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POST SERIAL

Murder was an impulse decision
A Deadly Secret

On the day of her death, Carla and I had been
jogging in the Pearson-Arastradero Preserve, at
the western end of Palo Alto, up in the hills, not
far from our palatial home off of Page Mill.
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Killing her was just a spur of the moment
impulse on my part. I hadn’t planned it. At least,
I don’t think I had. I hope you understand that
because, fundamentally, I am not a bad person.
Carla was a rule-breaker, so as we jogged, we
had pulled ourselves up, using an overhanging
tree branch, and swung over a barbed wire fence
that marked the eastern edge of the Preserve.
A large sense of entitlement
There was a $250 fine if you were caught outside the barbed wire fence, but Carla was someone with a large sense of entitlement; who felt she
could talk her way — or bully her way — out of
anything. She didn’t care about no stinkin’ fine.
We’d had another argument that morning. Not
a terrible one. Not one of the really bad ones. But
one that annoyed me. It was one in which she
explained to me how she was the bread-winner in
our relationship, and I was the hanger-on.
I’d heard it all before. Hundreds of times. Carla
had a mean streak. I said to her, “Can’t you just
be kind to me?” Then as we walked out of the
house for our jog, on which she ordered me to accompany her, I thought, “What am I doing in this

“What am I doing in
this marriage, with this
angry woman, who is
always criticizing me,
and making my life
miserable?”
marriage, with this angry woman, who is always
criticizing me, and making my life miserable?”
And as we jogged along past the wooded gully,
I looked over the edge — a steep slide of about
a hundred feet onto the wooded gully — and I
thought, “If she fell, she would probably bang her
head on the way down, and kill herself.”
It was that simple. This is the moment, I
thought. To free yourself from the mess that this
marriage has turned into.

I picked up a rock, and hit Carla on the back
of her head. There was a grunt. Then I gave her a
push.

The creepy part was when she fell backwards,
looking at me, her arms wind-milling in reverse
against the empty air, trying to find something to
catch on to, as she careened down the steep slope.
A look of disbelief
She looked at me in disbelief. But also on her
face was a look of extreme rage. Like she knew in
her heart I was going to do this to her some day,
and she was angry that she had not made the first
move herself.
When I saw that rage on her face, which reminded me of so much of the unhappiness in our
relationship, I said to her silently, “You’ve taken
me for granted. You treated me as your slave. And
now the slave has turned. The rebellion is on.”
I watched Carla fall backwards down into the
wooded gully. When her head smacked a log at
the bottom, it sounded like the thump of a watermelon being tested for ripeness.
I was pretty sure she was dead.
Tomorrow, Episode 4. To read the previous
episodes, go to www.johnangellgrant.com
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