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(1988); and Dancing after Howrs (1996). In 1991 he published Broken Vessels, a
collection of autobiographical essays: His fictions are often tense with vio-
lence, anger, tenderness, and guilt; they are populaced by characters who
struggle to understand and survive their experiences, painful with failure
and the weight of imperfect relationships. Iiv “Killings” Dubus offers a
powerful blend of intimate domestic life and shocking violence,

Kiilings : 1979
On the August morning when Matr Fowler buried his youngest son, Frank,
who had lived for twenty-one years, eight months, and four days, Matt’s older
som, Steve, rurned to him as the family left the grave and walked berween their
friends, and said: “I should %ill him.” He was twenty-eighrt, his brown hair
startiag to thin in frent where he used to have 2 cowlick. He bit his lower lip,
wiped his eyes, then said it again, Ruch’s arm, linked with Martt’s, tightened; he
looked ar her. Beneath her eyes there was swelling from the three days she had
saffered. At the limousine Matr stopped and looked back at the grave, the cas-
ket, and the Congregationalist minister who he thought had probably had a
difficult job with the eulogy though he hadn’t seemed to; and che old funeral
director who was saying something to the six young palibearers. The grave was
on a hill and overlooked the Merrimack, which he could not see from where he
stood; he looked at the opposite bank, ar the apple orchard with its symmetri-
cally planred trees going up a hill.

MNext day Steve drove with his wife back to Baltmore where he managed
the branch office of a bank, and Cathleen, the middle child, drove with her
husband back to Syracuse. They had left the grandchildren with friends. A
month after the funeral Mact 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
game Willis went outside to tell everyone good night and; when the othiers had
driven away, he walked with Matt to his car. Willis was a short, silver-haired
man who had opened a diner after World War II, his trade then mostly very
early brealfast, which ke cooked, and then Iunch for the men who worked at
the leather and shoe factories. He now owned a large restauranc.

“He walks the Goddamn streets,” Mart said.

“Tknow. He was in my place last night, at the bar. With a girl.”

‘Idon’t see him. I'm in the store all the time. Ruth sees him. She sees him
too much. She was at Sunnyhurst today getting cigarertes and aspirin, and
there he was. She can’t even go out for cigarettes and aspirin, It’s killing her.”

“Come back in for a drink.”

Mact looked at his watch. Ruch would be asleep. He walked with Willis
bacl into the house, pausing at the steps to look ar the starlit sky. Tt was a cool
sumpiter night; he thought vaguely of the Red Sox, did not even know if they
were at home tonight; since it happened he had not been able to think about
any of the small pleasures he believed he had earned, as he had earned also
what was sharrered now forever: the quietly harried and quietly pleasurable
days of fatherhood. They went inside. Willis's wife, Martha, had gone to bed
hours ago, in the rear of thelarge house which was rigged with burglar and fire
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alarms. They went downstairs ro the game room: the television set mzwwmnﬂa
from the ceiling, the pecl table, the poker table with beer cans, cards, chips,
filled ashtrays, and the six chairs where Martt and his friends had sag, the
friends picking up che old banter 25 though he had only been away on vaca-
tior; but he could see the affection and courtesy in their eyes. Willis went be-
hind the bar and mixed them each a Scorch and soda; he stayed behind che bar
and looked ar Matet sitring on the stool.

“How often have you thought about ir?” Willis said. ) )

“Byery day since he got out. L didn’t think about bail. I thought I wouldn’t
have to worry about him for years. She sees him all the time. It malkes her cry.”

“He was in my place a long time last night. He'll be back.” 15

“Maybe he won’t”

“The band. He likes the band.”

“What’s he doing now?”

“He’s tending bar up to Hampton Beach. For a friend. Ever notice even the
worst bastard always has friends? He couldn’t get wotk in town. ir's just
tourists and kids up to Hampton. Nobody knows him. If they do, they don’t
care. They drink what he mixes.”

“Nobody tells me about him.” ‘ 1

“] hate him, Mart. My boys went to school with him. He was the same
then. Know what he’ll do? Five at the most. Remember that woman abour
seven years ago? Shot her husband and dropped hitm off the bridge in the Mes-
simack with a hundred-pound sack of cement and said all the way through it
that nobody helped her. Know where she is now? She’s in Lawrence now, a sec-
retary. And whoever helped her, where the hell is he?” .

“T've got 238 P've had for years, I take it to the store now. I rell Ruch ic’s for
the night deposits. I tell her things have changed: we got junkies here now roo.
Lots of people without jobs. She knows though.”

“What does she know?”

“She knows I started carrying it after the first time she saw him in town.
She knows it’s in case I see him, and there’s somne kind of a situation —"

He stopped, looked ar Willis, and fnished his drink. Willis mixed him an- 2o
other.

“What kind of situation?”

“Where he did something to me. Where I could get away with it.”

“How does Ruth feel about thar?”

“She doesn’t kriow.”

“You said she does, she’s got it figured out.” a5

He thought of her that afternoon: when she went inte Sunnyhurst, Strout
was waiting at the counter while the clerk bagged the things he had bought;
she turned down an aisle and looked at soup cans until he left.

“Ruth would shoot him herself, if she thought she could hit him.”

“You got a permit?”

AHZO-C

“I do. You could get a year for that.” o 30

“Maybe T'll get one, Or maybe I won’t. Maybe il just stop bringing it to
the store.”

