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about  page  

 

why borrowed solace? 

 As a group of college friends sitting around a round table every Friday for two years, we toyed around 

with the idea of creating a blog, a collective book of stories, a website, a journal or a magazine, and so many 

more things. The last semester, when most of us were graduating, our dreams finally became a reality. We    

created a website. We created a blog and social media pages. We launched the submissions and began our 

journey.  

 But before all of that happened, we first took two words we liked and smashed them together to create 

borrowed solace, but the meaning goes even 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 oth-

ers 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 our name and who we are because of the words we choose to live by and these are two of them.  

how is the journal published? 

 We intend to publish two online versions a year. Our Spring edition will be our un-themed journal. Our 

Fall edition will be our themed journal. We will accept submissions from April to July and October to                

December with our 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, making us crave more, and that allows 

us to walk alongside the authors while reading.  
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continued 

 

  

 Our dream goal is to publish two online journals a year, and a printed version of the best stories from that 

year. Right now, 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 interviews from the authors, poets, and artists, and craft essays. The journals are 

sold online at our website borrowedsolace.com.   

who are we and what we are about? 

 We come from all different backgrounds and we each have our own stories, 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 Io-

wa, 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 with words others said, written, forced out, given to us, lent us. So we can 

share them with the rest of the publishing world of oceans. The vast blue waters filled with hundreds of stories and 

poems, with thousands of words, and millions of alphabet letters, and our journal is one ship among the many. A 

ship to tread the waters, scooping the finer stories out from the new and old authors. Foolish and wise creators 

and composers of the trade. We are the sailors, the dreamers underneath the stars, and this journal is our bor-

rowed solace. This is what we are about.   
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Letter from the editor 
 This year has been interesting with sprinkled mysticism 

in every bend, curve and corner to show the normalcy of eve-

ry day life can be turned upside with the slightest of change. 

That words from the media can cause intense and national 

panic, that words cut out and pasted on cardboard signs can 

help speak for a movement, that we can judge a leader by the 

words said or tweeted. 26 letters have an impact by the 

wielder. Some of those words, we the editors have wrangled 

here, fished them out of the sea. We cast them aboard and let 

them tell us their journey. From owls, to ghosts, to golden 

lights, take some time to dive into wonderland.  

 Because we are always trying to do something new, en-

joy new elements like playing with art and playing on words. 

We also have an editor’s pick in this journal to highlight some 

of the best of those wrangled words and an interview from 

that author or poet. 

 Enjoy taking this journey as much as we, your editors, 

enjoy helping create it! 

 

Cheers, 

Nicole McConnell 
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untitled I and II 
by 

shannon mcnicholas 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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the big crunch 
by 

mary elizabeth alexander 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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a pinch closer to heaven 
by 

sophia mcgovern 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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poetry 
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 One of the things I love the most about poetry is that it is in and of 
itself a mystical form of writing.  Poetry leaves so much room for the 
fantastical--both in poetry as a form and in the mundaneness of life that 
can be made into something other-worldly in a poem.  That is what most 
of the poems in this edition are about.  They aren't always focused on 
the crazy, the spectacular, the spooky, the imaginary, but instead de-
scribe a scene from quarantine or a relationship with  
language that makes the heart stop for a moment. 

 These poems are mystical in their own way, and I can't wait for you 
to read them. 

 

 

Addey 

poetry editor 
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day two of the lockdown 
by 

ace boggess 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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golden 
by 

adele gardner 
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Golden is the world when this summer is upon it, 

When this summer-old sun is upon the third day of spring 

And in the gold-lit pines and patches of shade 

And in the lounging breeze that floats my hair 

--Merrily hovering upon my senses-- 

Hovering, floating, this feeling of the lake, 

Of the lake in the afternoon sun making everything else seem unreal, 

Depthless and white-breezing 

Like blue-tinted silver and deeper blue in the shadows 

And as I pass through the day-warm light and shadows 

And as I walk over twice-traveled first-seen road 

--Marveling at the sun and the trees and the doublefold images-- 

Here is that summer which returns with sun, 

Which returns with every summer-old sun... 

 

To finish this poem, purchase the full edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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he’s become a desert wind 
by 

dora rollins 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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the moment after 
by 

trina gayon 
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Dark came down upon me, 

drew heavy drapes across 

the full moon’s face, blew out 

stars, extinguished the sun. 

