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Call David Zimbalist

Violin4Kids.com
(347) 495-6342

 All Ages
 Experienced Teacher, Musician & Arranger
 Lessons taught in your own home

Affordable & Fun

VIOLIN LESSONS
~ Menlo Park, Palo Alto, Redwood City ~

PALO ALTO & MENLO PARK
Private Piano Lessons
ALL LEVELS - ALL AGES

Experienced teacher
Reasonable rates

(650) 838-9772
Call Alita Lake at:

Call to schedule
FREE 

Introductory 
Session

www.youtube.com/user/PianoStudio94301

Thursday, September 17th, 5:00–7:00 pm
640 Oak Grove Avenue, Menlo Park, CA 94025
Please RSVP to roxanne.sanchez@dreyfussir.com

For more details on the project, visit antaraseniorliving.com

INVESTMENT OPPORTUNITY IN INDIA
FOR INDIANS LIVING ABROAD

Dreyfus Sotheby’s International Realty, together with North India 
Sotheby’s International Realty, is hosting a presentation by the MAX 

group: Mr. Sanjay Bhatia and Mr. Madhusudan Malhotra to highlight 
an investment opportunity in India for Indians living abroad.

Please join us for this event September 17th. 
Food and light refreshments will be served.

PALO ALTO HIGH SCHOOL 
FLEA MARKET

50 Embarcadero Road, Palo Alto 
(corner of El Camino and Embarcadero) 
(650) 324-FLEA(3532)    palyflea@gmail.com

MOVED TO SAT., SEPTEMBER 19

PALO ALTO ODYSSEY

MIRANDA sat on her Uni-
versity Avenue bench and 
looked at the disheveled 

street person in front of  her.

It was her brother’s old friend 
Eddie, who had once been a vibrant 
Stanford student, a lively storyteller, 
an accomplished blue grass musician; 
and one of  her brother’s best friends 
since they met in second grade at 
Addison School.

Drugs and alcohol had brought 
him down.

Miranda remembered the wild days 
of  her teen years; and how she had 
looked up to Eddie as a friend of  her 
older brother; one of  the fi erce boys 
that she revered. She thought of  her 
own days fl ying close to the fl ame.

“What have you been up to?” Mi-
randa asked.

“Not much,” said Eddie. “The usu-

al.” He massaged his long red beard 
with both hands.

“How’s your mom,” asked Miranda. 
“Is she still with us?”

Eddie’s mother had been a CPA. 
His dad was a barber on University 
Avenue, in the barbershop under the 
President Hotel.

“Yup,” said Eddie. “Mom is still 
with us. I stay with her sometimes, 
when I’m not living down by the 
creek. She’s going strong. She will 
probably outlive me. Come over and 
visit us. She would be glad to see you.”

“I’d like to do that,” said Miranda.

“I heard your mom passed,” Eddie 
continued.

 “Yes,” Miranda said. “That’s partly 
why I’m back in town. I’m going to 
sell the old house.”

“Is that where you’re staying?” 
asked Eddie.

“It is,” said Miranda.

 “I spent a lot of  time in that place 
with Tom,” said Eddie. “We began 
a lot of  our escapades in that house. 
Buying 40s and then going on to the 
campus to hang out.”

“I remember,” said Miranda. The 
pain of  her brother’s alcoholic death 
two decades earlier hit her anew.

“Coming back to Palo Alto, I feel 
like I’ve fallen in a time warp,” she 
continued.

“Everything has changed.”

“Yes, “said Eddie. “But also noth-
ing has changed.”

“You’re still a philosopher, Eddie,” 
she said.

He smiled.  His cell phone rang. 
“Got to go, Miranda,” said Eddie. 
“Business calls. See you round.”

“It’s great to see you, Eddie,” she 
replied. Miranda suddenly felt sad.

“You, too, Miranda,” said Eddie. “I 
was just thinking about you this morn-
ing. And here you materialize on the 
street. Funny how that works. Know 
what I mean?”

“Sure,” said Miranda.

“I carry you in my heart, Miranda,” 
said Eddie. “If  there’s anything I can 
do for you, please let me know.”

“I will,” said Miranda.

Eddie ambled down the street. Mi-
randa watched him go. She felt lucky 
to be alive. But she also felt like crying.

This is part 3 of  a 24-part 
fi ctionalized serial appearing in 
the Daily Post, written by John 
Angell Grant. 

A chance meeting has sad ending