Richard Strout was twenty-six years old, a high school athlete, football

scholarship to the University of Massachusetcs where he lasted for almost two
semesters before quitting in advance of the final grades thar would have forced



him not to cemrn. People then said: Dickie can do the worl; he just doesn’t
want to. He came home and did construction work for his father bat refused
his father’s offer to learn che business; his two older brothers had learned it, so
&wmﬁ Strour and Scns trucks going about. town,.and signs on nommmnc,nnmoﬁ
sites, now slashed wounds into Matt Bowler’s life. Then Richard married a
young girl and became 2 bartender, his salary and tips augmented and parhaps
sometimes matched by his father, who also posted his bond. So his friends rmm
enemies (he had chose: fist fights or, more often, boys.and then woﬁ:m men
who had not fought him when they thought they should have), and those who
simply knew him by face and name, had a series of images of TWB which the
recalled when they heard of the killing: the high school running back &._M
young drunk in bars, the oblivious hard-hatted young man eating ESnru ata
counter, the bartender who could perhaps be called courteous but not more
than that: as he rended bar, his dark eyes and dark, wide-jawed face a d
less sullen, near blank. ' : PPt
One night he beat Frank. Frank was living at home and waiting for Sep-
cember, for graduate school in economics, and working as a lifeguard at mmﬁm-
bury Beach, where he met Mary Ann Scrout, in her first month of separadorn.
She spent most days at the beach with her two sons. Before: ten o’clock one
nm_m_.__».. MBE_A came r.o::@.., he had driven to the hospital first, and he walked into
M“M&M\Hﬁ room with stitches over his right eye and both lips bright and
i “Pm all right,” he said, when Matt and Ruth stood up, and Mart rurned
off the television, letting Ruth get to him first: the tall, muscled but slender
m:zmm.mmm& boy. Frank tried to smile at them but couldn’t because of his lips
“Tr was her husband, wasn’t ic?” Ruth said. ke
“Bx,” Frank said. “He dropped in.”
- Mate gently held Prank’s jaw and turned his face ro the light, looked at the
stitches, the blood under the white of the eye, the bruised flesh v
“Press charges,” Matt said. .
“No”
~ “What's to stop him from doing it again? Did you hit him at all? Enough
so he won't want £o next timer” . e
“I don’t think I rouched him.”
“So what are you going to do?”
M,Hmrm ‘rmnmﬁwc Frank said, and tried again to smule.
“That's not the problem,” Ruth said.
“You know you like her,” Frank said.

35

nw _Eam a lot of people. What about the boys? Did they see ic?” ®
“They were asleep.” .
“Diid you leave her alone with him?” -
M n%.wm left first. She was yelling at him. I believe she had a mw..&:mﬁ in her
hand.
“Ol for God's sake,” Ruth said, - o
5

Mazt had been dealing with that roo: at the dinner table on evenings when
Frank wasn’r home, was eating with Mary Ann; or, on the other EWUW —and
Frank was with her every night—he tatked with Ruth while they watched tele-
vision, or ra.\ in bed with rhe windows open and he smelled the night air and
:ﬁmm_mm.nr ﬁﬁr both pride and mured sorrow, Frank in Mary Ann’s arms. Ruth
didm't like it because Mary Ann was in the process of divorce, because she had
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cwo children, because she was four years slder than Frank, and finally —she
cold this in bed, where she had during all of their marriage told him of her
deepest feelings: of love, of passion, of fears about one of the children, of pain
Matr had caused her or she had caused him — she was against it because of
what she had heard: that the marriage had gone bad eatly, and for meost of it
Richard and Mary Ann had both played around,

“That can’t be true,” Matt said. “Strout wouldn’t have stood forit”

“Maybe he loves her.”

“HTe’s too hot-rempered. He couldn’t have raken chat.”

But Matt knew Strout had taken it, for he had heard the stories too. He 55
wondered who had told them to Ruth; and be felt vaguely annoyed and iso-
lated: living with her for thirty-one yeats and still not knowing what she ralked
about with her friends. On these summer nights he did not so much argue
wirh her as try to comfort her, but finally there was no difference between the
two: she had concrete objections, which he tried to overcorne. And in his ar-
tetpt o do this, he neglected his own cbiections, which were the sarne as hers,
so that as he spoke to her he felt as disembodied as he sometimes did in the
score when he helped a man choose a blouse or dress or piece of costume jew-
elry for his wife.

“The divorce doesn’t mean anything,” he said. “She was young and maybe
she liked his looks and then after a while she realized she was living with a bas-
tard. I see it as a positive thing”

“She’s not divorced yer.”

«“Ip’s the same thing. Massachusetts has crazy laws, that’s all. Her age is no
problem. What's it matter when she was born? And that other business: even if
ie’s true, which it probably isn’t, it’s got nothing to do wirh Frank, and it’s in
the past. And the kids are no problem. She’s been married six years; she ought
6 have kids. Frank likes chemn. He plays with them. And he’s not going o
marty het anyway, 50 iU’s nOt 2 problem of money.”

“Then what's he doing with ber?”

“She probably Joves bim, Ruth. Girls always have. Why can’t we just leave it 6o
at that?”

“He got home at $ix o’clock Tuesday merning.”

“I didn’t know you knew. I've already ralked to him about ic”

Which he had: since he believed almost nothing he told Ruth, he went to
Frank with what he believed. The night before, he bad followed Frank to the
car after dinner.

“Vou wouldn’t make much of a burglar,” he said.

“How's that?” Gy

Mart was looking up at him; Brank was six feet tall, an inch and a half
taller than Matt, who had been proud when Frank at seventeen outgrew him;
be had only felt uncomforeable when he had to reprimand or caution him. Fe
conched Frank’s bicep, thought of the young raut passionate body, believed he
could sense the desire, and again he felt the pride and sorrow and envy too, not
knowing whether he was envious of Frank or Mary Ann.

