
A LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

raby Trail starts to curve upward when our pace begins 
to slow. She leads and I follow – one step for every two 
of  hers – our direction continuing in unison though 
our panting falls out of  sync. Hers, fast and short; 
mine, hard and labored, this dirt path snaking through 
San Jacinto a reminder that we’re just as similar as we 
are so distinctly different.

We make it to the peak and she doesn’t rest to take in the view, charging down the hill like a bullet shot from a 
pistol. When we reach the bottom, she promptly sits in the dust – and I don’t feel a need to talk her out of  it. 

I’ve seen the way her ribs ebb beneath her skin as she staggers up the stairs to our apartment, watched her 
cower when a man innocently raises his hand to put his arm around her. In those first few weeks after the 
adoption, she wouldn’t eat any food except kibble covered in peanut butter and shredded chicken – it was the first 
time I cooked in Palm Springs.

The hikes, the walks, the tennis ball thrown late night at DeMuth Park – they tire us both out. I haven’t 
exercised this hard – OK, at all – in a year. The second time we hike this trail, we both stop to watch the sun rise 
over the eastern mountains. By the time we reach Highway 111, our pace settles back into sync. The road that 
runs straight through the desert is where they found her running into oncoming traffic. It’s the place where I 
decided I was still in the driver’s seat of  my own life.

At night, we lay side by side in a bed that I didn’t always sleep in alone, and I feel her small paw rest on my 
arm in the dark. 

It’s not always about offering second chances. Sometimes, it’s about making them for yourself.
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