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dedication
We editors would like to dedicate this journal to those who believe we could do impossible things,
who love us for the crazy writers we are, who stand with us in every battle we fight, and who inspire
us to be whoever we want to be.

We also would like to dedicate this journal to the authors, poets, and artists without whom we wouldn’t have this journal to pour our hearts and souls into. This little legion of lowercase letters wouldn’t
have gotten so far without those who share the same kind of passion for writing and art as we do, so
we thank you.
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about
why borrowed solace?
From wanders of all different states, with different backgrounds, and our own stories; our passion led us to
a round table where we found comfort and refuge. While we were slowly forming our guild of writers and artists,
we toyed around with the idea of creating a blog, a collective book of stories, a website, a journal, or a magazine.
This was the beginning of our journey, as we carefully thought how and with what we wanted turn our guild into.
So the last semester, when most of us were graduating, we created a website. We created a blog and social media pages. Then we launched submissions and began, brick by brick, building the kingdom walls to cradle our
guild.
To name this new uncharted realm, we first took two words we liked and smashed them together. Creating
borrowed solace, but the meaning goes deeper than that. If you notice the initials are a part of a literary rambling
we wanted to gather and then release into the world one word at a time. To borrow the works of others for others’ solace. To comfort, to soothe, to put people in a better mood. We pledge to you this is a bunch of bs, but we
love borrowing the words of others to further build our city and bring solace to the people.

how is the journal published?
We publish the journal twice a year. Our fall edition is themed while the spring edition is not. We accept
submissions from April to July and October to December with the journals coming out in September and March.
Submissions come through our website at borrowedsolace.com. We collect four genres: fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and art. We pick selections based on the magic they create, the way they engage us as readers and as writers,
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continued
We publish two online versions of each journal. A teaser for free, and a small fee for all of the stories, plus
the bonus content of from the authors, poets, and artists. The journals are sold online at our website borrowedsolace.com.

who are we and what we are about?
We have come a long way as guild writers, poets, artists, magical wielders, adventurers, and newcomers.
We have lost a few comrades and gained a few new ones. But our passions and interests drive us to the same
conclusion, we love writing. We love reading. We love the power and magic of words. We are based in Colorado
Springs, Colorado because that is where we all met. One of us was born in California, one in Iowa, and two in
different parts of Colorado. But we all converged in one state, in one city, at one college, with one dream.
Our dream is to build up the world and other kingdoms with words others have said, written, forced out,
given to us, and lent us. So we can share them with the rest of the publishing world of oceans. Vast blue waters
filled with hundreds of stories and poems, with thousands of words, and millions of alphabet letters, and our
journal—a single ship among many. A mighty vessel to tread the waters, scooping the finer stories out from authors new and old. Foolish and wise creators and composers of the trade. We are the sailors, kingdom breathers,
the dreamers underneath the stars—and this journal is our borrowed solace.
We hope to share this kingdom with you and embrace you as you are.

9

letter from editor

This spring has been unkind, snowy, and frigid—mother nature is wielding a winter to break records, to delay
the budding of spring, to forge relentlessness; but it also highlights her true inner beauty of stubbornness of unyielding to the norm. And when this spring comes, will it be short, passed over without a glance, or will it be glorious and
full of life?
My spring is this journal. The pages are rough but filled fresh with dirt, the words are budding and blossoming
on the trees, and the gardeners each laced with rain and sunshine are the editors tending the stores, poems, and art.
So I tell you reader as I have done with every journal before, let the warmth of these forged by those who
share our spring cascade over you. When the letters turn dark and cold, know that another legion of letters are still
there to keep the fire burning as spring is slowly filling her cold dry bones back in with new life. No matter how stubborn the winter, spring can wield her power of life too, and this is the magic we wanted to in-capture in the pages to
come.