“when you came in yesterday morning, I woke up. One of these mornings
your mother will And P'm the ane who'll have to tail to her. She won't intet-
fere with you. Okay? I know it means —» But he stopped, thinking: I lenow it
means getting up and leaving that suntanned girl and going sleepy to the car, I

know —
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Hﬂxmﬁ Frank said, and touched Matt’s shoulder and got into the car
i &me.m. had been o&un.n taltks, but the orily leng one was their firse E.fw. a
gt M,Mﬁm to Fenway Park, Matt having ordered the uckets se they noE.E
w,ombw: . zo@dm when Frank mm_,a. ves, he would go, that he knew the talk was
m{&ocm mm%ww../wﬁ ﬁoo_ﬂm?mg .mow.a\ minites to ger to Boston, and they talked
: Ann unat they joined the city crafiic along ¢l _ i
in the late sun, Frank rold hi ing e i nes River, blue
int . m all the thingst i
believe when he rold them to Ruth. o chat Maze would ares precend to

“It seems like a lot fora 5 |

u 1 -a young guy to take on,” Matt i

Sometimes it 1s. But mrmvm.ccoﬁmww\n.; ace inally said.

A w%m WS u thinking about getting married?” :

‘We haven't talked about ir, She can’

“Weh T L, an’tfor over a. year. I’ ”

I do like her” Matc said. o year fregotschool”
. momwﬂ.%wwﬂm J\manmmmarms the long summer sun was still low in the sky,

ht her home; they came into the hous Hi , on
orer brough her he 1 . e smelling of sunran lotion
sea, \ gave themrgin and ronics and ; i
e 3o and Man : started the charceal in the
vard, at Mary Ann in the lawn.chair; | i
: lloc awn. slong and very licht b
M“MMMMM nwEJSm wrmw twenry years ago she would Um«mm dyed P.ﬁwgmmb&mvnwwm
rown legs he loved to lock ar; her fa u
ic long | , leat; ce was pretey; she'had prob
Mwwwﬁm wmwzmﬁcwu w_wn mMSm unnoticed into a public Hu_mnw It was in me MMM
rown eyes that she locked older than Frank; after a f .
what he saw in her eyes was s i o testament o Mare thoughe
‘ y something etetie, testament to the
: A er eyes v 2 rumors ab
WMN Nﬂm nwrn wﬂmﬁ __ﬁ &mmﬂ _ﬁ that, or ali that: she had, very young, been HWBEWMEM
: ain thart hus children, and he and Ruth, h ‘
, . ch s 4 ad been spared. In th
H . . R . In the mo-
%MMMM&NWWM recognizing chat pain; he wanted to nmn,&mw% touch her Tmm
some gesture €0 give her solace and h A at
Frank, and hope they would 1 o gy he mould lance at
ank, and ! y ove each other, hope Frank Md
pain in her heart, rake it from her eyes; e di oot oo b e
! es; and her divo h i
Retnin et eart 1 Ves; rce, her age, and her chil-
atall. On the first two evenin 1 i
o " . A gs she did nor bring-her bo
nd then Ruth asked her to bring them the next time. In bed that %mg Wﬁmw

mmﬁ.av:mrmﬁmmsuﬁgoﬁUmﬁ v
aid, " She has wrﬁdvmnpcmomgmmbmEmmmmm.m?wwwocﬁnﬁmﬂ&

..w: .

?&dwﬂmpﬂwm D.u:ozm wrﬁwﬁ Frank in front of the boys. They were sitting on the
m floor watching television, Frank sitci ’

RN S . : sitring on the couch, and Mary
s g from the kitchen with a rray of sandwi i

fon, ‘ . 0w v of sandwiches. Strout came 1

: %%Mﬂm doot ‘wuﬂmfrom Frank rwice in the chest and once in the face AS&JM

9 mm aurcmatic. Then he looked ar che b -

i fon e cys and Mary Ann, and went home to

1t seemed to : .

il EMPMMQM\ w H,anm &mn MH.OE the rime Mary Ann called weeping to tell him
paule m_,.mo:z%nﬂw ay E.m.rm Em September, sitting in the car with Willis parked
side § car, waiting-for the bar to close, thar he h , -
moved through his iife as wa + his smiric oo

ndered chrough it, hi irits li
: | through his lif gh 1t, his spirits like a dazed bo
r“m%%% into .HE niture and corners. He had always been a fearful father: STMM
aﬁoémﬁm‘mn were Mozmmow ar the start of each summer he theught om. them
in a pond or the sea, and he was reli
: ieved when he came h i
evenings and rhey were there; u i i e i the
) sually thar relief was h

Senings and o ; . 5 his only acknowledgment
o b rmm,Mu ‘,Mﬁ_mr‘wm never spoke of, and which he controlled within rwmmrmmﬁ
hsh e WmDTM Hmﬂ were very young and all of them in turn, Cathleen t00,
were dtavr w0 the high oak in the backyard, and had ro climb it. Smilin he

a4 ern, imagining the fall: and he was poiséd to carch the small Ww&\

|
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Sefore it hit the earth. Or his legs were poised; his hands were in his pockets or
his arms were folded and, for the child looking down, he appeared relaxed and
confident while his heart beat with the two words he wanted to call out but did
not: Don’t fall. Tn winrer he was less afraid: he made sure the ice would held him
before chey skared, and he brought or sent them to places where they could
sled without ending in the street. So he and his children had survived their
childhood, and he only worried about them when he knew they were driving a
long distance, and rthen he lost Frank in a way no father expected ro lose his
son, and he felt thar all the fears he had barne while chey were growing up, and
all the grief he had been afraid of, had backed up like a huge wave and struck
him on the beach and swept him cut to sea. Each day he felt the same and
when he was able to forget how he felt, when he was able to force himself not
to feel that way, the eyes of his clerks and customers defeared him. He wished
those eyes wete oblivious, even cold; he felt he was withering in their tender-
nass. And beneath his listless wandering, every day in his scul be shot Richard
Strout in the face; while Ruth, going about town on errands, kept seeing him.
And at nights in bed she would hold Matt and cry, or sometimes she was silent
and Matt would touch her tightening arm, her clenched Bst.

