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We are dedicating this journal to Nicole's grandmother, Freida Mae McConnell, who passed in 

May 2022. She greatly enjoyed seeing the journal's design, creativity, and the talented prose and 

art this world has to offer. 
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about  

 

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 

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 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 borrowed solace. This is what we are about.   
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letter from editor 
 

 Hey y’all, it’s me your trusty executive editor—still trying to get the girls to allow me to hand the reins 

of nonfiction to another provocative writer. But I want to get real in this letter for a second, so please bear 

with me or just skip it if you want. 

 

 This year has been like the twilight zone, hint hint for the fall theme. I started the year with COVID-19 

that put me in the hospital for a day and in that midst, a 6-week old puppy was added to the pack. I don’t 

know why I get bored with no stress, so Dusty, Dust Storm, Dust Butt-Man, kicked up a cloud of fur,     

courage in the smallest package known to me, and a devoted heart to embrace my little sunshine of crazy. 

So now Ellie Mae, the pug, has two little brothers and I’m pretty sure her snorts, coughs, and sneezes, are 

an attitude of letting me know how unhappy she is with me. But I almost lost her to a string of seizures in 

February, but I wasn’t giving up on that little ho, and pulled her out the grave for what probably might be 

the last time, but her 14 year old furry ass is worth it. In March, because of company changes I almost lost 

my job, and saw the walls closing in a little tighter. In April, I was diagnosed with Celiac disease to pack on 

the long list of chronic illnesses. In May, I lost my grandmother. Every time I achieved a great feat, an        

aspiration, a dream, and even the daily grind, we would celebrate together with a coke-and-jack and gloat 

together. I remember how impressed she was with this journal when I showed her the first one. She even 

bought the first printed  journal so she could display it. I may have been the last grandchild, but I’m glad  

because I also got to be the most spoiled by her. Grams give me inspiration in the form of fire, the kind a 

woman breathes… wisdom shaped in the form of wings, the kind a phoenix needs… and an unfiltered,     

unyielding and fierce power of will, the kind instilled within me from her. 
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continued 
 

 This year has been difficult, just like this journal, us editors have struggled this year putting it together. 

But it is just another sea battle to conquer. There wouldn’t be anything to learn if not for the stormy seas. It 

teaches us how to build better boats, how to better navigate the clouds of weather patterns, how to hunker 

down the load, and appreciate the people we choose to ride the waves with. We learn something new with 

this journal every time, as well as we learn something new about ourselves and those who challenge our 

hearts and minds with their prose. Thank you for giving us this challenge, so we can build bigger and better 

ships from here to welcome all aboard. 

 

Your Adventure Hungry, but Forlorn Editor, 

Nicole McConnell 
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editors 
 

nonfiction editor 

Nicole McConnell 

 

fiction editor 

Amber Porter 

 

poetry editor 

Addey Vaters 
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Language is like a cracked kettle on which we beat 

out tunes to make bears dance when what we really 

want is to move the stars. 

Gustave Flaubert, Madame Bovary 
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fiction 
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 This year has so far proven to be… trying… exhausting… agonizing… and we haven’t even 

reached the end of it yet… And you know what, I had a whole spiel written out too. Talk of     

trying times and possible solutions, setting small goals or rewards to keep one miring through 

that fog of uncertainty. So many stressors, so little time—all that jazz. But I’m too tired to say 

all the platitudes we both know have been said a thousands time before (and by far more      

Intelligent and persuasive people than me). So all I’ll say is this: You are important. That’s it, 

that’s all I wanted to say. I know—not as effective coming from soundless words on a page, but 

it doesn’t change the fact that you’re important and that I believe in the rising of Cthulhu. All 

bend a knee before their magnificence… I kid, of course, my knees hardly bend as it is. 

 Horrible humor aside, I’m pretty sure you’re reading this for the stories and poems not for 

my inane ramblings. Forewarning some of the tales may be triggering. So just keep those two 

things in mind. You are important and these might possible be trigger. Okay I’m stop rambling 

now. How you can enjoy issue 5.1’s fiction selections. 