Your executive editor,
Nicole McConnell
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editors
executive & art editor
Nicole McConnell

nonfiction editor
Nicole Taylor

fiction editor
Amber Porter

poetry editor
Addey Vaters
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spring 2019
A wicked winter will not last
forever; no spring has skipped her

promise of a beautiful arrival.
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nonfiction

13

introduction
Sometimes the truth is difficult, but that doesn't make it any less profound. Dive into pieces that
explore loss, choice, hope, and love, each colored with an author's reality. Let them whisk you away
with the beauty of pristine, hand-picked words.

Your nonfiction editor,
Nicole Taylor
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clicking keyboards. Pleased at my students’ commitment
to success, I walk between and behind desks to confirm
their progress, to fix small errors, to praise.
Only when I approach him does he turn his head.
“Don’t come over here.”
“Okay.” Although it is not a surprise to catch my
students on sites about shoes or sports or singers, I
concede. I ask how he is.
“I said don’t come over here.”
“I’m not. I heard you. I asked how you are.”
“Oh.” Though he does not smile, it feels to me like
he does. “I’m fine.”
“Good.” I turn to check on someone else. For the
rest of class, the quiet continues—until I interrupt it a
few minutes before the bell rings. Again, I instruct everyone to save their work; again, I remind them of the
due date; again, I take a deep breath when someone
asks a question I have already answered.
To finish reading this story, purchase the full edition as borrowedsolace.com.

<< word (s) count >>
by Kerry Graham
On most assignments, he writes only his name.
He has not started his 900-word memoir, due in a
few days. For over a week, his class has been brainstorming and drafting and editing and drafting again and
revising and understanding how hard it can be to say
something just right. I have not seen him lately, so I
know he does not know that I expect this process of
him, too.
I tell my students they may type their memoirs
only after they have hand-written the entire draft. But
when he comes in and sits at a computer, I do not ask
him to move. I am too grateful he is here. I explain in a
single sentence, even though his peers have devoted
days to it: “Write a true story about a time you
changed.” He nods, and starts typing.
Class is almost over when he says that he is finished. I point to the number 169 on his screen. “Try to
get to 200.” Later, the bell rings, he leaves, and I am surprised to find the number 300 waiting for me.
I never know, and maybe he doesn’t either, the
next time I will see him. But today, he comes in again.
He sits at the same computer as yesterday, and I wonder—when did he know that, today, he would come to
class? He turns the screen away from me, I cannot see
what, but how, he types: with one finger on his left
hand, and one on his right, for over an hour.
For almost the entire class period, I hear only
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call “affect.” With respect to emotional impacts on
those doing their best to help others, the domain is as
deeply personal and disturbing as any experience can
get. I know something about the place because I’ve
been there. Absent universal guideposts, a few travel
notes just might make the journey more endurable for
others.

<< when here and now are gone and forgotten>>
by Robert D. Kirvel
Education doesn’t necessarily make a person
canny, and guidance doesn’t automatically deliver insight. A first-rate education can have the opposite result: reinforcing how much a person does not know
and likely cannot know. In dealing with degenerative
diseases such as dementia, family members otherwise
schooled and experienced in the ways of the world
may feel they don’t know a thing.
Nonprofessional caregivers confronted with the
gradual mental failure of a loved one are travelers marooned on a hostile planet without an emotional compass. They are observers dealing with erratic signals received as sights and sounds, behaviors and feelings
they cannot parse. Within the alien domain of dementia—where the most mundane experiences can go topsy-turvy without warning—folks come up against an
affliction potentially more emotionally destructive over
time to the observer than the afflicted. If that idea
sounds backwards, consider the hundreds of pamphlets and books written on the subject of coping. Despite well-meaning advice from experts, studious caregivers with earnest intentions—especially husbands
and wives, sons or daughters—often feel as if they are
smothering or drowning.
A key difficulty associated with responding to dementia has to do with feelings, or what psychologists