As his own right fist was now, squeezing the butt of the revolver, the last of
the drinkers having left the bar, talking ro each other, going to their separate
cars which were in the lot in front of the bar, out of Mart’s vision. He heard
their voices, theit cars, and then the ocean again, across the streer. The ticle was
in and sometimes it smacked the sea wall. Through the windshield he looked
at the dark red side wall of che bar, and then to his left, past Willis, at Strout’s
car, and through its windows he could see the now-emptied parking Jot, the
road, the sea wall. He could smell the sea.

The front door of the bar opened and closed again and Willis looked at
Matt then at the corner of the building; when Strout came around it alone
Matt got out of the car, giving up the hope he had kepr all night {and for the
past weel) that Strout would come our with friends, and Willis would simply
drive away; thinking: Al right then. All vight; and he went around the front of
Willis’s car, and at Strout’s he stopped and airned over the hood ar Strout’s
blue shirt ten feet away. Witlis was aiming too, crouched on Mart’s left, his

elbow resting on the hood.
“Mr. Fowler,” Strout said. He looked at each of them, and at the guns.

“Wr. Troteier,”

Then Matt, watching the parking lot and the road, walked quickly be-
cween the car and the building and stood behind Strout. He taok one leather
glove from his pocket and purir on his left hand.

“Don't talk. Unlock the front and back and getin.”

Sirout uniocked the front deer, reached in and unlocked the back, then
got in, and Matt clid into the back seat, closed the door with his gloved hand,
and touched Strout’s head once with the muzzle.

“Te*s cocked. Drive to your house.”

When Strout looked over his shoulder to back rhe car, Matt aimed at his
temple and did not lock at his eyes. .

“Drive slowly,” he said. “Don’t try to get stopped.”

They drove across the empty front lot and onto the road, Willis’s head-
lights shining into the car; then back through town, the sea wall on the left
hiding the beach, though £ar our Matt couid see the ocean; he uncocked the re-
volver; on the right were the places, most with their necn signs off, that did so
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much business in summer: the lounges and cafés and Pizza houses, the street
itself empty of traffic, the way he and Willis had fnown it would be when they
decided ro rake Strout at the bar rather than knock on his doorat two o’clock
one morning and risk that one insomnisc neighbor. Matr had nor told Willis
he was afraid he could not be alone with Strour for very long, srnell his smells,
feel the presence of his flesh, hear his voice, and then shoot him. They left the
oeach rown and then were on the high bridge over the channel: ro the left the
smacking curling white ar the brealwarer and beyond that the dark sea.and
the full moon, and down to his righc the small fishing boats bobbing aranchor
in the cove. When they left che bridge, the sea was blocked byabandoned beach
coitages, and Matt’s ieft hand was swearng in the glove. Out here in the dark
in the car he believed Ruth knew. Willis had come to his house at eleven and
asked it he wanted a nightcap; Martt went to. the bedroom for his wallet, pur
the gloves in one trouser pecket and the 38 in the other and went back to the
living voom, his hand in his pocket covering rhe bualge of the cool cylinder
pressed against his fingers, the bure against his palm. When Ruth said good
night she looked at his face, and he falr she could see in his eyes the gun, and
the night he was going to. But he knew he couldn’c trust what he saw: Willis’s
wife had taken her sleeping pill, which gave her eight hours - the reason, Willis
had rold Matr, he had the alarms installed, for nights when he was late at the
restaurant —and when it was all done and Willis got home he would leave ice
and 2 crace of Scotch and soda in two glasses in the game room and tell
Martha in the morning that he had lefr the restaurant early and brought Mate
home for a drink,
“Fle was making it with my wife.” Strout’s voice was careful, not pleading,
Matt pressed the muzzle against Strout’s head, pressed it harder than he

wanted to, feeling through the gun Strout’s head flinching and meoving for-
ward; then he lowered the gun to his lap. :

“Don’t talk,” he said.

Strout did not speak again. They turned west, drove past the Dairy Queen
closec until spring, and the rwo lobster restaurants that faced each ather and
were crowded all summer 2nd were now also dosed, onto the short bridge
crossing che ridal stream, and over the engine Matt could hear through his
open window the water rushing inland under rhe bridge; looking to his left he
5w 1ts swift moonlit current going back into the marsh which, leaving the
bridge, they entered: the salc marsh stretching ocut on borh sides, the grass tall
in patches but mosely low and leaning earthward as though windblown; a large
dark rock sitting as though it rested on nothing but itself, and shallow poois
veflecting the bright moon.

Beyond the marsh they drove through woods, Mart thinking now of the
holehe and Willis had dug last Sunday afternoon afier telling their wives they
were going to Fenway Park, They listened to the Zame on a transistor radio, bur
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because elms and maples shelrered it. Already some leaves had, falicn, When
the hole was deep enough they covered it and the piled earth with dead
branches, then cleaned their shoes and pants and went ro restaurant farther
up in New Hampshire where they ate sandwiches and drank beer and watched
the resc of the game on television. Looking ar the back of Strout’s head he
thought of Frank’s grave; he had not been back to it; but he would go before
winter, and its second burial of snow
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He thought of Frank sicting on the couch and perhaps talking to the chi

