, who had qualified for Boston but was unable to come because of recent surgery. About halfway through, Hall puts her foot down and tears a muscle in her hip, screaming in agony. She tries to continue. People in the crowd around her catch sight of her name on a label stuck to her shirt. “Michelle, you look awesome!” they yell. “You look great, girl!” She starts to cry and keeps going, making it to mile nineteen, where a physical therapist she knows only as John gives her a massage. (In keeping with the spirit of the marathon, she doesn’t flinch when he pulls her shorts down a bit to find the trouble spot; she tells him she loves him.) A mile later, Hall leans against a display table to ease the pain. She looks up and notices a red Solo cup six inches from her face. She glances at a man standing nearby.

			“Is that cold beer?” Hall asks him.

			“Yes,” he says. “Do you want it?”

			“Yes.”

			“Go ahead.”

			She hoists the cup to her lips. The crowd gives an encouraging cheer. She chugs it. What the heck, she thinks. This is either going to do me in or get me to the finish line.

			Tom Mitchell’s left knee is giving him hell, but he tries to run through the pain, gaining momentum into the homestretch. He passes his kids before the final turn, high-fiving them, and then rounds onto Boylston, his arms raised in victory. He approaches the twenty-six-mile marker, which this year has a special flag that pays tribute, with twenty-six gold stars, to the victims of the December 2012 school shooting in Newtown, Connecticut. He veers over to the flag and touches it with his right hand. Then he starts back toward the center of the road. The finish line is mere blocks away.

			 • • • 
Oh my gosh—she must be mentally ill, Nicole McGurin thinks. Why does she have a number? McGurin, a forty-year-old from west of Boston who works for the local chapter of the Alzheimer’s Association, is on Beacon Street in Brookline, about to enter Boston, eager to complete her second Boston Marathon. A woman on the course, another runner, begins yelling about a bomb going off, shouting to anyone willing to listen. No one pays her much heed. Everyone races by her: a crazy person on the corner, that’s all. A little ways behind McGurin, Vicma Lamarche turns to her right and sees a group of people watching TV in front of an apartment building. Images of an explosion fill the screen, but she only catches a glimpse. She can’t tell what she’s seeing. Whatever it is, she thinks, it must be happening somewhere else. Maybe there has been a bombing in Iraq. Maybe there’s a big forest fire in California.

			Tom Mitchell’s wife, Christine, forty-eight, a freelance marketer running her fourth consecutive Boston, is less than a mile from the finish. She hears sirens wailing, more than usual, but she assumes this just means lots of runners are battling injuries. That makes sense—she herself has suffered leg cramps today. She begins to see people in street clothes coming toward her, intruding on the race. The Sox game must be over and Fenway is letting out, she thinks. Suddenly Lamarche sees police cars race by the runners, recklessly close. “Wow, that’s rude,” she says to herself. “They could totally hit someone.” Maybe someone fainted, she thinks. She reaches the twenty-four-mile marker and race officials are pulling up the mat. She hears someone say, “The race is over.” She wonders, Am I running that slowly? This must be how it is, she figures. And yet the people streaming out of Fenway, many with a beer or two in them, are cheering her and other runners on. She keeps going.

			Michelle Hall looks up to see a gray plume of smoke. A platoon of police, bright vests over their dark uniforms, rush in the direction of the finish line. Tom Mitchell, up ahead of his wife, is just steps from the finish when he hears a tremendous boom. It sounds like a cannon. He thinks perhaps someone special has just crossed—maybe it’s Dick Hoyt, who has pushed his son, Rick, a quadriplegic with cerebral palsy, through the course in a wheelchair for more than three decades, their unique bond an inspiration every year. Maybe this is part of the tradition, Mitchell thinks. Maybe this always happens. Alain Ferry, the Orange Man, has promenaded now through nearly the whole course, posting pictures to Facebook and drinking beer along the way, and is approaching Massachusetts Avenue when he sees his friend Stephen, who is waving him over. Ferry is having a ball. It’s clear that Stephen isn’t, by the stony look on his face. “Something’s wrong,” Stephen tells him. “You can’t keep running.” Stephen’s wife grabs Ferry’s arm. She urges him: “Please don’t run any farther until we know what happened.”

			Just up the road, police and race officials establish a barricade, stopping runners at the 25.5-mile marker, less than a mile from the end. “Stay here!” police are yelling. Some 5,752 of the more than twenty-three thousand runners have yet to finish, nearly all of them competing for charity. “Stay right here!” A mass of runners gathers, more and more arriving every second, all of them forced to halt at the bottleneck. They are confused, frustrated, angry. They have nearly finished a marathon. Now they’re being told to go no farther. And they don’t know why. You cannot do this, Eduardo Kelly, a fifty-three-year-old physician and marathoner from south of Boston, thinks to himself. You cannot do this to me. Their brains are fried, their bodies empty, their legs spent. All they can hear are sirens.

			A runner near Joann Kwah pulls out her phone and checks Twitter. “Oh my God,” the woman says, reading aloud reports of explosions at the finish line. The news spreads through the crowd. The details are sketchy but terrifying. Many runners have family at the finish line. They begin sharing cell phones, furiously looking for news about friends and relatives. My wife is at the finish line, they’re saying. My husband. My father. My kids. It is hard to get through to anyone, the lines are down, communication cut off. A few text messages break through: There have been explosions; people are hurt. The runners fear the worst. Some are crying, hysterical. Rumors begin flying. Is this another 9/11? Is this war? No one knows. All the buildings downtown are still standing, Nicole McGurin thinks. How bad can it be?