The 4 Percent
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In college, I read highly regarded literary works
and took numerous science classes. Chemistry and astronomy provided a peek at the cosmic origin of atomic
elements up to and including iron, which we now appreciate originated from star furnaces. I thought I knew
lots of things but confused big-picture summaries,
treated in relatively superficial ways, with deep
knowledge.
Several years into grad school, I found myself
hunched over a microscopic to peer at a mini-niche of
the known universe. My interest in neuropsychology
narrowed to tiny areas of the visual and emotional systems, such as the amygdala, and from that microperspective, I gained a sense of what advanced study is
and isn’t. Graduate work involves formulating a good
question about the unknown that can be answered
through research, but it’s not a matter of getting to
know a lot about a lot. Instead, the effect is to gain
some appreciation for the scope of information we humans lack within the narrowest field of vision, let alone
over the big picture. Whether a person is formally

taught or self-educated, any rigorous line of inquiry reveals the extent of our individual myopia and humanity’s collective ignorance about almost everything.
Humanity’s collective ignorance? If the suggestion smacks of exaggeration, consider what cosmologists tell us today. Roughly 70% of the universe, give or
take a few percent, consists of dark energy, and another 26% or thereabouts is dark matter. The murk is so
pervasive, yet elusive, that experts have no better language than to apply “dark” as its descriptor. What does
cosmology have to do with dementia? Everything we
know anything about in the first part of the twenty-first
century amounts to about 4% of the universe, and
that’s not counting the possibility of multiverses. If our
present knowledge in the physical sciences can be
characterized as relative naïvety, then the same descriptor likely applies to the biological sciences in general and to issues relevant to humans in particular. Human behavior is an especially tough nut to crack.
The way people respond is so intriguing that we
like to indulge ourselves in both fictional and nonfictional accounts of how individuals live, love, and frequently struggle with failure. Fiction can be challenging
because the subject matter requires a writer to imagine
situations not entirely real. Nonfiction poses even
greater problems by (1) promising truthfulness about
real events, as is inherent in the very word
“nonfiction,” (2) sometimes disclosing personal information or confidences about folks we claim to know
well, but probably don’t, (3) dealing with issues that
may be emotional, and (4) doing it all as if some moral

authority grants permission.
As a self-defensive insurance policy, nonfiction
writers may conceal identities, particularly real names
and locations. What follows is an account of three Middle Americans told with as much honesty as is decent.
Two identities are obfuscated, but because the third individual is my father, and he died a few years ago, a
cloaking device is pointless.
Dad

17

Did I ever really know the man at all, even when
he was healthy? I wonder.
My father was an emotionally inaccessible parent
who eventually succumbed to dementia. As a depression-era child of first-generation immigrants taking root
in a soot-belching, steel-belt city, he struggled. A scarcity of money during formative years left permanent
wounds, and like many others of his generation, he
counted pennies, until he lost the ability to count anything. He yearned to finish college but did not return to
the classroom after a first son was born, then a second.
Though encouraged by a publishing house in New York
City, his novel never saw print owing in part to the untimely death of his publisher-champion in a plane crash.
What I surmise about my father’s reality derives
mostly from behaviors I witnessed at firsthand. Perhaps
his greatest success in life centered on marrying a good
wife: the pair enjoyed a fine relationship for more than
six decades. For his part, I observed a soft-spoken and
humane individual, a classical-music lover and