All that was forbidden 

moves freely through the air, 

as if the silver box– 

open on my lap– casts 

a deep spell on the land. 

 

My sun-warmed world with its 

sheltering caverns and 

rock throne gone, the fading 

warmth of my flesh taunts me, 

for I was born of fire... 

To finish this poem, purchase the full edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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in the garden at midnight 
by 

thomas r. bacon 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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angel’s golden light 
by 

audrey williams 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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secrets  
by 

kim malinowski NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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blue eye sky 
by 

mark hammerschick 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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insane flirtation 
by 

alan cohen 
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With the snow blazing round about 

And the bone cold toes 

Stock still 

Realm deep 

Standing 

(The magnificence 

Delicacy 

Swirling like throatless thunder 

Perilous 

Dark 

On the formless air 

The heartless 

Throbbing 

Blind 

Unfeeling... 

To finish this poem, purchase the full edition at borrowedsolace.com 



29 

 

winter street bridge 
by 

marc janssen 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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 Mysticism is something that can envelope us in strange ways 
throughout our lives; from the simple moments we can cherish, to the 
harrowing hardships we may be forced to endure… and when you add 
fictional realities to the mix, the mystical is bound to happen at some 
point. The following tales contain miracles, mysteries, mayhem, and 
myths abound. 

 I do hope you enjoy these stories! 

 

 

 

Amber 

fiction editor 
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a fair amount of ghosts 
by 

zach murphy 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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there was a knocking at 
the door 

by 
ann montague 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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The goat on the roof 
by 

m. c. aster 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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the last breath of the day 
by 

elizabeth spencer spragins 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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the djinn in the picture 
by 

m. c. aster 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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blessed by the blitz 
by 

judy nickles 
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Father Christopher 

 Kneeling at the altar of the church where I’d said 
Mass only the day before, I felt as if my own body had 
taken a hit from last night’s bombing. My eyes drifted 
unwillingly to the crucifix hanging at a forty-five degree 
angle between two shattered stained glass windows. 
“God,” I whispered. “God, where are You?” 

 Behind me, Benjie Palmer stirred restlessly. 
“Father, can I go now?” he asked. 

 “Of course, Benjie,” I said, turning to face him. 
“But be careful going home.” 

 “Yes, Father.” 

 “Thank you for coming to tell me about Father 
Edwin. I’m sure it wasn’t easy to get through the 
streets.” 

 “Everything’s real torn up, Father. Our house 
doesn’t have any windows, but it’s still there. Mum says 
it’s a miracle.” 

 “That’s what it is. Run along now, and take care.” 

 “What about Mass tomorrow morning?” 

 “I...I’m not sure. Probably not. Tell your mother I’ll 
get in touch with her if I need you.” He stumbled as he 
rose from the kneeler still attached to the only undam-
aged pew. 

 “Goodnight, Father.” 

 “Goodnight, Benjie.” My hand rose automatically 

to bless him as his ten-year-old feet scuffed through 
the rubble of what had once been the main aisle of St. 
Boniface’s Church. God willing, those faithful feet 
would serve at the altar when they were eleven. 

 I fell to my knees again and dropped my face into 
hands thick with dust. “Dear Lord, why him? Why Fa-
ther Edwin? He was so young, so full of promise! You 
know how hard he worked in seminary. He struggled so 
hard to get through without a solid primary education 
behind him. But he had such a heart...such a joyful, lov-
ing heart...and he wanted to serve You. Why? Why did 
You let him die in this awful war?” 

 I sought the skewed crucifix again through eyes 
blurred with tears. “Why not me, God? I’m old and all 
but useless. There’s not much time left for me. But Ed-
win...” My associate’s face rose in front of my eyes, the 
way it had looked the day he’d confided to me how his 
classmates in the country school had taunted him be-
cause of his facial defects—the deep-set eyes with 
brows forming a straight line across the bridge of a 
crooked nose; ears the other children dubbed elephant 
ears; the white scar flattening his upper lip—a cleft re-
pair done awkwardly by a doctor untrained in surgery—
and the shock of wiry red hair the color of an autumn 
sunset… 

 “I was a mess, Father,” he’d said with the gentle 
smile which lit up his face with a strange beauty in spite 
of its ugliness. “I guess I still am.” 