; they watched television, imagined EB feeling v\ommw mﬂ&,m\w ﬂﬂmw MM%
e e Fromm 1 he sun at the beach, and feeling loved, hearing gm&. mov
warmed @naw mwm...: hen, hearing her walking into the living room; wamw\ m:m ;
e e :”M m“ be she said something, locking ar him over the wp w
Homow&&ﬂmnwmmw MM%MBM_ mWEEU saying something the way women do when they
of sandwiches,

i C : ing and this son omm@:nr.nogdm
o Mo%& w.wmmmmwﬁnw WMMMWM W.MWHMW MWM M%Mwwﬁ mwm hand, this scn of a bitch and
1 ran.
wn mbr:._ the last person and thing Frank saw on earth.  four slow cars.a
" m@?mﬂ they drove into town the wﬁmmﬂm memabmwmw\nmﬂmmnwmoﬁmm gowears-
1 i L - past the darkene - St
@ornmﬁ.&m MSHWMMWNWW“NW WTQ drove by. They were on the M»EM mW Ommm MMM
e m mM,n were blinking yellow. Willis and Matt had taiked a e 8.
o i nm ed at midnight, so there would be no place mﬂosm h o
ook rmﬂnm : Wmﬁmﬂw ht rry to run. Strout rurned Qos.ﬁ the .EoQA <,M wmwurm(
e g mw.mvm Wmm%:wrmm were no longer with Matt in the back mmrﬁ.ﬁm ﬁrw
e ﬁm W t too, had decided it was best for just the one car ﬁMpmo o the
e i Zu‘uﬂ had said nothing about his fear of being N:r o
Joﬁmmh iy mmmmw in his house: a duplex, dark as zll the houses on nM _.5 rmo ot
— o et .W\mm_m lit at the corner of each block. As Strout EEWm bm »the
Mw ._“wsmwm wMMMMnﬁWoﬁwrm of the one insomniac nmwmr_u%ﬁ @mmwmmﬁ Hm d WMMW - man
: icei i iving room, warching -nig
mn %oWHEWMMﬁ%\WMWMW.MWM”NMWWM%MWWMH near the front of the house, Matt
from Boston.

said: “Drive it to the back.” .

i zzle.
Strout’s head with rhe muzz , _ e
Wﬂowwmwmmnmmmﬁ it cocked, would you? For when { puton the brake
it, and said: “Tt is now.” . .
W\Mpmﬂmo%w“mm Mwmwdoawzﬁ. then he eased the nm_n mo_lgmau_%mq””mwwm WMMM%
” idling, ; roached the garage he ger aked.
i , and as they approache e he g el
o Eowmmﬂpwwm nwwwm then wook off the glove and @ﬂm .;mmwzm pocker. He
O H . - + . Lt h» .
— %o:m and shat the door with his hip and said: “A Ebm i aeross the
mﬂm@mm ut looked at the gun, then gor out, and Matr mo %%m i across e
ﬂo& 15 Strout unlocked the deor Mart looked quick u\.wn the o
backy mM either side, and scattered rall trees, some m<ﬁwﬂmm5mm ers non
bk MD% ht of the mma and yellow leaves on mﬁm trees over the ; m.nHoEu
mm&, TM@WMWMOOD probably in two weeks, dropping slowly, covering.
them R

stepped into the kitchen.

Wﬂnﬁ.bﬂwwmmﬂﬂmwﬁmnwwrm wall switch, and in the light Matt looked at his wide
trou

i ¥ aid pants.
back. the dark blue shirt, the white belt, the red plaid p
u/x\rmnmum your suitcase?”
“My suitcase?”
“Where is it?” i
“ bedroom closet. o
E%‘MMM where we're going then. When we get to a door you stop
on the light”

crossed the kite | ik fove and e
Hw&mwmrmm in the sink or even the dish rack beside it, no gre P
atot: no

2 i ~ﬁ~ Ot warnt to H < A
1 ﬁ:wmb mna T.Hmw. MIHW :

on HW_)N stove ﬁwpﬂ HWWH.H eraton ﬁWOOH W e & a va o0

w.. . _nn ﬂ ,E. AH @E jm ﬁoa& seelin ﬂ_nwﬂ : Hﬁ.m ro0in m

any more _UF: 1& HOD ec L ﬁw v\ aft v 1agdzines
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and newspapers in a wicker basket, clean ashtrays, a record playet, the records
shelved next to it, then down the hall where, near che hedreom door, hunga
color photograph of Mary Ann and the two boys sitting on a lawn — there was
1o house in the picture — Mary Ann smuling ar the camera or Strout or who-
ever held the camera, smiling as she had on Matt’s lawn this summer swhile he
waited for the charcoal and they all ralked and he looked at her brown fegs and
at Frank touching her arm, her shoulder, her hair: he moved down the hall
with her smile in his mind, wondering: was that when they were borh playing
around and she was smiling like that at him and they were happy, even some-
times, making it worth it? He recalled her eyes, the pain in them, and he was
conscious of the circles of love he was rouching with the hand that held the re-

volver so tightly now as Strout stopped at the door at the end of the hall
“There’s no wall swirch.”

“Where’s the light?”
“By the bed.”
“Let’s ga” . o

Matt stayed a pace behind, then Strout leaned over and rhe room was
lighted: The bed, a double one, was neatly made; the ashtray on the bedside table
clean, the bureau top dustless, and no phorographs: probably sc the girl ~who
was she? —would not have to see Mary Ann in the bedroom she believed was
theirs; Bur because Matt was a father and = husband, though never an ex-
husband, he knew (and did not wane to know) that this bedroom had never been
theirs alone. Strout turred around; Matt looked at his lips, his wide jaw, and
thoughr of Frank’s doomed and fearfid eyes looking up from the couch:

“Where's Mr. Trottier?” .

“He’s waiting, Pack clothes for warm weather.”

“What's going on?”

