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Dear Reader,

It is our pleasure to present you with Volume 15 of FOOLS Magazine. This semester, we have twist-
ed and rec@ﬁﬁgbf?gmz%@np&%d our style, working diligently to deliver a beautiful and cohesive
magazine that echoes the creativity and talent of the greater lowa City community. As the FOOLS
team continues to grow and evolve in both a creative and professional space, we are astonished by
the dedication and hardwork of our staff. With each page, we are reminded of the talents that shape

and bind the community and world we live in.

This issue reflects the nature of the human condition, demanding answers to the questions that life
asks, even when we don t want to listen. The elements of loss, longing, grief, and yearning which
exist within this magazine are clear, raw, and pungent. Our contributors have tactfully and honestly
invited readers into the deepest parts of their creativity, affording us a glance at the hard truths that
we so often ignore in life. Within these depths, though, there is a beauty and resilience which ema-
nates through these pages and even through our contributors. In life, our only mission as artists is

to be honest, and FOOLS Volume 15 promises to honor that sentiment.

Thank you, deeply, to all of our staff members—from the writing editors to the visual editors, who
all accepted incredible levels of responsibility and humility, to push through all unforeseen circum-
stances plunged into their journey’s path. To our marketing team, who have offered themselves to
the tightest of deadlines and to the tightest of restrictions, have given more heart to this volume
than any other in FOOLS history. To our Creative Director, who has fought against the restraints of
tradition to present to all readers our most unshackled magazine yet. To all who poured their mind

and body into creation...

Thank you.
Mackenzie Kanach, Te’a Ritchie, & the FOOLS Team
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Ethan Kilcoin

KLONDIKE*
as a(n) overweight
fat adult like
child child
1t’s fixable
fixed fixable

but the monkey wrench is greased and

perfect posture is achieved by laying on the

floor

it’s achieved by laying on the floor

fixed fixable fix-er-up-er-yes-sir-ee

but your 9-5 mortgage masquerades as hemorrhoids it’s an
Ocean’s Eleven themed bowel cancer diagnosis party the
Kevin-James-Face- Yellow-Cake

thirty-three wax coated hearses with a wicker

flickered on the way to the hospital

and while there you watched Leaving Las Vegas a
couple months ago on Prime and under the film it had
buzzwords that described the genre of the film and one
of those words was bleak and that’s all the film was it
was bleak to the point of being inhuman it was bleak to
the point of being inhuman

cut
to—

*(or ‘living as an american posthumously’)










Framed Beads by Mary Waite




Viejo Laredo

by Arely Ramirez

February 1983

El Borrego, Guanajuato MX — Nuevo Laredo, Tamaulipas MX — Laredo, Texas US

My mom showed me a picture of the man who drowned in the river. It was the man who drowned
in the river saving his drowning son. It was the man who drowned in the river with his son. It was
the man who left his family awaiting the promised call. For lack of a call, they hoped for a letter.
For lack of a letter they prayed. First came the call, then the letter, but the prayer hung over them.
The weight of it in the rosaries around their necks, where wooden beads turned to lead, holding
their gazes to the ground. They continued to work as only they knew how; the women with shawls
like veils over their hair and the men with straw hats over their heads, skin shining a rich tan. The
kids ran through dirt roads, gathering rocks at the bottom of their shoes, and kicking up dust into
the air and onto themselves.

There was no phone, so the call went through the courthouse in the city half an hour away who
dispatched a policeman to their home. There was no post office either, so the letter went through
the city who sent the letter with a city worker to their home. They mourned the message that they
had received. They mourned the way that they had received it. They even mourned the funeral. If
their grief alone had been enough to pay for the bloated corpses caskets, they could have afforded
golden shrines.