 Unlike his schoolmates, no one at St. Boniface 
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seemed to notice, much less be put off by, his appear-
ance. Everyone loved him, especially the very young 
and the very old. And I loved him. I felt blessed to men-
tor him both in the seminary and as a young parish 
priest. His unwavering faith that we’d survive the war 
despite anything the Nazis threw at us had buoyed me 
up in the most difficult days. 

 “The Germans are God’s children, too,” he said 
more than once. “Misguided but still made in the image 
of God. I’d like to have the opportunity to go over there 
when peace comes again.” 

 Now he’d never go anywhere. 

 My knees popped as I rose, almost forgetting to 
make the sign of the cross before I took a torch from 
the pocket of my cassock and picked my way through 
the rubble toward what had once been the door. 

***** 

Harold Palmer 

 When I pulled back the blanket from the body on 
the stretcher in the ambulance, the past hit me square 
in the face. Edwin Roth, now Father Edwin from the 
looks of the dirty white collar hanging from the neck of 
his torn black shirt. Edwin the Elephant, we’d taunted 
him, and he’d never fought back, even when we’d 
pinged small pebbles at him on the way home from 
school. The ugliest kid in school. “You should go live in a 
cave where nobody has to look at you.” The schoolmas-
ter hadn’t put a stop to our cruelty but rather turned it 

back on Edwin as if his appearance was his fault. 

 Now, gazing at that bloodied face, shame crept 
into my bones which a few minutes earlier had been too 
numb to feel anything. I’d been on duty since...since 
when? I couldn’t even remember when I’d been home 
for a wash and a bite to eat. 

 “How did he buy it?” I asked the guy waiting to 
close the ambulance doors behind the last stretcher. 

 “Trying to pull somebody out of that mess at 
Number Nine, I guess,” he said. The door slammed, 
shaking the vehicle and throwing me against the side. 
The driver shifted gears and eased forward. The dead 
are in no hurry. 

 

To finish this story, purchase the full edition at 
borrowedsolace.com 
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starved for attention 
by 

yong takahashi 
NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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“The Women I Knew” 
by 

Lisa Lo Paro 
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 On the first day I found I’d woken up as Aubrey. 
She’s much slenderer than I am and always was, her 
arms like swan’s necks, her legs as shapely as a deer’s. I 
slid out of my bed on these new, stronger legs that 
were half the width of my own, and looked at them. 
They were browner than mine as well, a soft sun-kissed 
tan accentuating its muscles and the fine blonde down 
on the thighs. I felt like the dancer she was. 

 In my mirror, her face—the one I used to admire 
for its sharp angles, its clear skin—lit up with her smile. 
There were differences, I admit: my own lopsided smile 
broke free a little, the left bottom corner stretching 
down more deeply than the right, but the rest was hers. 
The first girl I loved, her face and body somehow here, 
in my bedroom, my home, my self. I sighed, and heard 
her breathy voice for the first time in ten years.   

 I never did get over her. First loves have a way of 
burrowing into your DNA. 

 I closed my eyes, relishing in the recent loss of my 
identity. I licked my lips—her lips—feeling its contours 
the way I never did in real life.  I had become her. She 
had been returned to me.   

 Is this what comes of wishing to be someone 
else?   

 It felt like walking through a dream to have Au-
brey back with me. I slid into her effortlessly. 

 I left my apartment, having dressed in clothes 
that hadn’t fit me since college, relics of a time when my 

body was closer to Aubrey’s waif-like one. Eyes flick-
ered in my direction, flashes of appreciation lighting up 
the expressions of strangers I walked past. Did I imag-
ine it? Or was this the simple reality of her brand of 
beauty and confidence? It was no fantasy, I told myself: 
this was how I’d felt at twenty, thinking I’d never find 
another like her. 

 I wore her like I owned her. 

 Not just her body, although that would have been 
enough. With a little effort, I managed to conjure a 
vague memory of hers. It seemed available to me the 
way her body was—for the taking, although to a lesser 
degree. 

 I remembered the night: the last one before she’d 
transferred, our last night as roommates. 

 I’d sat on the edge of her bed to hug her goodbye, 
that simple gesture one that I’d never attempted, feel-
ing electric, feeling like I’d taken a great leap for wom-
ankind. I saw myself this time, through her eyes, those 
eyes that knew what I’d wanted for so long. My face 
moved closer, the memory of the kiss she placed on my 
cheek reversed. A swoop of excitement flew through 
my stomach, and I realized this was her reaction as well. 
She’d felt it too. 

