
Advance Praise for The Rampant

“The Rampant is one of  the most original Apocalypse tales 
I’ve read in ages. Julie C. Day avoids cliché and gives the 
reader the end-times by way of  Sumerian myth — except 
this particular end-of-the-world stalls when one of  its 
principal players decides not to show up. What unfolds 
is a journey into the underworld filled with joy and hor-
ror, hope and loss. It’s a wise and lovely story — exactly 
what I’ve come to expect from Day.”

 — Nathan Ballingrud, winner of  the Shirley 
Jackson Award; shortlisted for the World Fan-
tasy, British Fantasy, and Bram Stoker Awards. 

“I loved the epic journey of  our two teenaged lesbian he-
roes, Gillian and Emelia, through the sprawling horrors 
of  the Sumerian afterworld. The clash of  their modern 
feminist sensibilities with the cruel and rigid theocracy 
of  the very oldest gods out-weirds much of  the New 
Weird.  In The Rampant, Julie Day calls us to visit a fan-
tastical landscape in a voice that is hers alone.” 

 — James Patrick Kelly, winner of  the Hugo, 
Nebula, and Locus awards 

“The Rampant was so much fun to read! Is that the right 
way to blurb a horror novel? I don’t know, but it’s the 
truth. Julie Day’s novel is smart, playful, sly and, yes, hor-
rifying too. A short gem of  a book.”

 — Victor LaValle, author of  The Changeling; 
winner of  the World Fantasy, Shirley Jackson, 
and British Fantasy awards.

“The girl-powered post-apocalyptic Sumerian under-
world quest I didn’t know I needed.” 

 — Sarah Pinsker, winner of  the Nebula and 
the Theodore Sturgeon Memorial Award

 



Conversation Pieces

A Small Paperback Series from Aqueduct Press 

Subscriptions available: www.aqueductpress.com

1. 	 The Grand Conversation 
	 Essays by L. Timmel Duchamp

2. 	 With Her Body 
	 Short Fiction by Nicola Griffith

3. 	 Changeling 
	 A Novella by Nancy Jane Moore

4. 	 Counting on Wildflowers 
	 An Entanglement by Kim Antieau

5. 	 The Traveling Tide 
	 Short Fiction by Rosaleen Love

6. 	 The Adventures of the Faithful Counselor 
	 A Narrative Poem by Anne Sheldon

7.	 Ordinary People 
	 A Collection by Eleanor Arnason

8. 	 Writing the Other 
	 A Practical Approach 
	 by Nisi Shawl & Cynthia Ward

9. 	 Alien Bootlegger 
	 A Novella by Rebecca Ore

10.	 The Red Rose Rages (Bleeding) 
	 A Short Novel by L. Timmel Duchamp

11. 	 Talking Back: Epistolary Fantasies 
	 edited by L. Timmel Duchamp

12.	 Absolute Uncertainty 
	 Short Fiction by Lucy Sussex

13.	 Candle in a Bottle 
	 A Novella by Carolyn Ives Gilman

14.	 Knots 
	 Short Fiction by Wendy Walker



15.	 Naomi Mitchison: A Profile of Her Life and Work 
	 A Monograph by Lesley A. Hall

16.	 We, Robots 
	 A Novella by Sue Lange

17.	 Making Love in Madrid 
	 A Novella by Kimberly Todd Wade

18.	 Of Love and Other Monsters 
	 A Novella by Vandana Singh

19.	 Aliens of the Heart 
	 Short Fiction by Carolyn Ives Gilman

20.	 Voices From Fairyland:  
The Fantastical Poems of Mary Coleridge, Charlotte 
Mew, and Sylvia Townsend Warner 
	 Edited and With Poems by Theodora Goss

21. 	 My Death 
	 A Novella by Lisa Tuttle

22. 	 De Secretis Mulierum 
	 A Novella by L. Timmel Duchamp

23. 	 Distances 
	 A Novella by Vandana Singh

24.	 Three Observations and a Dialogue:  
Round and About SF 
	 Essays by Sylvia Kelso and a correspondence  
	 with Lois McMaster Bujold 

