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[ etter from the Editor

Hi there! Welcome back to another issue of Pathos! All

of us at Pathos are particularly excited about the work

that’s going into this Spring issue. Earlier this Spring, we
were all anxiously awaiting the arrival of submissions on
Submittable without getting nearly any. Thankfully, towards
the end of the term, we were bombarded with loads of
beautiful submissions. We've never been so pumped to
share so much great prose, poetry, and visual art with the
PSU community.

As per usual, I'd like to send out a big thank you to all of our
contributors this term. The pieces that are featured in this
issue are a real treat to anyone who experiences them. If it
wasn't for folks like you all who continue to share your work
with the public then this magazine wouldn'’t exist. And if it
wasn't for folks like you being so greatly talented then this
magazine wouldn't be as great as it is!

I'd also like to send another big thank you out to my Pathos
staff. Working on Pathos this past year has been a treat and
it’s been particularly great being able to work alongside
some very creative and passionate individuals. So thank you
Tyler, Juliana, and Hayley! Also, if it wasn't for the Pathos
staff, then this magazine would definitely not be here today.
This issue is my last issue of Pathos. Working on Pathos

this last year has been a really amazing experience. I had

no idea how great the work was that PSU puts out into the
community. I'm excited for what Pathos will bring to PSU in
the future.

SO....! Enjoy our Spring Issue!

Sincerely,
Jessica Moore

Pathos Staff

Editor-in-Chief

Jessica Moore

Copyeditor
Juliana Tattoli

Design
Tyler Alexander

Social Media Manager
Hayley Boyd

On our cover:
Bound by Glamour
by Riley Dillard





































A Call to Collect

Kira Brooke Smith

vailable empty surface are beginning to
dwindle among the endless smooth river
stones, craggy black basalt rocks, and rough
sandy pebbles. I have taken to stringing my
collection together with sparkling golden twine and
hanging them from my walls. A few crystalline minerals,
my most prized exhibits, sit upon my windowsill where
the morning sun can illuminate the deep purples of
geodes and rich ochre of aget. The odd seashell, pearly
white and perfectly formed is nestled in a bowl of rocks,
or occupies a dark corner of inferiority. This is a rock col-
lection, of sorts.
My knowledge or geology and geologic formations are
paltry, and my interest in such topics is not particularly
poignant. My collection has little meaning to me outside

of its assemblage as such. I am likely to burn in my house :gg

saving 100 rocks rather than leave a single one behind;
because without it the totality of my collection is moot.
I select the rocks as I move through space and expand
my geographic range. The rocks are a composite
of personal experiences, as much as a composite of
minerals and geologic time. In this way I perceive
myself as the newest, and perhaps shortest, epoch of
their development.
I pick them up as 1 restlessly wander.

Along rainy, grey beaches, the shores of rivers with icy

water licking my toes numb. They are the crumbs from
mountain ranges and the grains of deep valleys.

The compulsion to select a rock, the itching in my
fingers and the frantic searching begins with the anxiety
of my own finiteness. An angsty outburst of agency.

I begin by staring at the ground as I walk, pausing on
occasion. My companion may be speaking to me, but my
shifty body language conveys that I am distracted.”

1 am trying to memorialize a moment, a place, and my
presence in it before it slips away and the urgency is all
encompassing.

In theory any old rock would subdue the anxiety, but
in practice that is boring. I often choose two rocks, one
= that is special, different than the others, and one that is
*typical of the landscape and the space.

I choose one so that I can carry a place in my pocket as
it has carried me.

In the Untimely Meditations, Friedrich Nietzsche
writes that history pertains to man in three ways:

“.It pertains to him as a being who acts and strives, as
a being who preserves and reveres, as a being who suffers
and seeks deliverance.” (1997)

And while Nietzsche turns his eyes to the striving,
to the ubermensch and high German culture. T am
seeking deliverance through rocks, and a meek violence
of collecting .



Dream for Beads

Jocelyn White

ast night I dreamed that I was lying in my bed
but it was drifting away from shore.
'There were no stars above, just this giant

blue moon and the farther I floated away from
land the quieter it became till it was too much to take.
So I started shouting for help but there was only a light
in the distance. I thought it was the rising sun though as
I drifted closer I discovered it was another bed on fire.
Someone sat on the edge of the bed looking into the dark
water and I tried to call out to them;

“Here, jump onto my bed!” but my voice only came out
in whispers. I don’t think he even saw me. As we passed
my heart beat faster and faster until all I heard were
drums in my cars. Eventually I was alone again in the
dark silence with the blue moon that was getting bigger
and bigger as if the waves were bringing me to it. Though
I'was afraid that we were going to crash - the moon and
I- so I held my breath and jumped into the water. I kept
sinking lower.