 After that one chaste kiss, she ran a hand down 
my arm, and I felt the pleasure she’d felt. But then she 
squeezed my hand and let go. And I never saw her other 
again. 
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I lived with her that day, getting to know her like I never 
had the chance to. The affection she’d had for me, and 
the knowledge that mine for her was stronger, greater, 
some promise she could not keep. I felt the restlessness 
she tried to smother in college, that aching need to be 
somewhere else. I could even feel the ghosts of her 
movements, the muscle memory of her ballet dancing 
and the ambition that took her from me. And for the 
millionth time, I wondered where she’d ended up, and 
with whom. 

 When I got home that evening I found that the 
knot of emotion I usually kept behind the extra inch of 
fat around my stomach had gone. The absence of my 
own swirling combination of doubt and guilt and fear 
was a relief, like popping your ears after a cold and 
hearing them clear. 

 That night I danced, putting this body through 
the motions it knew so well. I never was much of a 
dancer, let alone a trained ballerina, and I reveled in this 
form’s strength and beauty. 

 I danced with her. And then I took her to bed. 

*** 

 On the second day I was my sister. 

 A few moments passed before I realized the 
hands and legs I saw when I swung off my coverlet were 
not my own, that I had not reverted in the night to my-
self. Olive-skinned and slightly bigger-boned than I, 
with a mop of lush brown hair messy from sleep, my sis-

ter appeared in my bedroom mirror. 

 My older sister, whose life felt like a blueprint for 
my own. I did everything she did: went to the same col-
lege, curled my hair like hers. When she divorced, my 
own relationship began to deteriorate, as if she had lit a 
path I could not help but walk. We made the same mis-
takes, the two of us so closely intertwined. 

 My sister, who always hears more than I tell her, 
who will guess my thoughts before I think them. When 
our father was diagnosed with cancer, I cried her tears, 
and she wiped mine away. My sister. I always wanted to 
be her, and nearly managed it. Nearly, until now. 

 It had been too long since I saw her. I examined 
this body more closely, feeling inexplicably guilty for 
the exploration—as if she could see me, scold me for in-
vading her privacy. She’d gotten a little rounder, a 
healthy weight that lent a flush to her cheeks, a pleas-
ant glow to her limbs. She’d always been slim—curvy 
and supple, yet slim. 

 

To finish this story, purchase the full edition at 
borrowedsolace.com 



44 

 

HIGH FANTASY 
by 

THOMAS J. MISURACA 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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 The stories selected are narratives of a moment in the authors 
lives, whether it was the past or present or even where in the fu-
ture they might go. These words on the pages are a memory, their reel-
ing emotions trapped within a time, a place and person they've been and 
maybe still are. 

 But it is the way they begin and the way they end, that leaves a bit 
of mysticism, and pieces of solace needed to move forward. Please  
enjoy! 

 

 

Nicole 

nonfiction editor 
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summer and a chance to live 
by 

 mae mcdermott 
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 Once, I stood in the wet green grass of my fenced-
in backyard and looked at an inky, endless sky without 
fear. Thrown against the hushed dark, I looked at the 
sprinkle of stars and never felt small. Life was a collage 
of shifting color drawn not from memories or moments, 
but from sensations—from bare feet mingling with 
grass, sweet wind breathing life into stale lungs, wind 
rippling through corn and soy fields, bidding the earth 
become a sea. 

 I knew then, one of the only lessons we can un-
learn—I knew what it was to live. I knew how to fill a day 
gracefully. That was rising and shining; with every brush
-full of doll hair, every palm-full of worms, and every 
fistful of draining sand, that was seizing the day in my 
tiny fists. 

* 

 The big hot gasp between American academic 
school years is a sunspot, a blur in a year I otherwise re-
member. I think time is indiscernible during these 
months because nothing impedes the day: summer is 
life suspended, absent of time. For me, early summers 
had none of the edges and corners imposed by school, 
none of the things that shape living into the boxes of a 
calendar—just an unadulterated and relentless cluster 
of sunlit days and green yards and skies thick with im-
pending rain. 

 As a young child, I complied with its drama and 
mystery. Even without understanding this season, I 
think I understood that I needn’t define it, or that my 

ability to do so was as ephemeral as the season itself. 
Instead, summer came to life through touch, appearing 
with the first instance of bare toes to wet grass, and dis-
appearing with the first browning leaves of autumn. 
And so I acknowledged the enigmas as part of my world, 
and lived alongside them. 