avid reader who valued education above almost everything else. I believe his early years served as a lifelong
wellspring for suspicion and angst. Over time, he grew
more antisocial and distrustful of folks other than my
mother and me. What I did not appreciate until discovering some personal letters he wrote in his late twenties
were the heartfelt feelings he conveyed to Mom: his
soul not quite, but almost, laid bare.
The man I once thought I knew, and subsequently
didn’t know at all, died at the age of 92½ after a good
life for the better part of those years. And, yes, I did not
know my father at all after he succumbed to a condition
diagnosed as vascular dementia, one essentially indistinguishable in behavioral expression from Alzheimer’s disease. Tiny blood vessels rupture, and with each insult
another part of the brain goes dark, together with whatever behavior that part manages.
I am not inclined to clinical depression, but I came
to appreciate what that illness means after my father’s
condition passed the point of rational return. I know
things many others don’t know about dementia and parenting a parent—principally what my dad’s life was like
during those last few years before and after he had to
be relocated into residential care from my home, where
I served as sole caregiver. I also know what my life became during that time. For example, I know that it really
matters: what we say and do not say. It matters: what is
done and what is not done for an individual whose mind
is failing. Yet the amount I do not understand is breathtaking.
Most of us are adept at assumptions. We assume

a person is smart about one thing or dumb about another, kind or hateful. It’s common to believe that we can
grasp a situation and deal with a given problem, to rationalize and imagine things won’t be quite so bad after
all and that we can afford whatever cost or burden a
particular difficulty presents. What’s the worst that can
happen? We shrug and get on with it especially when
options are few. When a life-changing reality comes
home, however, especially the crushing reality of irreversible mental decline, a major challenge is to appreciate the moment when all bets are off, and any advantage associated with second-guessing is gone. When
is that point, exactly?
Are You Aware …?
Two physicians ask me the question in the ER
hallway after a brief examination. Are you aware your
father has dementia?
Am I aware? Well …duh. I think something along
those lines, but don’t say it aloud. Instead I describe
what I have been dealing with for years, invoking the
image of a man on a stepladder. I talk about a plateau in
my father’s mental functioning and then a step down,
another plateau in ability and a step down. Repeat and
keep repeating. I use hand gestures because I’m nervous in the ER.
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To finish reading this story, purchase the full edition as
borrowedsolace.com as well as the other stories not included in this sample.

shopping cart of our favorite cereal and milk at the grocery store in town.
I remember bags with seashells and jelly sandals
and beaded bracelets and snorkel gear. I pretended to
go to the bathroom to use the lobby phone to call you
upstairs. You never answered but I knew you were
there. I ran back to the pool where Mom wanted me to
swim and have fun. She wanted me to meet other kids
named Sharon and Beth, but I preferred to play alone. I
pretended the steps descending into water were a portal to another world. The bottom of the pool was heaven.
To finish reading this story, purchase the full edition as borrowedsolace.com

<< grand cayman >>
by Brittany Ackerman
The island smelled like caramel. I used to describe
it as spicy. I wore dresses to dinner with my hair in
bows. We fed the tarpon at the restaurant on the
wharf. You ordered shrimp with lemon. We fed fish to
other fish. You placed lemons on the side of your plate.
I liked those yellow slices.
You came downstairs in a sweatshirt. Sweatpants
too. You hadn’t come down for three days. It was our
vacation. Mom pretended she didn't know who you
were. Dad yelled. I went to Camp Scallywag. We made
necklaces out of packing peanuts. I watched them dissolve in the hot tub, bleeding blue, green, yellow.
Love was seeing the blowholes on the end of the
island. We drove to a place called Hell and I saw black
limestone formations. They sold postcards in the gift
shop. Satan signed autographs in a bathing suit. You
threw a pebble into the ironshore to see if you could
hear it echo all the way down.
I remember eating samples of Tortuga Rum Cake.
It made me a different kind of tired. Mom and I shopped
for jewelry and perfume in town when you and Dad
went scuba diving. I once got to ride in a submarine. My
skin turned blue, my face like a Dory fish.
Love: driving to the only Wendy’s on the island
and ordering chicken nuggets, watching the piano player at the restaurant with Clam’s Casino, Dad letting me
have half his appetizer, a full moon, a full belly, a full
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fiction

20

introduction
It was only after finishing the selection for this issue of borrowed solace that I realized the majority of the pieces leaned into darker territory. As fair warning, the following stories contain loss, fear,
and no small amount of insanity—and a little bit of dog shit thrown into the mix for good measure.
I do hope you enjoy these dark slices.