 

fiction editor, 

amber porter 
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lake in my mirror || abigail miles 
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the sacrifice || maryanne kane 
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the ice storm || james moore 
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 The ice storm of 1999 caught everyone in 
Greensboro, North Carolina by surprise. The mad 
scramble to the grocery store for bread and milk 
that usually comes with the announcement of 
snow flurries, was not in full swing until a quarter 
inch of ice coated every outside surface in the city. 
No place was immune whether it be a city street, a 
tree limb or a power line. 

 On my city street, a tree limb coated with a 
half inch sheet of ice snapped and brought down 
several power lines. Me, my wife Donna, our     
children Carmen and Daniel, my mother-in-law Jan 
and her little dog Sir Winston were all plunged into 
the 1800s. The forecast that night was for more 
freezing temperatures so our mad scramble         
involved finding a hotel that would accept small 
dogs and mothers-in-law.  

 Since we were not the only family without 
power, the search was vigorous and competitive. 
Donna, ever the hustler, was able to reserve two 
rooms at a hotel near the airport. To my surprise, 
the price was so reasonable we didn’t have to sell 
one of the children. The place was ours for a week. 
Considering the “forty-eight” hour estimate given 
to us on when power would be restored, we were 
confident we would have warm shelter for the    
duration with a day or two to spare. All was right 
with the world… 

 Until 4:02 A.M. the following morning. That’s 
when another tree limb brought down another 
power line and plunged our hotel into the 1800s. 
One of the hotel staff called with the disappointing 
news and added: “We’re sorry your stay with us 
has been interrupted. Please stop by the front desk 
for check out and a prorated refund”.  Since it was 
so close to the time I had to go to work anyway, 
Donna and I agreed that after a quick shower 
(while the water’s still hot) I would head to work 
while she took the day off to secure another place 
for the family. In the meantime, the question of 
where I would be laying my head that night took 
up residence in the back of my mind. 

 Two hours before quitting time, Donna gave 
me a call. After the usual “Can you swing by the 
store on the way home?” request, she shared the 
happy news that we had a place we can all call 
home temporarily. A card key would be waiting for 
me at the front desk of the Greensboro Travel 
Lodge. When the workday was over I headed 
straight for that front desk. 

 The front lobby of the Travel Lodge is packed 
in shoulder to shoulder with people seeking shelter 
from the cold. After a swim through the sea of    
humanity I’m close enough to ask the Desk      
Manager if there is a room key waiting for James 
Moore. I headed up the stairway to the second 
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floor and glanced at the paper sleeve containing 
the room key card. The manager’s handwriting was 
so atrocious that the room number could have 
been read as 214, 217 or 219.  

 It’s at this point that I made a near-fatal      
mistake. Logic whispered in my ear saying “Hey! 
The key will only work in the door you want to go 
through. Just try all three if necessary and the one 
that unlocks will have your wife behind it.” So I 
head to room 214… 

Remainder not included in sample. 
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i am an avid gardener || alexandra francese 
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 I’m an avid gardener, and now, I have a new 
section to fill.  

 A new section to fertilize, plant, water, feed, 
and love. This love comes with little reward. I do 
not get to feel a tender kiss from a rose or an    
admissible hug from a magnolia. Instead, I feel the 
sun on my shoulders and scalp, and, if I’m lovable 
that day, a breeze sent from the Pacific ocean 
from over the mountain. The sun and wind         
reassure me with their unprompted intimacy while 
I dig and dig, accelerating the age of my back’s 
muscles and skin’s elasticity. Like everything, labor 
sustains love and, with time, radiates beauty. So I 
continue, digging and digging, underneath the 2 
pm sun, another hole six feet under the mud.  