 Yet there was no grasping the thing inside of 
which I lived. I still cannot quite grasp or articulate this 
time without first feeling it in my fingertips. I still cannot 
tell you how much time has passed. I still can explain 
nothing. No matter what age I am, it’s one long firefly-
speckled mystery. Nonsenses collide so sweetly as to 
lull us into accepting the ridiculous. Fluttering layers of 
green, even in their lightness, must be impossibly heavy 
and well-fed on their branches. When the sun falls, I can 
see the columns of insect bodies spiraling in place like a 
tunnel to the sky, and I look in vain for what has yoked 
them all together. At night, I listen to frogs and crickets I 
don’t see, and open the back door to the smells of fires 
that don’t burn. I freeze mid-step on the concrete porch 
when it hits my nostrils, and I peer into the gathering 
dark, the fingers of streetlight touching the yard, the 
black woods beyond the fence. I look for the burning. 
Where is the fire? 

* 

 No, the only imposition, the only structured ele-
ment of those days that I remember, is my summer 
homework. The white math packet pages, whose cor-
ners curled over time and whose front pages melted 
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away from the binding staple, were harbingers of Sep-
tember. Dark boxes containing the chapter numbers 
marked the top left corners; the chapters divided into 
lean lessons, followed by exercises and a lopsided an-
swer key in the back that for some reason contained on-
ly half of the answers. 

 Around fourth grade, the homework became in-
tensely personal. I was nine, and I worked on it hungrily, 
hunched over my mom’s desk, my bed, or the living 
room coffee table; the success of my day hinged on its 
completion. These were lessons that could be failed, 
rules that needed following, and classrooms inside of 
which to succeed even before school started. I drooped 
like languishing petals when I could not find the an-
swers, nervously bit my fingernails for the coming chal-
lenges. I remember those reading lists and packets just 
as well as I remember knees against carpets and dolls in 
hand, just as well as I remember fireflies and the little 
plastic jars inside of which I kept them. 

 I think I hated it. Through homework, the sensical 
intruded upon a strictly nonsensical and inexplicable 
space and time. School marked summer’s crisp, No. 2 
end, and signaled the return of preparation and clocks 
and the mandate of a good night’s sleep. 

 But I also needed it. I had begun to struggle with 
the amoebic space between school years. What was 
this ballooning question? It grew in the dark beyond the 
fence, from the place where the unseeable fire came; it 
grew even under the iron beams of sunlight that illumi-

nated the world in confusing clarity. I grew afraid of the 
mystery. So I mistook the anxious quest toward comple-
tion for pleasure, and I clung easily to the repetition of 
rising later than I liked and tackling tasks that at once 
fueled and upset me. And somehow the September 
deadline, the conference of a letter grade and all the at-
tendant anxiety, became as real, if not realer, than the 
humid, timeless world I swam through and felt against 
my fingertips from June until September. 

* 

 The summer packets were the first of many um-
brellas I pitched between me and the summer sun. To-
day, I wake up late and spend my waking hours setting 
agendas, collecting tasks and to-do lists, long-term and 
short-term, the months planned to the day. 

 

To finish this story, purchase the full edition at 
borrowedsolace.com 
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wait for the river to 
break 
by 

gail tyson 

NOT INCLUDED IN 

SAMPLE 
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silent flight 
by 

jennifer grant 
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 In my bedroom, an owl wing sits on my altar. The 
cartilage is delicate and sharp; the serrated feathers 
are striped like ribbons of white and dark chocolate. 
Once in a while, I pick up the plume and fan myself. I en-
vision the raptor coming in for a landing; my hand an 
extension of the wing, air lifting my bangs and black silk 
blouse. I bow my head. Will the essence rub off? 

 Pillar candles, photographs, salts, and incense sit 
in front of the wing. It leans against the wall on a cherry 
wood bureau, perched on a red and black striped cloth. 
The tuft pays homage to my time spent within the Peru-
vian shamanic tradition. 

 My teenage son walks past the altar, making his 
way to my full-length mirror. 

 “Are these pants too short?” he asks, looking at 
me with a chiseled face and a future plan in his eyes. 
The owl wing can only be seen by a few who pass my 
threshold. And even they don’t always see it. 

 I often want to tell him the significance of the 
wing, but how can I find the words to express what of-
ten happens in silence. 

