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Private practice in Palo Alto since l986

Free Consultation - Call (650) 327-4464

The laser alternative to 
traditional gum surgery

LANAP® Laser

Less Pain
Less Discomfort.

Are your gums 
bleeding, red, 

swollen or sore?

Faster Healing Time

777 Welch Road, Suite K, Palo Alto, CA  94304
www.paloaltoperiodontist.com
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Fall starts on 
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decorate

All colors, shapes and 
sizes. Best selection 

in town
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Farm Fresh and  
Always the Best!

Open Daily 
8am-7pm

Prices Effective 
9/21  -  9/27

Your Everyday 
Farmer'sMarket

Online at www.Demartin iOrchard.com

“Kozy Brothers” De Martini Orchard
66 N. San Antonio Rd., Los Altos (650) 948-0881
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For first time 
clients or 
new pets

FREE EXAM
Must present ad. 
Expires 9/30/16

$55 VALUE

Animal Hospital
OF PALO ALTO

4111 El Camino Real, Palo Alto
(650) 493-2738  AHOPAVET.COM

• New Facilities
• Outdoor Kennels
• Ultrasound
• Dental Care
• Medicine Surgery 
  & Ultrasound

A Deadly SecretA Deadly Secret
Homicide in Palo AltoHomicide in Palo Alto
A fi ctional serial by John Angell Grant

“So how are you doing?” the shrink said to me. It 
was my weekly appointment. I thought it would look 
bad if I skipped it.

“I’m in shock,” I said. “I feel numb.” (I’d read up 
on shock; it said you feel numb.)

“And how do you feel about your wife dying?” my 
therapist said. This woman was blunt.

“Devastated,” I said.
“Tell me more,” she said. Maybe she wanted to 

help me grieve.
“Everything is grey,” I said.
We sat in silence for a while. I’d had arguments 

with her in the past about the long minutes we 
looked at each other and said nothing. “Am I paying 
you $250 an hour to sit there like a bump on a log?” 
I once said.

She fi nally broke the silence. “Have you been 
able to cry?” she asked.

“A little bit,” I said. “I think I’m having a delayed 
reaction.”

“I’m worried about you,” she said. “Do you want 
to increase the number of sessions we meet? Maybe 
four a week?”

“No,” I said. “Once a week is enough.”
“How do you want me to help you?” she asked.
“This pain,” I said.
“Tell me about it,” she said.
“I never do anything right,” I said. “I’ve messed 

up my career; I’ve lost jobs; Carla used to tell me 
that I’m not a good businessman. That I’m not a can-
do guy, here in Silicon Valley where you need to be 
a can-do guy in order to survive. I’ve damaged my 
relationships with former co-workers; I’ve made my 
children miserable. And now my wife is dead.”

“Don’t give me a list of facts,” she said. “Tell me 
how you feel.”

“I can’t talk about it now,” I said. “Is there a pill I 
can take for all this unhappiness?”

“Well,” she said, “Perhaps. We are in the post-
Prozac era.”

“What’s that mean?” I asked.
“In the post-Prozac era, we have pharmaceutical 

options,” she said.
“Well doesn’t that make sense for me?” I asked.
“It depends on what you want,” she said. “The 

meds will get rid of your symptoms. But the talk 
therapy will help you recover at a deeper core level. 
And that recovery will be more authentic.”

“I’ll take the pill route,” I said, “And go for just 
getting rid of the symptoms.”

“Your choice,” she said. She seemed disappointed.
“You didn’t like your wife very much,” she contin-

ued after a pause.

“Now you’re making me feel guilty,” I said.
“How so?” said the therapist.
“That in some way, by not loving Carla fully, I 

caused her death,” I said.
“How would that happen?” the therapist asked.
“If I’d loved her more,” I said, “Maybe we would 

have gone running together that morning; and if so, 
maybe she would still be alive.”

“Did you push her down the hill?” my therapist 
asked.

What!  I couldn’t believe she’d asked me that 
question. “What do you mean?” I stammered.

“Did you push her down the hill?” my therapist 
repeated.

“No!” I exclaimed. “Of course not. What a terrible 
thing to say.”

“You didn’t like her very much,” the therapist said.
“Yes, I know,” I said. “And I feel terrible about 

that.”
I left the appointment feeling unsettled. What kind 

of shrink would ask you if you killed your wife? 
That was outrageous. I thought about reporting her 
to the licensing bureau, or whoever it is that gives 
shrinks their offi cial papers. The next time I see her, I 
thought, I’m going to tell her that. Or maybe it would 
be better to keep a low profi le. I’ll cancel my next 
appointment, I thought. Tell her I’m sick. I’ll stay 
away from the shrink until things calm down.

Monday, Episode 7. To catch up on previous 
episodes, go to http://www.johnangellgrant.com
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