 My relationships have proved to reflect my 
garden in more ways than I’d wish to admit.    
Tommy, Cadence and, my most recent failure, 
Liam, have all shown their true colors and         
delicacies the way my marigolds reveal their 
weakness when the sun shies away or when my 
lantanas attempt to assert their dominance over 
the bunch. Small-minded, like my flowers, they 
will spring back up when warmth is presented and 
shrink back down when I chop at their stems.  

 I can be pricked while smelling the lustful  
aromas of my rose bush but sometimes the blood 
is worth it if I am distracted by their beauty.  

 At times it is not. At times they will not try to 
persuade me it is okay with their soft petals and 
sweet breath. I can be putzing around my garden, 
placing my hand down mindlessly, and be stabbed 
by a fallen, maddened stem. Much the same to 
the end of Tommy and I’s relationship four years 
ago. 

 I was sipping coffee and looking out my  
kitchen window. With relaxation and content-
ment, I placed my hand on the island table behind 
me, accidentally on Tommy’s cellphone. He walked 
in at the same time I did this, hair ruffled with 
groggy eyes, he grabbed and twisted my wrist. I 
shrieked and spilled hot coffee on myself, some on 
him, mostly on me. Before I could speak, his hand 
grabbed my jaw, both still warm from sleep. And 
before he could speak, I crashed my hefty coffee 
mug into his skull and watched as he crumpled to 
his knees.  

 When the rose’s stem pricked me, I snapped 
it in half and threw it over my mountainous cliff to 
be eaten away by the Pacific. When Tommy 
bruised my face and fractured my wrist, I stabbed 
his carotid artery with a shard of my leftover mug 
and buried him in my yard, the beginning of a 
beautiful garden. Left to be eaten away by the 
blossoms of spring and the heat of summer.  

 All of the men in my life had been alone, like 
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me. It is obvious, and to some, alarming, when a 
man moves into a woman’s house that he is either 
hiding or he is alone. I do not choose these types 
of men, they come to me. They see me as weak 
and wispy, as I live alone in an expensive house 
with an ocean view, picking up hobbies while I 
spend my large inheritance on the enjoyments of 
life… 

Remainder not included in sample. 
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two birds || maggie nerz iribarne  
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relinquishing || don noel 
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 Samantha Williams was just 17, blossoming 
into her senior year. She hadn’t yet been invited by 
a bevy of Ivy League colleges, but everyone         
assumed she would be. She and Howard         
Cummings were the most-admired steady couple 
in the student body. One was expected to be      
salutatorian and the other, valedictorian; they were 
not competitors but collaborators, deeply in love. 
Life couldn’t have been going better. 

 Then a few mornings’ nausea and a missed  
period announced an unexpected chapter in their 
lives. 

 She told her mother even before Howard. She 
wanted to get the anger – if not initial rejection – 
over with, hoping then to move on to grudging 
help. It would take little short of divine                 
intervention to assuage a father who had thought 
her junior prom gown revealed more skin than any 
decent girl should expose. 

 Mom was on the governing committee of 
Westminster Church, had been PTA president,  
volunteered with Loaves and Fishes; had, in short, 
earned all the badges of middle-class propriety. Yet 
to Samantha’s surprise, she was immediately   
sympathetic and supportive, an absolute saint. 
“Sweetie, I’m sorry you couldn’t wait, and            
especially sorry you weren’t careful enough. But – 
can I tell you something, absolutely just between 

mother and daughter?” 

 “Why… why sure, Mom. Absolutely.” 

 “Well, dear, the anniversary your Dad and I 
celebrate every year is a fake. He growls about you 
and Howard, but that’s maybe because he’s been 
there.” 

 “I don’t get it, Mom.” 

 “When I learned I was pregnant, your Dad 
knew a justice of the peace in a nearby town who 
would not only marry us quietly, but would date 
the certificate a month earlier.” 

 “Mom! That was me?” 

 “Of course.” 

 “Then I should keep this one, the way you kept 
me!” 

