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    Editorial: March 2019

    John Joseph Adams | 199 words

    Welcome to issue seventy-eight of Nightmare!

    This month, we have a new short story from Cadwell Turnbull: “All the Hidden Places,” which is about life after a particularly monstrous apocalypse. Adam-Troy Castro takes us into the near future in his new short “Example,” which looks at a dark change to the corrections system. We also have terrific reprints by Kaaron Warren (“Bridge of Sighs”) and Seanan McGuire (“Carry On”).

    In our column on horror, “The H Word,” writer Nibedita Sen writes about the body horror of pregnancy. Plus, we have author spotlights with our authors, and a book review from Terence Taylor.

    We do have an exciting news update from our sister magazine, Lightspeed. Two our Lightspeed authors, José Pablo Iriarte and Sarah Pinsker, are 2018 Nebula finalists. Both José’s novelette, “The Substance of My Lives, the Accidents of Our Births” (lightspeedmagazine.com/fiction/substance-lives-accidents-births) and Sarah’s short story, “The Court Magician” (lightspeedmagazine.com/fiction/the-court-magician) were published in Lightspeed’s January 2018 issue. We are so excited and happy for them both!
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      John Joseph Adams, in addition to serving as publisher and editor-in-chief of Nightmare, is the editor of John Joseph Adams Books, an science fiction and fantasy imprint from Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. He is also the series editor of Best American Science Fiction and Fantasy, as well as the bestselling editor of many other anthologies, including The Mad Scientist’s Guide to World Domination, Robot Uprisings, Dead Man’s Hand, Armored, Brave New Worlds, Wastelands, and The Living Dead. Recent projects include: Cosmic Powers, What the #@&% Is That?, Operation Arcana, Loosed Upon the World, Wastelands 2, Press Start to Play, and The Apocalypse Triptych: The End is Nigh, The End is Now, and The End Has Come. Called “the reigning king of the anthology world” by Barnes & Noble, John is a two-time winner of the Hugo Award (for which he has been a finalist eleven times) and is a seven-time World Fantasy Award finalist. John is also the editor and publisher of Lightspeed Magazine and is a producer for Wired.com’s The Geek’s Guide to the Galaxy podcast. Find him on Twitter @johnjosephadams.

    

  
    
      [image: Fiction]
      [image: Discover John Joseph Adams Books]
    

  
    All the Hidden Places

    Cadwell Turnbull | 5199 words

    “Can we stop?” asked Nikki, panting, her face tingling from the assault of the cold. Her fingers were numb, her nose running. Her lungs burned.

    “When we reach the trees,” her father said. He was a few feet in front of her, walking steadily against the wind. Ahead of them was an island of snow-capped pine trees.

    After hours of walking, the island—once just a small patch of green and white in the middle of the frozen lake—now loomed as an expanse of dense wilderness. The lake stretched behind them in every direction, on the horizon a thin line of green where the surrounding snow-covered forest met the gray sky.

    They’d prepared for the cold. They had found coats, gloves, scarves, and knitted caps in an abandoned Burlington Coat Factory. They had spiked snow boots and thermal leggings and ear muffs. They greased their lips with petroleum jelly. But Nikki was still cold. She hugged herself, pressing the thick fabrics to her body, attempting to trap heat. She was on the verge of collapse, her knees buckling under her. She struggled to keep her muscles tight. She clenched her teeth to stop them from clattering.

    Her father reached the trees. “Come on,” he yelled back. “It’s getting dark.”

    He had been like this a lot lately: pushy, over-eager, uncompromising. Two days ago, when Nikki was sick with her first bout of menstrual cramps, he didn’t even care enough to stop and let her rest. They walked that entire day as Nikki groaned through wave after wave of pain.

    Nikki pushed her way to the tree line and then fell against a tree, sucking cold air into her hot lungs. Then she slid down to the base in a heap. Her stomach throbbed with menstrual pain.

    Her father pulled off his pack. He reached in and pulled out a johnny cake wrapped in foil and a plastic bag of moose jerky. He offered it to her as he drank water he kept in a pouch under his coat.

    She snatched the johnny cake from his hand and awkwardly fumbled with the foil wrapper, not daring to take off her gloves. She cleared a bit of the johnny cake and bit into it.

    “Not far now,” her father said, breathing heavily. He looked a little panicked, though he was trying to hide the fact. He kept staring up at the setting sun. Nikki couldn’t understand it. Hadn’t they gone on this long-ass journey to be safe? Though she couldn’t imagine how an island in the middle of a lake was going to be their salvation. They hadn’t had luck with islands in the past.

    They’d spent two years on this journey. First there was leaving St. Thomas on a small rusting dinghy with a bad motor; they had barely survived the trip to Florida. Then it was highways stretching up the east coast, spotted with migrants. Then winding back roads overgrown with weeds. And through snow: slick with cold rain, or knee high, or hard and crunchy under their feet. They hunted and scavenged and stole what they could. There were close calls with grisly men and people that had succumbed to madness, their mouths frothing, their eyes full of rage. Her father had to use his gun. They were out of bullets.

