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On Boylston Street, at that very place, the
daffodils at Old South Church have finally
pushed through the mud in a burst of yellow. A
few steps beyond, the city rushes by: profes-
sionals in tailored suits, customers testing
shoes from the nearby Marathon Sports store,
a man in a Boston Marathon windbreaker,
because it is that time of year.

Workers have scrubbed the orange crime
scene paint from the brick and concrete, leav-
ing the sidewalk astonishingly unblemished.
But subtle reminders remain: a single pair of
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running shoes hanging in a tree, a knitted
chain of hearts in Boston Marathon yellow and
blue.
The world’s most prestigious road race will
be run again next week, as it has since 1897. A
year after two explosions, four homicides, a
manhunt, a gunfight, and a citywide comeback
that is still unfolding, much about the city
looks and feels as it long has, but nothing is re-
ally quite the same. One race spectator cannot
stop shaking. An affable nurse who tied a tour-
niquet now avoids crowds. Bullet holes in a
Watertown house are still stuffed with toilet
THE PLACES, Page A12

Marlo
Fogelman’s
annual
party isno
longer
carefree;
Heather
Yunger
finds solace
with the
Bruins.



THE MARATHON BOMBINGS ONE YEAR LATER

Emotional impact runs deep, wide in city
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For those in the line of fire, and
those who rushed to help them, the
legacy of the year — the pain slowly
fading, the strength slowly returning
— is plain to view, part of the fabric of
the history the city knows too well.
But beyond that first circle of tragedy,
lies a larger and decper ring of people
and places, marked in ways less obvi-
ous but no less real.

Cesar Vazquez, for one, is back
with the crew setting up the finish line
scaffolding. It is an annual, repetitive
task, but one that has to be done right.
1t feels different now. A year ago, they
wore protective white outfits when
they removed the scaffolding to avoid
contaminating a crime scene.

He has a 4-year-old boy at home in
Woonsocket, and he thinks about the
BBs and nails the crew found last year.
Working near the finish line makes
him nervous. “I'm not going to say I'm
not scared,” he said.

A year ago, Mary Hanlon, a nurse
who loved being around lots of happy
people, headed down Exeter Street to-
ward the finish line, expecting to see a
friend complete the race. The health
care coordinator for the Boston Arch-
diocese felt the pavement tremble. It
seemed nearly everybody was crying
or screaming, except the most badly
wounded, who looked oddly serene on
the ground.

She stopped to help a college-age
woman with beautiful blond hair. The
woman’s face was dirty and smeared
with blood. A wound on her right leg
had bled through her pants.

“My name is Mary,” Hanlon told
her. “I'm a nurse. Let’s see if I can help
you. Where’s the pain?”

The woman clutched her right leg
and asked: “Is it gone?”

Since the attack, Hanlon, 53, has
avoided crowds.

“I find myself more fearful,” she
said. “I used to be fun-loving and a
little naive. I've never had a car acci-
dent or a frightening time. After that
happened, it made me realize there
are bad people in the world. It’s dis-
couraging. I didn’t want to leave the

house.”

“Maybe the icebreaker willbeto...
g0 to this Marathon and see how I
feel,” she said.

T hree floors above the finish
line, shrapnel pierced a pane of
glass at the office of Marlo Mar-
keting/Communications. It was the
sixth annual Marathon party at the
public relations firm with an enviable
view of the finish line. A frozen mar-
garita machine churned. There was
Narragansett beer for 150 attendees.
Then, at 2:49 p.m., there was a sound
that was at first hard to place.

“One person thought these book-
shelves had fallen down on the taco
table,” recalled Marlo Fogelman, the
firm's founder. “Another person knew

it was a bomb. Others thought a car
backfired.”

Fogelman's friends warned her not
to look at the scene below, but she
could not help one glance.

Marlo Marketing will host another
finish line party this year, but the
breeziness of the past is over.

There will be security. People will
not be able to just pop by.

