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			“McPhee is an old-fashioned, hard-working, street-smart investigative journalist who is determined to get to the bottom of things.”

			— Prof. John D. Woodward, Jr., Boston University (retired CIA officer)

			“McPhee’s reporting clearly proves the government at best lied or covered up, at worse falsified, the facts of a terrorist attack on American soil. A great read for those of us who are fascinated with the truth.”

			— Jerry Flynn, president United Federation of Police Officers

			“McPhee’s latest true crime narrative takes the story of the Boston Marathon bombing to new levels…even readers familiar with the contours of the tragedy are likely to find McPhee’s narrative terrifying and moving.”

			— Publishers Weekly

			“McPhee is no armchair journalist reporting from the remove of the newsroom with facts gleaned from Google. She takes you there, to the scene of the crime: a horrendous bombing at a marathon finish line, a pitched gun battle between cops and terrorists in suburban streets — all conjured with vivid, taut prose that gives the reader a deeper look beneath the surface carnage to uncover the disturbing complexities of federal law enforcement.

			— Richard Stratton, author of Smuggler’s Blues

			“McPhee, like all great investigators, well understands that one of the keys to unraveling a major case is the ability to recover unseen and seemingly irretrievable facts through the use of well placed sources. Her chronicling of the staggering details surrounding this act of terror is light years ahead of the standard Hollywood crime drama.”

			— Sean Foley, retired NYPD detective first grade

			“Our nation’s leaders would do well to wise up and pay attention to the lessons Michele teaches us about the Boston bombing and the serious gaps in intelligence and law-enforcement collaboration.”

			— Scott Mann, former Green Beret
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			Author’s Note

			
				When two bombs were detonated on Boylston Street, 550 feet away from the finish line of the Boston Marathon on April 15, 2013, a familiar sense of dread came over me. There was no cell phone service. Loved ones were unreachable. At 2:49 PM, the area just yards from where I’d had coffee earlier that day was a war zone: body parts, pools of blood, broken glass — inexplicable mayhem. Tragically, it was not the first time I had been on hand for a terrorist attack on American soil.

			When Al Qaeda fanatics hijacked two planes from Boston’s Logan Airport and flew them into Manhattan’s World Trade Center Towers on September 11, 2001, I was the police bureau chief for the New York Daily News, working out of One Police Plaza, and on the scene at Ground Zero when the towers collapsed.

			I began investigating the marathon bombings for ABC News almost immediately after they occurred, continued writing exclusive cover stories for Boston and Newsweek magazines, and have not stopped since, even after leaving Boston to work on the scripted side of television in Los Angeles. I was there as crime scene detectives and federal agents collected evidence on blood-splattered Boylston Street and when the FBI released photographs of the suspects referred to as “Black Hat” and “White Hat” four days later. Just hours after that release, I raced to Cambridge, where those same suspects were believed to have murdered an MIT police officer and then carjacked a getaway vehicle. The carjacking victim escaped but left his cell phone behind in his Mercedes SUV. Police used its GPS to track it to Watertown, my next stop. Reporters ringed the streets, then dove behind cars when a wild battle involving explosives and sustained gunfire erupted between the suspected bombers and police.

			After the bullets stopped flying at 1:01 AM on April 19, investigators recovered more than two hundred spent rounds from the streets and nearby homes. One suspect was dead. The other was on the run. The FBI had publicly identified them as Tamerlan Tsarnaev, twenty-six, and his brother, Dzhokhar, nineteen, two Russian immigrants who had been living in a subsidized apartment in Cambridge. I remained in the paralyzed city of Watertown for the next sixteen hours as SWAT teams searched door-to-door, telling terrified residents to stay put. One family had the surreal experience of a bullet piercing their television set while they watched news of the insanity occurring outside their house. Just after 6:00 PM a Watertown man went out for a smoke and found drops of blood that led to his boat, the Slip Away II, dry-docked in his yard. When he pulled back the tarp covering the vessel, he saw a bleeding man in the bottom of the boat and scrambled for his phone. Within minutes cops ringed the boat, and after one of them believed he saw movement, they opened fire. The first shot was followed by a twelve-second barrage into the side of the boat and flash-bang grenades whose hum could be heard blocks away. Then came the cease-fire order. Dzhokhar was captured alive — barely alive. Grateful residents of Watertown lined the streets to cheer the police officers as they later pulled out of the city. I know a lot of cops who got free drinks that night.

			Since then I have attended every arraignment and court appearance of the accused bomber, Dzhokhar Tsarnaev, and four other men charged in the attacks, his college friends who were imprisoned for lying to investigators in a terrorism case.

			The very same homeland security flaws that I investigated as a Daily News reporter were partly to blame for the success of the Boston attacks. In a congressional hearing weeks after the deadly bombings in 2013, former Boston Police Commissioner Ed Davis told federal lawmakers that the lack of information sharing between the FBI and Boston Police Department detectives assigned to work with the FBI on the Joint Terrorism Task Force, all of whom had top security clearance, hindered his officers from investigating allegations that counterterrorism counterparts in Russia had made about the Tsarnaev brothers. In other words, the FBI didn’t share intelligence with their BPD partners on the task force — not exactly the spirit of cooperation that experts had urged in the aftermath of 9/11. In fact, to this day the FBI has not answered congressional calls from both sides of the aisle to release details about the warnings the Russians sent, twice, in 2011 in the months before Tamerlan took an unusual trip back to his motherland, managing to get out of the United States, and back in, while on two terror watch lists.