* 

 When an owl hatches, it has no flight feathers. 
The baby, grounded in the nest for five to seven weeks, 
relies on its mother and father. Before they fly, owlets 
branch away from the nest in an exploratory period un-
til they become full fledglings. If a predator threatens 
them, they fluff up their feathers in a defensive posture 

to make themselves look twice as big. I wonder if the 
fledgling’s parents anxiously watch their offspring. 

* 

 I was two years old the first time my dad left—his 
departure hushed by the blanket of night. I was left to 
comfort mom; her black matted hair, her stale room, 
her vacant eyes; my hands. We still don’t know where 
dad went those years. Perhaps that was the beginning 
of his opiate use, a precursor to the addictions that 
gripped him in their talons. Or maybe he sought com-
fort with another woman—a woman with a matching 
carnival smile. On occasion, he would visit us. He’d 
swoop in the front door, pat my sister on her head, and 
scoop me up in his arms; a hero in our tale. Sometimes 
he would take us out for a drive or even for ice-cream. 

* 

 I’m sitting in an acupuncturist waiting room seek-
ing a better state of mind—waiting to be seen. There is 
a flyer on the side table. It reads: 

TWO-YEAR APPRENTICESHIP IN THE PERUVIAN 
SHAMANIC TRADITION. 

CONTACT FOR INFORMATION 

 Is this what I am looking for? When I call, Peter’s 
voice is slow and inviting, like a priest offering a space 
for confessions. 

* 
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In medieval times the owl represented darkness—the 
sinner who flees from the light, avoiding the glory of 
human praise. In Biblical stained-glass images, saints 
with blue halos, stigmata wounds on their hands, 
preach to complacent owls perched on thin branches. 
The righteous hoping to convert the infidels. 

* 

 Months after my first fateful, hesitant call to Pe-
ter, I lay on oversized pillows on the floor of a rickety 
house on a Vermont hillside. I am surrounded by five 
other apprentices who sit in front of their altars watch-
ing our teacher prepare for a ritual backed by the rum-
ble of a recorded drum beat. 

 At random times during our weekends, Peter 
chooses one of us to perform a healing on. I am the cho-
sen one today. Peter asks my fellow apprentice, Nicole 
to embrace my feet to assist him in the ritual. He calls 
her “the one with healing hands,” which is a correct as-
sessment of my chiropractor friend, but leaves me 
questioning who I am not only as myself—a woman 
moving through the world—but as a seeker, a spirit, an 
apprentice. I am given, by Peter’s selective attention, an 
anti-rubric for selfhood. Peter gives me a set of possible 
identities and invites, or forces me to sit among them 
and choose. 

 Today I am the one who receives our teacher’s 
undivided attention. The one who feels undeserving. 
The one who doesn’t want to take up space. 

 Peter leans down and whispers in my ear: 

 “You fought quite the battle.” 

 I lock onto his overly concerned eyes. I swear I 
see a vision of the warrior goddess, Athena, a large owl 
perched on her broad shoulder. Her grey gleaming iris-
es show me a glimpse of my own potential. 

 “You were brutally murdered by a wound to your 
lower back in a past life. This is why you are having back 
pain,” Peter says, standing up slowly with a long, yellow 
bottle of Peruvian cologne dangling in his hand. 

 There is a knowing in my body that what he is 
saying is true. As if sandbags were placed on my abdo-
men, grounding me in memories that were buried with-
in the particles. Or am I fooling myself and trusting a 
snakeskin rabbit’s foot for good luck, putting my faith in 
a man I have known for less than a year. I believe his ta-
les—take them on faith—of other worlds that belong to 
me, far off distant lands that take responsibility for my 
pain. 

 

To finish this story, purchase the full edition at 
borrowedsolace.com 
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afterword 

 The year may have started by lit fires burning ecosystems and people from their homes in Australia, a  

pandemic that swept the country and world with a fierce panic, protests and riots gave attention to a rising 

movement in the states, and the world, the life we live, it can and did change. As every child and adult learns a 

new routine: solace, kindness and acceptance becomes more important than ever. We hope the mysticism of 

life and the words within this journal has helped a little to navigate through some much need time to stop 

and smell the flowers of wonderland. As always, thank you for being a part of our journey. 
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Stay tuned as the end of this year, a print copy of the 

very first volume of borrowed solace will be available! 

The journey continues! 

 

Thank you for sticking with us! 


