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Alexander Lowenstein 

(Febrnary 25, 1967-Dccemher 21, 1988) 

Four days before Christmas, 1988, Pan Am Flight 103 e.-cploded over Lockerbie, Scotland, killing 

270 people. This February, two liby,ms charged with planting the bomb that caused the crash are sched

uled to go on r.rial in The Nethc:rlands. Peter and Sw-e Lowenstein ofMontauk, New York, pla-n to attend 

the trial. Their 21-year-o/d son, Alexander, one of3 5 Syracu.re Urtiversity students returning fro1fl a se

mester abroad, was a passmger. In a group oflife-sizedfigtffes tiiled "Dark Rlegy," Susi, a scttlptor, cap

tu,·ed the bare emotion W071ten felt the m011unt they learned ofthe explosion and h<nTific dear.hs ofpeople 

they loved. 

"Even though it has been eleven years, I still go to bed.each night with a pain in my heart 

and aw,1kc each morning with a sigh, like that of a baby who has cri~d all night. Thar is how I 

sleep, and that is how I awake. 

"You have no idea-you can't until it happens to you--of the total realization that once yo\1r 

child no longer exists how every pan ofyour being is connected to him. He was my hope for the 

future, and with that gone, the depth ofyour grief is bottomless. But that is only the beginning. 

"Nature is very kind to you when you suffer a loss like this. Your feelings come in stages. lf 

you felt them all at once, there is no way you could survive. First, there is the shock and the sep

arateness, knowing on some level that it is true, while holding to the belief that maybe you are in 

a dream. When the mtth does come to you, there is this total and utter feeling of hopelessness. 

You know that there is nothing that can ever, ever make it any better. 

"I was in my srudio working on a sculpture of Afexander when I got a phone call from one 
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of his girlfriends asking when he would be home and which flight he was on. When I told her he 

was on Flight I03, she screamed, "Haven't you heard? lt exploded over Scotland!" I yelled back, 

"No-no!" I remember grabbing myself.-my stomach, and in my mind seeing a fireball explode 

in the sl-y and knowing in the depths of my soul that I would never sec him again. Then, it was 

like the life was sucked out ofme. 

"When I called my husband Peter's office to tell him, he was out on an errand. It turned out 

he had heard about the explosion on the car radio. He came home and we were in each other's 

arms. Peter seemed to hold out hope. He was saying things like, 'Maybe he missed the tlight. 

Maybe he took another flight.' But I knew. I .1.-new in my heart our son was dead. 

"That moment, the instant in which you are told is one you never forget; the exact feeling, 

the posture of your body. It is what is depicted in "Dark Elegy." Being able to express my an

guish and that of the other women in this way is what has kept me sane. When you lose a child 

at any age, I am sure it must be somewhat the same, but when you lose an adult child, you have 

been through all their stages and you have this folly fonned person. You know them longer, so 

the loss seems greater. 

"They found Al.exander's body on a farm in Lockerbie. For days we wondered, was it intact? 

"What would rem;1in of O\lr beautiful son? Thankfully, and I know that is a stnu1gc word to use, 

but still, it meant something to us that he was found in one piece. I spent days wondering if 

':f~~?] or other wild animals would get to him before officials did. 

"Because ofwhere he was sitting, he was one of the first to faH from the sky. 'When we got 

his autopsy report, we had it analyzed. We needed to know if he had suffered. There was some 
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solace in knowing that he probably died instantly. But still, I wonder how long he was conscious . 

before he died. In my mind I have taken that fall many, many times and still do. 

"It was a while before his body was returned to us. The bodies were delivered en masse to 

an airport hangar at Kennedy airport marked Uvestock Quarantine. It was an unforgettable 

scene ofhard hats and hearses. I remember one woman was holding flowers in her hand and 

shaking and suddenly she started yelling, 'They're here! They're here!' A big truck pulled up, 

with graffiti scrawled on its side. Then one by one, forklifts removed the caskets. We stood there 

as coffin after coftln after coffin was unloaded. It was surreal. 

"'What is so strange, too, about the timing of Alexander's death was that two weeks prior to 

his coming home, I was absolutely overwhelmed by this urge, this necessity to fly to London to 

see him. At the time, it made no sense. He was coming home in two weeks-it was an expensive 

thing to do, but something inside me propelled me to go. And so I did and we spent a glorious 

ten days together. I even took him to Germany to meet my family. He had met my parents, but 

not his uncles or aunts or any of his cousins. Thank God I did that, even when all reason spoke 

against it. 

"Alexander's death was especially hard on his younger brother, Lucas, who also attended 

Syi:-acusc. He was there taking finals. We called him and when he came home, he walked 

through the door, burst into tears and screamed, 'It should have been me. It should have been 

me.' By all accounts, Alexander was what one would call 'a golden boy'-he had it all. Fo(!:u-:)( ~UCAS-3 life had always been much more of a sttugglc, and I thinlc he felt guilty, that perhaps our 

pain would have been less had it been him. Another thing that has kept me going is the chal-
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lenge of letting Lucus know how very much we love him; how important he has always been in 

our lives and not to be consumed by our grief for Alexander. Lu~ is now mani.ed and we have 

two grandchildren. They arc part of the legacy. I cannot have enough of them; I cannot love 

them enough. And that is what I would say to people: Never ever hold back your love, because 

you just never know." 
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