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A mother reels as two sons 
lose legs

BY PATRICIA WEN | GLOBE STAFF 

Liz Norden, a mother of five, had just finished hauling grocer-
ies into her Wakefield home Monday afternoon when her cellphone 
rang.

“Ma, I’m hurt real bad,” said her 31-year-old son. He was in 
an ambulance, he told her, being rushed to Beth Israel Deaconess 
Medical Center.

It was her second boy, who had gone with his older brother to 
watch a friend run in the Boston Marathon.

On the phone, her son said his legs were badly burned in an 
explosion. His brother had been next to him, but he didn’t know 
where he was.

Within the next two hours, amid frantic phone calls and a 
panicked drive into Boston, Norden pieced together the horrific 
truth that will forever change her two sons’ lives — and her own. 
Each of the brothers lost a leg, from the knee down. One was taken 
to Beth Israel Deaconess, while the other was at Brigham and 
Women’s Hospital.

“I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams this would ever 
happen,” Norden said, sitting on a bench outside the Beth Israel 
Deaconess emergency room Monday night.

As she looked at her feet, with socks mismatched because she 
had dressed so quickly to leave the house, tears fell to the side-
walk.

“I feel sick,” she said. “I think I could pass out.”
She had yet to see either son, because doctors had not autho-

rized visitors. Both are graduates of Stoneham High School and 
had been laid off recently from their jobs as roofers. The oldest, 
age 33, still lives in Stoneham, the younger in Wakefield. Both are 
avid fishermen.

Norden didn’t want to release their names without talking to 
them. As she tried to absorb what had happened to her two oldest 
children, she was surrounded by family, including her sister and 
brother-in-law, as well as Mike Jefferson, her sons’ friend, the one 
they had gone to watch run the Marathon.

Jefferson, a Somerville firefighter who had graduated from 
Stoneham High with Norden’s two sons, shook his head at the 
surreal events of the day. He was close to finishing the Marathon 
when he saw race officials abruptly stopping runners. Little did he 
know then that it was because of an explosion that had seriously 
injured two of his closest friends.

“I was a quarter-mile away from the finish line,” said Jeffer-
son.

Also on their minds was the younger son’s girlfriend, who 
they said suffered serious burns and other injuries and was hospi-
talized at Tufts Medical Center.

THE BACK STORY
At about 8:30 p.m. on 
April 15, the Globe’s 
Patricia Wen was 
stationed outside Beth 
Israel Deaconness 
Medical Center, one in a 
pack of  reporters sent 
out to the city’s hospi-
tals within moments of 
the bombings. There 
she found Liz Norden,  
whose two sons had 
each lost a leg. Pro-
duced on tight dead-
line, Wen’s story was 
the first to identify and  
tell the tale of those 
most grievously injured 
by the attacks.

PUBLISHED
April 16, 2013



THE BOSTON MARATHON BOMBINGS | THE WOUNDED

abcde STORY 5

2

Norden braced herself for the moment when she would be 
allowed to see her boys. She said her sons were apparently stand-
ing next to the 8-year-old boy who died in the blast. As FBI officers 
and local police left the hospital, having finished rounds of inter-
views with patients and family members, Norden’s head sank onto 
the shoulder of her brother-in-law.

A relative approached her, handing her some Tylenol she had 
asked him to buy at a nearby pharmacy.

“Thank you,” she said, burying her face in her hands.
 

Patricia Wen can be reached at wen@globe.com.

PATRICIA WEN/GLOBE STAFF

Liz Norden leaned on Jim Casey, her sons’ uncle, as they awaited word on 

Norden’s sons.
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TERROR AT THE MARATHON

By Peter Schworm
GLOBE STAFF

Marathoners streamed to-
ward the finish, just steps from
triumph. Under crisp blue skies,
crowds lined Boylston Street to
cheer them down that final
stretch, to celebrate the day that
means spring in Boston has fi-
nally come.