			Following 9/11, New York Police Department Commissioner Ray Kelly repeatedly warned me and other reporters who worked out of One Police Plaza that it was “not if, but when” the United States would be attacked by Islamic extremists again. The biggest threat, Kelly said, would be homegrown terrorists. He was right. Researchers with the George Washington University Program on Extremism released a report on the Islamic State of Iraq and Syria (ISIS) in America in 2015 that included startling numbers: More than 900 Americans were under investigation in the United States for connections to terrorism; 250 had traveled abroad to join the jihad; and 56 had been arrested for terrorism-related activities in 2015 alone.1

			The Tsarnaev brothers, their parents, and two sisters — all of whom had fled Russia in 2002 and settled in Massachusetts — received asylum as refugees from a war-torn area, making them eligible for generous benefits such as housing, cash assistance, and education. Dzhokhar even became an American citizen, sworn in alongside other immigrants on September 11, 2012, in the arena commonly known as the Boston Garden. Despite all that the United States had given the family, the two brothers became the very threat counterterrorism officials had feared since 9/11: homegrown terrorists.

			The story, however, is not so simple. I believe the federal government played a direct role in enabling and inspiring Tamerlan Tsarnaev’s monstrous behavior and in blocking local authorities’ ability to identify and stop his evolution into a killer. Tamerlan’s younger brother, Dzhokhar, in turn, looked up to his older brother. I also believe the federal government actively impeded a full investigation of the marathon bombings, as well as other crimes potentially involving Tamerlan and associates of his, and continues to do so today through a variety of means, including repeated motions to suppress information in Dzhokhar’s efforts to have his death sentence reduced to life imprisonment.

			In her own book on the Tsarnaevs, titled The Brothers, Russian American journalist Masha Gessen writes that questions remaining unanswered in the Boston Marathon bombing case include: “Where were the bombs made? And what had been Tamerlan’s relationship to the FBI?”

			I spent three years researching this book, and continued digging for another three since. In it I have outlined my theory that the FBI recruited Tamerlan as an operative in late 2010, months before the Federal Security Service of Russia (FSB) warned the FBI’s Boston field office that he had become radicalized and planned to obtain training from “bandit groups” in his native Russia.2 In fact, Dzhokhar’s defense attorneys have stated that the FBI attempted to recruit Tamerlan to inform on fellow Muslims, writing, “We base this on information from our client’s family and other sources that the FBI made more than one visit to talk with Anzor, Zubeidat and Tamerlan, questioned Tamerlan about his internet searches, and asked him to be an informant.”3

			It is no secret that the FBI has relied heavily on Islamic informants to thwart terrorist plots, a practice that has been condemned by the American Civil Liberties Union and other organizations. Tamerlan would have been the perfect recruit, a handsome multilingual Muslim with ties to both the drug world and a controversial mosque in Cambridge blocks from his house, one that was started and built by a man now serving a federal sentence for terrorism and that counted several convicted terrorists among its congregants. And it was certainly not a secret that Tamerlan would have been motivated to work with the FBI as a cooperating informant out of a desire to become a US citizen. In 2009 he posed for an online photo essay, “Will Box for Passport.” In 2010 he was barred from fighting in the National Tournament of Champions, even though he had twice won the title of heavyweight champion of New England, because he was not a citizen. Then there was the issue of money: Tamerlan didn’t have any, at least not on paper. For occupation on his death certificate the medical examiner wrote, “Never Worked.”4 Yet he drove a Mercedes without holding a job. He also got married and had a little girl. History has shown that working for the federal government as an informant can be lucrative. Tamerlan got away with so much villainy that only a hands-off policy formulated at the local level by one or more agencies responsible for national intelligence could have engineered it. His probable situation with such agencies was eerily similar to the relationship between James “Whitey” Bulger and the Boston office of the FBI.

			Evidence suggests that in 2011 Tamerlan secretly worked on an investigation that dismantled a ring of crack cocaine dealers who moved the drug from Boston to Portland, Maine. Federal investigators called the investigation Operation Run This Town, and its targets were Eritrean gang members, including an eventual defendant, Hamadi Hassan, a native of Cambridge who had grown up with Tamerlan. In fact, the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives (ATF) would trace the gun used to murder Sean Collier, an MIT police officer, four days after the Tsarnaevs detonated the marathon bombs, back to that crew of Eritrean drug dealers, who loaned the gun to Dzhokhar along with the bullets, which he called “food for the dog.”5 It will be shown that Tamerlan’s assistance in Operation Run This Town is the likely reason he was never investigated for a grisly triple homicide later in 2011, in which he was clearly implicated.