Your fiction editor,

Amber Porter
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agnosed with trigeminal neuralgia two years ago; a facial
condition that causes arguably the worst physical pain a
human being can experience.” He looked at me. “There’s
no shame in feeling alone.”
I didn’t answer.
“That’s fine. Just know the sooner you talk, the
more progress you’ll make, and the more progress you
make, the sooner you leave.”
The girl started rubbing her chin, like something had
just occurred to her.

<< alone >>
by James Hartman
“And her, well, everyone just calls her whore.” My
roommate Joe, a kid half my age, told me this. I wanted to
ask him why he was here but I wasn’t sure yet of the etiquette. From her room’s doorway she wiggled her fingers
at me. “Dude,” Joe said, “she came at her mom with a
steak knife. Wanted to scoop her eyes out and play marbles. Food’s not bad here. Seriously. Regular hospital patients have it worse. Trust me, I know.”
In our room, Joe sat up straight on his bed.
“Seriously, stay away from whore. She’s the craziest.”
I got into the bed in my clothes. I didn’t change into
the gown.
Joe stared at me. “Why are you here?”
I rolled over the other way. I didn’t answer.
“That’s okay,” Joe said. “I know a suicide when I see
one.”
She was in my group therapy session the next morning. She interrupted others by crisscrossing her arms into
the air until the social worker finally nodded at her and
she suddenly folded her hands primly on her lap as she explained why her mother had needed her eyes scooped
out. “I was out of marbles,” she said. “To be exact, I was
two short. Now, are eyeballs in the shape or are they not
in the shape of marbles? What was I supposed to do?
Scoop out my own eyeballs? I’m not crazy.”
The social worker nodded at me. When I didn’t
speak, he said, “Do you still want to kill yourself?” When I
still didn’t speak, he glanced at his legal pad. “You were di-
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I was walking to my room after receiving my medication at the nurse’s station when I saw her in the doorway. She swayed like she was being tickled by a breeze. I
stopped.
“Am I in your way?” she smiled.
I shrugged. “Looks it.”
“I’ll move if you tell me.”
“Tell you what?”
“Don’t play,” she said, and rolled her neck lackadaisically around. “I want to know what your face feels like.”
“Like you’re being constantly electrocuted.”
She stopped swaying. “Where? Your eyes?”
“Sometimes.”
“How often?”
“Every minute.”
She carefully touched her fingers to her bottom lip.
“Do you,” she whispered, “wish you didn’t feel it anymore?”
I backed away. Her grin was contorting. She
gnashed her teeth together. Then she began howling. She
howled all down the hallway as three male nurses carried
her thrashing into her room.

That night the psychiatrist called me into his office.
“You haven’t been speaking in Group.”
“I’m uncomfortable,” I said.
“Why?”
“I think a girl wants to harm me.”
The psychiatrist leaned forward. For the first time
he emitted genuine interest. “Which girl?”
“The one everyone calls, you know.”
He wagged a finger. “Jasmine, yes. If we switch her
to Group B, will you be more open to speaking?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Very well.”
Joe whispered my name until I rolled over and faced
him. “Seriously,” he said, “she only has two moods. She
wants to fuck you or she wants to harm you. Last week
she gashed Marky’s wrist after fucking him in the TV room
behind the puzzle table. She went from fuck to harm in
three seconds. You’re best not to show her any interest at
all. Everyone else doesn’t.”
“Why are you here?” I asked.
He rolled over on his other side. “Goodnight, Suicide.”
She was still in my group. The social worker asked
me to speak first. I told him to go to hell and he wrote
something on his legal pad.
After receiving my medication at the nurse’s station,
I saw her in my room’s doorway. She stopped swaying.
Her hands dropped to her hips. “Where does it hurt?
Show me.”
Ignoring her might have enraged her even further. But I didn’t know what to say. Then I asked, “What’s
your favorite color?” Not knowing why. Maybe I felt bad
that no one showed her any interest besides calling her