Then, in an terrifying blast of
fire and smoke, one powerful ex-
plosion ripped through the
roadside crowd, then a second.
Screams filled the air, and spec-
tators fled in a frantic rush. One
runner crumpled to the ground,
his legs buckled by the force of
the blast. Others kept running,
through the finish line and
away. As exhausted athletes
stumbled off in a half-trance,
searching desperately for some-
one they knew, many wept.

In a cruel, unimaginable mo-
ment, the finish line of the
world’s most storied road race
became a kind of battlefield, a
surreal jumble of screams,
smoke, and a sidewalk “loaded
with blood.” The city’s signature
event, a vast celebration that
fixes the nation’s eye on Boston,
had been shattered by an appar-
ent act of terrorism, turning the
heart of the Back Bay into may-
hem. A city that would never be
quite the same.

“You heard boom, boom,
then people screaming,” said Os-
car Otero, who was just a few
feet away from the first explo-
sion near the finish line. “There
was blood all over the place. I
saw a leg, people with bones
sticking out of their skin.”

The vicious blasts killed at
least three people, including an
8-year-old boy, and injured more
than 130, leaving scores of
bloodied victims lying in the
street, the marathon route
stained with blood and strewn
with shards of glass. Witnesses
to the explosions described a
heart-rending scene — limbs
torn by shrapnel, cries of pain
and disbelief, runners tearing off
their shirts to stanch the bleed-
ing, medics whispering to the
wounded that they would be
OK.

“Glass and smoke, and peo-
ple down,” Jennifer Horton, 42,
said of the scene. “And blood.”

The crowd was 15 deep at the
site of the first explosion, which
tore through a steel barricade
and blew out storefront win-
dows. Amid the euphoria of run-
ners completing the 26.2-mile
course and the revelry of the hol-
iday crowd, people could scarce-

ly process what had happened.
“I feel like I’m going to throw

up,” said John Boyden, 57, who
was nearly knocked off his feet
by the second blast. “It’s like
we’re in the Middle East or
something.”

At the finish line, the force of
the explosion knocked Globe
photographer John Tlumacki’s
camera from his hands.

“People were in shock,” said
Tlumacki. “Nobody wanted to
believe it.”

John Lagoudakis, a chef at a

nearby restaurant, heard the ex-
plosion and ran outside to see a
woman with a severed leg.
Through the shock, he took off
his apron to use as a tourniquet.
William Moscarelli was waiting
for a friend to run by when the
first explosion went off, just 50
feet away. He saw smoke, and
heard the screams. “Get down,
get down!” Next to him, a moth-
er threw herself on her child.

“Then the second bomb went
off,” he said. Rising to his feet, he
saw injured people writhing in

pain, their clothes blown away
by the force.

“There were eight guys on
the ground, rolling around,
smoke coming out, blood all
over them, clothes missing,” he
said.

Witness after shaken witness
recounted how a fiery flash had
plunged a festive spring day into
darkness and utter confusion.
Information and cellphone sig-
nals were spotty, and runners
and spectators did not know
where to go. Every few minutes,

police cleared the streets with
chilling shouts of “It’s not safe
here.”

As exhausted runners tried
to find their loved ones, shiver-
ing through the streets in foil
blankets, sirens blared, and
lines of ambulances rushed to
the scene, snaking down Bos-
ton’s most graceful boulevards.
Helicopters whirred overhead,
buses of SWAT teams descended
on Boston Common, and run-
ners who were diverted from the
course shuffled down Common-

wealth Avenue in pained confu-
sion.

Amid the chaos, the area
went into lockdown. On Boyl-
ston Street by the Lenox Hotel,
Tim Casey closed the doors of
Uno Chicago Grill as a precau-
tion. But then a shirtless man
came to the window, his hands
covered in blood, asking for
help.

“He was more dazed than
anything,” Casey said.