			Four months after the brutal murders, on January 21, 2012, Tamerlan traveled to Russia for six months without a valid passport, even though he was on two terror watch lists. There is evidence that while there he acted at the behest of both American and Russian intelligence to finger Chechen rebels, some of whom were quickly killed. On his return he was guided through customs at John F. Kennedy International Airport, still on the watch lists and still without a passport. It remains unclear how he traveled to New York to fly out of JFK Airport or how he got back to Boston upon his return from Russia.

			The 9/11 Commission Report made tightening border security a key recommendation.6 Apparently that recommendation did not apply to Tamerlan. There may be a reason — perhaps a deal was made, with promises of mutually advantageous cooperation — that goes beyond lax security.

			This book lays out the evidence that I collected over more than six years of reporting, using court documents and police interviews and tracking down dozens of people connected to both the investigation and the Tsarnaev clan. Did US authorities make Tamerlan a promise — if you help us, we will help you — and then renege on it? Did they so embitter their informant that they led him to change sides?

			As for where the bombs were made and by whom, it is almost certain the brothers had accomplices who remain at large. In the pages that follow I provide details, ranging from circumstantial evidence to named suspects, that local law enforcement knows about but has not pursued — or perhaps more accurately, has been prevented from pursuing. I don’t pretend to have all of the answers, but this story has not gone away, and should not be allowed to go away, until the truth that is needed to protect US citizens and to punish perpetrators is revealed.

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			Patriots’ Day

			Amber Woolfenden was running in the Boston Marathon for the first time, a goal she had joined the Wicked Runners Club in Salem, Massachusetts, expressly to achieve. Her husband, Steve, was excited for her as he maneuvered their three-year-old son, Leo, in his stroller — a three-wheeler specially designed with bicycle motocross (BMX) tires for hard-core runners — toward the finish line.

			The crowd up and down Boylston Street near the finish line swelled after the Red Sox game ended at 2:08 PM. Leo was happy in his stroller, and Steve found a spot near the Marathon Sports store where he hoped Amber might actually see them as she finished her run, even though roughly twenty-seven thousand runners had left the starting line in Hopkinton, Massachusetts, in several waves since 9 AM. The mobility-impaired athletes had taken off first, followed by the wheelchair racers and then the racers on hand cycles. The elite women were launched at 9:22, followed by the elite men at 9:32. At 10:00 AM the first wave of nine thousand regular runners took off; twenty minutes later the second wave of nine thousand began, and then the final wave of nine thousand left Hopkinton at 10:40 AM.1 By 12:36 PM the winners had been declared: Ethiopia’s Lelisa Desisa won the men’s race with a time of 2:10:22, and Rita Jeptoo of Kenya won the women’s race with a time of 2:26:25. But thousands of runners were still on the course at 2:49 PM, including Amber.

			Steve had planned to meet some friends in front of M Bar, but that wasn’t going to happen. It was on the other side of Boylston Street, and there was no way he could cross. So he pulled out his phone, sent them an update via text, and pushed Leo from the store’s doorway toward the international flags that lined the last leg of the 26.2-mile race and settled in closer to the finish line. Focused on the runners and waiting for Amber, he didn’t notice the backpack on the sidewalk just to the left of Marathon Sports. Then came the boom. It sounded like one of the cannon blasts on the Esplanade on the Fourth of July or at the start of a New England Patriots game. No one knew what it was at first.

			Boston Police Department (BPD) Sergeant Dan Keeler knew it wasn’t good. He transmitted an urgent message over his police radio: “Stop the race! Stop the race! Send me everything you have to Boylston.”2 Many runners were stopped in Brookline, before they made their way into Boston’s Back Bay. Amber Woolfenden was one of them.

			“I was in shock and disbelief,” Steve would later recall. “It registered that we needed to get out of there. The most logical choice would be to take a one-eighty and go the other way. And we didn’t get that opportunity.”3

			Steve spun around and hustled away from the first explosion, headed southwest on Boylston toward the Forum restaurant. He made it exactly 183 feet, moving right into the zone of the second bomb, which detonated thirteen seconds after the first one. This bomb produced an ugly orange fireball more deadly than the first because of the way it was detonated: It was inside a backpack that had been set down sideways so that the fireball from the explosive device inside, improvised from a pressure cooker, blew outward instead of upward. The first bomb had been placed upright and still created the maximum harm intended when it was detonated with a device fashioned from a remote control for a toy car, the sort of thing with which a little boy like Leo might play.

			A video would later reveal that in the seconds before the second bomb was detonated, Steve was jostled by a skinny man in a white baseball cap who had been standing near a tree in front of the Forum restaurant and behind a row of children lined up along a metal barricade. Some kids had been leaning on the barricade. Others, like Martin Richard, had put their feet between the grates and hoisted themselves higher for a better view. With the second blast Steve recalled being hit with an intense heat, a pressure that made him feel like “every part of my body was being punched.” He thought he was still standing because he was holding fast to the stroller, but he soon realized that he had been blown to the ground. He yanked back the stroller’s cover and saw Leo bleeding. The toddler was screaming over and over again: “Mommy! Daddy! Mommy! Daddy! Mommy! Daddy! Mommy! Daddy! Mommy! Daddy!”