			A chilly afternoon wind is blowing through the city. The stopped runners, after only a few minutes, are getting cold. They begin to huddle together like bees in a hive. All respect for personal space evaporates. Staying close is the only way to keep warm. Michelle Hall, carrying the brain cancer banner for her friend, wraps it around a skinny older runner, maybe in his seventies, who is standing next to her. He appears to be suffering from hypothermia. A woman on his other side wraps herself around him, too. The man is shaking uncontrollably from head to toe. A spectator brings him hot coffee. He tries to drink it, but it makes him vomit. Hall walks him to the apartments along Commonwealth Avenue, searching for help. Someone inside the building comes down with blankets. Two men help the man up to a woman’s apartment, out of the cold.

			Runners take refuge wherever they can—in the vestibules of brownstones, in campus buildings at Boston University, in a Bank of America branch, on nearby stoops. No one knows what to do, where to go. So they wait, the cold now stiffening their muscles, seeping into their bones. Residents of nearby apartments bring them water, food, blankets, garbage bags to cut the wind, and armfuls of clothing—yoga pants, exercise jackets, sweatshirts. They offer use of their cell phones. Some bring runners into their homes. All of these small gifts of humanity and generosity will add up to something much larger in the days ahead. They will not be forgotten.

			 • • • 
The Boston Marathon, for the first time ever, has come to a halt. The race, begun in 1897, has survived brutal heat waves, unforgiving April nor’easters, wheelchair collisions, fraudulent victors, a freight train blocking the route, a legendary scuffle over women’s participation, and much more. But it has never just stopped. Until now. Some runners start to walk away, hoping to reconnect with their families, or get home, or to their hotels. Locals shepherd the out-of-towners, guiding them through uncertain moments in an unfamiliar place. No one knows much about the tragedy unfolding up ahead. No one even knows which streets are open, which ones are closed. They are walking a block at a time, trying to navigate a changed city, the sounds of emergency vehicles ringing out over the darkening streets.

			As runners gradually disperse, the day’s gravity reveals itself in individual moments. For some, it’s a text message or phone call from the finish line. For others, it’s a radio report in a girlfriend’s car after finally arranging a pickup. It’s a breaking-news flash on a TV in a desolate downtown shopping mall. A glorious day has been corrupted by evil, horror, sadness.

			The blow is inconceivable and all too real, the shock and grief touching so many, the damage at once widespread and devastatingly precise. Underneath it all, a difficult question presents itself: Why? Why! The answer will prove elusive: the illogic of it all, the cowardly calculus, the random cruelty, immune to analysis. In the hours and days ahead, panic and anger will settle over Boston, the city’s vulnerability—every city’s vulnerability—exposed. Strength and courage will follow. Hundreds of families will be tested in ways they never imagined. The city, its people, and its marathon, irrevocably changed.

		

	
		
			PART 1

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			APRIL

			Five lives, one race

			It was spring, and change was on the way. Heather Abbott didn’t know what kind of change it would be, but she could feel momentum gathering. She had felt it before, and she knew what it meant. It was almost time for her to move on.

			April marked the end of the winter off-season in Newport, Rhode Island, when the seaside bars and restaurants belonged to year-round residents like Heather and her friends. In another month tourists would descend, crowding the brick sidewalks and the mansions along Bellevue Avenue. This final quiet moment was one to savor. Heather had grown to love Newport in her four years there. She loved the house she lived in, tucked into the historic district right behind the Elms, one of the city’s opulent turn-of-the-century summer estates. She loved her close-knit group of friends, Tommy and Jason and Jess and Michelle and the rest, who were like the siblings she never had. It was comfortable and sociable and fun, dressing up and frequenting their favorite places every weekend. But Heather had begun to feel restless with the routine. The world outside was waiting, and she was ready for it.

			At thirty-eight, the good-natured blonde with the warm brown eyes and the calm, capable manner had built a life on seeing opportunities and stepping out to meet them. She was driven, and in many ways, she was bold. She liked the idea of landing a new job and moving to a new city. She had fallen in love with Charleston, South Carolina, on a short trip south the previous fall, and now she wondered if that small historic city should be her next destination. Closer to home, just seventy miles to the north, Boston was a more obvious choice, near her family and friends. The company she worked for in Rhode Island, Raytheon, was headquartered near Boston; if she wanted to, she could pursue a new job there. Early in April, talking with a friend over dinner in Boston, Heather had contemplated where she might live if she moved to the city. The South End, with its vibrant restaurant scene and beautifully renovated brownstones, was one possibility, but she was also intrigued by the North End, Boston’s historically Italian neighborhood, where elements of the old-world culture persisted amid tourists and newer, upscale hotspots. Sitting across from her, Heather’s friend Steve picked up his phone and typed out a text message to a woman he knew who lived there, inquiring about rents.

			Heather knew the woman he was asking. Her name was Roseann Sdoia; they had met through him, and saw each other occasionally at outings with friends. Heather and Roseann usually ran into each other on Patriot’s Day, at the Boston Marathon. Both of them liked to go to the same place near the finish line, a bar and restaurant on Boylston Street called Forum. The marathon was about ten days away, and Heather figured maybe she would see Roseann then. They could talk about the North End and life in Boston. One more step toward figuring out where she would go next.