 “Samantha, my darling, we had no choice. We 
were dirt-poor. Our parents were ready to throw 
us out. In fact, I’m glad we kept you; you’re a   
wonderful daughter. But you have a bright career 
ahead, a whole world of opportunities I never had, 
a world that would be denied a too-young      
mother.” 

 So Samantha and Howard weighed their      
options. Both sets of parents had slaved, scrimped 
and struggled to earn footholds on Dallas’         
suburban staircase. The two would be the first in 
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either family to go to college; with siblings coming 
behind, both would need major scholarship help. 
They had talked of marrying four years from now, 
before grad school, but even then had agreed not 
to start a family until careers were well under way. 

 Abortion was the first option explored. 
Threshold step: None of the parents were         
philosophically or religiously opposed. But this was 
1969; abortion was legal only in Hawaii or Canada. 
Neither family could afford that kind of travel. Any 
local alternatives were seen as illegal quacks; no 
one wanted Samantha in such hands… 

Remainder not included in sample. 
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…to grandmother’s house we go… || maryanne kane 

Not Included in Sample 
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the closet || kim mccollum 
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the garden in the attic || nicholas poe 

Not Included in Sample 
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nonfiction 
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 What matters, matters; this is life; and art can be a spell casted: this is what makes a part 
of these nonfiction stories. The stories are picked from everyday people you might pass in a 
store or driving past in a car. There is just something about reflections and retrospections that 
can influence even the most subtle. Like watching dust (among other unnamed things) in a sun 
filtered window, watching the particles catch fire, and twinkle the same way fireflies do in the 
summer night. I hope you enjoy as much as I did being brought into their lives. They were able 
to bring me a little solace in a time of need. 

 

nonfiction editor, 

nicole mcconnell 
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just calm down || crystal mcqueen 
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Society’s Directive: 

 Never mind about the little things. If it matters 
to you, it matters. 

 Why do you have to make such a big deal 
about everything?  

 Just calm down. 
 

On Self Care: 

 Take time for yourself. Put yourself first.   
Meditate. Read. Exercise. All you need to do is find 
a little time. Anyone can carve thirty minutes out 
of their day. It's as easy as that. 

 Why did you let your child wear that? Did you 
check their homework? Did you buy the groceries? 
Did you schedule the plumber? Pay the bills? Call 
your mother? Spend time with your spouse?  

 Is there a plan for dinner?  

 Who cares that you worked all day? Isn’t that 
what you get paid for? 

 So, you missed another girls’ night. So, you 
missed another promotion. So, your house is a 
mess. Don't worry. No one’s perfect.  

 Why are you so frazzled? 
 

On Body Image: 

 Embrace how you're made. Love your curves, 

your acne scars, your stretch marks. Love all of the 
things that make you singularly you. 

 How are you ever going to find someone if you 
look like that?  

 Shave those legs, pits, and pubes. Pluck those 
eyebrows. Fix your hair, and don't let those grays 
show through. Makeup is your friend. 

Conceal your human nature. 

 Social media is here to help you. Buy these 
pants to make you look skinnier, these shoes to 
make you look taller, this cream to make you look 
younger, this concealer to smooth your skin, and 
this filter to hide any remaining flaws. 

 Why don’t you feel beautiful? 
 

On Nourishment: 

 Break the toxic habit of rewarding yourself 
with food. Exercise and you can eat what you 
want. Just stop eating what’s bad for you. It's as 
simple as that. 

 Count 15 seconds between each bite. Portion 
control.   

 Boycott all sugars, wheats, and dairies. Your 
body is your temple. Eat a salad. Who cares if you 
are still hungry? Control that beast. 

 Be consistent. Be honest with your friends and 
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family. Ask for their support. 

 Don’t make excuses.  

 You got a new job? It's your birthday? 
Someone’s having a baby, getting married, moving 
in, moving out, retiring? Let's celebrate. Here's a 
box of donuts, cookies, cupcakes, and a slew of   
alcoholic beverages. Don't refuse. That's rude. A 
little never hurt anyone. Eat up. Drink up. Be       
social. Don’t worry about your diet. You can start 
again tomorrow. 