			“Leo was conscious. He was alive. He was bleeding from the left side of this head,” Steve recalled. He was nauseated by the smell of burning hair and flesh and by the odor of sulfur that enveloped him — a smell like rotten eggs, which cops all around him recognized from their time on the firing range. He heard screams and sirens and saw body parts littered like puzzle pieces. The air was so hot that he felt like he was in front of an opened pizza oven. Steve’s main focus was to get his son the hell off Boylston Street.

			He reached for Leo and realized that his fingers, oddly, were numb. “That’s when I discovered my leg had been severed off.” He recognized his boot on the ground, with his sheared-off limb inside. He realized that a glob of what looked like bloodied Scotch tape was in fact his Achilles tendon and knew he had to stop the bleeding. He ripped off his belt and tied it tightly around his thigh.

			The buckles on the stroller were mangled, and Steve couldn’t unstrap Leo. A stranger knelt next to him, and Steve implored him to help Leo, saying: “My son’s bleeding from his head. You need to get him out of here. Please get my son to safety.” And the man said, “I will do that but first I’m going to put another tourniquet on your leg.”

			Then another man, also a stranger, came to Steve’s side. Leo was gone, and Steve had no idea whether he would die right there on the sidewalk. The stranger got in his face, Steve remembered, and kept him conscious. “You’re going to fucking make it,” the man said. “You’re going to fucking make it.”

			Across the street BPD Officer Tommy Barrett didn’t know where to start. “There was so many people that were hurt seriously that it was hard to choose who to begin helping first…Everybody was hurt really bad, but I was trying to pick who I could help first,” he remembered.4 Barrett ran toward the toppled metal barricade, where the most seriously maimed people — those directly in the blast zone — were fighting for their lives. The Boston cop used his gloved hands to beat out the flames around a man on fire. Another man helped by dousing the man’s smoldering flesh with the contents of a beer bottle that had been abandoned on an outside table, and a woman tried to use a cloth napkin as a tourniquet around his critically wounded upper thigh. Three strangers desperately tried to keep one man alive. The man on fire was Marc Fucarile. His flesh was pocked with scalding-hot BB pellets, shrapnel from the bomb. Barely conscious, his body engulfed in flames, his instinct to survive was so strong that he had grabbed for his belt and got third-degree burns on his hands as he pulled it off in desperation, knowing he had to stop the bleeding from his severed leg.

			When Fucarile was no longer on fire, Barrett’s attention turned toward someone yelling, “There’s a kid over here!”

			The kid was Leo. Barrett ran toward the child, pulled him to his chest, and carried him like a football across Boylston Street toward Dartmouth Street, where a medical tent had been set up to treat any runners who might be in need of care. Within minutes it transformed from a site for massages and treatment for heatstroke and sprains to a mass casualty response site staffed by a team of doctors, nurses, and volunteers so skillful that every one of the 264 critically injured patients who would be transported to area hospitals survived, including the 17 who had suffered traumatic amputations.5 Boston Emergency Management Services (EMS) Chief James Hooley set up a system for tagging the wounded: 30 people received red tags, indicating that they were in critical condition and therefore were the first to be transported; 25 patients who were seriously wounded but not at risk of dying immediately got yellow tags, and another 35 who were badly hurt got green tags. In all 118 people were raced to Boston-area hospitals, most within a two-mile radius of the bomb blasts.6

			A block before Barrett made it to the tent, one of the seventy-three ambulances that would eventually flood the bloodstained street stopped. “I have a young boy,” Barrett told the paramedics inside and handed Leo to them before running back toward the boy’s father and the mess of charred flesh and congealing blood around him.

			“It was brutal,” Barrett recalled. “I stepped on somebody’s leg. People were missing legs, and you know, the legs were ripped off. It wasn’t anything clean or neat. A lot of people had, you know, clothes that were torn, shredded.”

			He saw a woman sitting up, desperately trying to keep her eviscerated insides within her body. She screamed, her arms flailing, before she went limp. A medical examiner would later determine that she had been conscious for only a minute between being injured and dying. Her name was Lingzi Lu, a twenty-three-year-old Boston University student from China, and her entire body was ripped apart by bomb shrapnel. A jagged, twisted piece of metal was lodged in her leg; another piece of the bomb would later be found in her purse. Lingzi went to the marathon with another Chinese student, Danling Zhou, who would recall holding her own intestines in, her stomach a gaping messy hole of burning flesh, while trying to comfort her friend. “Everyone is panicked. Everyone is asking what’s happening. I never think it’s a bomb. I tried to calm Lingzi down. Lingzi is holding my arm. I’m about to tell her it’s okay, let’s go. I never get to say that,” Danling recalled, crying.7

			Observing the young woman in her death throes, Barrett told himself, “There’s nothing I can do for her. There were other things I could help people with. Those are the people I had to move to.”8

			Those people included Steve Woolfenden, who at this point had no idea whether he was going to live or die or where his son had been taken. For that matter, Steve had no idea where his wife was. But he was distracted from his own panic by the cries of Denise Richard, who was keening, “Please, Martin. Please, Martin,” over her little boy, a piece of shrapnel embedded in her right eye. Steve would later learn that Martin was only eight and, as Mayor Martin Walsh — who succeeded Thomas M. Menino, mayor at the time of the blasts — would come to say repeatedly, had a smile “that could light up Fenway Park.”