			 • • • 
There was nothing like running a marathon in your own city. That was what Boston was to him now, Dr. David King realized—his city. It had taken a long time for him to feel that way. The attachment to the place, the sense of belonging, was still tentative and new to the thirty-nine-year-old doctor. He had gone to college in Tampa and medical school in Miami, and it was there, during long overnights at the Ryder Trauma Center, facing an endless parade of stabbings, gunshot wounds, speedboat accidents, and motorcycle crashes, that he had honed his skills as a trauma surgeon. He had loved Miami, its vibrancy and energy and its work-hard-play-hard mentality. King had met his wife, Anne, a scientist, in college, and she shared his appreciation for the laid-back Floridian lifestyle.

			Still, both of them had lasting ties to New England. David had grown up in Rhode Island and his mom and dad were still there. Anne’s parents had retired in New Hampshire, after years of moving around in the military. After King and his wife graduated, it seemed to make sense to look for jobs in Boston. He accepted an internship at Beth Israel Deaconess Medical Center. They moved north—and soon discovered that they did not like Boston one bit. Partly it was the ratty apartment that was all they could afford. The lack of parking didn’t help. Nor did the cold, or the fact that King was working around the clock. He often fell asleep at the table while eating his dinner. They wondered if they could ever fit in, in a medical community where a Harvard degree could seem like a prerequisite. Strangest of all, Bostonians seemed to do nothing but work, or talk about work. The Kings escaped back to Miami as soon as they could.

			Six years passed. David had volunteered as an army reserve surgeon while he was in Boston, and in 2008 he was called to serve for several months in Iraq. The couple had a daughter now, and they had seen the bond develop between her and her grandparents in New England. Then an offer came for David from Massachusetts General Hospital—the perfect job, at one of the best hospitals in the country—and they asked themselves, was it worth another try? If they went back, they had to do it with gusto and make the place their own. And so King made it his mission: to import his own attitude and style to a foreign and perhaps unreceptive territory. He bought a big red jacket and an orange hat, a declaration of rebellion in the face of winter’s drabness. Moving through the hospital at high speed but with a gentle touch, he met everyone in his path, from his patients to the janitors mopping the hallways, with an openness and warmth. “How’s your day?” the wiry, blue-eyed doctor would ask the woman handing out clean scrubs from a supply room window. “How are you feeling, my friend?” he asked the injured in their beds.

			Still, that first year was hard. He took some calls about jobs back in Florida, toying with the notion of surrender. The second year, he and Anne felt a growing connection to Boston. By the third year, it had deepened to attachment. They had two daughters now, giving them new appreciation for the city’s museums and parks. They lived in Cambridge, just across the river from Mass General, and he walked to work every day, while Anne went to nearby Kendall Square, near MIT, to a start-up company where she helped develop more effective cancer drugs. He had a lab at the hospital and a little time for the research he loved, trying to solve problems related to his work, like how to control bleeding better after trauma. It was still hard being on call for twenty-four hours at a stretch, sleeping at the hospital and missing his kids, but life was good. The marathon in Boston was a day to celebrate that. A few weeks earlier, he had feared he would have to miss the hometown race because of back problems, and the thought had pained him more than he once could have imagined. But as April 15 approached, King felt his confidence growing. This Boston Marathon—his marathon—would be his fastest yet.

			 • • • 
She was a Boston girl through and through. And she was proud of it. There wasn’t a professional sports jersey Krystle Campbell didn’t own—Red Sox, Patriots, Bruins, Celtics, even the Revolution, the Major League Soccer franchise—and she wore them like badges of honor. Occasionally, she would get game tickets, and invite her father, Billy Jr., along. Take a friend, he would often say. Don’t waste the ticket on silly old Dad. She lit up inside those stadiums and arenas, throwing herself into the role of New England sports partisan. She loved tailgating, too. And it wasn’t just sports that drew her out. The twenty-nine-year-old was game for almost anything—hitting a new bar in Boston, Fourth of July fireworks on the banks of the Charles River, a night at the symphony. “She loved the life of the city,” her father said.

			On Patriot’s Day, the holiday that celebrated Boston’s unique character more than any other, Krystle often joined the throngs along the sidelines of the marathon. The race was just her kind of thing, a perfect marriage of sport, party, and civic pride. Plus, if anyone deserved a little respite, a chance to get off the clock and decompress, it was Krystle. In recent years, she’d worked relentlessly, unable to say no, to let things go slack, to see a job done halfway. She couldn’t help it. That was her nature, and the way she’d been raised. After watching Mom and Dad put in long hours, working hard was all she knew.

			For much of the previous decade, Krystle had been a trusted deputy at Jasper White’s Summer Shack, a seafood-oriented restaurant company with outposts around the Boston area. Managing, waitressing, serving drinks, setting up tables, washing dishes, loading trucks—she had done it all. From the moment she started working there, in 2005, she announced herself as a competent leader. Her work ethic was almost freakish. Nowhere was that more evident than on Spectacle and Georges Islands in Boston Harbor, where Summer Shack had established seasonal eateries and a bustling business catering corporate events, clambakes, and weddings. In the warmer months, she put in eighty-hour weeks on the islands, often stepping onto the first boat out and the last boat back—and that was only if she wasn’t sleeping over. With her maternal instincts, she became the de facto leader of a motley crew of people who worked on and around the islands, employed by the city, state, private vendors, and nonprofits. By the force of her personality, they grew into a kind of family. The community became known, simply, as the islands. Krystle was the island girl.

