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      Are you ready for the best issue of Scattered yet?! Well, I guess it doesn’t matter. Either way, you seem to be reading it right now, be it digitally or holding a paper copy in your hands. And if you aren’t prepared, this one will melt you down into human slag. Metaphorically, of course. There are some tasty treats in these pages. First, we have new bizarro and cosmic horror fiction from masters of their craft Michael Allen Rose and Sam Rebelein. Next, we have a poetry/art piece from the stupendous Erik Keevan along with art from Wayne Curran and Leo Corbett. And finally, we have a brand new review from Leslie Edens. This time, she applies her analysis to the Skibidi Toilet phenomenon, digging into the meaning behind it and its echoes of past rebellion.

      But I will leave you to it. Devour each of these pages. Well, don’t actually eat them. You wouldn’t be able to read it again! (Unless you buy another copy, you know, to share with friends.)

      

      JDubs

      

      3/19/2026 - Bellingham, WA

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dear Neighbor

          

          FICTION

          MICHAEL ALLEN ROSE

        

      

    

    
      Dear Neighbor,

      Let me begin by saying that the two of us have never met. I admit this is an odd circumstance under which to make introductions, but better late than never. As my wife always says, reaching out during adversity makes for deep friendships. It is surprising that we haven’t met before, considering the number of years that I have been involved with the block association. Every summer, we have our big block party, as I am sure you are aware. Usually, we grill hamburgers and hot dogs (vegetarian options too, ever since the Douglas family moved in down the street, since their oldest is a vegan, apparently). We play games, and there is a bounce house for the kids and usually we hire some kind of magician or clown to entertain people. It really is a hoot. Maybe this letter will break the ice a bit. I’ll hope to see you at our next block party. You’ll recognize me, as I’ll be the fellow with the “Kiss the Cook” apron on, standing in front of the grill. (My wife says I should always add something that says please, don’t actually kiss me, ever since Ms. Douglas had a few too many Flirtinis two summers ago and tried to drag me under Howard and Maisie Cooper’s front porch for an illicit canoodle).

      Of course, I’m not writing to you today to chastise you for not attending the block parties (even though they have been voted best block function of the year four out of the past five years!) I must confess that this is a difficult letter for a number of reasons (which I will get to, don’t you worry) but the main one of which is: I ran over your cat. I should start by saying that I’m very sorry for your loss, but it’s hard to start that way, because I’m not so sure it is a loss (I’ll get to that too). I understand the horror and depression that goes along with losing a beloved pet. Our family dog, Skipper, ran out in front of a bus a few years ago. The bus didn’t hit Skipper, but I imagined what it would be like if it had, and trust me, it was horrific. So, the grief that you would feel as a result of losing your cat has me feeling very bad about myself, and will likely be the main topic of discussion at my weekly therapy session on Tuesday. But that brings me to the gist of my correspondence, and forces me to clarify why I should start by saying that I’m sorry for your loss, but that’s impossible because I’m pretty sure you haven’t actually lost the cat.

      Don’t misunderstand me, I know that you don’t have possession of your cat at the moment, so in that sense, you’ve lost your cat. What I mean to say is, your cat is not dead. It appears to be very much alive (I write “appears” for a reason, and I’ll get to that too, I promise). I imagine it is something of a relief to know that your cat is not dead. It was a relief to me too, I promise you that, as when I got out of my 2019 Cadillac Escalade, I thought for sure your dear pet cat was destined for that great cat house in the sky. After I had heard the thump, which was difficult to feel in the Escalade and even more difficult to hear over my stereo pumping out the greatest hits of Dave Matthews Band (and no, DMB is not only one missing letter from DuMB, no matter what the oldest Douglas daughter thinks, just because she went off to college and hangs out with punk-rockers and her friends threw water balloons filled with pee at my Escalade last summer does not make her a musical expert or a tastemaker!). Sorry, I digress. My wife says I go into a fugue state sometimes when I start talking about why the kids are wrong about things that are obviously still cool. So, after I heard the thump, and had carefully parked Carol (that’s the name of my Escalade) to the side of the street, I climbed out and saw your poor darling in the middle of the center line.

      I thought for sure the poor thing was dead, so I walked over to check on it and took a quick look at the collar. Judging from that, your cat is either named “Bruce” or “Turbo.” I am going to assume it’s “Turbo” unless your name is “Turbo” in which case I guess that I ran over “Bruce?” Which I still feel very guilty about. There was also a phone number, and an address, but I thought calling you might be inappropriate, since we’ve never talked before, which is why I’m sending this letter. (Please let me know if you’d like to be added to the neighborhood phone tree though, in case of emergencies, such as extended hospital stays or suspicious vehicles or hit and run accidents or who is bringing which dessert to the summer block party). Now, “Turbo” here (or “Bruce) looked pretty flat and quite unpleasant. I decided that before I could, in good conscience, inform you of the results of our fateful impact, I should do everything in my power to see if I could at least give the cat some dignity.

      I picked up the cat and brought it over to my vehicle. I was able to open the rear cargo door hands free, thanks to this electronic key fob that pops it for me (the Platinum package was surprisingly affordable - totally worth it) then I placed the cat on one of my son’s gym towels. I didn’t want any part of your cat to leak onto the Premium Semi-Aniline Leather Seating Surfaces of my Escalade, which I’m sure you can understand (I’m telling you, the Platinum package was a bargain, despite what my wife says). I tell you, I drove around the block three times, trying to decide whether it would be better to knock on your door and bring you the body of poor Turbo (is it Bruce? I should ask you personally, for reasons I’ll get into shortly). Finally, I thought, no, I’m going to go home and have my son run over (no pun intended) and tell you about the accident. (Despite what he might tell you, I did not try to bribe him with a new Nintendo system to take the blame for the incident. I simply thought, since he’s young and spry, he could run a simple errand for his old man). As I was talking with my son about this very thing (he was playing basketball in our driveway when I arrived), we heard a strange noise from inside the Escalade, so I went to investigate.

      Imagine my surprise and delight when I looked through the rear window to see your little bundle of joy wiggling around like a kitten! I mean, like something much larger than a kitten, but with the enthusiasm of one. I am guessing, from the immense size of this particular cat, he is actually an adult male, not a kitten, both from his weight and also from the way he was spraying the inside of my Escalade with urine. I immediately yelled a mouthful of words unbefitting the head of the neighborhood association, and for my colorful language, I apologize. I was in a panic, and that is also probably why I didn’t think before throwing open the side doors and rushing inside the cab to try and catch your cat. Upon seeing the side door open, the cat immediately scurried for the opening. Now, I know you don’t really know me very well (again, something I plan to remedy, assuming I survive the present situation I find myself in, which I’ll also get to shortly) but I am a somewhat portly man. Fluffy, if you will. I know the oldest Douglas daughter (Trish, is her name, I think?) and her friends call me Fatty McFatpants, but that is a gross and libelous mischaracterization of my body type. Sure, I am not as thin as I was when I was playing college ball, but who is? Certainly not my wife, who has also taken to calling me “marshmallow butt.” But, I digress. The point here is that I was blocking the majority of the opening as the cat tried to escape the confines of my Escalade. Cats, as you probably know, do not have a good grasp of physics, or possibly they do not care, and the fact that I was screaming “No, oh God, no, wait, wait, please” did nothing to dissuade the cat from careening around the interior like a pinball with claws and carving up my interior before latching onto the front of my shirt.
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