			Martin’s entire fifty-three-inch-tall body had been blasted with small nails, tiny pieces of black plastic, round metal pellets, small fragments of wood, and metal pieces of the bomb. He was wearing a Boston Celtics jersey over a New England Patriots T-shirt. Both garments were charred, stained with smoke, ripped, peppered with holes, and blood-soaked.

			Martin’s father, Bill Richard, was also in a bad way, his pants shredded and a large piece of metal embedded in his leg. He couldn’t hear the screams of his family due to ringing in his ears. He could smell the vile odor that filled the air, the scent of spent gunpowder and burning hair. The hair of seven-year-old Jane Richard, Bill’s youngest child and only daughter, had been on fire and was smoking. Bill watched, horrified, as she tried to get up but fell back down because her leg was gone. A firefighter would later recall that the little girl’s limb looked like it had been put through a meat grinder. Bill made the difficult decision to leave Denise with their dying son and get Jane and their oldest boy, Henry, to a hospital.

			“When I saw Martin’s condition I knew he wasn’t going to make it. I just knew from what I saw that there was no chance, the color of his skin,” Bill would recall later, on the stand in the trial of the man who killed his son.9 “I knew in my head that I needed to act quickly or we might not only lose Martin, but we might lose Jane too.” He shielded Jane’s eyes as he carried her, Henry clinging to his side. Shock had drained the color from Henry’s face.

			Steve Woolfenden winced as he watched Martin’s eyes roll into the back of his singed head: “I saw a little boy and his mother…I saw Martin’s face. And I could see a boy that looked like — he was fatally injured.” Steve was close enough to reach out and put a comforting hand on Denise Richard’s back. She turned to him in a moment of pure humanity to ask, “Are you okay?” He nodded. Denise turned back to Martin as he died.

			Not far away Adrianne Haslet-Davis’s husband, Adam, was holding her severed lower leg. His own calves were missing chunks of flesh as big as scoops of ice cream, which had been seared away. He was in shock. Adrianne crawled over shattered glass to reach him and began to shout his name, her arms shredded and bleeding. “I screamed Adam! Adam!” she remembered. “I thought that because I couldn’t hear myself scream I was dead.”10

			Although the first bomb was not as powerful as the second, it was powerful enough to kill twenty-seven-year-old Krystle Marie Campbell, her daddy’s “princess, every father’s dream,” who — with her best friend, Karen Rand McWatters — was part of the throng of people who pushed their way down Boylston Street after leaving the Red Sox game. Before leaving home, she had given her father a hug, their ritual, and then went with her girlfriend to the game, where they met the men they were dating.

			Sometime around 2:00 PM the women had stopped on a bridge in the Boston Public Garden and let a stranger snap their picture. “It was a beautiful day. We were being silly and touristy,” Karen recalled.11 Less than an hour later came the blast that hurled both women to the ground. “I remember lying on the ground wondering if I was dreaming, if I had really made it to the marathon.” The force of the explosion snapped Campbell’s femur. Her body was covered in burns, and her hair was singed and smoking. She had a BB pellet embedded in the back of her ear, cuts and scrapes on her neck, and contusions on her tongue. Internally, she suffered thermal injuries. Her entire body was hit with pellets, which lodged in her clothes.

			Krystle was moaning, and when Karen tried to move closer to her friend she found that her own leg was gone. She used her cut, burned hands to drag herself over shattered glass and white-hot BB pellets to Krystle’s side. “I got close to her head, we put our faces together,” Karen remembered. “She said very slowly that her legs hurt. Her hand went limp in mine and she never spoke again.” A photograph shows a marathon volunteer standing over both women in that very moment with her rubber-gloved hands pressed against their hearts.12

			Leo Woolfenden wasn’t the only child crying for his mother. All Rebekah Gregory could hear, over the incessant ringing that filled her head, was her son, Noah, screaming for her. “I looked down and I couldn’t see my legs. My bones were literally on the sidewalk next to me. I thought that was the day I would die,” Rebekah would remember.13 Her eardrums were perforated. She barely felt the skin on her arms being ripped apart by shards of glass on the sidewalk as she tried to crawl to her bleeding son. “I could hear Noah. I don’t know how. I could hear my little boy. ‘Mommy! Mommy! Mommy!’ Over and over again.”

			Nicole Gross was a tourist, a physical therapist from North Carolina who had come to cheer her mother across the marathon’s finish line. She didn’t notice the man in the black baseball cap who was behind her right before she fell back in “slow motion.” On the ground, she propped herself on her elbows and looked down. It was eerily silent. She could see people’s mouths opened in horror, but she couldn’t hear anything. “I just screamed for somebody to save me, hear me!”14 Her eardrums had burst, her left leg was shattered, her right leg had been blown apart, and her right ankle was mangled, her shoe dangling from her severed Achilles tendon. She was in terrible, unimaginable pain. She wasn’t alone.

