
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

d
e
a
r
 
 

r
e
a
d

e
r
,
 

THE ZINE THAT REINCARNATES 

 

 

 

bigassbug 

jeremiah miller 

nara 

olli sure 

al smith 

caleb rosenthal 

skriff 

miranda. 

alexis guffey 

bren solis 

joshua williams 

maxine day 

kyle 

dominic barr 

mere harrach 

cover by rowen conry 

thanks to our  

contributors!!! 



 

 

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 
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INTO A BUG UPON ITS DEATH……….. 

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 5 

how to submit 

sitting in a dark room you hear a clock turn. the heavy low metal tone of 
the chime reminds you that time is passing and so are you. standing up 
from your creaky rocking chair you're now in the middle of a parade being 
thrown in your honor! red yellow brown confetti falls and gathers at your 
feet, and the preceding crunch of the pile lets you know that things are still 
moving. upon closer inspection of the plant detritus you realize that 
scribbled onto each fallen morsel is a piece of someone's heart, a 
collection of words, an assemblage of images, the scattered thoughts of an 
artist. you soon come to realize that the fallen leaves before you are a 
curation of experiences, happenings, moments, and by standing amongst 
them you are now a part of the moment set before you as well! this comes 
with a responsibility of maintaining inspiration as just another flowing fluid 
force of nature on our planet, and we hope that when you are finished 
experiencing the pieces of soul present in this small publication that you 
will free its pages from its binding and let it be recycled into the air to 
continue its flight perpetually!  

with love always, 
a moment <3 



 

 

 

 

it? 
 My heart opens her eyes and turns 
to the flame in the hole once again. 
She says, I’m sorry, this is no excuse 
but I’m on my period and just feeling a 
lot. I didn’t want to get so worked up, I 
didn’t mean for my anger to come out 
like this. I’m really grateful to you and 
the seat in the chest where I rest. I 
have to figure out how to reconcile 
you both here in the ways you’re both 
working against each other.  
 With each other, says the flame from 
the hole, but we’re allegorical too, so 
at some point you’ll just have to wake 
up and realize you’re the one in con-
trol.  
 
 I’ve been blind to many realities and 
feel the weight of earthly distractions 
working against the weight of a need 
for change. It will continue this way 
until I address it. There are many ways 
to accomplish this. 
 
     The heart then begins to beg the 
hole with the flame for just a few 
“no’s.” The flame does not oblige but 
the menstrual blood from the heart 
drips all over the seat like crazy and 
puts the flame to sleep for a little 
while.  
 
—by Mere Harrach 



 

 

 There’s a fire burning a small hole 
through the seat in my chest where my 
heart sits; a little hole that’s hardly a 
flame, like the way the end of a ciga-
rette burns through a jacket. And 
through the hole, we don’t know don’t 
know where the embers rise from, we 
can’t see through. But a noise comes 
through and it’s saying YES, it’s saying 
yes, it’s saying yes to everything. And 
the hole broadens little by little, my 
heart picks up on the heat like a mos-
quito bite; at first, nothing, but slowly 
my heart squirms and wrestles the 
urge to reach under and swat it away, 
to leap up and whip around and accuse. 
 To cry out and accuse the voice that 
says “yes,” of attempt to murder. Can’t 
we afford a break, some down time. 
Can’t we afford the cost of sitting and 
pondering, doing nothing but meditating 
and enjoying the delights of ones own 
damn mind for two to three days.  
 It’s hard to know who I am anymore. 
Surely the little flame from the hole has 
stolen the memory of me that even my 
dreams will not carry anymore. My 
heart cries and beats on its breasts. I 
love you for what you’re trying to do for 
me, but I can’t maintain this. The chair 
is too hot now and it was all I had. 
 She doesn’t mention the friends and 
praises. The fire under the ass of my 
heart angsts. What about all the love 
you’ve received? Isn’t that as much you 
as who you are alone, at rest?  
 
 The world is a cycle I cannot fathom 
the beginning or end of. The world of a 

butterfly is as ours was as babies- full 
of extremes and all that they have. 
From the cocoon, their lifespans are so 
small but so significant. A butterfly’s 
whole entire world is the color, flavor, 
and scent of flowers, and the drive it 
takes to get them there. It can be the 
delicate wind that picks them up and 
pulls them into a patch of purple cone-
flowers, the sun warming their sweet 
bodies to the perfect degree while they 
munch down on nectar. It can be the 
swift death by the mouth of a bird, car 
window impact, or the sticky snare of a 
spider’s web. Infinite sensory experi-
ences we’ll never even be able to 
dream of knowing.  
 
 Fear destroys peace. Fear destroys a 
heart. 
 There will always be space for you, if 
you can kill the idea of competition and 
scarcity in your heart.  
 Activity: give your heart a bed and a 
desk and let it choose freely. Time is 
not an evil, it is a guide and a matter of 
fact. 
 
 I close the eyes of my heart, I give her 
a chance to gaze inward. She sees a lot 
of worry and fear. She sees a lover and 
a cunt. She notices times within where 
many piles of comfort have been given 
out freely and times where her cham-
bers became granite stone and no 
breeze could pass through, and every-
thing turned stale. A horror and utopia 
all within a single heartbeat. Who can 
trust this space? Who can live without 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Vocational  

Art and words by Dominic Barr 

 

There's something someone said once 

about your dream job being whatever 

you would do as a child whenever you 

were left to do whatever you wanted. I 

drew on bits of scrap paper and wrote 

little sentences sometimes.  

When I got to school they asked us to 

get up in front of the class, one at a time, 

and choose a job from the outfits they 

had laid out on the carpeted floor. I 

walked around in front of the cross-

legged, barely conscious audience, and 

pondered for what felt like forever, be-

fore I resigned myself to picking up a 

white coat and announcing that I want-

ed to be a doctor. 

I don't think I ever considered that a 

career as an artist was possible. It was a 

fun activity I did, and the adult world 

was serious, so it was automatically not 

a job. I'm not sure if it was an issue with 

my not processing that the content I 

consumed had to be made by people 

whose jobs it was to do that. I drew 

comics for a while as my thing when I 

was in primary school. I kept at it for a 

bit after that, and then tailed off into 

internet memes instead. 

They're funneling me into an algorithm 

that tells me what I need, so that I need 

a job so that I can have credits to buy 

things and become an identity - as if I'm 

not already one merely by continuing to 

exist. The internet is no longer fun and it 

is owned by cultist offshore money. Art 

makes sense to me. Those are real, hu-

man feelings! I don't feel anything about 

money. It's a resource. It's not a calling. 

It's just safety; an invisible hand to be 

wedded to. 

 



 

 
by kyle 

(@poopyknife) 

 

 

bubbles bursting by nara 



 

 

 

 

by maxine day 



 

 

by maxine day 
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by bren solis 



 

 

 

 

by miranda. 



 

 

 

 