I looked at the picture, dull in the way old photographs were, but even moreso to the eyes of the
twelve-year-old I was then, and saw a man who was a complete stranger to me, and yet, he was
all-encompassing. He was my father who had walked through the desert, my uncle, who had been
stuffed under a truck bed, and even my neighbor whose story had begun to blur with all the rest. I
always listened carefully to conversations that were not always meant for me, then I held onto what
I heard carefully. I carried the memory of their memories with me, losing details along the way but
remembering the important parts. [ was already at a loss, the places they described were vivid in
their minds, a mere impressionist rendition in my own. The colors faded, the faces were blurred,
the time and place I imagined I knew was all wrong. I practiced retelling these stories to myself
and every time I had forgotten something, as though someone had ripped a few pages out of the
non-existent book this story resided in. Through this frustration, I continued listening, trying des-
perately to break the cycle. I heard them speak of how the quantity of work they did meant nothing
and the quality even less. How they worked like dogs but saw nothing for it, so they left. There was
something better they said, up north, all you’d have to do is get through the river, once your feet
touched the soil on the other side, you’d see. I wrote myself a poem sometime later, with all the
important parts [ remembered.



Follow the river
Walk towards the sun
Make your way north
Then jump in the gulf

Now once you get in

You'll forget how to swim

Let the minor confusion ensue...



I looked at the picture some more later that day and it was very clear to me how I felt. I blamed
the river. If the birds could freely fly over, why couldn’t we? If the fish were able to breathe in the
water, why was it so unkind to us? Even the snakes and scorpions were taken in by the desert.

There were others though. Those who did not quite look like us. Their colors were different, I no-
ticed. They must have been God’s favorites. They must have bribed God to allow them a place on
the wings that flew them over the river or on the machines that beat the desert before it could kill
them. They were never caught. They were never dead. My ignorance served them well, I thought
them immortal in their own way. They traveled across the river both ways, as they pleased, co-
ordinating with the seasons usually. Most importantly, however, these people had a place on the
other side. I quickly learned something, a flaw in this ideal land everyone spoke of and it was that,
unlike these other people, we could not actually survive there. Even our triumphs were tragedies;
even if we did get across the river, once our feet touched that land, we were marked—Click here
to enter text. a nuisance that was captured and returned or captured and destroyed. We had no
place there. Even those who were able to evade all of this soon realized that they had the most
tragic fate of all: where every moment they dreamt of home and every breath they spent far from
it. This was their purgatory. They could not be truly happy for there was an essence always miss-
ing from their lives, felt in the aesthetics they remembered, fading with the time they spent away.
They could not be truly sad either for this was their triumph, under these aesthetics they knew
were the bare bones of the place they had risked everything to escape from. To admit that they
had succeeded in reaching their only hope only to find an illusion with no promise, would have
stripped them of their remaining sanity.

Only a month passed, my mom told me before the man’s brother went to the river himself, and as
quickly as I had blamed the river I forgave it. Then I knew it was never really the river that sep-
arated us from the others. Perhaps those things I heard were true. We flocked like sheep to the
edge of a cliff and followed each other off of it. We suffocated like fish lured into breathing in air
that was never meant for us.

Such ignorant, stupid people.

What kind of a man hears his death calling to him and follows anyway?

What kind of a life would you have to lead to hear death calling to you and understand you had to
answer anyway?
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Angel Hatchery by Ava Neumaier

Since the fiery death of God, the responsibility of angel breeding fell to
common people. Beekeepers, chicken brooders, and dog breeders left their hobbies
to pursue more important stock: thrones, seraphim, dominions, and cherubim.

We took a trip to a cherub farm in elementary school, all of us plump-cheeked and
curious, carrying permission slips stating the school wasn’t to blame for any
spontaneous acts of revelation. I remember the head breeder tour guide telling us
to don protective eyewear--big tinted goggles--so their infant divine light wouldn’t
burn our corneas.

He led us into the outdoor breeding room, complete with heavenly
growlights and rustling scientists. The guide presented us with a baby angel, no
bigger than a rabbit in his hands. It was covered in downy iridescent hair, with
damp wings curled anxiously under its human torso. It had the head of a chick and
a beak pointed and silver. We oohed and ahhed and scrambled to get a chance to
hold it. I was always the shortest in class--this was before I was the only student
left--so I got squashed and shuffled away. I settled with watching the taller boys
and girls pet the angel with ravenous eyes, listening for the purr that echoed like a
thunderstorm. The tour guide let us feed it, which meant making little prayers in its
direction. I remember praying for a window seat on the bus home.