“You're jumping bail

“Mr. Fowler -

He pointed the cocked revolver at Strout’s face, The barre] trembled but
not much, not as much as he had expected. Strout went to.the closet and got
cthe suitcase from the floor and opened it on the bed. As he went to the bureau,
he said: “He was making it with my wife. I'd go pick up my kids and he'd be
there. Sometimes he spent the night. My boys told me.” :

He did not look ar Mart as he spoke. He opened the top drawer and Matr
stepped closer so he could see Strour’s hands: underwear and socks, the socks
rolled, the underwear folded and scacked, He took them back to the bed,
arranged rhem neatly in che suitcase, then from the closet he was taling shirts
and trousers and a jacket; he laid them on the bed and Matt followed him to
the bathroom and watched from the door while he packed those things a per-
son accumulated and that became part of him so that at times in the store
IMate felt he was selling more than clorhes.

“I'wanted to try to get rogether with her again.” He was bent over the suit-
case. “I couldn’t even ralk to her, He was always with her. I'm going to jail for it;
if Tever ger oue Pl be an old man. Tsn’t that enough?” :

“You’re not going o jail,”

Strour closed the suitcase and faced Matt, looking at the gun, Matr went
to his rear, so Strout was between him and the lighted hall; then using his
handkerchief he turned off the lamp and said: “Let’s go.”

They went down the hall, Matc looking again at the photograph, and
through the living room and kitchen, Mart turning off the lights and taliing,

st
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frighrened that he was talking, that he was nm:H.mmm ﬁEM lie rmmrm& ﬂmw%_wwmﬂmmmn
i ’ ife ar . So you .
“T¢’s che trial. We can’t go through that, my wife an me | 12
cwwwmaw MmOﬁMWME a ticket, mm& ajob. A friend of Mr. Trottier’s. Out west. My wife
ing you. We can’t have chat anymore.” S .
anmm\wwm Qmmnmm out che kitchen light and put the handkerchief in his mo&ﬁ.wnnu
and they went down the two brick steps and across the lawn. Strout w:,m. :w
suitcase on the foor of the back seat, then gotinto the front seat and Matr gor
in the back and put on his glove and shut rhe nﬂom. .
“They'll carch me. Theyll check passenger lists.
“We didn’t use your name.” . u . o
“They’ll figure W\rmﬁ out roo. You think T wouldn’c have done it myself if it

was that easy?” . .
He _umnwum& into the street, Mate looking down the gun barret butnet at rl

rofiled face beyond ir. A §
g “You were alone,” Marr said. “We've got it %omamnmvoﬁﬁ
“There’s no planes this time of Ewwmv M. mwsmmﬂ
“Go back through town. Then north on 125, . . 3
HWM% kum Mo n%m corner and turned, and now Willis’s headlights were in
the car with Mart. :
“Why north, Mz, Fowler?” . “ . ‘ N
amommmyuo&mm going to keep you for a while. Theyll take you to the E.M
port” He uncocked che hammer and lowered the revelver to his lap and sai
rily: “No more talking.” o . ,
énm~>w\nw@ drove back through tewn, Matt’s body sagged, going limp ﬁmmi wtﬂm
spirit and its new and false bond wirh Steou, the hope his lie had given S.%z .
%m had grown up in this town whose streets had vmnoam Em%mw om m:umﬂm .Mm,
: i doing what she had vo doj a
i d for Ruth as she drove and walked, o : ; ane
WMOH.HWMM nMMHMm only in his mind as he worked and nTmnR& six &&E a weelk in his
store; he imbn_.mnmn_ now if his lie would have éola.mnr if m,mnnrum mﬂ.mﬁn away
éoﬁmr have been enough; but then he knew thar just HWHMHCJW omu .Umﬁsm Em
h d of the lie he had told, thinking ¢
Montana or whatever place lay at ﬁ.rm end . ¢ R e
i lking che streecs chere, loving a girl mrmnw (who was she: .
MHHMWMM o mmuéq rot the rest of his days. And Ruch’s. Again he was cerrain that
hat she was waiting for him. . —
whe _MWMMV “qnmnw in New Hampshire now, on the narrow Fm%%mﬁ mmmmwdm QMw
i i d small stores and sand-
: center at the srate line, and then houses an : S :
.meWMW%um. There were few cars on the road. Afrer ren minutes WMJ yEmm.m his
trembling hand, touched Strout’s neck with rthe gun, and said: “Turn in up
here. At the dirt road.” .
Strout flicked on the indicator and slowed.
“Mr. Fowler?”
“They're waiting here.” . A
wnnow\n turned Mm&\ slowly, easing his neck away from the mﬁw Mﬂ &Mm
moonlight the road was light brown, lighter and %mmoéma where : mm MME
lights shone; weeds and a few trees grew on either side of it, and ahead of ¢
were the woods, o here, M. Fowder”
“There’s nothing back here, Mt. Fowler. . . )
“I’s for your car. You don’t think we’d leave it at the airport, do u\ocrv_
He warched Strout’s large, big-knuckled rmmﬁm tighten on the éwwm , WEM
Frank’s face that night:-not che stitches and _B.E.mmn_ eye and swollen w%mw. qwcﬂ
his own hand geatly touching Frank’s jaw, turning his wounds to the light.
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They rounded a bend in the road and were our of sight of the highway: tall
crees all around them new, hiding the moen. When they reached the aban-
doned gravel pit on the left, the bare flat earth and steep pale embankment be-
hind it, and the black crowns of trees at its top, Mart said: “Scop here.”

strout stopped but did not rurn off the engine. Matc pressed the gun hard
against his neck, and he srraightened in the seat and looked in the reaiview
mirror, Matt’s eyes meeting his in the glass for an instant before lookingarthe
hair at the end of the gun barrel.