Thousands of runners were
still on the course when the
bombs struck, many of them
running for charity, training
through the long winter to help
those in need. It took time, but
slowly the news made its way
back through the pack — the
race was over.

Karen Matjucha, 49, of Sud-
bury, was a short distance from
the finish when she faced the
jarring sight of people running
back in the wrong direction.

“I saw people coming toward
me crying and I couldn’t figure
out why,” she said.

Police directed her to go back
to the medical tent at the 25-
mile mark. About 6 p.m., she
was searching for a cab, still in
her running clothes and without
money, unable to reach her car.

For the spectators and others
enjoying a day off, the festive
mood vanished in a flash.

Aaron Michlewitz, a state
representative, was at Abe &
Louie’s steakhouse on Boylston
Street he heard the first blast.

“Debris was shooting toward
us, it started to hit me in the face
and body,” he said.

After the initial shock, resi-
dents and runners jumped in to
help a wounded city.

At 6:30 p.m., marathon vol-
unteer John Gannon, a lawyer,
drove slowly down Charles
Street in his Honda Accord, call-
ing out the window to ask if
stranded runners needed a ride
or a phone to borrow.

He scoured the streets, at a
loss for words. He had already
taken two carloads to Harvard
Square and a third to the New-
ton Marriott.

“I just couldn’t go home. I felt
like I had to do something,” he
said. A day spent volunteering
seemed unfinished. “We just felt
like our mission wasn’t done.”

Peter Schworm can be reached at
schworm@globe.com. Michael
Levenson, Jim O’Sullivan, Eric
Moskowitz, Billy Baker and
Casey Ross of the Globe Staff
contributed to this report.

ing their final steps of the race,
maybe 10 feet from the blast. I
saw runners in front of me fall,
at least one of whom appeared
wounded. Those beside me at
the center of the finish line —
Marathon volunteers, security,
fellow journalists — fell back
as the ground trembled.

Someone beside me said he
saw a red flash. Others close by
told me they felt the spray of
what they thought were shards
of shrapnel. My ears were ring-
ing from the blast, my eyes
stinging from the smoke.

Time felt like it had slowed
down — the disorientation, the
confusion, the strange silence
stealing my breath and delay-
ing my ability to comprehend.

Seconds later, it became
clear that it wasn’t a gas explo-
sion or some machinery mal-
functioning. When we heard
the second blast a few blocks
down Boylston, everyone who
w a s n’ t r u n n i n g w a s n o w
running.

Many were fleeing, but
many were running to the
wounded. They ripped down
the metal barriers separating
the runners from spectators.
Unsure of whe ther there
would be another explosion,
these strangers risked their
lives to help other strangers,
performing CPR, comforting
those in shock, and carrying
the wounded to the nearby
medical tent.

Alix Coletta, 26, a nurse in
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the medical tent, later told me
she and others had treated
dozens of people — including
children — for severe trauma,
massive bleeding, and heart
problems.

“It was just chaos,” she said.
At the center of Boylston

Street, with hundreds of peo-
ple running in every direction,
I watched as the wounded
cried for help. Those still walk-
ing began searching for friends
and relatives.

Andrea George, 39, who
was in the stands across from
the first blast, told me a friend
was standing a few feet from
where the bomb exploded.

“I can’t get in touch with
him,” she said, as the tears
streamed. “It was the scariest
thing I ever saw.”

As sirens blared, police
poured in, and FBI agents ar-
rived, I watched as flags from
around the world still fluttered
in the breeze, a symbol of the
thousands of people from
nearly every corner of the
planet who had come to help
celebrate Patriots Day in Bos-
ton.

When I was finally escorted
out of the area, police and
emergency officials were still
carrying the wounded away.

I was looking for the wom-
an whose eyes will continue to
haunt me. She was gone. Only
the blood remained.

David Abel can be reached at
dabel@globe.com. Follow him
on Twitter @davabel.