    Nikki ineptly grabbed chunks of jerky and shoved them in her mouth.

    Her father leaned against a tree, watching her. “When I was a kid,” he said, “I spent summers up here, and I would come out to this spot and play on the lake shore. Took me a long time to swim in the lake. Didn’t like how the algae felt under my toes.”

    He smiled when he said this. Nikki chewed.

    “The water never gon’ be as warm as back home, but it’s clean.”

    Nikki bit out a larger piece of johnny cake.

    “You gon’ like it here, I promise. It’s quiet here. And the weather good.”

    Nikki stopped chewing and swallowed. Snow was falling between them. Her father’s backpack was already covered in snow. Up past the trees, the sky was dark and gray. The sky had been that way since they arrived at the abandoned cabin on the other shore of the lake. She hadn’t seen a single star. Not even the moon. The weather was shit. She had no idea what he was talking about.

    “Well,” her father said, “you not going to think so now, but in the summer it gets real nice. I mean it still cloudy and rainy, but it warm and everything green.”

    “Mom liked it here?” Nikki asked.

    Her father slid down his tree to the ground. He tossed her the water pouch and she had to be quick to catch it. Nikki put the nozzle to her lips.

    Her father rubbed his gloves in the snow. “She swam in the lake right away. She didn’t mind the algae or the slick stones under her feet.” He paused. “She was fearless.”

    Her father was silent for a long time. “Nikki,” her father started. His face was completely obscured by shadow. Night had snuck up on them as they talked.

    Nikki pressed her gloved hands together. She wiggled. Her butt was starting to feel cold. “What is it?” she asked, though she had a feeling what it was. You lied didn’t you, she wanted to say, but didn’t. You lied about mom.

    She’d wanted to say this before. Many times. But then she’d remember the long gashes on her father’s chest and back, twin scars of smooth, raised flesh, pink on his light brown skin. She would remember the look on his face as they stuffed food and clothes into backpacks when they fled St. Thomas. And her neighbor Cecil, standing in front of his house, bare-chested, wild-eyed and teeth-bared, gripping a sharpened cutlass in his hand. The look of warning on his face as they passed. The way her father kept her close, watching everyone as if they were a potential threat. She’d remember her father’s quiet sobbing at night when he thought she was asleep in her sleeping bag. And she would know there were worst things than a lie.

    This was the closest he had gotten to confessing. Her name. A long pause.

    Nikki hugged herself and buried her mouth into her scarf to warm her lips. She covered her ears against the wind. Since they had arrived on the island, the wind was different. It whispered to her.

    She’d heard whispering like this before, sometimes, when they slept in the woods. She’d wake up in the middle of the night and stare into the dark beyond their camp and know they were there. The wolves.

    Her father looked up at the sky as if remembering something. “When we get to the house, I have to tell you something,” he said. “So you are prepared for what’s gonna happen.”

    “Why not now?” Nikki asked. “What I need to be prepared for?”

    “I’ll tell you later, daughter,” her father said, still looking up. “But now we have to go. The clouds are breaking.”

    • • • •

    Nikki’s world had never been electric. She never saw water running through pipes or electric stoves. These were stories she heard from her parents, of a world where the rusting faucets in the bathroom tub produced hot water, and fridges kept the food cold, and people crawled across the Earth like ants.

    When she was seven, she asked her father what had happened to all those people.

    “You don’t need to bother yourself with that, daughter,” her father said, tight-lipped as ever. He was scaling fish in the backyard to fry in the coal pot. “There were too many people. Now there’s not. Stop asking questions about dead things.”

    Nikki didn’t listen. She went inside and asked her mother.

    “It was a plague,” her mother said. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking treated water from a mug. Her hands shook as she drank. She rubbed her knuckles against her temple.

    “What’s a plague?”

    “A disease. You get sick.”

    “What was it like?”

    Her mother thought for second. “Like rabies.”

    “What’s rabies?”

    Her mother whispered something, but Nikki didn’t see her lips move.

    “What?” Nikki asked.

    “Go play, baby,” her mother said softly. She rose from the kitchen table. “Mommy’s got to lie down.”

    Nikki pieced together the rest of the story by listening to adults when they thought she wasn’t listening, and to Cecil, the older neighbor boy, because he knew more than she did. She learned that suddenly people started getting sick. They would succumb to madness. Sometimes it would take days, or weeks, or months.

    “Then they snap and eat people,” Cecil said, filling her head with images of cannibalism. “Eat them all up.”

    This wasn’t strictly true. The infected were more biters than eaters. Janis—from down the street—had a brother that was bitten. A few days later he tried to bite Janis. And a few days after that, he was running through the bush near their house, naked and screaming, frothing at the mouth.