			She had an easy class about her. After the hard physical work of setting up for a big event, she would effortlessly slip into a cocktail dress to play hostess, as if she had looked like that forever. Then once the guests were gone, she would immediately throw on her shorts, tank top, and flip-flops. When an especially demanding function was over, she was known to say, “How did we pull that off?” The answer, to everyone else, was clear: It was her—her energy, savvy, and attention to detail. That wasn’t how she saw it, though. It was always the team that made it happen. Her refrain, once the lights came on and the VIPs had left, was often this: “My fucking guys are awesome.” When it was finally time to clock out, she could play as hard as she worked. She liked to have fun. She wouldn’t turn down a shot of Jack Daniel’s. “She lived all the way through,” said Tim Getchell, a close friend who helped manage the islands for the state.

			When things went wrong, Krystle could hit the curveballs. On June 9, 2011, she was dealt a big one. Every year, the Boston Harbor Island Alliance, the nonprofit organization that promotes use of the islands, throws a huge fund-raising gala for several hundred donors and bigwigs. They come out from the city on boats, enjoy an evening overlooking the ocean, and then head back. On this Thursday night, the weather had seemed fine. Krystle and her crew were setting up on Georges Island for a party of five hundred. But just as guests began arriving, a storm system rolled in. The sky opened up. Thunder clapped overhead. The lightning was so treacherous they couldn’t use the metal docks for a time. The wind blew hard. The power went out. Water came pouring off a hill in front of Fort Warren, the island’s Civil War–era fortress, flooding the tent where they had set up the dinner tables. A disaster, plain and simple. Then Krystle took command.

			She hiked up her dress, ditched her shoes, and began, with her team, bailing out the tent with buckets. With Getchell’s help, they spread gravel and sand. They laid function tables down like bridges over the rivers that had formed. They powered up the generators. As the guests—many of them in evening dresses and tailored suits—began coming to the tent, Krystle and her staff made an announcement. They wanted everyone to go barefoot; the high heels, flats, and formal shoes just weren’t going to cut it in the mud. She didn’t care if the guests were big-shot CEOs or wealthy philanthropists. This was how it was going to be. They would have to make the best of it. And they did. The VIPs embraced the soggy atmosphere. The gala became a mud party for the ages, an unforgettable event that was, at the time, the alliance’s highest-grossing fund-raiser ever. That night, Krystle and a colleague stayed on the island to break everything down, sleeping, in their dresses, in the cab of a Ryder truck. When they crawled out the next morning their feet were still caked in mud. And they were smiling.

			 • • • 
This year’s marathon had to be better than the last. How could it be worse? The temperature on race day in 2012 had reached 89 degrees. Great for the beach, disastrous for a marathon. Some 2,200 people required medical attention, and more than 150 were brought to hospitals. No, that marathon experience was one nobody wanted to repeat, especially not Dave McGillivray, fifty-eight, the longtime director of the race. Weather was the one thing out of his control. No amount of preparation, or contingency planning, could change it. No irate phone call could fix it. No army of volunteers could make it right. Every year, it was Mother Nature’s little game, and it drove McGillivray crazy.

			The Boston Marathon had been his baby since 1988, after the Boston Athletic Association, which put the whole thing on, first brought him in to professionalize the race. Over that quarter century, McGillivray’s name had become synonymous with the event. He was its public face, its spirit guide, its minute-by-minute micromanager, intimately involved in everything from where the portable restrooms go at the starting line to getting all the runners and wheelchair racers safely across the finish. Every year, the marathon seemed to get more complex and more popular, a bigger test of his chops. He loved it, though. The pressure, he always said, was a privilege. McGillivray staged other road races and delivered motivational speeches. But the Boston Marathon was the sun in his solar system. April in Boston was unimaginable without him.

			He’d come from Medford, not far from where Krystle Campbell would grow up years later. He was the youngest of five in a working-class household that prized faith, honored commitments to the point of obsession, and taught that hard work could overcome anything. His father, a master electrician for a can company, kept a checklist inside the medicine cabinet where his children had to record their toothbrushing. When he was young, all McGillivray ever wanted to do was be an athlete. His genes had other ideas. He was short: five four by the time he was finished growing. It was a disqualifier, as a kid, on the courts and fields. He was chosen last for pickup games and cut from the high school basketball team. Right after the coach delivered the bad news, he challenged the team’s center to a game of one-on-one and beat him. He went home, found a black permanent marker, and wrote PLEASE GOD MAKE ME GROW on a piece of cardboard, which he hung above his bed with masking tape.

			McGillivray had difficulty accepting his perceived deficiency, but the adversity lit a fire inside him. He decided he would never be outworked, never accept that he couldn’t do something. The feelings of helpless anger became his fuel, which he soon funneled into running. It was the perfect sport, the ideal antidote to his experience with coaches and teams. As he would explain decades later, “No one can cut you from running.” In 1972, as a seventeen-year-old, he decided cockily that he would run the Boston Marathon. He informed his grandfather, Fred Eaton, with whom he was very close, and Eaton said he would be out on the course, near mile twenty-four, to watch for him. But McGillivray hadn’t bothered to train. He had no idea what he was doing, and he collapsed about two-thirds of the way through. Eaton waited for hours before going home. When they finally talked by phone, his grandfather told him to make this day a lesson: If you’re going to do something, do it correctly. He hadn’t earned the right to run the Boston Marathon. They made a pact. “You train for next year,” his grandfather told him. “And I’ll be there, too.”

