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some names have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals. These are the authors’ original works, any of 

the works not to be found original are purely the authors’ legal responsibility. borrowed  solace is published by  

borrowed solace. All rights reserved. No part of the journal may be used or  reproduced without our permission. 
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request archival rights. 
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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 cre-

ate borrowed solace, but the meaning goes even deeper than that. If you notice the initials are a part of a lit-

erary 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 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 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 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 sto-

ries 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 borrowed solace. This is what we are about.   
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“Words have no power to impress the mind  

without the exquisite horror of their reality.” 

The Narrative of Arthur Gordyn Pym 

Edgar Allen Poe 
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poetry 
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 What does it mean to write a poem according to the word "tamed?" It can mean so many  
different things, and the poets in this issue of the journal all embodied the theme in some way, shape, 
or form. See if you can spot the theme as you read through the amazing poems in issue 4.2, tamed.  

 

poetry editor, 

addey vaters 



12 

 

renoirs cats || dan macisaac 

not included in sample 
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have you felt it || ace boggess  
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 Split by urges 

to get out of the rain 
or stand in it. 
Dry rationality, 
the expected; or,  
experience 
where all great pleasures 
are a form of madness: 
not mere acceptance; 
enjoyment  
of the worst of it.  
Where is the divider 
between safety & 
recklessness?  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To finish this poem, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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wrested, vague, interminable, 

and decorated || justin hayes  

not included in sample 
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boulder, colorado || neha  

allathur 

not included in sample 
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here and gone like a breeze  

|| neha allathur  
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One single moment, 
so sweet as sugar, 
only to leave behind a cavity that lasts forever. 
How can someone touch you so lightly, 
that you question the embrace, 
but then find a scar on your body? 
Here and gone like the wind, 
but softer and silently, 
like a breeze. 
I feared her free-spirit, 
but found asylum in her affection. 
She filled me with rage and so much wonder, 
but when she was gone, I had this everlasting 

 hunger. 
Only three raindrops hit my skin before she got 

 bored. 
Wanting more, but locked at her core, 
she did not mind leaving; that’s all she was good 

 for. 
For summoning up a storm and then ‘running 

 away’. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To finish this poem, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 



19 

 

on space || mallory everhart  

not included in sample 
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espalier || v. bray  

not included in sample 
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ode to held breath || amanda 

hawk  

not included in sample 
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missed the weather report || 

rikki santer  
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fiction 
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 A great many, if not all, of the fiction stories featured in this Fall journal could be described as 
stolen moments from everyday life. From mischievous pups to life altering events, each tale has the 
capability to mirror to your own life choices--or be a ticket to things you believe you may never  
experience yourself. Whichever it may be, I hope you enjoy this fall's selection.  

 

fiction editor, 

amber porter 
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the last weekend in July  

|| zach murphy 

not included in sample 
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the side effects of living 

|| penny milam 

not included in sample 
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leash || mike wilson 

not included in sample 
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carcass || Katharine mckenna 

not included in sample 
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enchantment || heena momaya 
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 When she took a picture of the lanterns that 
night, they did that thing that photographed lights 
often do, defocusing themselves and morphing into 
hazy dots suspended in midair. 
 She thought she’d retake the photo, but when 
she looked up at the lanterns through her own eyes, 
she saw them through a haze anyway, luminescent 
and captivating. Warm. She wouldn’t retake the pic-
ture. Whatever her camera had captured was per-
fect. 
 In fact, that entire night left her feeling warm 
and cozy, as if it was her heart itself that was ablaze, 
not the lanterns, heating her up from the inside out 
after a grueling day of putting the event together.  
 Yes, it was she who hung those lanterns 
around the venue. It was she who set the tables, and 
arranged the flowers, placed the tent cards so each 
esteemed guest would know where to sit, all while 
the sun beat down on her because the vendors who 
were supposed to set up the tent were hours late. 
 Although, it did help that the event was out-
doors, next to a lake and the Japanese garden, the 
floral scent making its way through the crowd mix-
ing with the scent of red and white wine as they 
were poured into glasses and taken out on trays. 
 The guests were always demanding more, po-
litely, of course, but demanding none-the-less. They 
would motion for the waiters in between chit-chat, 
“another red please”, or “a glass of rosé”. More and 

more wine, and when they flagged her down on her 
way to light one of the doused lanterns, she asked 
the nearest waiter to grab the guest a glass instead. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To finish this story, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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unleashed || elizabeth spencer 

spragins 

not included in sample 
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deliverance || elizabeth spencer 

spragins 

not included in sample 
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mistaken identity || elizabeth spen-

cer spragins 

not included in sample 



34 

 

the night watch || elizabeth barton 
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 At first, they’d been merely a nuisance—
strewing trash about the yard for Harlan to discover 
each morning. Not until the fencing disappeared did 
he begin to suspect they had bigger plans. They 
were plotting against him. 
 People called him paranoid, and even Harlan 
admitted it sounded crazy. That’s why he was out 
here, crouching behind a gnarled oak with a night 
vision body cam clipped to his jacket. If it turned out 
they were just doing normal raccoon stuff, he’d drop 
the whole matter. But if he could prove they were 
up to more—well, that’d be something. 
 Rustling from the supposedly raccoon-proof 
trash bin alerted Harlan that one of the filthy bug-
gers was in there, rummaging through the dreck 
with its creepy-ass hands, seeking edible tidbits 
and, if Harlan was right, other oddments—anything 
potentially useful for building, for weaponry. He’d 
stocked the trash with goodies as bait: old shingles, 
plastic sheeting scraps, hubcaps. 
 He waited. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To finish this story, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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different || susan cornford 
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the widowed house || daniel mcgee  

not included in sample 



38 

 

blackberry lavender jam || chelsea 

held   
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 This story was Inspired by Laura Chow Reeve's 
"1000-Year-Old Ghosts"  
 