And lower.

And lower.

Until I became the depth of the sea. Or at least that's
what [ remembered once I woke up. It must’ve been the
end because my body was heavy, even my eyelids had
to be pushed open like mahogany doors. My skin was
drenched in sweat salty enough to be sea water. So I
knew that had to be the end.

I'don’t talk much about my dreams, at least not to
anyone other than Dakota. She was into that stuff.
Dreams and crystals and playing the guitar on her roof
before dawn. The first time I told her about my dreams
was the first time I met her. It was years ago, back
when I could wear ripped jeans and band shirts without
looking like a bum, the glory days of being sixteen in
Stumptown. I was on the bus, the one that goes.down
Lombard, when she got on from Interstate.

P'm not a pervert, nor am I all that nosy. Though there
was something electric about that moment when she
boarded. She dressed like any Portland high school junior
- floral dress paired oddly with a jean jacket and brown
combat boots -~ though in the ten seconds it took her to
walk to my seat I felt the pull of her enticing gravity.

PROSE

I tried to not make it obvious that I was staring from
her green-dyed hair to her sparrow wrist tattoo, though
that might have been why she sat beside me that Friday
morning in September. She could've sat anywhere by
anyone, though I won the lottery.

“Nice bracelet,” she smiled while putting her faded
satchel on her lap.

I'twisted my wrist left to right to left as if to showcase
it, “it’s just a strip of leather from my grandpa’s vest.
Nothing fancy.”

“He must be flattered,” she pushed a lock of hair out of
her face.

I'shrugged, “he’s dead. He died from a heart attack
in the shower four months ago. The vest was what he
wanted to wear to church that Sunday.” I mentally kicked
myself for'that overshare.

“Oh, I'm so sorry. I bet he was a cool grandpa, cool
grandpas wear leather vests to church.” There was
something sincere about her voice that I found to be
soothing. My grandparents Jacob and Iris raised me after
my parents split and decided that neither wanted a four-
year-old. So losing him was losing a parent all over again.
'held that in though, I didn’t want her sympathy.

“I'm Dakota,” she said coolly while holding out her
right hand. “Dakota Mabel Washington.”

I took her hand and shook it firmly, “Oliver Bustos.
Of course kids at school call me ‘All Over Bust Nuts'.
Real original.”

She rolled her brown eyes, “kids these days, no respect.”

I'had nothing else to say to that, years of exclusion can
do that to a person. Though as we neared Saint Johns I
feared we were getting closer and closer to our goodbye,
so 1 said something. It should’ve been anything, but it
was about the night before.

I cleared my throat, “sometimes I have these dreams
that are so vivid and vibrant it’s like going to bed as
Oliver just to get up as someone else.”

“I never dream,” she admitted. “Or maybe I just
don’t remember.”

“Last night I dreamed I was trapped in a lighthouse
on the cliff of an island. I had a dilemma, I could save
myself by turning out the light and drawing attention to



the lighthouse or I could keep sailors alive while I wasted
away. It was really stressful, was saving my life worth the
sailors who would crash into the rocks and drown? Days
turned into weeks as I grew hungrier and thirstier, T was
also falling into insanity from the loneliness. Seagulls
screeched at me to make up my mind. Then a stormy
night came when I decided to choose.”

She waited, then she smiled. “What did you choose?
You can't leave me hanging on that.”

I held up my hands, “I don’t really know. I would like
to think that I chose to keep the light while being saved
eventually, though who knows?”

She thought to herself for a moment, “I like your
dreams, you should tell me more. Maybe even call me
after you wake up so they’re fresh.”

My heart palpitated as I registered her request, “are,
are you giving me your number?”

“As long as you tell me more dreams,” she reached
into her tan satchel and pulled out a pack of gum. She
unwrapped a piece, popped the gum into her mouth and
then wrote her number in tiny print as she chewed. She
slid it into my palm.

“Thanks,” I smiled. “I mean, yeah, T'll call you.”

“Oh, one more thing before I get off at this stop. I have
something for your bracelet,” she reached into the depths
of her bag and then placed something small onto the
gum wrapper.

“Cool,” was all [ managed as she stood, gave one last
smile and then got off by the Annex. [ took the little
yellow bead between my thumb and index, I held it
closer to my eye. It was simple, insignificant, yet as I later
strung it onto my grandfather’s leather I could feel my
heart drum louder than any orchestra.