“Turn it off” :

Stroar did, then held the wheel with two hands, and looked in the mirror.

“I'll do twenty years, Mr. Fowler; at least, Fl] be forgy-six years ald.”

“That’s nine years younger than [ am,” Matt said, and got cut and took off
the glove and kicked the door shuc. He aimed at Strouts ear and pulled back
the hammer. Willis’s headlighrs were off and Matt heard him walking on the
soft thén layer of dust, the hard earth beneath it. Srrout opened the door, sat
for 2 moment in the inrerior light, then stepped out onto the road. Now his
face was pleading, Mare did not look ar his eyes, but he could see it in rhe tips.

“Just get the suircase. They're right up the road.”

Willis was beside him now, to his left. Strout looked ar boch guns, Then he
opened the back door, leaned in, and with a jerk brought the suitcase our,
He was turning to face them when Mair said: “Just walls up che road. Just
ahead.” ;

Strout rurned to walk, the suitcase in his right hand, and Matr and Willis
followed; as Strour cleared the front of his car he dropped the suitcase and,
ducking, tock one step that was the beginning of a sprint to his right. The gun
kicked in Mart’s hand, and the explosion of the shot surrounded him, isolated
him in a nimbus of sound that cut him off from all his time, all his history,
isolated him standing absolutely still on the dirt road with the gun in his
hand, iooking down ar Richard Strour squirming on his belly, kicking one leg
behind him, pushing himself forward, toward the woods. Then Martt went to
him and shot him once in rthe back of the head.

Driving south to Boston, wearing both gloves now, staying in the middle
lane and iooking ofter: in the rearview mirror ar Willis’s headlights, he relived
the suitcase dropping, the quiclk dip and turn of Strout’s back, and rhe kick of
the gun, the sound of the shor. When he walked to Strout, he sl exisred
within the first shot, still trembled and breathed with it. The second shot and
the burial seemed to be happening o someone else, someone he was watching,
He and Willis each held an arm and pulled Strout face-down off the road and
into the woods, his bouncing sliding belt white under the trees where it was so
dark rhat when they stopped at the top of the knoll, panting and sweating,
Mart could not see where Strout’s biue shirt ended and the earth began. They
pulled off the branches then dragged Strout ro the edge of the hole and went
behind him and lifted his legs and pushed him in. They stood still for a mo-
ment. The woods were quier save for their breathing, and Mart remembered
hearing the movements of birds and small animals after the first shot. Or
maybe he had not heard them. Willis went down to the road. Marct could see
him clearly out on the ran dirt, could see the gline of Strout’s car and, beyond
the road, the gravel pit. Willis carmie back up the knoll with the suircase. He
dropped it in the hole and took off his gloves and they went down to his car
for the spades. They worked quietly. Sometimes they paused to listen to the
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woods, When they were finished Willis rurned on his flashlight mbﬁw they mnomw
ered the earth with leaves and branches mﬁ@ nrmd went QOSM to M he mWM&mm
front of the car, and while Matt held the light Willis crouche mﬂ m.v_ﬁ mm&.
dust on the blood, backing up till he reached the grass and leaves, then he um_;_m

leaves until they had worked up to the grave again. 13:.% did Gw.r Mﬂ@@. - rTM
walked around the grave and through ﬁwm Soﬁommv M&Mmm %W%m WM\M %MHW e

i rough the trees to where they ende . fe.
WNWMMH WMM_M% WWMWmﬁwrm wwﬁam of their heavy and nEEmk strides through M.os\
brush and over falien branches. Then they reached wm_ wide and &w&ﬂ Fmﬂﬂm
softly at the bank, pine needles smooth under Mart’s feet, moonlig Wﬂ omﬁ Mﬁm
lake, a small island near its middle, with black, tall evergreens. Fe momM os, the
mﬁdumﬂm threw for the island: taking two steps back on the pine wmw mmw vftﬁ
ing with the throw and going to one knee as he followed through, locking up
to see the dark shapeless object arcing downward, splashing.

r ¢’s car in Boston, in front of an apartment building on
DOEHMM%MMMH w%,Mnmm. When they got back to rown Willis drove slowly o.%w
the bridge and Mart threw the keys into the Merrimack. Hrm sky %Mm HEW“MM
light, Willis lec him out a block from his house, and ém:ﬁﬁm ro.Em re lise o
for sounds from the houses he passed. They were quict. A light %mw Hoﬂ in g&
living room. He turned is off and undressed in there, and wert mw _”W n%ém_a
the bedreom; in the hall he smelled the mﬁn.%mv mﬁ&.rm stood in m_JM I Anoﬁ.u i
doorway and looKed at the orange of her cigaretre in the dark, T M Mﬂ .m%S.w
were closed. He went to the closet and put his shoes on the floor and felr for

hanger. .
“Did you do it?” she said.

He went down the hall to the bathroom and in the dark he washed his 155

hands and face. Then he went to her, lay on his back, and pulled the sheet up to

his throat. .
“Are you all right?” she said.

“] think so.” . .
ZHoéHMrm touched him, lying on her side, her hand on his belly, his thigh.

“Tell me,” she said.