			Two months later, his grandfather died of a heart attack on his way home from the grocery. McGillivray endeavored to keep his end of the bargain. He trained hard for the 1973 marathon. The day before, he came down with a brutal stomach virus. He entered the race but felt miserable. He was a sorry sight. His mother, seeing his condition, had tears streaming down her face when he passed her at the halfway point. He pushed on until he was near mile twenty-one. Then his body gave out. Defeated, he leaned against a wrought-iron fence. As it happened, the fence surrounded Boston’s Evergreen Cemetery, the very place they had buried his grandfather. McGillivray realized his grandfather had been right—he was there to watch him after all. McGillivray knew that he had to make good on their deal, so he picked himself up and finished the race. It was the first of what would be forty-one consecutive completed Boston Marathons, many of them coming hours after the official finish, after he had honored his race-directing duties.

			Over his life, McGillivray had worked in the toy department of a local discount store. He had been an actuary for a benefits firm. Once he had even interviewed to be a flight attendant, stuffing his platform shoes with tissues in an attempt to reach the minimum height requirement. But he had been right as a kid: He was destined for sports. After opening an athletic shoe and apparel store in Medford, he got into the race-management business, and that became his calling. His own athletic exploits were legion—running his age in miles every year around his birthday, trying to swim across the English Channel, and participating, with his son Ryan, in what was then, according to Guinness World Records, the largest-ever game of Duck, Duck, Goose, on the field of the Lowell Spinners, a single-A affiliate of the Red Sox. Often his wild endeavors had a charity component—he had helped raise millions for cancer research and other causes over the years. They were also about self-esteem, about pushing himself as far as he could. His unrelenting drive was a marvel to everyone around him. He had long outrun those teenage feelings of inadequacy, but he would never stop trying. As his mother wrote in her diary, “Once Dave starts running, maybe he’ll finally be able to get some rest.”

			 • • • 
She was in the best shape, physically and mentally, of her life. Shana Cottone had stopped drinking five months earlier, in the fall. It had not been easy, over the long winter, to adapt her life to fit the decision. It still seemed impossible, at times, for the twenty-seven-year-old to find new ways to socialize. That was partly a hazard of her job: Shana was a police officer in Boston, and so were a lot of her friends, and they liked to go to bars together when they were off duty. In one way, it was a kind of therapy. They saw a lot of hard things at work, things that other people didn’t understand and didn’t really want to hear about. It could be isolating. Sorting through the craziness with other cops was a ritual of healing and of bonding, and alcohol had seemed an essential part of the process.

			Shana had been on the job five years. Her first assignment was in West Roxbury, but it hadn’t really clicked; the neighborhood on Boston’s outer edge had one of the lowest crime rates in the city, and it felt like people didn’t really need her there. When her probation period ended, she had asked to be transferred to Roxbury, an inner-city neighborhood with a similar name but a lot more trouble on its streets. When she got there, the district was beginning an innovative project aimed at bringing psychiatric help to troubled residents through policing. Some officers were wary of the assignment, which demanded that they respond to calls in tandem with a civilian, a social worker trained in crisis intervention. Shana was intrigued. Paired up with the clinician, she quickly found her niche. They roamed the neighborhood together, stepping in to defuse domestic conflicts, suicide threats, out-of-control teenagers. Shana loved the sense of potential in the work, the promise of making things better. She thrived in the role, assisting in more than three hundred incidents. One involved a six-year-old boy in a Spider-Man costume who had pulled a butter knife on his foster parent. Shana talked to him as she loaded his booster seat into the back of her cruiser, trying to keep the mood light so he wouldn’t be afraid. Before she dropped him off for a mental health evaluation, the little boy gave her a sticker shaped like a heart. Shana stuck it to the back of her badge, where it remained—an invisible reminder, worn over her own heart, of what mattered most to her about her work.

			She cared about her job, and she knew she was making a difference. When the day came that her drinking affected her work, it was a slap in the face, and the shock of it brought instant clarity. It had happened back in the fall. She had gotten angry about something on a day off, and before she thought about it, she had acted on the anger. Word of what had happened made it to her supervisors, and the fallout had gotten in her way at work. It was the first time that had ever happened, and she knew it had to be the last. So she had made her decision and never looked back. On the first day of October 2012, Shana had gone to Western Massachusetts, to a residential treatment program for first responders. She hadn’t had a drink since.

			Coming back from treatment was scarier than going. She was moving to a new assignment in East Boston, where she didn’t know the place or people well. She figured they had heard where she had been, and she didn’t know if they would judge her for it. She focused on the parts of her life that were stable—the house she had purchased on a quiet street in Hyde Park, at Boston’s southern tip; the pet beagle named Monkey she adored. The winter passed. She found ways to bring the skills she had developed in Roxbury to her new beat, developing relationships with homeless people and addicts, earning their trust, and talking to them about getting sober.