I thought about her all night, I almost didn’t even get
time to sleep. There was so much pressure, so much ex-
citement raising every hair along my arms. 1 was stressed
when five AM rolled around and I was yet to dream,
would I even be able to call her if T did dream? I'l]l never
know when I knocked out that night, but at some point [
did, because I woke to the banging of my grandma on my
bedroom door.

“Ollie? Get up and get ready for church.”

PROSE

“That’s tomorrow, grandma Iris. Saturdays I don’t do
anything,” I rolled onto my side.

She was relentless, perhaps even lonely. “Ollie, come
down and have breakfast with me.”

“Okay,” I called back. I pulled a pair of jeans from a
pile on a chair over my boxers. To make it less obvious
I sprayed myself with Axe, something musky to cover
the chair musk. When I opened the door she was still
there, though she was still in her night gown. “Jesus,
grandma. What time is it? Should you even be wearing
that around me?”

She waved me oft, “without Jacob I don’t even know
what to wear.”

I sighed, “okay, grandma. Let's go get you dressed.”

She laughed, “well aren’t you a gentleman?” she
hooked her arm around mine, hugging me close as I
escorted her down the hall to her bedroom. She sat in
her rocking chair by the window as I snooped through
her drawers. ‘

“How’s this?” I held up a green turtleneck and black capris.

She shrugged with raised brows, “didn’t realize we
were going window shopping today.”

“Are we?”

“We are now,” she announced while standing. “That’s
my window shopping sweater.”

“I guess it’s a date,” I left the outfit on the bed and
closed the door behind me as I waited for her to dress. 1
talked to her through the door, “school starts next week.
Maybe we can get some school supplies since we haven'’t
done that vet.”

She opened the door, “let’s walk around the plaza at
Jantzen Beach, they have everything.”

I take her arm again, “breakfast first?”

“Aye, aye captain Ollie.” I escorted her down the stairs
and into the kitchen.

“Oh shit, what's burning?” I let go of her arm and
rushed to the stove. I grabbed the pot’s handle and pushed
it off the burner onto the counter. The oatmeal was dry,
thicker than cement at this point, with a horrible aroma.

“Oopsies, Ollie. 'm sorry,” she put her elbows on the
table and burrowed her face into her hands.

“It’s okay, gram.” I turned off the stove and started



running water into the pot. | sat across from her, “it’s
going to be okay. I can make more.”

It took us the rest of the morning to get ready and
go. My grandparents owned a manufactured home on
Hayden Island, only renting the land, and had been
there for my whole life. And even though it was only a
fifteen minute walk to the Jantzen Beach strip mall, she
still insisted that I packed her almonds for a snack. Just
in case her appetite kicked in along the wall despite the
amount of oatmeal I got her to eat. Though what actually
extended our walk was her stopping every so often for
every stray or wandering cat she saw.

“Oh Ollie, we shoulda brought home that tabby.” Her
voice was so sad as we entered the Target. “He was so
lonely sitting in that patch of sun on the sidewalk.”

1 grabbed a cart, “no, I'm pretty certain we don't need
any pets right now.”

She jabbed my shoulder, “yet I'm allowed to keep you?”

“Thanks, gram. Thanks.”

We made our way around the clothes passed the
electronics and towards the school supply section they
had put up. Soccer moms in athletic wear were flanked
by midget versions of themselves, while confused looking
teens picked up one brand of pens just to put down for
another. I sighed, “do I really need to go to school?”

Grandma Iris tapped her chin thoughtfully, “you could
go to school or you could stay home and watch my soaps
with me.”

I grabbed the last blue composition book while
smiling wholeheartedly, “maybe we’ll leave learning to
the protessionals.”

The smirk on her face reminded me, like a flash of light
across the night sky, that I did dream last night. I dug my
phone out of my back pocket, “do you mind if I make a
quick phone call?”

She looked at me sideways, “what’s so important that
you have to make a call now?”

“Don’t worry, grandma Iris,” I gave her a quick peck
on the cheek before turning away. “It’s just a dream.”