    “We had to do it,” said Janis, at a neighborhood party at Magen’s Bay. The smell of fried fish wafted through the air. Children weaved in and out of the water, laughing as they somersaulted and leaped, and chased each other up and down the shoreline. Nikki wasn’t playing. She watched the weak waves lick the shore and pretended to build sand mounds as she listened to Janis and her father talk, near enough to hear them but not be noticed.

    “What did you do?” her father asked.

    “What everybody did,” Janis said. “We had to do it,” she repeated.

    What everybody did was different depending on the person saying it. If the person was a friend or relative, they’d shoot them in the head to be merciful. Or they tied them up, took them out in a dinghy, dumped them in the ocean and waited for the body to wash up or drift away on the waves. If it was a stranger, they did other things.

    “I once saw a group of men kill one of them with a cutlass,” said Cecil with a sick grin. They were sitting in his backyard, playing with some of Cecil’s toys he’d scavenged from abandoned houses.

    “But wild-people ain’t no big deal,” Cecil said. “It is when they change into woo-woos . . .” Cecil trailed off. He stopped smiling.

    “Change into what?”

    Cecil shook his head and stopped talking altogether. He never mentioned it after that. No one ever mentioned it. The whole island had quarantined itself in a conspiratorial silence no one could break.

    By twelve, Nikki knew all she could know. She knew St. Thomas had eventually decided to purge all the infected. They went through every house, combed through the dense brush, scoured all the hidden places. They tied the infected together, marched them down to the harbor, hoarded them into boats and abandoned them on uninhabited cays like they once did lepers. Nikki’s nightmares were filled with the infected, all limbs and teeth and bones wrapped in withered skin, baking in the Caribbean sun on forgotten islands where no one could hear them scream.

    One night she woke up from the recurring nightmare to hear a whimper outside her window. Nikki slowly peeked out and had to cover her mouth to muffle a gasp. Outside her window was a large creature hunched over in the bushes, the moonlight glinting off its dark back hair. It was bigger than any animal she’d ever seen. She could hear loud smacking sounds, the wet crunch of teeth against bone. She felt fear first, her body trembling in the dark, and then recognition. She knew exactly what it was.

    • • • •

    Nikki didn’t leave her bedroom until late morning the next day, and only because she could hear her parents arguing in the kitchen. Nikki walked on soft feet, stopping at the doorway, peering into the kitchen as stealthily as she could.

    “Sherman, we can’t move,” her mother said. “Where we gon’ go?” She was sitting at the table in her usual spot, rubbing at her temples with trembling hands. Her mother’s collar bone was sharp under the skin, her neck thin and long, her hair graying and falling out in patches.

    “We could go back,” her father said. “Maybe they can help you. You wasting away here.”

    “No.”

    “Staying here is too dangerous. Janis and the other neighbors been searching everywhere for her baby.” Her father sat at the table and held her mother’s trembling hands. “We see this before, Tatiana. Think about what will happen. Think about Nikki.”

    “That’s not fair.”

    “We got to go.”

    “You talking ’bout the woo-woo?” Nikki asked, revealing herself at the doorway. “I saw it. Just outside my window.”

    For a moment her parents looked at her like she had two heads. “Who told you about woo-woos?” her father asked.

    Nikki didn’t want to reveal her source. “It was eating something,” she said instead. “Something small.”

    Her mother stopped rubbing her temples. She was staring at Nikki now, tears in her eyes.

    “Your mother and I are considering leaving the island,” her father said. “We won’t be safe here anymore.”

    As far as Nikki knew, it was worse in other places. People came to St. Thomas all the time, with stories of places overrun with madness. “I don’t want to leave,” Nikki said. “This the safest place in the world.”

    “If you know ’bout woo-woos, you know that ain’t true,” her father said, looking at her mother.

    Her mother closed her eyes, pinching her nose.

    “Why we don’t just find and kill it?” Nikki asked. “Then we gon’ be safe again.”

    Her father put his hand on her mother’s shoulder and gently rubbed. Neither of them said anything.

    “It’s just one woo-woo,” Nikki continued. “How hard could it be to kill it?”

    “She’s right,” her mother said. “One woo-woo shouldn’t be so hard to kill.”

    Her father slammed his hand down on the table. “We leaving. I don’t want to hear no more discussion.” And with that, her father got up and left the room.

    “I don’t want to leave,” Nikki said when he was gone.

    “Me too, baby,” her mother said, kneading at her temples. Then she whispered something. It whistled from her lips too quickly to catch.

    “What?” Nikki asked, stepping close.

    Her mother reached out and pulled her in. Nikki eased into the embrace, only realizing then that it had been a while since her mother had touched her this way.

    “You mine,” her mother said.

    “Yes, mommy.”

    “They
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