			In time, something unexpected happened. People started coming to her—friends, colleagues—telling her that they, too, wanted to stop drinking. In quiet conversations, one-on-one, they confessed that they didn’t know how to go about it, and asked for her help. Shana did what she could. People had gone out on a limb for her in her darkest moments, and she wanted to repay the debt.

			 • • • 
“No—K-R-Y,” she would say, quick to correct the assumption that her name began more conventionally, with a C.

			“Oh, excuse me; I’ve never heard it spelled like that,” the chastened adult would reply.

			“Well, you have now,” young Krystle Campbell would say back.

			That was Krystle—self-assured, outspoken, and in charge. She was born in Somerville and grew up in Medford, a solidly middle-class city north of Boston that her parents had chosen for the schools. Her grandmother always put her in dresses and loved to curl her hair. Krystle would then try to straighten it. In the summers, her parents, Billy Jr. and Patty, took Krystle and her brother, Billy III, up to New Hampshire. One year they bought a twenty-eight-foot camping trailer, which they kept parked at a campground. It became their summer home. They put down white rock around it, planted flowers, and built a platform, where they kept a tent for toys and Nintendo. Patty and the kids stayed up there full-time after school let out, and Billy Jr. drove up on weekends and sometimes during the week. The setting, with swimming, a waterslide, dances, races, and activities for kids all season long, was ideal for families, many of whom came back year after year. Those sweet, slow summer days lasted until Krystle and her brother were teenagers, and then adolescent concerns back home—friends, young love, sports schedules—made it harder to get away.

			As Krystle got older, her father still called her princess. She took up the clarinet, played softball, and began waitressing as a teenager. She graduated from Medford High School in 2001 and went on to community college, eventually earning an associate’s degree and transferring to the University of Massachusetts Boston, where she got close to a bachelor’s degree but didn’t finish. Together with her reddish hair, big blue eyes, and mile-wide smile, Krystle’s animated personality and authenticity gave her a presence that wasn’t easily forgotten. “You’re not supposed to have favorites, but you do,” said Tony Szykniej, who taught her in middle school band. “She definitely was one.”

			Her forceful disposition, though, did not make her self-centered. She was conscientious to a fault, often putting herself last. When her nana, her dad’s mother, got sick, Krystle moved in with her for eighteen months. It wasn’t a decision most twentysomethings would make. When friends asked her why, her answer was simple: “Because she needs me.” While working for Summer Shack, she took notice of one kid, an immigrant from Liberia, who worked for the state out on the islands. It was evident he didn’t have much money, so she regularly sent him home with leftovers—hamburgers, hot dogs, whatever was there. Wanting to preserve his dignity, she was careful not to call it a handout. Hey, we’ve got some extra food, she’d say. Why don’t you take it? She wrote letters to another islands employee when he was in jail for drunk driving, and then helped him try to find work when he got out. She knew the ferry crews often didn’t have time to get off the boat for lunch, so she’d bring burgers down to the docks.

			And she would do just about anything for her friends. Tim Getchell and his fiancée had both grown up poor. He came from the projects in Boston’s Charlestown section; she was from South Carolina. They wanted a wedding but didn’t have the money. Krystle told them not to worry. She took care of the whole thing at a seaside pub: tent, alcohol, pasta with red sauce, chicken parmesan. The night before the wedding, Getchell and his fiancée brought their families together for a small, modest celebration. They had bought simple cheese plates from the grocery. Then Krystle showed up with fifteen lobsters, steamers, and other seafood. She wanted to give the South Carolinians a proper taste of New England. “It was like she had you under her wing,” said Sean McLaughlin, a forest and park supervisor for the state who worked closely with her on the islands. “She had you.”

			In the waning days of her twenties, Krystle arrived at a crossroads. She needed to slow down, both at work and after work. The pace wasn’t sustainable. She had quit Summer Shack for a saner job at Jimmy’s Steer House, a restaurant close to her apartment in Arlington, a suburb northwest of Boston. It was meant to be a stepping stone. Her next jump would be to something grander, perhaps something high-end like the Ritz, or something she could make her own. She and Getchell used to daydream about starting their own floating tiki bar. Maybe it would pick revelers up near Logan Airport. Maybe it would bob around Boston Harbor, lit up like a tropical paradise. Whatever form it took, Krystle was ready to run something, to have her own gig. She was growing up. She had a serious boyfriend now, too. He was going to meet her parents, for the first time, on her upcoming birthday. It was a big one. She would be thirty years old.

			 • • • 
The day before the Boston Marathon was almost as good as Marathon Monday, David King thought. It was a day off from his demanding job at the hospital, and he could spend it with his family. Best of all, they were going to the John Hancock Sports & Fitness Expo, the giant runners’ trade show that attracted eighty thousand people to a convention center every year in the days before the marathon. King was an admitted expo junkie, capable of wandering for hours through its dizzying maze of high-tech shoes, free energy bar samples, and other exhibits. He knew that standing on his feet all day was not the ideal way to spend the day before the marathon. But he couldn’t help himself. It was part of the buildup, part of the fun, and at this point, it was tradition—even if his wife, Anne, did not share his passion, and would spend much of her time at the expo asking when they could go home.