He started from che beginning, in the parking lot ar the bar; bur soon with 160

Lis eyes closed and Ruch petring him, he spoke of Strout’s house: the order,
the woman presence, the picture on ﬁ.vm wall.
“The way she was smiling,” he said.
€ : Vuv . . §
aWMﬂm%M WMMMMHUH you ever see Strout’s girle When you saw him in towin?
“No.” ok ;
“Tw o she was. . .
%mwwﬁmwmwwﬁmrﬁ not was: is. Sleeping now she is bis givl He owmsﬁ%\.rwm Mwmmw
then closed them again. There was meore rm.wﬁ vmfona the nﬁnﬂ:%m. itk b
now he left Strout’s house and told again W.Hm lie to Strout, gave him mmmwn phat
hope that Streut must have for a while believed, else he .EO.GE have ﬂ.oH W w
only the gun pointed at him for the last two hours of his rmm.. %E.& éwnwm MME
he saw again the dropping suitcase, the darting move to the :mv.ﬁumw he toid
of the first shor, feeling her hand on him but his heart isolared mmw , Mm Em&m
the road scill in that explosion like ﬂrszawh He ﬁoﬁ her mgn.wmmﬁ cﬁa.um g.\& &
had no images for him, he did not see himself doing whar the words sa1

had done; he only saw himself on rhat road.
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-“We can't rell the orher kids,” she said. “Iell hure them, thiriking he got
away. But we mustn’e.” .

A

She was holding him, wartting him, and he wished he could make [ove
with her but he could not, He saw Frank znd Mary Ann making love in her
bed, their eyes closed, their bodies brown and smelling of the sea; the other giri
was faceless, bodiless, bur he felr her sleeping now; and' he saw Frank and
Strout, their faces alive; he saw red and yellow leaves falling:on the earth, then
snow: falling and freezing and falling; and holding Ruth, his cheek touching
her breast, he shuddered with a sob chat he kepz silent in his heart.

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING
L TIRST RESPONSE. How do you feel about Matt’s act of revenge? Trace the
emotions his characrer produces in you as the plot unfolds.

NAC.ﬁnzmmnrmm@dmnwmnm\omwwmD.&o. g%i:ﬁmmmmmem more-appropriate
title than “Killers”? ! :

L

- Whar are the effects of Dubus's ordering of events in the story? How

would the effects be different if the story were told in a chronelogical
order?

A.Ummﬂ.‘%mmem.oglmwmpai@&mmo»mmamﬂw.mgzm%hmoEQOmm the murder
affect Mace? . :

i

Whar is learned abour Richard from the flashback in paragraphs
32 through 757 How does this information’ affect vour attitude toward
hrm?
6. What is the effecr of the description of Richard shooting Frank in para-
graph 762 )
- How well planned is Marct'’s revenge? @E\ does he lie to Richard about
sending him out west?
8. Describe Matt at the end of the story when he rells his wife about the
killing. How do you think this revenge killing will affect the Fowler family?

9. How mighr “Kiliings” be considered a love story as well as a murder story?

10. CRITICAL STRATEGIES. Read the section on psychological  criricism
(PP. 1491-1493) in Chaprer 36, “Critical Strategies for Reading.” How do
rhe details of the killing and che disposal of Richard’s body reveal Mart’s
emotions? What {s he thinking and feeling as Le performs these actions?
How did you feel as you read about them?

e

CONNECTIONS TO (FTHER SELECTIONS

1. Compare and contrast Mate’s motivation for murder with Emily’s in “A
Rose feor Bmily” (1. 71). Which character made you feel more empathy and
sympathy for his or her actions? Why? .

2. Explore the father-son relationships in “Killings” and William Faulkner’s
“Barn Burning” (p. 357), Read the section on psychological criticism in
Chapter 37, “Critical Straregies for Reading,” How do you think a psycho-
logical eritic would interpret these relationships in each story?

3. In anessay discuss che respective treatments of: family life in “Killings” and

Alice Munro’s “Miles City, Montana” (p. 375). Do these very differenr sro-
ries have anything in common?

Perspective

PERSPECTIVE

A, L. BADER (B.1902)
Nothing Happens in M. cdern Short Stories 1945

: . ) .
Any teacher who has ever confronted a class with wmeMmﬁ_ﬁ#pﬁﬂm Hwomm.ﬁnbmw_woogn
> di i z - fasiok! i
i i intment, the puzzled “so-what” aj 2
stories will remember the disappo ent, : L e o
i “Nothing happens in some of these stories,
certain members of the group. g b ¢ of ories.
i X tories” are frequent criticisms. . . . Sor
“They just end,” or “They’re not real s . ms.
mEmW mrm wrnm”mm “Nothing happens” seems to mean that Mo&qﬁ_m EmEmmpmpM
i 't story
i s it means that the modern shor
happens, but in a great many case mod L scory
i 5 AcCCUStomed (o
i rative structure. Readers and critic :
charged with a lack of nar accustomed ©
d by a newer type. They sense rlying
an older type of story are baffle . ise the underlying
ifyi i buc they find nothing equivalent :
and unifying design of the cne, . * the
other Ewﬂnm they mainrain that the modern short mmoﬂ\ Erwwo&.mmmw Mmmﬁm
1 , e, O
— tly a mere character sketch or vignetre,
fragmentary, amotphous —frequently . oo
a Emmnm reporting of a transient moment, or the capruring of a moo

— hing, in fact, except a story. . .
ruanes v mmomz “The Srructure of the Modern Story” in College English

CONSIDERATIONS FOR CRITICAL THINKING AND WRITING

L What is the basic objection to the “newer type” of short story? How does it
differ from the “clder type”? _—
2. Consider any one of the stories from the Evmnw of ﬁonmma.nwmﬂw.wmmmmmn
. 3 . thing
. 496-528) as an example of the newer type. Does anythis !
mﬂw mmwwwwmwﬁ does it differ from the excerpt from Edgar Rice Burroughs’s
Turzan of the Apes (p. 62)2 |
Read a recent story published in The New Yorker or ﬁrm \Mw&:nn E%xnmu‘ mmnm
. compare its narrative scructure with that of Faulkner's “A Rose for Bmily

(p. 71).
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