* * x

had just finished a 30-hour stint
as a trauma surgeon in the
emergency room at Boston Mediecal
Center, an uneventful shift of car
crashes and falls. She drove home to
Beacon Hill at noon to eat and sleep.
Hours later she was back in scrubs,
rushing to work. She could not get

L ast April 15, Dr. Tracey Dechert
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Tattered banners at the Old South Church entrance on Boylston Street ar reminders of the bombings.

near the hospital. There were too
many ambulances, too many police
cruisers. She parked blocks away and
ran.

Staff spilled out of the emergency
room. Dechert pushed through the
crowd, still wearing her coat and
clutching her purse.

“Where are we?” Dechert asked the
triage doctor.

“This woman over here,” she was
told, of a woman facing amputation
surgery. “She's next.”

A year later, Dechert still believes
in the goodness of people, but it is not
always easy. “There were two men
who did something terrible,” Dechert
said. “But how many people did great
things after that? Thousands and
thousands of people. When you look
at it that way, you can feel hope”

This year has changed the busy

surgeon, in a subtle way.

“I'm trying to take those little bits
of time to show people I care about
them,” Dechert said. “Just those little
things when we all get so busy and
time is going so fast.”

One man in blue scrubs at the hos-
pital that Monday was Roody
Appolon, a housekeeper who cleaned
operating rooms after the surgeries,
preparing a place for the next patient.

Typically Appolon uses a single
mop. That day he needed three.

At 38, Appolon is a proud man. He
knows. after 13 years at the hospital
that doctors need a clean room for
surgery. He dusted and disinfected.
Then he did it all again. And he does it
still, with maybe extra feeling.

This year, Appolon has Patriots
Day off. He plans to go to Back Bay for
the Marathon.

“I feel safer,” he said. “That’s why
T'm going to be part of it.”
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and first week, spontaneous

memorials, displays of patriotism
and civic pride cropped up almost im-
mediately. Just two days after the at-
tacks, Heather Yunger returned to
Boston. She had heard the pop, pop of
the bombs from blocks away.

That Wednesday the 38-year-old
from Quincy wanted to be where she
felt most at home: Section 307, Row
12, Seat 9 of the TD Garden. She want-
ed to be with her Bruins and the fami-
ly she developed after 15 years in Sec-
tion 307.

All the 307 long-timers were there:
The professor from Cambridge, the
lawyer from Arlington, and the con-
tingent from Pelham, N.H. The draw
was not so much the game against
Buffalo. They wanted to be with their
city for first major gathering since the
tragedy.

There was a photomontage from
the Marathon, and a tribute to first re-
sponders. Then Rene Rancourt
stepped onto the ice with his coiffed
hair and tuxedo, began to sing the
national anthem, and then let the

Continued on next page

I n the aftermath of that first day
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On busy Boylston Street near the Forum restaurant, the outward signs of the Boston Marathon bombings have been scrubbed away, but sublle reminders linger nearby.

Memories, emotions are never far away

Continmed frem preceding pece
17,636 voices in U crowd take over.
A year later, Yoager still sings the
anthem with ber Bruing tamaly
Bet this month, she signed up to
run i a relay race 10 ralse moncy for
Marsthon victims. It's a big change.
Vunger has never boen & runner. She
s never cven worked out.

o Patriots Day last year, & teen-

age chorus singer namwd Zach

Lossissaint shot boops with his
fricads af Use Chinatown YMCA. That
afternoon, they bopped the Green
Line toward Copley Square, oae of
their regular hangoets, inteading to
walch runers croms the flnisd lne.

Bot the lights were off st Copley
station and the train plowed straight
Uhroagh

The pext 48 hoars were chaotic for
Losissaint, now 17, and his fellow
singers from the Bostoa Childrea's
Chorus, as they performed four times
51 beambi ngg macTmeorialy.

The cveots culminated in an emo-
thonal performance at an Interfaith
service st the Cathedral of the Holy
Cross.