whore.
She bared very gritted teeth. “Show me now.”
I pointed to my upper right cheekbone, to the bridge
of my nose, to my upper left cheekbone, to both eyebrows, to both eyelids, to the skin between my two eyes,
and to my forehead.
“Thank you,” she said, and slowly padded down the
hall, her hands clasped primly on her lower back.
I did not attend Group the next morning. As he was
leaving, Joe told me to be careful. Coming back from the
nurse’s station, I saw her waiting for me in the doorway. She stopped swaying and grinned. One hand
dropped to her hip. The other remained behind her back. I
turned to run just as someone squeezed my shoulders and
heaved me into the room, pinning me against the wall. Only then I recognized Joe’s face. He didn’t look at me. I
screamed and he clapped my mouth shut.
Clutched in the fingers of her other hand was a glistening chunk of glass, the same color glass as the bathroom mirror.
To finish reading this story, purchase the full edition as borrowedsolace.com.
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laughing with the table pushed into the corner, and the
dishes still dirty, and my sound as loud as possible.
Barefoot, they’d spend the night playing each record
they owned until they grew drunk, tired, and tangled into one another. The candles would burn before she’d finally allow the last song on the record to lull them to
sleep. In the morning, the groggy woman would pull her
black hair back, stretch her delicate arms, and beg my
sound box awake while she made coffee. The other
woke up slower and so I knew to keep the volume low
and the sound even. During the day they read novels or
played cards games, but never wanting silence I sang to
them as they smiled at one another from opposite ends
of the cabin, taking turns looking up from their books to
admire each other. When the food ran out, they asked
less of me and the one with delicate arms woke up later.
Eventually they stopped dancing, because dancing followed dinner, and the outside snow covered the ground
and then one day the woman with the black hair and
dark skin did not leave the bed, so I played La mer once
more and slept as well.

<< winter pockets >>
by Margo Strifert

Love
I gave birth to their intimacy. They spent more
time underneath my moonlight than they did in the sun,
and I was a constant theme in their conversations. The
first time we met, I leaked luminosity through the trees
as they ran, hands together, fear encompassing only surpassed by freedom and excitement. One giggled as she
cried, the other’s strength and persistence leading them
miles to their home. Once they established a home inside, if they were feeling feverish, they sit on the roof of
their small cabin, enclosed by miles of forest and lay
their heads together, admiring me and the stars. I am a
mother these evenings, swaddling them in my glow. I
guided them and watched over them, protected their
covenant by creating shapes in the windows and reminding them of the emptiness outside the door. It took
two cycles, two of each phase I ensured their last night
would be lit by my most glorious full moon until they fell
asleep. They bathed in a fitting send off as I kissed them
goodnight, pouring light of pride over their tangled delicacy. I loved them as my own, children of the wild night.

Frost

I slid between the crack where the floor and the
door meet, guided by the wind’s whispered encouragements. I stuck my long fingernails underneath and
pulled the rest through. I heard echoes of screams and
crashes.

Life

For weeks I sang daily. I filled the cabin with Edith
Piaf and Charles Trenet. Non, Je ne regrette rien repeated, and sometimes after dinner they danced together,
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To finish reading this story, purchase the full edition as
borrowedsolace.com as well as read the others not included in this sample.

poetry
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introduction
Jean Cocteau said that a poet is a liar who always speaks the truth. The group of poems within
the pages of borrowed solace 2.1 embody this idea exactly.
The poems that follow tell the truth. They brazenly, garishly, and unrelentingly rely on the truth
of the subject at hand. Sometimes the truth is lovely. More often than not it is a hard truth hitting the
reader at a hundred miles per hour. These hard truths—the ones that knock the air out of your lungs as
you read each syllable—are the ones that are told in the most sublime way.
Because of this, in a sense the poet is lying to the reader. Wrenching our very being into awe at
the splendor they have created with mere words, while also relaying a catastrophic truth.
I hope you enjoy the beautifully dismal poetry within the next section and come to admire the
truth, and lies, that come across on each page.

