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PALO ALTO ODYSSEY

LONG before Christi had her 
catfi ght with Taylor on Univer-
sity Avenue, when Taylor had 

called her on her bulimia, Christi had 
begun to obsess about her weight. She 
tried Weight Watchers, but that wasn’t 
fast enough.

“I need to lose weight immediately,” 
Christi said, “Or JJ will leave me.”

“He will never leave you,” said Jere-
my. “He loves you too much.”

“He’ll fi nd some skinny beauty,” 
said Christi, “While he’s traveling 
around on business trips, and I will be 
history.”

“It won’t happen,” said Jeremy.

“It will,” said Christi. “You’ll see. I’ll 
bet you $500.”

“I don’t have $500,” said Jeremy. 
“I’m an artist.”

Christi knew about men and their 
roving eyes. Men, she could tell, were 
wired differently than women. Men 
wanted to pollinate as many fl owers 
as they could; while women seemed to 
want one provider to guard the cave 
and bring food while the female was 
incubating a child.

Or something like that. While that 
interpretation seemed to fi t the old an-
thropology, it didn’t always fi t Christi’s 
more contemporary views.

Christi was 5-foot-7 and weighed 
126 pounds. Thinking that was way too 
much, she dropped 20 pounds. JJ was 
worried about her. “I like you with a 
little more meat on you,” he joked.

That’s when Christi began the bu-
limia. After the cycle started, it wasn’t 
long before long Miranda stepped in.

“Sweetie,” Miranda said, “I was 
bulimic in college. It was a low point 
of  my life.”

Christi was stunned. “You?” she 
said. “My fabulous Aunt Miranda? 
You are the most normal person in the 
world.”

“If  only you knew,” said Miranda. 
“You have no idea how far I fell, and 
how far I have come back.“

“But you’re so orderly, Aunt Miran-
da,” said Christi. “When I go over to 
your house, your books are all orga-
nized in your bookcases by color. You 
have your red books on one shelf. You 
have your blue books on another shelf. 
And you have orange books on a third 
shelf.”

“That’s embarrassing,” said Miran-
da.

“No it isn’t,” said Christi. “It’s beau-
tiful. Your bookshelves are beautiful, 
and you are beautiful. You are one of  
the heroes of  my life. When I grow up, 
I want to be like you.”

“If  you only knew,” thought Miran-
da again. She refl ected on times as a 
teenager when she’d leave her summer 
job at the bank and go over to East 
Palo Alto with her paycheck to buy 
cocaine for all her friends.

Miranda didn’t think of  herself  as 
a dealer in those days; she was just the 
person with the car, a paycheck and the 
connection.

“I’m lucky to be alive,” Miranda 
thought.

More tomorrow.

This is part 67 of  a 72-part 
fi ctionalized serial appearing in 
the Daily Post, written by John 
Angell Grant.

Christi starts losing weight to keep JJ


