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    Editorial: February 2021

    Wendy N. Wagner | 1166 words

    Welcome to issue 101 of Nightmare! I’m Wendy N. Wagner, writing to you in my first-ever editorial, and let me just say: It is an honor and a privilege to be writing to you, our wonderful readers. Thank you so much for joining me on the next leg of our magazine’s terrifying journey. I hope we have a great time together!

    When it comes to horror, I’m what might be called a “true believer.” Horror novels, video games and movies have gotten me through some of the roughest patches in my life. I’ve escaped unhappiness by diving into the thrills of countless monstrous adventures; I’ve felt my will to live return after a good jump scare—and I’ve found tremendous insight into the human condition in the work of horror creators across all mediums. Horror and dark fantasy offer us an amazing realm to learn about ourselves, our fellow humans, and our relationship to the world.

    I feel so lucky that I’ve spent the last six years as a part of Nightmare, immersed in the work of an incredible community of dark creators. We’ve published stories ranging from the experimental to the revolting to the crushingly sad: a remarkable variety of fiction. But if there’s one thing that unites the last 100 issues, it’s a commitment to humanity. To sharing work that doesn’t just scare, but which touches you. Nightmare has always been a place for fiction with heart, and I hope this issue continues in the same fine tradition.

    This month sees a few changes in the usual Nightmare line-up as we swap out reprints for original micro-content we’re calling “The Horror Lab.” Every month you’ll see a piece of flash fiction, plus a poem or a piece of creative nonfiction—all of it unsettling and delicious. This month’s nasty little bonbons include “The Girl with the Voice Made of Stone,” a prose poem by Anuel Rodriguez that spins the murder and social critique into a dark fairy tale. Our flash story is a tiny, bloody morsel from Erica Ruppert called “And Lucy Fell.”

    Our short fiction this month includes Nightmare newcomer E.A. Petricone’s “We, the Girls Who Did Not Make It,” a story of ghosts, abuse, and our culture’s obsession with serial killers. The inimitable Stephen Graham Jones returns with an eight-legged tale of regret: “Hairy Legs and All.”

    In “The H Word,” Justin C. Key talks about what it’s like being a Black horror fan experiencing a genre where he felt unwelcome—and what it’s like today creating horror through his own Black lens. We also have spotlight interviews with our short fiction writers, and an in-depth interview with author Hailey Piper.

    There is also a special story about our cover art this issue. We were contacted by creative director and model Grace Legault with a photo submission of these very unsettling nurses. Of course we couldn’t resist them! If you’d like to check out more of Grace’s work, you can find her on Instagram, where she’s @heygracie_. The rest of her team includes photographer Marshall Stonefish (@marshalls.worldx), make-up artist Cassidy Shkimba (@thepowderrooom), and models Mya Matos (@myasoleil) and Emilee Farquhar (@emileefarquhar).

    Throughout the rest of the year, I’d also like to take more time to celebrate our wonderful Nightmare community. Our staff of volunteers includes some of the most hard-working and insightful folks I’ve met, and you deserve a chance to get to know them a little better. I thought I’d start with one of our dirtiest jobs: copy editing. If it weren’t for the hard work of copy editor Melissa V. Hofelich, this magazine wouldn’t look nearly as good. We all owe her a standing ovation for her years scrutinizing punctuation and capturing typos! Here’s a little bit more about this hero:

    How did you get started working with Nightmare?

    My dear friend Rachael K. Jones originally told me about an open position at Lightspeed Magazine. I worked on Lightspeed for several years. When the Copy Editor position opened up at Nightmare, you asked if I was interested. Five years later, here we are!

    What’s your favorite part of your work here?

    I get to read some really amazing stuff. Every once in a while, I come across a story or author (Isabel Cañas or Livia Llewellyn, for example) that’s so good, I have to force myself to slow down and focus. A great story can still carry me away. I also really enjoy “The H Word.” There have been some very thought-provoking essays in that column.

    Would you call yourself a horror fan? If so, what brought you to the genre?

    Like a lot of people my age, I read Stephen King’s It way sooner than I should have. My parents are both big readers, and passed that love on to me and my brother. Someone had given my mom a copy of It. Since she’s not into horror, it sat unread on a bookshelf until I picked it up around age ten. (A few years later, that’s also how I came across my first romance novel. But that’s a story for another time.)

    My mom was horrified when she found out, but she let me finish the book. Then she steered me over toward more age-appropriate fare. So, so, so many Christopher Pike books! I remember tearing through them incredibly fast and loving every minute of it. Even when I watched Disney films, I loved the villains more than any hero or heroine. I was particularly obsessed with Maleficent from Sleeping Beauty. As I got older (and was allowed!), I moved onto reading more King, Clive Barker, and many other authors that are considered horror classics today.

    What’s your favorite horror villain or monster?

    Because he was indelibly imprinted on my mind at such a young age: Pennywise from It. I was absolutely terrified by the idea that he could disguise himself as anyone’s worst fear. While the clown and some of his other manifestations were really effective, finishing it up with spiders was a gut punch. I’m petrified by spiders.

    • • • •

    Thanks so much for all your hard work, Melissa!

    And a thank you to all our authors and readers—we’re so glad to have you travel with us on this nightmarish road.
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    We, the Girls Who Did Not Make It

    E.A. Petricone | 8148 words

    We are not where we are buried. We are where they kept us. We float now, and see the low building in the woods from above, the long plates of rusted metal, the desiccated grass bundling against the sides like a pyre, the orb spider poised over a corroded edge. But when we were alive, we only knew the inside of the basement, where we had all the usual things girls have when they are being held and killed.