The tour guide said we were his best-behaved group all day, so he’d take us
behind the scenes to see the hatching stations. We excitedly filed into the facility
while he explained what level of development cherubs need to become guardian
angels. Ever distractible, I was occupied with the flock of more grown angels
frollicking on all fours in the fenced-in yard, starting to lift off the ground with

bigger wings.



Entering the hatching room, the class immediately started asking questions
about the vials of glowing embryonic fluid and wallpapered anatomy guides. I
looked and saw a tiny angel, small as a chick, drinking from a mason jar of am-
brosia. As I watched her, she fell in, flapping her wings uselessly as the sticky
gold closed in around her. I raised my hand to ask for help, but no one saw me.

I reached into the jar and pulled her out. She was little enough to fit in my child-
sized palm.

The angel coughed a little, spitting ambrosia onto the floor, and climbed up
my arm onto my shoulder.

“Ah, I see you’ve found our runt,” the tour guide chuckled knowingly.
“You can just flick her off. There’s a good chance she won’t survive the winter.”

I gazed at the little angel snapping her beak hungrily. I didn’t want to be-
lieve that. Should I pray that she’d live long enough to prove them wrong?

There was one way to ensure it: I snuck her into my pocket when the tour
guide wasn’t looking, whispering, “Don’t worry-- I’1l take care of you. Mother
says I’'m good with small things.”

I had a glorious ten minutes of imagining our winter together, raising her to
be strong and self-reliant. But as we left, the tour guide saw her glow through my
pocket. He demanded I hand the runt back, and the class gawked and gasped with
the joy of seeing a peer get in trouble. I was reprimanded badly on the bus ride
home, but I distracted myself with the view from the window seat.

Years later, when the angels turned against their breeders and began wreak-
ing havoc on the world, I was the only human with a guardian angel-- the little runt

who was a survivor.
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stheno, on the murder of her little sister

Amritha Selvarajaguru
et tu, perseus?

the cave floor is slick and red and euryale
screams so loud her voice reverberates through
the caverns like a flood. we used to call her our little

snake girl. he is still clutching her by the hair.

we give chase, but he is air, he is wind, he is
invisible to our eyes. when she was born mortal, we
held her in our arms and marveled at her frailty, at

the curve of her tiny nose and the wide stare

of her round eyes and thought, oh, she is so precious. let
us protect her, let her be always safe and warm and
good, let her not live with us in the dark, but somewhere

clean and bright and fitting for our sweet sister.

perseus slips away unpunished. he has the audacity of a
god and all the startling cruelty of a man. he too would
bleed red. what will we tell her children? gods, none of

you are listening, or if you are, you are thinking,

good riddance. let the little snake girl die. never mind
that she loved you, that she was pious, that she was
mortal, beautiful, good; she was always a marker of your

sin. we give up our pursuit. euryale kneels in the wet

of her, wails into her collarbone. her body is awkward,
unbalanced without her head. we can’t even kiss her
on the cheek. oh, what would our parents say? our sweet

baby sister. we were too late again. oh, our dear little love.

then fall, medusa.
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The Mark of David Ryan Hilger






you are in the other room, making me pancakes with

walnuts, pancakes with

chopped bananas.

of course I don’t say it, of course I won’t say it, but it’s true nonetheless:
I need you, bad.

they cut me up two days ago and this is the first time you’ve left my side;
aren’t you ever the dutiful one?

slip me my Tylenol, as prescribed. flip me my nutty banana pancakes, to taste.
I will say I love you tomorrow night. not now. it’s sacred.

flash forward a year and you’ve bought me a bouquet;
aren’t you ever the gentleman?

you kiss my chest. I’'m on a high again, just like old times, and this time it isn’t the oxy.

I ask you if you remember making me pancakes.
I am a stupid, silly boy;
you ask “which time?”

flash forward another two years and you’re on one knee.
I don’t believe it.

[’m almost angry.

this was my job.

“I remember when you first said you loved me,

you were just three days post-op and I had to wipe your ass.

I loved you before that.

