
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
by bren solis 



 

 

dear  

reader, 

I was throwing around a big piece 
of plastic with a friend recently 

when they told me that it is fall and 
everything is dying and we are 
reaping what we are sewing. i 

thought this was stupid as hell but 
also so true and profound!!! the days 
are fall and the trees are stupid and 
the leaves are coming down and so 

are we, unfortunately. but we won't 
let each other fall, and the beautiful 

art, poetry, and visual work in this 
zine can be the warmth in your 

stomach this season. as you 
consume the work featured here, i 

hope you take time to think of how 
by reading this zine you are 

becoming a willing participant of 
the performance that is 

"FALL2023". when you are done 
reading this zine I hope you will 

throw it behind you and let it swept 
up in the wind gust of dead leaves, 

purposed with scattering their dead 
material throughout the rich soil to 

be born again. thank you for 
reading I love you so much. 

 
the premier St. Louis zine, 

a moment 

THE FALL ISSUE, FOR FALL PEOPLE 

 

 

mutual aid resources: 
 

Tent Mission STL 
Instagram: @tentmission_stl 

Venmo: @tentmissionstl 
 

free palestine 
 

find our social media & smallweb! 
Instagram: @amoment_zine 

& 
https://amomentzine.flounder.online 

 

much love from the zine team 
———rowen, olli, mere, catherine, emmy, and lesley 
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MADE WITH 100% AUTHENTIC FALL 

send anything and everything 
(poems, prose, opinion/
editorial, painting, collage, and 
all the cute lil else) to 
amomentzine@gmail.com, 
our email address. note that 
all accepted submissions will 
be printed and posted online 

in black and white. you can go 
to issuu.com/amomentzine to 
view this issue and issues in 
the future. :P B) :-> 
 

NEXT DEADLINE:  

January 6. 

how to submit 



 

 

 

 

front, and then we’d dry off in tow-
els and put on some ambient field 
recordings from Lake Maracaibo, 
remixed by Ernest Hood to further 
season the sounds of the storm hap-
pening outside the window, reading 
aloud to each other, trading para-
graphs from a book we saved from a 
dollar rack at a bookstore a block 
over from hers.  
 “No, we’re going swimming.” she’ll 
say with a grin and a wink I cannot 
deny.  
“Okay maybe we can do the fire-
place thing later,” I say, and now 
that I think about it a swim does 
sound nice, we are already wet after 
all. She knows a nice YMCA nearby 
and has a membership that covers 
one guest, and she even has a spare 
swimsuit in her locker there and she 
thinks we’re about the same size so 
it’ll probably fit me. We’ll walk there 
and the person working the YMCA 
counter will get us checked in and 
say “just you and one guest today 
Ms. Anderson?” and she’ll say “oh 
please, just call me Laurie, and yes 
this is my guest” 
 “My guest,” how about that! We’ll 
get in the water (she was right, her 
suit fit me perfectly) and we’ll warm 
up with some water-resistance run-
ning in the shallow end. She’s so 
damn agile for 76. Then we’ll put on 
some flippers and really get our 
hearts pumping. We share a lap lane 
and do laps for like, an hour and a 
half and then she reaches over un-
derwater and taps my shoulder. Our 
heads pop up from the water and 

she asks me if I wanna race. “Yeah 
sure,” I say. We’re both so playfully 
competitive. She kicks my ass and 
beats me in a 5 lap race by a solid 8 
seconds but I take it well. We laugh 
together, how silly it is to be in this 
world, lap swimming indoors during 
a thunderstorm. We do not take the 
weird conveniences of the 21st cen-
tury for granted.  
 As our eyes linger on each other at 
the tail end of our laughing fit, I sud-
denly feel very unwell. I pull myself 
up onto the edge of the pool and it 
all slips into darkness. 
 When I open my eyes I’m still wet, 
but Laurie is gone. my head is 
pounding, and my skin hurts all 
over. fuck, my worst fears are real-
ized, and I— I must have been 
struck by lightning. The rain is still 
pouring down and I can’t move. I’ll 
get up in a few moments, I don’t 
know what to do. The place i’m stay-
ing is a thirty-minute commute over 
the bay to Brooklyn and I’m in so 
much pain. Suddenly a voice like a 
sweet bird from above my head calls 
out “are you alright?” I tilt my chin 
back and roll my eyes as far up as I 
can to see a crop of wild grey hair 
and two giant lovely green eyes 
staring my way. “It’s going to be al-
right.” 