 Didn't you say you wanted to lose weight?  

 Why are you eating that?… 

Remainder not included in sample. 
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blue || patrick loafman 
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pacific quartet || alice lowe 
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poetry 
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 When spring starts to bloom and the next unthemed edition of the journal peeps it’s head 
over the horizon, I always find myself excited for the poems in the slush pile holds. With the 
unthemed journals, it’s usually a bit more of a surprise. I don’t know who will submit, or what 
they will write about. Oftentimes there are themes that manage to wiggle their way into      
several of the submissions, other times there is no rhyme or reason to the poems waiting to be 
read, no clear lens through which they are asking to be examined. 

 I am continuously impressed by the quality of the work that is submitted to us here at    
borrowed solace. I don’t think any of us editors could have anticipated the types of artists we 
would be publishing in each edition of the journal. 

 This spring 2022 journal is no different—there are some truly amazing poets with truly 
amazing poems enclosed within these pages. These poems will, as all good poetry should, 
make you laugh, make you cry leave you with a new perspective, and help you get through the 
day with a little bit more magic sprinkled throughout. 

 I am, once more, so proud of the poets and poems in borrowed solace issue 5.1. I hope you 
enjoy reading through these next few pages as much as I have. 

 

poetry editor, 

addey vaters 
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falling leaves and early frost || salahudeen mahbubat 
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five deathbed confessions || meghan miraglia 
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lost in a shipwreck/lost in an avalanche || marcia arrieta 
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these are the days of necessary.  we clean the cabin.  transplant trees.  plant wildflowers. 

create a canvas.  mow the lawn by hand.  translate The Odyssey.  clean out the garage. 
 

The painting pursues the painting.    Fernando García Ponce 
 

the polar bear swims.  the lion creates a timeline.  the sun appears every once in a while. 

we dream of the ocean or maybe forest.  we buy paints.  we walk the mountain path. 
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initiation || molly sullivan 

Not Included in Sample 
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feasible night || stan sanvel rubin 
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window pain || alshaad kara 
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Behind that window, 
I lay deep in the nights to glow,  
 
Broken promises lay in the ground, 
Shadows in blankets,  
 
I feel like the first ray is my shatters.  
 
Flask this pain as a mirror,  
I bloom in blood.  
 
Years forever... 
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butter || ds maolalai 
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before the dawn hails us || marc janssen  

Not Included in Sample 
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veins on a leaf || tain leonard-peck  

Not Included in Sample 
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at rusted end || meghan miraglia 
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laughing til dawn against the antimacassar || kathryn leonard-peck  
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We laugh at the Danse Macabre 

the infomercials at 3 am 

buy this and be happy 

greed partnering desperation 

in the sweat of pre-dawn. 
 

And what of the sitcoms? 

The canned laughter peals 

like a soul half in hell 

the only hope of escape is to nod along 

to squeal at every jibe and clap. 
 

Change the channel 

it’s the same dusty screen 

crime dramas are Purgatory 

but Heaven is a book. 
 

Somewhere in the living room 

a remote awaits. 

Push it. 

Distant, disapproving, quick to judge 

frowning in a corner 

sneer the works of Jane Austen. 

So reach out a hand 

and ask them to dance. 
 

Head bent over her words 

the shabby chair disappears.  
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bonus content 

Not Included in Sample 
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afterword 

 

  

  

After another chapter closes, yet another chapter is ready to be written. The journey of our lives, the 

stories we can create, the stories we could tell, the art we can capture, gives us something to look     

forward to. Thanks as always for sticking with us. We always welcome adventurers aboard our literary 

ship. No better to sail a stormy sea than a legion of letters and a deck crew armed with a pen and    

ledger. 

 

Cheers! 

Your editors 
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The work of the eyes is done. Go now 

and do the heart-work on the images 

imprisoned within you. 

Rainer Maria Rilke, Turning Point  