The andience incheded rervivors,
political and relighous keaders, Presi-
dent Obaama and Micielle Obama.

The chorus was eabaasted and
cmotionally wrung out. In & quick pep
talk, artistic director, Anthony Theoek:
Kieng. sl bhis siengens 1o dig deep.

1 ko you're tiredd” e ol them,
“We're all tired. This ks what we have
10 do It's mok optional "

In the flest row of the cholr,
Meghan Fitton recogaieed the first
Dotes on the plano. She beard Yo-Yo
Ma's cello. She stole & glance at her
condoctor and saw the tear on his
chock.

“That's when it all kit me.” Fitton
said. *1 knew | wasa't poing 4o be able
0 op L”

Hers was the sbding. cagtured oo
national television, stasding pexd o 3
wobobt. Bot when Use full cholr oo
the casemble, Fittoa 100k & deep
bevaih, aod porformed

“Some days | look dowm, afraid |
will 4301 Fitton sang with the chorus.
*And though the run shines, | 1ee
noching at all”

A year later, Fitton remains proud
of ket small role In beiping people
bheal She has developed 2 preat appoe-
clathon for ber city, even if she lves In
U sabearts of Foxteotomugh

“Pmian has oy Deart” Fition sakd
“1 doat Usink Usat will ever chiange.”

Logissalot marks the year past in
many ways. For one thing. be bs an
Inch talicr He abso now thinks in o &

fevent way

“That expericnce definitcly opened
my cyes bo just being sware of oy ser-
routding sod, Hhe, taking cvery day
aned cheeriahing 0. be sabd. “Brery mo-
menl, jusl try 1o live it oot a8 bost ms

Nicole O'Neldl, 34, & photographer from Charlestown who was near the scene of the second bomb, suffers from
post-traumatic stress. “In the year of ‘Boston Strong’ | have never felt more weak in my life.” she sabd.

you possibly can”

» the days and woeks passed,
Nicode ONetl hnew soamething

Bad changed every time she
tried o gt 4 cup of grocn bea.

She wanted bet repular drink trom
Zume's Cofioe Houe in Charbestown,
Bat O Nedl coulda stay in the cale, In
& cromad, long ensough 0 Prt et onder.

Het chest tightened. Her throat
orew 2 lump. $he conld ool breathe.
Her bundy womsld begin b shake.

=1 wosd rus out.” O Nell sald.

e had b o0 Boybetan Mrewt on
Marsthen Maonday, about 125 fevt
from Forum restanrant, where the
secesd bomb detonated Shr has jag-
ped memories, Incomplete images
and foclings

After a sheepless yoar of therapy
o] e attacka, the 3-yoar obd pro-
fessbonal photographer still cannot
stop shaking. Het right beg boances
bke a jackhammer. The releatless
shake ratties the charms oo bor Adex
and Ani bracelet. cven the Boston
Qo trinket.

“In the year of "Boston Stroag’ |
have pever folt more weak in my lide,”
O'Nedl sald. “T've come 1o bate Lhat
phrusc o Uomen”

ONell kabd bt theragint has dlag:
mwmed ber with ot trmammal i SATCSS.

3he has struggied intelloctoally oom-
Ing to terms with ber injury.

The shrapoel missed: she dida't
Bbleed. Bot O Nedd still sometimes focls
broken

tways Lald back, but
Bocame quick 1o snap. She had tra
ched to Maly and lreland by berself,
Bt ow ks afradd to fiy

Therapy bas belped. She bas
befricadcd bombing victims with
piyvical injuries. She had found sol-
s in work, ateadybag bersclf bebind
Wt et of ber camera. Bat the tremy
bling ieseanttied with the approsch of
Ut DAY,

“That tells me that there s & bt of
Raaed emergy . . . bl of mes that oeds
0 work e way out.” she sabd.