			When the first bomb went off, Gillian “Ginny” Reny, an eighteen-year-old high school student, was blown back and saw the “bodies everywhere, blood everywhere.” She tried to get up to run but couldn’t. “My leg was completely torn apart,” she remembered. “I had nothing to stand on. I was one hundred percent sure I was going to die.”15

			Celeste Corcoran later wished that she could block out what she experienced at 2:49 PM on that Patriots’ Day. “I, unfortunately, remember every single detail,” she would later say. “I remember being thrown into the air. Landing hard. Not being able to breathe. I remember this thick, thick black heavy smoke. I was choking. There was this deafening silence. My eardrums got blown out.”16 Her husband, Kevin, was terrified but also furious. He held his wife’s hand tight, not telling her both of her legs were gone. “This is a terror attack,” he said.

			He caught himself and began to comfort her: “I love you. You are going to live. I’m not leaving your side. Hold on. Hold on. It’s going to be okay.” With what little breath she had left, Celeste began to scream.

			Kevin was right. People at the Boston Marathon had been attacked in an act of premeditated bloodletting of a sort not seen on US soil since 9/11 — only the 2013 atrocities were committed by homegrown jihadists whose family had emigrated here seeking a better life. On that terrible spring afternoon, no one knew who the perpetrators were. Certainly not Steve Woolfenden, who held hands with a woman he had never met before, Gina DiMartino, as an ambulance transported them to Boston Medical Center. “I wanted to hold someone’s hand,” Steve would explain.

			A cacophony of screams and moans, including some from Steve, filled Boston Medical’s emergency room. Then he heard a voice saying, “I’m looking for my husband, Steve,” he remembered. “It was my wife’s voice. Amber’s voice. Amber came and grabbed my head and said, ‘Leo is at Children’s Hospital. He’s okay. He’s alive.”’

			It would be one of the last two things he’d remember before being raced into surgery; the other was someone tugging his wedding ring from his finger. He woke up in a recovery room, having had his lower left leg amputated. Across town at Boston Children’s Hospital, Leo was suffering from a skull fracture, head laceration, and perforated left eardrum.

			

			—

			Things like this didn’t happen in Boston, the amputated limbs of seventeen people scattered on sidewalks alongside the lifeless bodies of a child and two young women. This was a scene Americans were familiar with only from footage taken in the aftermath of bombings, usually suicide attacks, in Middle Eastern markets or Israeli cafés. The City on a Hill, birthplace of liberty in America, had never endured such an assault. And its perpetrators were alive and at large.
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			CHAPTER ONE

			These Motherfuckers Are Here

			
				The bombs detonated along the finish line left behind “a river of blood,” as Assistant US Attorney Steve Mellin would later say.1 The fireballs came from weapons designed and built to cause maximum harm, intended “not to just kill but destroy.” And destroy they did. MBTA buses transported terrified runners and spectators from the bombing site to the Castle at Park Plaza to be reunited with their loved ones, and the area was cordoned off. Business in the Back Bay came to an abrupt halt, and everyone who worked there had to vacate the area. Hundreds of bartenders, waitresses, and retailers were temporarily put out of work because stores, restaurants, and other businesses were damaged or shuttered as a large swath of Boylston Street became a crime scene. Bomb technicians from the Massachusetts State Police (MSP) and the BPD searched the sixty-one bags that had been left at the scene and detonated a suspicious backpack found under the grandstand at the finish line. Crime scene technicians solemnly processed the thousands of BB pellets and pieces of bomb that covered the street. Technicians from the Massachusetts Medical Examiner’s Office recovered body parts. Witnesses were interviewed. Video footage was secured. The FBI commandeered an entire hangar at South Boston’s Black Falcon Cruise Terminal to set up a makeshift lab to process the evidence. More than twenty different agencies were involved in the hunt for the marathon bombers, and investigators took over two floors of the Westin Copley Place hotel to set up a command post. Residents of Boston and all of its suburbs and surrounding cities and suburbs were afraid to leave their homes. Uncertainty about what would happen next was reflected in the “terror on the faces of the people of Boston,” remembered BPD Superintendent Billy Evans.2

			Evans had been among the thirty thousand runners, the eighteenth time he had participated in the Boston Marathon and his forty-seventh marathon overall. He ran the 26.2-mile course from Hopkinton to the Back Bay hearing the cheers of his officers who whooped for him along the entire route until he reached the finish line, where his wife, Terry, and their son, Will, welcomed him with hugs and congratulations. He had made good time, he noted, smiling — three hours and thirty-four minutes. Not bad for a beat-up old guy from Southie whose fifty-four-year-old wiry frame had taken plenty of abuse when he had been a patrolman chasing bad guys down Boston’s streets. Evans liked to say that he was more runner than cop. His superintendent’s office at One Schroeder Plaza — which serves as BPD headquarters and is named for two murdered police officers (the brothers Walter and John Schroeder, both of whom were shot and killed on the job) — is decorated with his marathon medals, dozens of them in frames on the wall. Evans was reminded of the Schroeder brothers every working day, and the terrorist attack on Boylston Street was a gruesome reminder of how Walter had died at the hands of a domestic terrorist group.

