
A LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

o, I need to tell you a story about Anza-Borrego Desert State Park. It 
doesn’t end well. 

Picture this: me and the pup, side by side in the front seat of  my two-
wheel drive SUV, trembling as we cling to each other across the center 

console. You can hear my rear tires rotate as dust billows across the back 
window, even though the car isn’t moving.

We’re stuck on the Borrego Mountain Wash drop-off, a narrow set of  stairs 
considered a daredevil obstacle for 4x4 vehicles. I didn’t realize we’d careen right down the slope and into a ravine 
when I made a hard right turn at the top of  the mountain, following a sign that said “One Way” next to another 
of  a right arrow.

I untangle the dog’s claws from my shirt and open the door to survey the damage. Ankle-deep in sand, I 
begin to push it by the fistful beneath my back tires – I’m wearing pink jeans and a white blouse. I came here to 
scout locations for the fashion shoot featured in this issue; little did I know I’d walk away wearing a new kind of  
“urban grunge.”

It’s about 115 degrees and my skin is starting to get sticky, but I can see flat ground about 100 feet down the 
hill. I figure if  we gun it, we might just be OK. Back behind the wheel, I slam on the gas and we plunge into one 
ditch after another, the windows rattling as I press the dog’s face against my belly. Each time, I am sure the car is 
going to bottom out. If  you were wondering: This story ends in a $400 towing bill.

When we reach the ravine, the only road out is down another, smaller, set of  steps. They’re rocky this time 
and on the first one, the car does a nose dive that I know we won’t recover from. Both the dog and I have to 
climb out of  the passenger side door to see that my back right tire is almost 3 feet in the air. Two park rangers, 
one CHP officer and three hours at the ranger station later, I find myself  sitting in the front seat of  a four-
wheel drive Jeep with a tow truck driver who practically tip toes down the steps that we barely traversed in the 
first place.

All that to say, sometimes there will be signs that you misinterpret; you’re going to make mistakes that simply 
teach you not to make them again. Life can be a wreck and also just an accident. You can bet that when my crew 
arrived a week later, we stayed the hell away from that trail.
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