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      I cannot believe that this zine has been going for a full year! Four issues of Scattered are now out there, scarring minds across the globe. >:) So far, we’ve published everything from cosmic horror to bizarro, from splatterpunk to gay werewolf erotica, and liminal to LGBTQ+ horror. It really has been a blast putting these little zines together and sending them out into the world. And I do not plan on stopping.

      Now we have the next issue of Scattered to kick off a whole new year of awesome. This time, we have brand new fiction from Susan Snyder, co-author of Nympho Shark Fuck Frenzy, and David Beaumier, author of the recently published collection of dark literary fiction from Dark Forest Press: The Mourning Fields. There is also a brand-new poem from horror poet Tiffany Michelle Brown, which you will not want to miss.

      I am ecstatic to work with Leo Corbett once again. He gave us this insanely amazing cover illustration. I can’t wait to work with him in the future. And you all will love the sultry centerfold art from P.L. McMillan; you will be drawn into the image like a moth to a flame.

      Then there is the new media critique from Leslie Edens. This time, she delves into the hit film Iron Lung from director and YouTube star Markiplier. We both saw this one twice in theaters. Leslie is also sharing a recipe with us this month. So tasty.

      With each new issue, the zine continues to improve, adjusting things here and there to make everything amazing for the readers. And, for the first time ever, from July 1-15, DFP will be taking short story submissions for issues #8-9 and beyond! Plus, there is also the option to subscribe and get each brand-new issue direct in your email or in your physical mailbox as it comes out, automagically! Check out DarkForestPress.com if you’re interested.

      And now I will shut up and release you all into issue 5 of Scattered: A Dark Forest Press Zine. I hope that you love it as much as I do.

      

      —

      JDubs

      June 20th, 2026

      Bellingham, WA
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      The last trip to the northern coast of Peru yielded an unprecedented find. My team uncovered the remains of 140 children ranging in age from five to fifteen. This was a remote area inhabited by the Chimu, a civilization second only to the Inca in its reign in the Americas in the early 15th century. Skeletal remains of children were uncovered for months, keeping me from returning home to my husband and small boy. But I am a scientist. Climbing the academic ladder through the glass ceiling is not an easy feat for a woman. I have worked too hard for too long to leave before the work is done.

      As horrific as it may be.

      The body count seemed never ending. Each small skull was red, smeared with a cinnabar-based ceremonial paint. Their rib cages were cut open with surgical precision to remove their hearts, we assumed. Little bones lay splayed out into a contortion of the human form, cemented by time.

      Human sacrifice was not unheard of in the Chimu culture, but children? My colleagues at the museum informed me that these people had experienced an unusually strong El Nino around this time, leading to massive flooding of crops and a prolonged period of mass starvation. The superstitious Chimu elders must have thought an extreme sacrifice was in order to appease such angry Gods. Imagine what level of desperation must be reached to slaughter so many innocents. How could the parents of these children allow this? I spent many sleepless nights thinking about these questions. Could I ever do that to my son?

      What travesty would need to occur to have such dark intentions toward your own flesh and blood?

      Sitting in my small and cluttered tent, my mind would occasionally drift back to memories of my postpartum depression after the birth of my son five years ago. If I were to be fully honest, I did have fleeting thoughts of escape yet I had no intention behind it. These inklings of murderous rage were figments of this crippling disorder. Many women suffered through this during the first few months of motherhood. Any cursory glance at decades of past research would show you this. I paid it no mind once my fog cleared and the bliss of being a mother finally arrived. Clearly, I was just one of many who were temporarily struck with the tendrils of this madness.

      There was a palpable malaise surrounding the dig site. I chalked it up to the macabre discovery that we made there. Even in the blaze of midday sunlight, I remained cold, shivering. Thoughts of my family, my child, popped into my head multiple times per day. I must have been homesick. Longing to see my son again. That is to be expected on these long expeditions.

      Stealing an artifact from a site was taboo in my field, but I don’t consciously remember taking the knife. I was surprised to see it in my bag as I unpacked in my bedroom upon my return home. My son was sitting on the bed and paid no mind to it at that time. I prefer it that way. Children and knives don’t mix well.

      It was still covered in the tarnish and soil of centuries, dull and lifeless. I spent the next two days cleaning the copper blade revealing the intricate carving of a woman at its hilt, her headdress crowned in turquoise, the symbol of water and sky. The knife was polished and clean, but the blade itself was dull. I contemplated turning it over to the museum’s collection. Instead, I began to sharpen it. I felt an urgent need to bring it back to its original state, its glory. Such a beautiful and rare find. Eventually, I bought a glass case and set it on the desk in my office. I just couldn’t part with it yet.

      My son couldn’t stop staring at that blade. He was only a child, six years old now, and I realized children are drawn to shiny things. I should have left it in the state I found it at the dig site. It would have been less attractive to my little son. His small hand always rested on the glass encasing the artifact like a gypsy with a crystal ball. He just stared at it, and I stared at him. Yet, I did nothing.

      Maybe it was the scientist in me. I was frozen in curiosity.

      I found my husband’s body on a Saturday morning. He usually woke up early with my son to make breakfast and watch T.V. I awoke not to the silly music of cartoons and the smell of bacon and coffee, but to the shattering of glass and a cacophony of children’s screams. It reached such a volume that I had to cover my ears with my hands.

      Then, it just stopped.

      My first suspicion was that my son had messed around with the television volume. I ran downstairs to the kitchen to question my husband.

      His body was on the kitchen floor, back arched unnaturally, hands formed into claws. His eyes were wide and his forehead smeared with blood. He seemed to be frozen in a grotesque smile. Immediately, the image of those child graves burst into my mind. Those little red-painted, grinning skulls. Those distorted skeletons.

      Then I saw his chest. The heart had been removed, or partially removed. He was ravaged. Skin was torn into shreds of flesh surrounding a crude hole ripped into his chest. It looked as if someone had tried to pull out his heart, but about half of the organ remained. It laid out on his right breast, and it looked to have been haphazardly hacked with something.

      I heard a small voice laughing. I spun around to see my son in the corner of the kitchen, sitting behind the plastic trash can. I started to run over to him. Slipping in the pool of my partner’s blood, I landed face down, cracking my chin hard against the linoleum. As my teeth slammed together, I bit off the tip of my tongue. Blood poured from my mouth. My son picked up his head and looked at me, smiling. He held out his hands to show me. One hand held the blade, covered in gore. The other revealed his own father’s partially excised heart.

      I had not turned in the knife, and I was certainly not going to turn in my own son. I buried my husband in our backyard, under the cover of night. I couldn’t help but wonder who might exhume his body, centuries from now. Maybe someone like me, a scientist. What might they think happened here?

      I stayed home with my son for two weeks, telling my colleagues that we left the country for a well-deserved family vacation. I would only be able to deflect my husband’s nosey sister for so long. I told her he was sick with an awful case of laryngitis, and couldn’t come to the phone.

      I just watched my son, as he watched that knife. I tried to bury the blade along with my spouse in the yard, but my son dug it up. He clawed at the dirt like a crazed animal. I locked it inside my bedroom closet, high on a shelf. My son rammed the closet door over and over with his small head, until he knocked himself unconscious. I
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