			In 1973, John Schroeder was shot dead when he interrupted a pawnshop robbery in the Roxbury section of Boston. It was a horrible loss for his family and the entire city, whose residents knew the story of Walter Schroeder, a Boston patrolman who had been murdered by the notorious group of anarchists known as the Weather Underground.

			In a 2004 press release about its history, the FBI described the group this way:

			
				
					The Weather Underground — originally called the Weathermen, taken from a line in a Bob Dylan song — was a small, violent offshoot of the Students for a Democratic Society (SDS), created in the turbulent ’60s to promote social change. When the SDS collapsed in 1969, the Weather Underground stepped forward, inspired by communist ideologies and embracing violence and crime as a way to protest the Vietnam War, racism, and other left-wing aims. “Our intention is to disrupt the empire…to incapacitate it, to put pressure on the cracks,” claimed the group’s 1974 manifesto, Prairie Fire. By the next year, the group had claimed credit for 25 bombings and would be involved in many more over the next several years.3

			

			Those bombings were expensive, and in the late 1960s and early 1970s many members robbed banks to fund attacks. Those who styled themselves as worthy successors to the Islamic extremists who orchestrated 9/11 had the same goal — to “disrupt the empire.”

			Walter Schroeder’s killers were two women from wealthy families who attended Brandeis University, a male classmate of theirs studying social work, and three other men, career criminals, who had met at the state prison in Walpole and then been paroled. The Weather Underground used bombs and bullets to protest the Vietnam War; Islamic extremists used bombs and bullets to protest US interventions in the Middle East. In both cases innocent people died.

			On September 23, 1970, Walter Schroeder, a World War II veteran with nineteen years on the police force and a wife and nine kids at home, responded to a silent alarm at the State Street Bank and Trust in the Brighton neighborhood of Boston. He arrived at the bank minutes after Katherine Power and Susan Saxe, both twenty-one, and their Brandeis classmate Michael Fleischer, twenty-two — along with the parolees William “Lefty” Gilday, forty-one; Robert Valeri, twenty-one; and Stanley Bond, twenty-six — had broken in and stolen $26,000 from a bank vault. Gilday had been a minor-league baseball player from Amesbury when he went to the Walpole state prison for bank robbery. While he was behind bars, he met Bond, a Vietnam War helicopter pilot with a lengthy rap sheet for petty crimes; and Valeri, a small-time hood from Somerville. The three crooks entered a program that helped convicts get into prestigious universities — which was how they met their wealthy coconspirators. The Brighton bank robbery was intended to help fund a revolution, and it was not their first.

			When Schroeder climbed out of his cruiser just before midnight, Gilday fired his rifle, shooting and killing the officer, and the perpetrators fled. The murder triggered an unprecedented police response involving every law enforcement agent and National Guardsman in the vicinity. Bond, Fleischer, and Valeri were apprehended within days. Saxe was on the lam for five years before she was arrested and sentenced to seven years in prison; Power eluded authorities until 1993, when she turned herself in and served six years in prison.

			The search for Gilday has been described as the largest manhunt in New England history.4 After a wild firefight and a long police chase using MSP helicopters, Gilday was captured. He was later convicted and sentenced to death, a sentence that would be commuted only when Massachusetts abolished the death penalty in 1982.

			More than three decades later, Superintendent Billy Evans, who was called “Mousy” by his closest peers, would be involved in the same sort of hunt that his predecessors had undertaken for Gilday, one that — like the 1970 hunt — would end in a wild firefight with a domestic terrorist.

			

			—

			
				When the first bomb detonated at 2:49 PM, Evans was soaking in the hot tub at his neighborhood gym, the South Boston Athletic Club (known as the BAC). He had earned the indulgence after running the marathon and was looking forward to having a few beers. Thirteen seconds later came the second blast, and within minutes one of his men, Detective Cecil Jones, ran into the gym to break the news: “Superintendent, I think two bombs just went off in Copley Square.” Evans jumped out of the hot tub, showered, double-parked in front his South Boston home, kissed his wife, put on his uniform, and raced back to the finish line. The scaffolding with the massive blue-and-yellow emblem for the Boston Athletic Association was shredded. The windows of businesses were blown out. Body parts were strewn on the street he had run down a short time before. Bomb parts were everywhere. The entire street stank of burned flesh and sulfur’s rotten egg smell. “It was unbelievable. Surreal. I could see the terror on people’s faces, the fear.” Evans remembered thinking, “Stuff like this only happens in a movie.”

			But there was work to do. An unknown enemy had attacked the city, and no one knew why. Only the names of the dead were known: Martin Richard, Lingzi Lu, Krystle Marie Campbell. The victims’ bodies remained on Boylston Street for hours, part of the active FBI crime scene, but the remains were not left alone, not even for a moment. “They were ours,” BPD Captain Frank Armstrong, who had been a street cop and commander in Dorchester, would say.5 He stood guard over Martin’s body, making sure that the FBI forensic experts were respectful of the smallest bombing victim and, more important, that his body was not unattended for even a second.