€ the Massachusetts [nstitute
of Techaslogy, a cornet of
campus will sy be hasat-
©d by the ansassination of schos!
poltice Officer Scan A Collier, three
days after the Murathioo
The smspeectod bommbers allegedly
sacadrd wp froe bobinsd amd wbat bim
as be sat in his crutsee
The st i now marked by Ameri-
cuns fags, & wooden cross, and & sone
beraring Collter™s badee aumbder.
Rescarch scientist Chartie Whittaker
Bas & “Collker Stroeg” s taped to his

office window, which overlooks the
it of the shaxtings.

“Mcmorializiag vech a horrible
sput strikes me & bunde bén.” Whittaker
said. “That's a really bad place right
ot there”

Afew milei fioim there, the
Waleriown Police Department bas
promtod ity omn memorial plaque. ot it
station, Tating U department s roster
s of April 19, 2013, the day kocal ol
oo cogaped in & pundight with the ol
leped bombers.

Two miles cast, ot the site of the
Birefight 00 Lasrel Street, the blood-
stain at the ond of Joan MacDonalds
drivewsy s finally gooe, and the stop
sign pockmarked by ballcts has bevn

ed.

But subile signs of the battle

One homeowner has filled six
ballet hodes in his bouse with toilet
paget. while he poaders whether to
continue Hiving In the building.
Another left the ballet boles aloae,
thinking Uy muy add myytique and
Increase the hormc's valee.

MacDonald recalled the surreal
sight & litthe more than year age
when ber rephow called Lo ber from
upetairs, “Get on the foor or ped o the
bascment. becanse Uhere’s & panfight
comlng Sown Uer street”

Alleged bomber Tamerlan
Trarnsey, (atally wosnded, ended up

at the end of MacDonalds drivewny,
afver being dragged beoeath s get-
away car driven by his brother and
aBeged coconspirator, Drhokhar.

A year later, reporten and tourists
still vt the scene.

"Laorel Strect will always be well
noran,” MacDonald sasd

The Trarnacy family bs loag goac
from their third Nloor apartment oo
Norfolk Strect in Cambridge. In the
froat yard, there remadas & trellis that
Tamerian used as 4 pull-up bar. The
Erape vines are brown and bare.

A siggn tackod abwoave thiree doorteells
Sddresses reporten: “Nobuady in this
building has anything to say. .
Ficase go sway”

canwhile, back in Hophin-
\Y R
cach year, the annmal rites of

spring have resumed for Peter Curry, &
historic preservation specialist. He
wore rubber gloves 1o bufl the weath-
ered broaze of the memorials on the
Hopkinton Wown comamon, w0 they will
malke a sparkling impression on the
st important day of the year

During a break he wandered from
Bk b 10 the eige of the yellow and
Bue line painted on the rosd, raksed
one hand, and held the pose of “The
Starter” a statue on the town common
honoring Goonge V. Brown, whe fired
the starter’s pistol for more than 30
Boston Marathons earty lust contury.

I peetty much basiness as usual
oat heve,” Qurry sakd

atients healod in the weeks aftcr

the bombing. When they were

well snough 1o leave Boaton
Medical Conter, the hospital staff
lned the baliway Kir an bonor paard
o sy pocedtsye.

Thete were doctors and nerves, of
ccmrse, but the Gurewell also inchoded
Bouselteguers, sockal workers, staffers
wihey delivered Sead, aml sdoinistrs
o

The hospital and eight others in
Boston bad performed a thoutand
Iieae acts of kiadoess that had cxthing
0 o with modicine.

Hospital social weork sepervisor
Asmaurada, W ook awny thils lewson
The tragedy showed that, for those
5ot i position to provide direct care,
socing bo Uwe Bee things, Use concrete
Bocds - a bodihe of water, a coliphone
charger, & parking pass - can some-
Chanwm bt thee beent Ty VO gt e
s Victimns ad thelr families.

The bumanity. in s end, is in the
et of Sokng,

“1t's the simple things,” Wright
sadd. "W can do this every dac”

Mark Arvewarall can M resched ot
Faaraennll @ ghode com. Follow M
om Turitter @ domtonglobemark
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