C O P L E Y S Q U A R E

A celebration turns to bloody chaos

JOHN TLUMACKI/GLOBE STAFF

Boston Police examined blown-out windows at the scene of the first explosion on Boylston Street.

Cheers, triumph, and
then a deafening blast

“I was there at the finish, shooting
finish line scenes, and then bang, it just
went off, and then less than 15 to 20
seconds after there was a second explo-
sion, closer to Fairfield Street. It was
just immediately [evident] there were
injuries, right in the middle of the spec-
tator crowds. There was blood
everywhere; there were victims being
carried out on stretchers. I saw some-
one lose their leg, people are crying,

people are confused.’’
STEVE SILVA, Boston.com senior

sports producer, who recorded two
videos: of the blast and of the aftermath

“The [medical] tent sections were
cordoned off and labeled: triage, triage
II, and morgue.

In the triage area closest to the am-
bulances, half a dozen wounded run-
ners were visible. One woman had her

head wrapped in a bandage. Two others
had large wraps over their legs.

There were ‘a lot of lower leg inju-
ries,’ said Boston Athletic Association
head nurse Jeanette Corsini. ‘Obviously
some pretty horrific injuries. . . . Thank
God, Boston EMS was here. But I think
everyone fell right into place and did
what they needed to do. This isn’t
something you prepare for.’

The section labeled morgue was
blocked from view.’’

SETH LAKSO, Globe correspondent

‘I WAS THERE . . . ’

brothers lost a leg, from the
knee down. One was taken to
Beth Israel Deaconess, while
the other was at Brigham and
Women’s Hospital.

“I’d never imagined in my
wildest dreams this would
ever happen,” Norden said, sit-
ting on a bench outside the
Beth Israel Deaconess emer-
gency room Monday night.

As she looked at her feet,
w i t h s o c k s m i s m a t c h e d
because she had dressed so
quickly to leave the house,
tears fell to the sidewalk.

“I feel sick,” she said. “I
think I could pass out.”

She had yet to see either
son, because doctors had not
authorized visitors. Both are
graduates of Stoneham High
School and had been laid off
recently from their jobs as
roofers. The oldest, age 33,
still lives in Stoneham, the
younger in Wakefield. Both are
avid fishermen.

Norden didn’ t want to
release their names without
talking to them. As she tried to
absorb what had happened to
her two oldest children, she
was surrounded by family,
inc luding her s i s ter and
brother-in-law, as well as Mike
Jefferson, her sons’ friend, the
one they had gone to watch
run the Marathon.

Jefferson, a Somerville fire-
fighter who had graduated
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from Stoneham High with
Norden’s two sons, shook his
head at the surreal events of
the day. He was close to finish-
ing the Marathon when he saw
race officials abruptly stop-
ping runners. Little did he
know then that it was because
of an explosion that had seri-
ously injured two of his closest
friends.

“I was a quarter-mile away
from the finish line,” said
Jefferson.

Also on their minds was the
younger son’s girlfriend, who
they said suffered serious
burns and other injuries and
was hospitalized at Tufts Med-
ical Center.

Norden braced herself for
the moment when she would
be allowed to see her boys. She
said her sons were apparently
standing next to the 8-year-old
boy who died in the blast. As
FBI officers and local police
left the hospital, having fin-

ished rounds of interviews
with patients and family mem-
bers, Norden’s head sank onto
the shoulder of her brother-in-
law.

A relative approached her,
handing her some Tylenol she
had asked him to buy at a
nearby pharmacy.

“ Thank you,” she said ,
burying her face in her hands.

Patricia Wen can be reached at
wen@globe.com.

Brothers watching race each lose a leg

PATRICIA WEN/GLOBE STAFF

Liz Norden leaned on Jim Casey, her sons’ uncle, as they awaited word on Norden’s sons.

‘I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams this would ever happen.’
LIZ NORDEN, whose two sons each lost a leg