			They headed to the convention center on the train Sunday morning. King brought along his two young daughters, a large Starbucks coffee, and a couple of runner friends. Talk turned to King’s grueling race schedule. He had run the Miami Marathon in January, and in March he had traveled to New Zealand for his first IRONMAN triathlon, which included a full marathon as well as swimming and biking races. His friends wondered if something had to give, and if in running Boston he was being too ambitious. “Do you think you’ll finish?” one of them asked. King brushed aside the worry; the back pain he had felt after the triathlon was gone. Going all in was his nature; his leap from marathons to triathlons had been no surprise to those who knew him well. When his wife had trained for her first marathon, in Miami in 2007, King had watched her running ten, fifteen, or twenty miles and couldn’t understand the impulse. It seemed excessive, even ridiculous—who had time to run that far? Then he stood at the finish line of her race and felt excitement coursing through the crowd. The next day he signed up for his first marathon.

			His intensity and drive had been evident since he was a boy growing up in Woonsocket, Rhode Island, a small blue-collar city on the Massachusetts border. Drawn to the idea of firefighting, he started volunteering at the fire department as a teenager and signed up for EMT classes at night. He earned an EMT license as a junior in high school, and started working night shifts; instead of going home after school to do his homework, King would go out on calls with the local ambulance. In retrospect, his interest in medicine was obvious. Yet King never once imagined becoming a doctor. His father worked for the city as a laborer; his mother was a secretary. No one in his family had gone to college, let alone medical school. It wasn’t until he abandoned his plan to study engineering and transferred to the University of Tampa that he first considered becoming a doctor. Then he failed a botany class. Well, that’s it, someone told him. You’ll never get into medical school now, with an F on your transcript. As soon as King heard the word “never,” that was it. “Once they told me I couldn’t,” he recalled, “I said, okay, I’m definitely going.”

			Getting in was not easy—it looked, for a time, like no school would give him a chance. In a last-ditch effort to keep his dream alive, he applied outside the country, to a school in Grenada. Accepted, he excelled; then, against the odds, he applied for a transfer to the University of Miami and was accepted. Finally on his way to becoming a doctor, King decided to join the army reserve. He had been given a chance to learn lifesaving skills that very few people possessed; bringing those skills to American soldiers at risk seemed like the right thing to do. He was an intern in Boston, working long hours for terrible pay, when a recruiter came to his living room and commissioned him. Weary from a long on-call shift, King raised his right hand and recited the oath of enlistment, swearing to defend the Constitution, while his yellow Labrador retriever, Rachel, looked on, his only witness. The year was 2000. In 2001 America would go to war; King’s decision would put him on the front lines of two conflicts. After being sent to Iraq for four months in 2008, he went to Haiti after the earthquake in 2010, and to Afghanistan for three months in 2011. He saw terrible things and survived close calls. When a massive truck bomb injured dozens of American soldiers in Sayed Abad, Afghanistan, on the tenth anniversary of 9/11, he dealt with the carnage. Another time an IED blew up people standing near him. He learned what fear really felt like, what true vigilance was.

			And he gained new reverence for his life at home. A lazy, simple day like this was more precious to King now: wandering around the convention center with his wife and daughters; buying a new BOSTON MARATHON 2013 baseball hat to wear in the race tomorrow. The hat purchase was one of his marathon traditions. His runner friends objected; it was bad luck, some said, to wear a hat bearing the logo of the same race you were running in. You were supposed to wear a seasoned hat, one that had been with you in training or at other races. King dismissed the superstition. He always bought a new hat—the women’s version, to fit his small head. He had made it his ritual, and he wasn’t changing it now.

			 • • • 
Heather Abbott had taken the day off from work, as she always did, so she could go to Boston with her friends on Marathon Monday. That was their tradition: They went to the Red Sox game in the morning, then to the finish line of the race. It meant getting up early and driving to Providence to take the train, but they laughed a lot along the way, swept up in the festive mood and the welcome break from routine.

			Heather was a runner, too—short distances, not marathons. Running was just one of her active pursuits, along with paddleboarding and Zumba dance fitness classes. She had a good time doing it, but she was also disciplined. It was like that with everything she did; her fun-loving side disguised a steely ambition. In high school, in the small town of Lincoln, Rhode Island, near Providence, she had thought about applying to the University of North Carolina. Her parents were baffled and resistant. She attended a small college in Massachusetts instead, but always felt she had been meant for a bigger place. She studied accounting—her mother had encouraged her to learn a skill—but she soon discovered a more engaging field: human resources, otherwise known as HR. Plunging into it, she learned on her feet, building an HR operation from scratch as the start-up she worked for grew from a dozen to one hundred employees. After going to work for a bigger company, with thirty-three thousand workers, in 2003, she traveled constantly, supervising HR departments in eight states. She had purchased her first condo, in North Providence, at twenty-four; a year and a half later, she sold it on her own and traded up to a bigger, better one.

			By 2003 she had earned an MBA from Providence College, attending school at night while working full-time. When she went looking for a new job in 2007, Raytheon and Dunkin’ Donuts both made offers. A global defense and aeronautics firm with more than seventy thousand employees, Raytheon won her allegiance. It offered her more money, and its HR department was bigger. She became an expert in compliance, handling large, randomly scheduled government audits. She specialized in discrimination claims, defending the company’s managers when they were accused of wrongful treatment of employees. It was the work no one else wanted to do, yet Heather liked it. She liked problem solving—untangling thorny conflicts and guiding them toward resolution.