Your poetry editor,
Addey Vaters
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<< No tempest >>
Nora Pace
I am not a loud thing;
I am not a bomb.
I am the pollen that brushes your nose
when you bend to sniff a crocus
or:
my hands are the wings of turtledoves
or:
my voice is a trickled stream in the Alps
and my feet as light as snow
— however you want to speak me.
I am gentle and I do not shout,
but I am pure rain,
and I am not a weak thing;
I am not a cloud.
So when you rise,
be cream in swirled coffee
be a quiet and watery morning
and be sprouts in groundswell
be not impatient, be not unkind
and know that I can crush no roses under my heels
and you are no tempest, either
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<< green >>
Stacy Julin
Blades of grass run
around me,
flickering light and dark green
as they turn.
A game of tag with the wind.

I close my eyes
And lean into the breeze.

Sign language of those re-grown
in another incarnation.
Does each blade remember
two legs
which could leave the soil-dance around?
The leaning tree,
the will to feel
the curve
of a body against
him?
The wind blows
against my ear,
with a voice
he thought forgotten.
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<< sunrise I >>
Mara Borer
the clouds cup yellow and white
light
keeping it contained
in a bowl of careful fingers
gray with wisdom
(each
cell
of
their
skin
Cried over catastrophes
A century ago and yesterday.)
Keeping the light close
for hearts cradled by melancholy
and curtained by the mundane
cannot clutch the warmth
once the sun has diffused into day.
they cup it in gray
so the weary can look up and see
how the shadows let the light leak
more lovely
and fire burns more brightly
in the Dark.
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<< desert snow>>
Elizabeth Spencer Spragins
drums sing at twilight
when wind stirs the cottonwoods*—
a soft breath of snow
drifts on tides of faded notes
that sail into the silence
~Santa Fe, New Mexico
*In spring, the seeds of Rio Grande cottonwood
trees “parachute” to earth on downy white tufts
that can blanket large areas.
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<< natures dislodging >>
Juan Arabia
Let’s go down together to feel the dislodging.
Listen to the wind as it swells
above the wheat:
sharp, metal war.
A silver racket
rusts the living—
splits up each and every thing
that exists in the world.

The first drops begin to fall.
The fierce confederated storm
takes root for always
within the city walls.
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<< student accommodations, London 2016>>
Heather Whited
I think
that if I tried,
if I stretched my
leg from
where I lie
on my side
taking up
a small
space
in this bed
that I could
reach your desk,
put my toe
just there
against the wood
or on the
handle
of a drawer.
But I do
not try;
I pull up
my knees
like I
always do,

like I always
make myself
smaller
begin
to fall
asleep
as you
pull your own
blanket
to the floor
with
an accidental
touch
to the
bottom of
my foot.

To see more poetry, purchase the
journal at borrowedsolace.com
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art
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art intro
Spring is all about nature. Being able to run outside with the wind, to smell the dirt churning free
from the frost, and the bleak décor of the countryside being transformed back into painted landscapes
of colors awoken from their slumber.
Some of these artists captured these colors and some captured the landscapes.
But nonetheless, these pieces of art show what beauty is around you, even in the most ordinary
of places.

Your art editor,
Nicole McConnell
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editor bios
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afterword
This spring has been eventful to say the least; from personal triumphs and crises, to changes that
required us to switch our perspectives. One thing we know will never change will be our dedication to
our readers and authors who have walked with us along this path.

So...thank you. Thank you for your support. Thank you for your time. Thank you for standing by us
as we continue to grow.
We hope you’ll join us this fall for our next issue!
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As arrival has come, one must
wait for it to end and begin
again.
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