I loved you when they put you under, I loved you when you woke up.
I think I’ll love you forever.”

and you mean it. there are daily floral arrangements.

there are weekly pancake Sundays.

we try all kinds of flavors, and we go to my surgical checkups hand-in-hand.

we marry under an elm. we contact our local adoption agency. you kiss my chest on
repeat.

it’s easy to believe, isn’t it?

that you dropped the double entendres and attended my double incision,
that I did eventually tell you I loved you, and that I meant it.

that we had pancakes.

that we had pancakes.
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bathtub Katelyn Nguyen



best served chilled
Abigail Adams

Best served: plucked, waxed, perfumed and glossed

Packaged up in a silk bow he can untie

Scraps of lace over the bits soon to disappoint the imagination

It’s insignificant if he’s an ‘ass man’ or a ‘tits man’

No matter how you feel about yours, you’ve got them

And at the end of the day that’s all that really matters

You imagine they all feel the same under the greedy squeeze of his hands

(Do Not Try To Hold His Hand)

Best served: at the far side of pleasure

Let him coax the wetness out of you

Not too much; too easy; too eager

Moans should be frequent but not so loud that the neighbors might hear
Always let him drag his name from your lips first, stroke him and his ego
To be with him is to be silenced and to kiss him is to silence

The way you want to scream those three little words

(If He Can Make You Cum, Run)

Best served: thin, gasping, and inhumanly beautiful

You may warm up his bed but you should not stay the night
A kiss on the forehead is a ploy, not a promise

Your heart can race but not flutter

Too much emotion makes you less of a body

More of a lover, which you certainly are not

You’re here to be fucked, not to be held

(Never Try To Say You Love Him)

Best Served Chilled
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To: Vojislava Skrbic; From Your Moon,
By Erik Moon
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Chill of Gold

A Portrait Unnamed



The River Ran Red With Your Reflection

Mazzy Sleep

LIGHT

Heaven has no name,
but I know it.

A can of tuna, an alleycat.

The streetlight’s dappled shadow
pockmarked gold and fawn

& in the windows, lamps with lightbulbs
crude and round as molars
glowing

& in the mirrors, towel racks, tiled walls
ensnared in that sort of moonlight

whose name lays just beneath our tongues.

A misdemeanor of light on the sidewalk.

The cat eaten by its own fur.

Photographs by Aceel Ali
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Red Revelers of Prague

Adeline Bradley




Yasaka Koshin-do Girl

Adeline Bradley
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Scenic Route, Midwest lvy Santeler



the stage— silent; Sophia Fernandez

well,
asslent as
one-hundred-and-one people

ever are.

she looks at her;
hands at her side.
raises an eyebrow as if to say

whenever you're ready.

suddenly—

melody,

soaring above the heads of
one-hundred-and-one people
and into the breathless audience

she doesn't conduct;
leaving it in the soloist’s
capable hands

(or rather, fingers)

as she weaves a melody
out of expectant air

slowly,

othersjoin

the melody becomes
a tapestry of sound
draped in the hall




a shuffling of chairs

the only indication of what’'s to come
as the entire ensemble grows from
nothing
to everything
& fades back to restraint

above the low hum,

a bright melody rises
the others cradling it,
delicateasabird

then three notes;
long,
drawn
out
notes
the story continues.

support comes from the bass
voices that add a rich depth
& darker color

to the mosaic of melody

the high voices

perch on top,

light & airy

dancing now in spotlight
now in shadows




wide expanses,

sweeping sound;

a new facet appears

no matter where the focusis

a brief peaceful moment
before each part builds,
builds,

builds,

bursting into life & color

every one of those
one-hundred-and-one peopl e putting
every motion,

every breath

into coloring the air

nothing will be the same;
it's felt throughout the whole performance
but never more

than directly after this moment.

all that's left to do
Isto remind the audience
thisisreal

note, resolve;

pause

note, resolve;

pause

last, lingering breath.
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t he summers draw | onger,

sone antithetical glacier

gri ndi ng Septenber’s

i dyllic protoautumal bedrock

| am gored on the tusk
of the sweaty nmammot h
of humdity

as the sun schenes-

coy as it works its rays about the | and
sow ng the seeds for next year
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