			A decade of advancement had left no doubt: She had what it took to be successful. Now she had to figure out what to conquer next. When she decided, in 2009, to move from North Providence to Newport to be closer to her job, she had thought she’d try it for a year. She wasn’t sure if she would like it—insular and privileged, a historic resort town and a party destination, Newport was its own world in more ways than one. She hadn’t counted on the closeness of the friendships she would find there, the kinship and belonging that would cast a spell. She wanted to step beyond the bars and parties to see what else there was, but she knew she would miss those things, and especially the people, after she moved on. The summer ahead could be her last in Newport, and Heather intended to make the most of it. Tomorrow’s trip to Boston would help kick the season off.

			 • • • 
He was out in Boston’s Copley Square by 5:00 A.M. It was Sunday, the day before the 2013 Boston Marathon. Dave McGillivray walked the course of the 5K he would put on in a few hours for some 6,500 runners, one in a series of races and fitness events that always preceded the big one. He would record a critique of the day into his iPhone as he went, planning to write it up later. There were always lessons for next time, and he didn’t want to forget them. In his memoir, The Last Pick, he had quoted a Chinese proverb: “The palest ink is better than the best memory.” McGillivray was the kind of guy who had lots of credos, but that one he had followed faithfully.

			Thirty-five years earlier, he recorded a verbal diary of what was surely the craziest of all his crazy ventures. He arranged, in 1978, to run clear across the country, a stunt he had devised to raise money for the Jimmy Fund, a Boston charity that supported adult and pediatric cancer care and research. He wanted to start in Medford, Oregon, and finish in his hometown of Medford, Massachusetts. The first night on the road, he stayed at a campsite. A stranger gave him a portion of his fresh catch of fish. Over the next seventy-nine days, he ran across deserts, through the mountains, and into the plains, some 3,452 miles in all, a member of his support crew blasting music from a trailing moped. He and his team adopted a six-week-old puppy. McGillivray ran through rattlesnakes, nosebleeds, and grasshopper swarms. He lived on junk food, downing a six-pack of Coke after each day’s run. Outside Lincoln, Nebraska, he jumped aboard a moving coal train and off the other side because he didn’t want to wait for it to pass. His family, through phone calls and news reports, charted his progress as he went. On the night of August 29, he ran into Fenway Park to a boisterous welcome, taking two laps around the field before the baseball game, showered with cheers and proudly donning a Red Sox cap tossed to him by relief pitcher Bill Campbell.

			If that was a high point, almost twenty years later McGillivray would find himself at his lowest, when he and his first wife divorced. Here was something he couldn’t remedy with preparation and training. Hard work wouldn’t just push it away. He was devastated. He hated subjecting their two young sons to the breakup. He prayed, sometimes by the hour, that he could get through another day. At one point, near rock bottom, he called his sister Susan and said maybe he should just end it all. Susan was his lifeline, and she helped him bounce back. He eventually remarried and had three more children. McGillivray, in his memoir, described marathons as an apt metaphor for his life. He had run through heartache, and also through joy. “There are hills and valleys. The weather changes from year to year,” he wrote. “Mostly, though, at the end of the day, it’s up to me to get the job done.”

			The job, on this Sunday, was to make sure the day’s fitness events all went well, and that everyone was geared up for tomorrow. Later on, he stopped by the runners’ expo. He checked in with his marathon team. The day felt slow, which was how he liked it. There was little to report, little that required his urgent attention. The copious planning of the organizers was paying off. They were going to have a good race.

			 • • • 
Shana worked on Sunday, her regular shift in East Boston. It would have been nice to have the next day free—Marathon Monday had been her day off on the schedule—but she had volunteered to work an extra shift. Patriot’s Day might not be a big deal anywhere else, but in Boston it was a holiday, and that meant double pay. The extra money in her check would make it worth it. She had worked the marathon before; the crowds were laid-back, and the mood would be festive. Boston could be a cranky place. If there was one day when the old city felt carefree, it was Marathon Monday.

			Shana had warmed to Boston the moment she arrived, a decade before, in the spring of 2003, on a visit to Northeastern University. She was a junior in high school on Long Island, getting ready to apply to colleges. She had never been to Boston; that was part of its appeal. She knew she wanted to go someplace new, and her love for the city was instant and complete. “Something clicked and I knew I wanted to be here,” she said. “I loved how old it was and how safe it felt. . . . Even the air smelled right.” She was seventeen that spring. The memory of September 11, 2001, a year and a half earlier, was still fresh; the fear the attack had inspired had been imprinted on Shana and everyone else in New York. Her father was working a construction job in Manhattan that day, and for several terrifying hours, her mother was unable to reach him. New York City never felt the same to her again. In Boston, even after she left the cocoon of college life to join the police department, she never felt vulnerable the way she had in New York. She experienced moments of chaos—a suspect resisting arrest, a victim sobbing in her arms—but they were only moments. It never felt like the world was unraveling.

			The residue of 9/11, the fear and the desire to take back some kind of control, was part of what drew her to law enforcement. Another driving force was her childhood. On her street, in her Long Island town, Shana’s house had been that house: the one with the parents who fought, where the police sometimes were called. Not that many years had passed since she was a kid, and Shana vividly remembered how it felt to face the cops in her living room—the crippling sense of her own powerlessness, the certainty that nobody was hearing what she said. Becoming a police officer herself gave her some control over such chaotic moments. Now, when the kids she met in troubled homes turned away and told her that she didn’t understand, Shana explained to
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