			Armstrong would not stand guard alone. As investigators from the FBI and the BPD crime scene squad analyzed the carnage and looked for the attackers around the clock, chasing down every lead and even using overhead drones, BPD Officers James Scopa and William Zubrin honored little Martin alongside their captain, staying with the body into the night. Lingzi had her own sentry: BPD bomb technician Frank Deary stood by her body near the ruins of the Forum restaurant, which was an eerie sight with blood-splattered lunches and melted drinks still set up on the white tablecloths covering patio tables. Not far away — near Marathon Sports, the site of the first blast — BPD Officer Paul Downing watched over Krystle’s body. Other police officers joined the uniformed Boston cops as they waited until after midnight, when the medical examiner’s staff finally moved the victims from Boylston Street to the morgue on Albany Street.

			As his officers watched over the dead, Evans met BPD Commissioner Ed Davis and Deputy Superintendent Dan Linskey, and together they went to work taking care of the city and its panicked residents, tourists, and the officers under them. Evans had been up since 5:00 AM on Monday for the race and was afraid to stop moving. “As long as my legs were active, my mind was active,” he would later say.

			The FBI took over Boylston Street, but it was still the BPD’s job to secure the crime scene. “That means nobody gets into it. No one touches evidence,” Evans commanded his twenty-one hundred police officers. It wasn’t easy. Main roads through Boston such as Newbury Street and Huntington Avenue had been shut down. The hotels near Boylston Street had to be evacuated, along with many of the homes in the Back Bay. “It had to be emptied out to preserve the integrity of all that evidence.”

			The last thing anyone needed was more people in the city. The Boston Bruins canceled Monday night’s hockey game at the TD Garden, although some players had already arrived. All Boston police officers were ordered to start working twelve-hour shifts, which they were happy to do. Everyone wanted to catch whoever was responsible. By 4:54 PM on Monday, Mayor Menino had checked himself out of Brigham and Women’s Hospital, where he had been getting cancer treatments (he had also undergone surgery just days earlier for a broken leg), and made his way to the ballroom at the Westin hotel, which was serving as a makeshift, and chaotic, command center. The ballroom had only one hardwired landline, which was commandeered by Richard DesLauriers, the FBI special agent in charge of the Boston field office, so he could talk to people in Washington. There were also calls from President Barack Obama to Menino and Governor Deval Patrick to express his condolences. By 8:50 PM on Monday, the last patient injured in the blasts had been tended to. But the bloody aftermath was far from over.

			The next four days would be a blur of evidence collection, asking anyone with pictures or video footage of the marathon to turn those items over to the FBI, and dealing with the belongings that runners and others had left behind in their panic. So many cops and federal agents flooded into the city that many of them were forced to sleep in their cars in the FBI garage at One Center Plaza. By late Monday night a charity, the One Fund, had been set up, and donations from all around the world began pouring in.

			On Tuesday the FBI searched a Revere Beach apartment belonging to a young Saudi they initially called a “person of interest” and were photographed by multiple members of the news media as they carried large bags out of the Ocean Avenue apartment building, sparking wild speculation about the apartment’s occupant. In fact, twenty-two-year-old Abdulrahman Ali Alharbi was living in the Boston suburb on a full scholarship from Saudi Arabia to study in America. The second blast had blown him into the street, and he had arrived at the hospital covered in other victims’ blood. Boston police officers and the FBI grilled him there, and uniformed police officers were stationed outside his hospital room overnight. On April 16, less than twenty-four hours after the marathon attacks, Secretary of State John Kerry had a meeting with Saudi Arabian Foreign Minister Saud Al-Faisal, a member of the Saudi royal family, that had been slated to be open to the press. At the last minute, reporters were shut out of the meeting. Matt Lee, an Associated Press reporter covering the State Department, was furious and lashed out at Kerry’s spokesperson. “Are you really trying to say that this [meeting was moved] for scheduling reasons? Is that seriously your answer: that because the secretary was tired after ten days on the road and is going to the Hill tomorrow?” Lee asked. “It doesn’t wash. I find it hard to believe that you expect us to believe that’s the real reason.”

			The next day, on April 17, President Obama also had an unscheduled meeting with the Saudi foreign minister and his National Security Adviser, Tom Donilon, at the White House. His spokeswoman told reporters the two discussed Syria during the closed-door meeting. There was no mention of the Saudi student being eyed in connection with the Boston Marathon attacks. But hours later authorities announced that the Saudi student hospitalized under police guard, whose apartment was searched by the FBI, with boxes of materials removed, was a witness and not a suspect. On April 18, Homeland Security Secretary Janet Napolitano would testify to Congress that Ali Alharbi had been put on a watch list by her department but then removed. “He was never a subject. He was never really a person of interest,” she said.6

			Also on Tuesday the FBI announced that the bombers had carried heavy black bags or black backpacks that had contained bombs made out of pressure cookers. Agents had recovered a vital piece of evidence: the bottom of one of the converted pressure cookers. It had been blasted a hundred feet into the air and found on the rooftop of a hotel. Stamped onto the bottom of the
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