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0 N THE AUGUST morning when Matt Fowler buried 
his youngest son, Frank, who had lived for twenty- 

one years, eight months, and four days, Matt's older son, Steve, 
turned to him as the family left the grave and walked between their 
friends, and said: 'I should kill him.' He was twentyeight, his brown 
hair starting to thin in front where he used to have a cowlick. He 
bit his lower lip, wiped his eyes, then said it again. Ruth's arm, 
linked with Matt's, tightened; he looked at her. Beneath her eyes 

1 there was swelling from the three days she had suffered. At the 
limousine Matt stopped and looked back at the grave, the casket, 

r and the Congregationalist minister who he thought had probably 
had a difficult job with the eulogy though he hadn't seemed to, and 

; the old funeral director who was saying something to the six young 
pallbearers. The grave was on a hill and overlooked the Memmack, 
which he could not see from where he stood; he looked at the 
opposite bank, at the apple orchard with its symmevically planted 
trees going up a hill. 

Next day Steve drove with his wife back to Baltimore where he 
managed the branch office of a bank, avd Cathleen, the middle ' 

child, drove with her husband back to Syracuse. They had left the 
grandchildren with friends. A month after the funeral Matt played 
poker at Willis Trottier's because Ruth, who knew this was the 
second time he had been invited, told him to go, he couldn't sit 
home with her for the rest of her life, she was all right. After the 
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