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A YARD (ZOOM IN) A FLOWER (ZOOM 

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:  

JULY 20TH!! 

how to submit 

 

 

 

ramona jane 

credence cole 

r. m. marley 

sofa melon 

miranda. 

xena colby 

christos george 

olli sure 

maria walls 

dune carlo 

abigail hughes 

bren solis 

matt daisy 

mere harrach 

x 

bugleague 

heather johnson 

zach tbd 

joshua williams 

maggie sanchez 

cover by  

rowen conry 

thanks to our  

contributors!!! 

THE MOMENT TEAM: ROWEN, OLLI, LESLEY,            
BIGASSBUG, CATHERINE, AND EMMY 



 

 

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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IN) A PETAL (ZOOM IN) ...MOLECULE 

look to your left. now look to your right. it's mating season after all, and we 
all know what that means. after being mentally and spiritually deprived, 
disheveled, disconcerted, and detained by a month of icy cold death, 
suddenly a spark in the field appears. suddenly there is a rustling in the 
bushes in the distance in the foreground. suddenly you hear a small subtle 
creaking sound as the first flowers of the season begin to untwist their 
forms. the thing about Spring is that it's not just about the pastel fireworks 
erupting on blooming trees, and it's not even about the trickle sound made 
by rain hitting your air conditioning window unit. spring is about the egg 
cracking, and a slow crunch of the timeline moving forward. and when the 
egg hatches inside you find what you've been looking for, a zine full of 
locally curated artistic expression. and as the runny yolk of the egg seeps 
into tiny weed flower daisies littering the field, the pages of this zine begin 
to unfold and uncurl into brightly colored pieces of poetry, visual art, 
prose, photography, collage, thoughts, prayers, love, sex, and finally the 
year can begin anew. and emboldened with the divine inspiration 
bestowed from this publication, we hope you will continue to populate the 
rich soil of the earth with newness, fresh understandings, and most 
importantly life! also the bugs come back this time of year.   

with love, 
a moment <3 



 

 

 

 

watch. You don’t have to know. But 

you want to know. Shards rattle be-

neath the doorframe with each pulse 

of the bassline, and the overturned 

lamp casts a flicker of light through 

the slivers of broken glass. As two 

silhouetted figures dance in the fluo-

rescent glare—punching walls, 

overturning furniture, they scream. 

And scream. Always screaming. 

You press your palms so hard 

against your ears that they start to 

ache, and the song’s melody sounds 

like a muffled and jagged lullaby. 

Please stop. Please. Daddy.  

You clench your eyes shut. 

Again. 

From your closet, Nocturnes 

whisper. Grabbing your birthday 

gift, you slip inside, making sure to 

keep the door cracked just enough to 

let in a little light. You fluff the now 

chocolate milk-stained, white 

cheeks of that stuffed rabbit and 

clutch it to your chest. Squeezing it 

tight, you hear a click and hear your 

mother’s voice crackle through the 

seams saying: I love you—I love 

you—I love you. I love you too.  

The Sound of People Falling Out of Love 



 

 

Quiet is a beast that lies in 

wait. At first, it moves like a shad-

ow—soft, gentle, so subtle. Unap-

parent. Depending on the light of 

day, you might even mistake it for 

peace. But then the opening notes 

of an REO Speedwagon song bel-

lows through the house, and that 

shadow you rarely see at dinner—

let alone at father-daughter danc-

es—morphs into something con-

create, something unrelenting. 

Your mother tells you to go to 

your room—your safe space—and 

close the door behind you.  

You do as you’re told. 

Always do. 

You sit with your back 

against the bunk bed your older 

brother is forced to share and wait. 

And wait. Always waiting for 

something to happen. Pressing 

your knees tightly against your 

chest, you listen as the framed, 

fictitious family photos tremble 

against the walls of the hallway. 

Each reverberation of the hum-

ming strings riffs, rattles, and 

shakes the constitution of the 

house, as if it’s trying to disinte-

grate each pillar that holds up its 

weight. And as the walls wail in 

pain from the bones of a happy 

home crumbling down, you close 

your eyes. Far away. Yes. You 

imagine yourself somewhere far 

away.  

A garden.  

Yes.  

A garden. 

Where a sparrow sits wea-

rily perched, waiting for a second 

wind to hit, like the first chorus of 

the song—or the glass cup that 

shatters against my—no, your—

bedroom door. You can still smell 

the remnants of the Nesquik—you 

didn’t finish it. And you left the 

table. No wonder he’s mad.  

And I’m gonna keep on 

loving you… 

You gasp. Open your eyes. 

Don’t. Slowly.  

…I don’t want to sleep; I 

just want to keep on… 

You won’t open the door. 

Not until Mommy comes to kiss 

you goodnight. You don’t have to 

The Sound of People Falling Out of Love

By Maggie Sanchez 

 

 



 

 

 

 

by joshua williams 



 

 

 

 



 

 

by sofa melon 

 

 



 

 

 

 

by miranda. 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

by matt daisy 
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cat by bren solis 



 

 
photos by abigail hughes 

 

 



 

 

 

 