PROSE

Philadelphia

Caitlin Rethwish

hiladelphia was the type of girl who loved her
own smile so much she would gnaw off her lips
to give folks a better view. She learned early on
that her mouth was a graveyard where it was
best to let her weedy thoughts rest behind her tombstone
teeth — and so they were the last defense, made strong by
clenching them together to keep the thorns inside. With
the soft stretching of her lips around them, her grin could
melt a man’s defense quicker than her jagged tongue ever
could. As far as she was concerned, her mouth was the
second-best thing her mother ever gave her. The best gift
from her mother was her name. She wore it like a heavy
crown that let her move her head like a priceless figurine.
She knew she was a mighty city that housed presidents
and the haughty elite. She had no reservations about
her own regality, and so pushed out others doubts about
it until she was their king. She had many subjects, and
all were just like you and me. She learned the alphabet
as we did, reciting first the O and then the P, but she
learned to string together letters as a computer can be
taught to write a symphony. Her words were fashioned
into rhyming poetry, and no wonder, with the heavy
weight of wonder at her speech we would go weak at the
knees. And though she never considered us more than
weak-kneed jokers in her court, we were happy to do as
she pleased. The words that left her cemetery jaw were
but nicely-dressed dead things. She knew that people
cried at funerals and so wrapped her words in suits and
pearls and set them out for viewing. She put high prices
on what she considered worthless things, and so fools
flew to the auction and threw themselves from cliffs to
see her smile. She learned the price of access and bartered
it well. We learned the price of denial and buried it in
ourselves. Heartbreak breaks through dry dirt and grows
roots deep to drink. But we have no water for our broken
heart roots; we knew the rules. We thought ourselves
above the game. When a jester forgets his place and tries
to negotiate gold plated nickel for jewels, he may think
he’s a king; but a queen knows the price of a fool. After
all, she only said she loved you.



What Counts?

Allison Brooke Taylor

One. Tam small and I am always outside. I like running
tast. I ski down the mountain without taking turns and i
don’t like eating vegetables. I have a tree fort and I help
my dad with hammering.

Two. 1begin to notice my parents call me she, her, and
daughter. My favorite things are Balto, The Lion King,
and the movie Tombstone. 1 want to be a protagonist.

Three. 1 won’t wear dresses. My mother begs. We are
Catholic and I have to go to church. We compromise; 1
wear shorts underneath and frown for 5 hours.

Four. I am wearing my ski helmet and paving for my
father’s gas at a station on the way to the small mountain,
the cashier calls me son.

Five. My dad shaves. I try to use his razor and cut my
face, badly. The blood runs in the sink and I trv to hide
the cuts.

Six. | have a birthday party on the same day as a boy
named Paul. 1 give him a monster truck and he gives me
a soft stuffed dog. T want to keep that monster truck.

Seven. I try to pee standing up like a boy. My father
walks in and hits me and calls me an animal. My
mother’s face looks grim, she doesn’t say anything,.

Eight. I play co-ed soccer. I am the only girl on the
tean. They call me “the girl”. I am the smallest and I play
goalie. I am good because I am determined.

Nine. I get a handwriting coach in school. T have to work
with the coach every day for an hour. His name is Mr.
Rocky, we become friends. I am a good writer, but my
handwriting looks like a boys.

Ten. My friends begin to turn nasty. They make a rule at
lunch that girls are not allowed to talk at lunch. I am the
only girl.

PROSE

Eleven. When I am funny, charismatic, or good at sports
I am called a bov

Twelve. I start wearing feminine clothes. I trade metal
for pop music. I don’t like it but I want to fit in.

Thirteen. I take a trip to the beach and am wearing a red
bikini made out of bandana patterned fabric tor the first
time. I play in the surf and drink virgin Pina Coloadas
with my parents. A man whistles at me while T am
running for a soccer ball.

Fourteen. I am starting to date bovs and I like the
attention. Having a boyfriend is important to me.

Fifteen. 1 have sex for the first time, 1 don't like it, but I
keep doing it any way

Sixteen. I do drugs for the first time. I do like it and keep
doing it

Seventeen. My mom finds a boy in my room. 1 sit on the
edge of my bed and she slaps me in tace and calls me a
slut. I barely felt the slap.

Eighteen. I am working at a restaurant and men leave
tips tor me even when I am not their waiter. My boss gets
mad and the male emplovees begin to talk about me.

Nineteen. I start sleeping with an older coworker, It
makes me feel mature and interesting, like a girl in a
movie. I still dont like sex.

Twenty. I meet an older boy at a party, he has red hair
and smokes Marlboro cigarettes, drinks whiskey, has a
car and an apartment.

Twenty One. I have my first orgasm while lying on my
back on the bed. My eyes are closed and tears run down

my cheeks. I don’t know what is happening to me.

Twenty Two. I'm gay.
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Attention
Portland State
writers, artists.

and thinkers!

Don't forget to Like us on Facebook and Twitter and
check out our website. We'll be posting work from
this issue, interesting literary events you can check out
around Portland, blog posts, and you can keep up to
date with what Pathos is up to.

@PathosLitMa

‘Thanks again and we look forward to reading your
work this Fall!

Sincerely,
Pathos Literary Magazine
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