 Every summer, my Dad sent me to stay with 
my Mom’s sister. My visits with Aunt Bea were al-
ways the best part of the year, filling my childhood 
memories. It was like stepping back into a separate 
world, the one where I fit best.  The night I arrived, 
Aunt Bea would always tell me how happy the 
house was to see me. To anyone else, that would 
have seemed like a strange greeting, but I’d never 
questioned it. Like Aunt Bea herself, the house was 
a little unusual, but it never changed. The front 
steps creaked every time I ran up them to the pink 
front door and every old photo hung in the same 
spot as the year before, almost like they were 
waiting to welcome me back.  There was a pressing 
heat the moment I stepped in, and it would follow 
me all summer. It was strongest in Aunt Bea’s kitch-
en, thick with the scent of blackberries and lavender 
as we worked to bottle the jam, but I felt it all 
through the summer.  It even seemed to follow me 
for the first few days that I’d return home, a light 
fruity-floral scent filling my room, wrapping around 
me with its near-stifling warmth. 
 My questions for Aunt Bea stayed the same 
every summer too, probably because she so neatly 
avoided giving me full answers. I asked her the typi-
cal kid questions about her favorite things to play 

with her sister, my mom, when they were little. She 
would tell me little stories about things they did. 
Still, there was always more I wanted to know about 
my mom, who I hadn’t seen since I was two. Most of 
all, I wanted to know why she had ever left when 
she could have been here. I was sure that this was 
the best little town in the world, and that if she 
would just spend one day here with us, she would 
think so too. In my mind, if she could just come see 
it like I did, she’d stay with me.   
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To finish this story, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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eat the cake 

|| a. m. ryan  

not included in sample 
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nonfiction 
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 The mundane of life can be very tame. We all have habits, our routines for the day, our sense of 
calm as we know what a normal day will bring. Please enjoy the lives within this  
section of what we learn, grow, and become to tame in our everyday lives. 

 

nonfiction editor, 

nicole mcconnell 
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restorative photography  || 

madison rose austin 
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 My favorite photograph has no face. The light 
reflecting on the paleness of my shoulder outlines the 
lush greenery in the frame. Tulips, lavender, sun-
stroked bushes overcome my slender shape. My hair is 
cropped and dusting the nape of my neck–a swirl of 
caramel and bark greets the cotton cloth of a dress 
copying the scene before me. So small. So new.  
 My hair had lost a foot of life marking the end of 
school days–the embark of all things floral and light. 
Of all things free of the weight of academia and vul-
nerable to the application of adulthood. My arms fold-
ed in the frame display a reverence for the park that 
had stollen my bright eyes away from artificial lenses. 
The curve of my cheek teases an expression of utter 
happiness to stand before such radiance and breathe. 
Just breathe. So happy.   
 My photograph has no face, but I can feel the 
joy dead in the matte finish. That is the conundrum of 
pictures: a fully developed image living in a time that 
is departed. A flimsy piece of film that determines 
how time rests in peace. How time is slain in hardship. 
At the budding age of twenty-two, I laid this photo to 
rest in a casket of paper and scribbles. A leather-
bound diary embellished with its own mockery of 
flowers and a black ribboned bookmark which marked 
my memories. How far removed the living blooms 
were from my faceless form in my poppy patterned 
dress, from my now husband-the photographer–from 
the pages of dead flowers pressed in the book, from 
the ink-etched floral cover tomb. When I said my last 

remarks, shut the book and tied the ties, I was well 
aware of my youthful scheme. How underhanded I 
was to think that years from that moment, I would 
find this picture, smile with age and say: “Ah, what a 
good day that was”. And it was. It was a good day. It 
was so good it hurts. So badly.  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To finish this story, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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lady grief || melanie 

chartoff  

not included in sample 
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the garden || laine cunningham 

not included in sample 
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when the wind bites || 

courtney j. cornelius 
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 It came from the back yard, a slow and growing 
force that pushed through my window, blowing my 
hair from my face. The electricity in the air stirred my 
cat from his slumber; he stretched, claws spread, 
then lifted his nose and sniffed attentively.  
Wind like this made me restless; it made me want to 
run.  
 I wanted to go outside and let it surround 
me...but not out back, the direction my window fac-
es. The back yard extends into a thin forest, and 
there are snakes out there, cottonmouths. Some of 
their carcasses hang nailed to a board over the gar-
age, a warning to the others that goes unheeded. 
After all, they are snakes. 
 Wind like this reminded me of him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To finish this story, purchase the full 

edition at borrowedsolace.com 
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BONUS CONTENT 

not included in sample 



50 

 

afterword 

  

 We have had a blast, this will be our ninth digital edition of borrowed solace, then our tenth  

published journal including our very first print version! 

 We may have had some editors stop at port to journey off the ship treading the literary waters, but 

the journey continues for the rest of the us. The ocean is big with teaming waters and writers waiting to 

be discovered, featured, and to be brought aboard our growing contributors on ship. 

 We have a lot in store for the stormy sea and adventures ahead. We will always forge ahead. 

 The editors thank everyone who has become a part of the adventure, and we wish you will consider 

to join us for more! 
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The journey continues! 

 

Thank you for sticking with us! 
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To finish this jourrnal, purchase the 

full edition at borrowedsolace.com. 

 

The money that earned from  

purchases goes towards the future. 