    There are thirteen of us girls. You might be thinking, oh, but can you really call yourselves girls? None of us are under eighteen, it’s true. But girls waterproofs us—somewhat—from the assumption that we deserve to be here. Girls makes it sound as though we should have been protected.

    Not that girls are ever protected, but we are dead, so let us have this.

    • • • •

    This is Sandy. We hate her. She was Trevor’s “girlfriend.” She lured many of us here.

    No I didn’t, she protests.

    Don’t listen to her. She may not have led us with a trail of gumdrops and the promise of a candy house, but she smiled at us, laughed openly, so friendly, put us at ease as we slid into their car.

    Look, they’ve got a woman with them, we thought. They must not be murderers.

    We understand now: assume they are all murderers.

    • • • •

    We are where they kept us. They drag the new girl through the heavy steel door, a cloth wrapped tight around her face. Number fourteen.

    Rolly steers her while Trevor presses the mouth of his gun against her back, herding her down the steps. Down here.

    Oh no, we think. Oh no.

    • • • •

    This is Kaitlyn. She loved baking, especially cookies—the kind you taste once and give up store-bought forevermore. Sometimes she added lemon zest to chocolate chip, she tells us. People don’t expect it, and if you add too much you’re screwed, but just enough? With that butter and brown sugar? Perfect.

    Kaitlyn wore a brace on her left leg. They keep it upstairs in a peeling kitchen full of stains.

    Kaitlyn’s favorite color is strawberry frosting pink.

    • • • •

    Jenn loved really sappy romance movies. Bonus points if it was a Christmas story. She’d listen to those movies any month of the year, even in August. Give her a meet-cute, give her a Pride and Prejudice first dislike, give her a bad—but not unfixable—misunderstanding, give her a kiss and maybe a proposal at the end. So long as everyone ends up happy.

    Jenn is blind (even now), but she says she understands the concept of color, and there’s nothing like rose red. Soft petals against your lips, scent heady as passion. I like classic, she says.

    • • • •

    We wish we were zombies. We wish we were vampires. We wish we were werewolves. We wish we were she-demons with long claws. We wish the full moon rose and our stories ended with us picking our captors out from between our teeth. We wish we’d been stronger. We wish we’d lived.

    • • • •

    The new girl’s shaking, and we know where her head is at, propeller spinning with no air to catch. She’s trying to take in her surroundings, find a handhold.

    And the smell. It smells like them down here; there is no question of what will happen to her.

    Her name is Monica. She keeps trying to introduce herself. She doesn’t ask Trevor or Rolly their names; she’s probably reasoning that if she can’t identify anybody, they’ll let her go.

    Cooperate, and maybe they won’t kill you. Cooperate too much, and maybe it’ll just make it easier for them to kill you. Fight from the start, come hell or high water. Cooperate, get your bearings, find the right moment to strike—

    Or at least, that’s the idea. Monica tries to make a break for it, but there’s no smooth spring and extension of spine like in an action movie. She hesitates for a sliver of a second, and that’s when Trevor grabs her by the hair and drags her the rest of the way.

    She struggles. She cries. She pleads. They shackle her ankle so that with the length of the chain she won’t be able walk more than three feet past the stained and spore-thick futon in the corner.

    • • • •

    Netta worked as a farmhand. She didn’t like the drudgery, but she adored the songbirds at the edge of the fields. She knows them by their song, by the sound of their wings. She makes us laugh doing impressions of the perpetually vexed catbird, mew, of the dashing but tone-deaf cedar waxwing, scree. She teaches us to hiss when we see cowbirds because holy shit, what a bunch of assholes.

    At least my babies weren’t with me, she keeps saying. Her daughter’s favorite bird was the chickadee, her son’s the blue jay. She taught them to hold their palms out flat with sunflower seeds, to be patient while the birds summoned up the courage to land on their hands.

    My sister and I were close, she tells us. I’m sure she must have taken them in after I didn’t come home. She nods to herself and we agree with her instantly: She must have.

    Netta loves the goldfinches most, birds that barely bend a stalk of thistle with their fairy weight. In the spring the males take on happy yellow feathers, and that’s her favorite color.

    • • • •

    Deanna lived above her cousin’s garage, and the moment she’d get home from working retail she’d binge-watch television series until she fell asleep.

    When her old friends from high school texted her she’d ignore them, not because she didn’t like them but because somehow the thought of responding made her feel so heavy. The same with her laundry, with her mail, with leaving home in general.

    After talking to Sasha, Deanna thinks she probably was depressed. She wonders if she could have gotten better.

    When I put my hand on the car door, she says, I felt this zap in my eyes, like I’d touched a live wire. I just knew.

    She tried to calmly turn around, amicably decline, but it was three against one, so. Deanna remembers, clearly, that she managed to hook a finger under the door handle when they had her in the backseat. But it was locked.

    Her favorite color is the purple of the lilacs that lined her neighbor’s yard when she was growing up.

    • • • •

    You want us to stop talking about ourselves. You want to know about them. Everyone wants to know about them, and if they ever get caught, they’re all anyone will hear about. You want to know if their mothers made them wear dresses when they didn’t want to wear dresses, if their fathers locked them in with rabid dogs, if some uncle forced them to kill baby rabbits with a sledgehammer—

    Or you want to know what they did to us.

    As though you don’t know what they did to us.

    • • • •

    Fine. Trevor is the kind of guy who’s good-looking if you don’t have a lot of guys to choose from. He’s the one who carries the gun. He’s the one who decides who’ll go first. He keeps a flask
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