 

 

I Dream of Laurie (Anderson) 
by Mere Harrach 
 
 Hands laced behind my back, 
closed body language with a front 
of openness.  
 I want so badly to tell her how I 
feel, spoil it all. she’s not even here 
right now. 
 Watching the thunderstorm roll 
in, I’m waiting for my meet-cute 
with a lightning strike in Central 
Park, mere blocks away from 
where she is staying. Acid rain 
drips into my coffee cup and peo-
ple scatter to their ubers and taxis 
and the subway station as the 
rumbling gets louder.  
 But I am waiting on a rock near 
the central lawn, hoping the wet 
on the page does not confuse my 
pen,  
 Hoping Laurie might walk by, 
stop, and enjoy the feeling of a 
pouring rainstorm running 
through our hair, together, drip-
ping down into our eyes while we 
walk, and as my foot slides on the 
wet pavement a little too much, 
she catches me but we both tum-
ble down, and then we’re laughing. 
This is so rom-com of us, and we 
laugh and get up and wipe some 
wet cut grass from our clothes and 
it sticks to our hands as we wipe it 
off.  
 I’ve often been too fearful to en-
joy a thunderstorm in this capacity 
in the past— ending hikes before 
the summit to flee back down the 
mountain and take shelter in the 

car. However, I am a guest in this 
city. There is no car here, no near-
by free awning, no tabernacle or 
pavilion. No coffee shop with in-
door seating (okay I tried to go 
inside earlier when the storm 
started, sorry) 
 But I am also being so intentional 
about this. Forgive me books, for-
give me journal. We endure and 
enjoy. I am here to get the authen-
tic NYC experience, and that means 
waiting for Laurie in rain or (no) 
shine in Central Park.  
 When she gets here, we’ll do the 
meet-cute moment, and then we’ll 
talk. We’ll really talk, and she’ll tell 
me all about herself and I’ll have 
so much I relate to. We’ll walk by 
the Balto statue and the umbrella 
vendors and she’ll ask me about 
myself and she’ll really respect 
what I’ve been up to lately. Yeah 
I’m working a part time job but 
REALLY what I’m working on is 
becoming a better artist. I’m even 
looking at “going back to school” 
and she’ll love that and support it. 
It’s never too late to go back and 
learn more.  
 Suddenly, the wind will begin to 
pick up and we’ll get a little too 
cold for comfort. She’ll give me a 
massive look, eyes and smile big-
ger than the sun, and ask me if I… 
want to go swimming?! Well, this 
isn’t exactly what I was expecting, 
I imagined you inviting me to your 
Manhattan apartment that some-
how has a big cozy fireplace and a 
soft, clean, puce shag carpet in the 
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by blake powell 



 

 

 

 

by valentin 

“Self portrait on the toilet at the sinkhole” 

by colleen (beth) (beef) cromer 



 

 

by liam connolly 

 

 



 

 

by Zach TBD 
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by Abbie Leonard 



 

 

 

 

The Alchemist.  

by Adam Harris 

 

I'm so far up  

in the air about  

whether I want  

to turn my poems  

to song or  

let them let me  

feel the freedom  

that is writing hundreds  

and hundreds of poems  

because if the words  

aren't set to music  

I can keep making  

them new without even 

the hint of chord changes 

keeping me stuck in the same  

way keeping me feeling like  

I've been writing the same  

song with different lyrics every  

day for the last 20 years I've  

been living off of song lyrics  

and the way words can go  

together it's the only  

thing keeping me wanting  

to keep being alive  

the only way I can  

want to wake  

up for jobs and forms  

and looking for new jobs 

and new forms to fill out  

just so I can keep thinking 

about words.  

FEAR. 

by Adam Harris 

I'm afraid I won't ever 

write another short  

story again.  

 

I have destroyed my  

need to expand  

on a thought  

and now I just  

let it be this small thing.  



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

VORE          CORNER!!! 



 

 

               VORE          CORNER!!!

 

 

by hope bingham 



 

 

“late accounts” by sgs 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

by liam connolly 