25. 	 The Buonarotti Quartet 
	 Short Fiction by Gwyneth Jones

26. 	 Slightly Behind and to the Left 
	 Four Stories & Three Drabbles by Claire Light

27. 	 Through the Drowsy Dark 
	 Short Fiction and Poetry 
	 by Rachel Swirsky

28.	 Shotgun Lullabies 
	 Stories and Poems by Sheree Renée Thomas

29.	 A Brood of Foxes 
	 A Novella by Kristin Livdahl

30.	 The Bone Spindle 
	 Poems and Short Fiction by Anne Sheldon



31.	 The Last Letter 
	 A Novella by Fiona Lehn

32.	 We Wuz Pushed 
	 On Joanna Russ and Radical Truth-Telling 
	 by Brit Mandelo

33.	 The Receptionist and Other Tales 
	 Poems by Lesley Wheeler

34.	 Birds and Birthdays 
	 Stories by Christopher Barzak

35.	 The Queen, the Cambion, and Seven Others 
	 Stories by Richard Bowes

36.	 Spring in Geneva 
	 A Novella by Sylvia Kelso

37.	 The XY Conspiracy 
	 A Novella by Lori Selke

38.	 Numa 
	 An Epic Poem  
	 by Katrinka Moore

39.	 Myths, Metaphors, and Science Fiction: 
Ancient Roots of the Literature of the Future 
	 Essays by Sheila Finch

40.	 NoFood 
	 Short Fiction by Sarah Tolmie

41.	 The Haunted Girl 
	 Poems and Short Stories by Lisa M. Bradley

42.	 Three Songs for Roxy 
	 A Novella by Caren Gussoff

43.	 Ghost Signs 
	 Poems and a Short Story by Sonya Taaffe

44.	 The Prince of the Aquamarines & The Invisible 
Prince: Two Fairy Tales  
	 by Louise Cavelier Levesque

45.	 Back, Belly, and Side: True Lies and False Tales 
	 Short Fiction by Celeste Rita Baker

46.	 A Day in Deep Freeze 
	 A Novella by Lisa Shapter

47.	 A Field Guide to the Spirits 
	 Poems by Jean LeBlanc



48.	 Marginalia to Stone Bird 
	 Poems by Rose Lemberg

49.	 Unpronounceable 
	 A Novella by Susan diRende

50.	 Sleeping Under the Tree of Life  
	 Poetry and Short Fiction by Sheree Renée Thomas

51.	 Other Places 
	 Short Fiction by Karen Heuler

52.	 Monteverde: Memoirs of an Interstellar Linguist 
	 A Novella by Lola Robles,  
	 translated by Lawrence Schimel

53.	 The Adventure of the Incognita Countess  
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

54.	 Boundaries, Border Crossings,  
and Reinventing the Future  
	 Essays and Short Fiction by Beth Plutchak

55.	 Liberating the Astronauts  
	 Poems by Christina Rau

56.	 In Search of Lost Time  
	 A Novella by Karen Heuler

57.	 Cosmovore  
	 Poems by Kristi Carter

58.	 Helen’s Story 
	 A Novella by Rosanne Rabinowitz

59.	 Liminal Spaces 
	 Short Fiction by Beth Plutchak

60.	 Feed Me the Bones of Our Saints 
	 Short Fiction by Alex Dally MacFarlane

61.	 If Not Skin: Collected Transformations 
	 Poems and Short Fiction by Toby MacNutt

62.	 The Adventure of the Dux Bellorum 
	 A Novella by Cynthia Ward

63.	 People Change 
	 Short Fiction and Poems by Gwynne Garfinkle

64.	 Invocabulary 
	 Poems by Gemma Files

65.	 The Green and Growing 
	 A Novella by Erin K. Wagner



66.	 Everything is Made of Letters 
	 Short Fiction by Sofía Rhei

67.	 Midnight at the Organporium  
	 Short Fiction by Tara Campbell

68.	 Algorithmic Shapeshifting  
	 Poems by Bogi Takács

69.	 The Rampant 
	 A Novella by Julie C. Day

70.	 Mary Shelley Makes a Monster  
	 Poems by Octavia Cade

71.	 Articulation  
	 Plays by Cesi Davidson

72.	 City of a Thousand Feelings 
A Novella by Anya Johanna DeNiro



About the Aqueduct Press  
Conversation Pieces Series

The feminist engaged with sf  is passionately inter-
ested in challenging the way things are, passionately 
determined to understand how everything works. It is 
my constant sense of  our feminist-sf  present as a grand 
conversation that enables me to trace its existence into 
the past and from there see its trajectory extending into 
our future. A genealogy for feminist sf  would not con-
stitute a chart depicting direct lineages but would offer 
us an ever-shifting, fluid mosaic, the individual tiles of  
which we will probably only ever partially access. What 
could be more in the spirit of  feminist sf  than to con-
ceptualize a genealogy that explicitly manifests our own 
communities across not only space but also time?

Aqueduct’s small paperback series, Conversation Pieces, 
aims to both document and facilitate the “grand conversa-
tion.” The Conversation Pieces series presents a wide vari-
ety of  texts, including short fiction (which may not always 
be sf  and may not necessarily even be feminist), essays, 
speeches, manifestoes, poetry, interviews, correspondence, 
and group discussions. Many of  the texts are reprinted ma-
terial, but some are new. The grand conversation reaches at 
least as far back as Mary Shelley and extends, in our specu-
lations and visions, into the continually created future. In 
Jonathan Goldberg’s words, “To look forward to the his-
tory that will be, one must look at and retell the history 
that has been told.” And that is what Conversation Pieces 
is all about.

L. Timmel Duchamp

Jonathan Goldberg, “The History That Will Be” in Louise 
Fradenburg and Carla Freccero, eds., Premodern Sexualities (New 
York and London: Routledge, 1996)
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Chapter 1

The seven evil gods, death-dealing and fearless are they, 
The seven evil gods, like a flood, fall upon the land, 
Like a storm, they rise, do they, 
Before the gleaming Sin, they set themselves angrily;

 — from the sixteenth table of  the  
“Evil Demon Series” 

[The Devil and Evil Spirits of  Babylonia, London 1903]

 

July, Aboveground

Screaming is pretty standard at my house, and tonight is 
no exception. As I tell Mel way too often, “Another night 
another nightmare. Baby, bring on the end of  the world.” 
At this point, I’m lucky all she gives me in return is an eye 
roll. Even friendship has its limits. 

I take a breath, smell the candle wax of  my bedroom 
shrine. Definitely awake. The summer’s hot, humid air 
is like a familiar blanket pressed against my nose and 
mouth. The weighted darkness of  my bed’s canopy is 
just as suffocating. And then there are the tears. I’ve been 
sleep-crying again. At least there are no more screams, 
though my room isn’t entirely silent. There’s a banging 
sound, and a voice. 

“Gillian, will you open the fucking window?” Mel. It 
feels like she’s been repeating the same words for a while 



2

Julie C. Day

now. Mel’s bedroom is only twenty feet from mine. Pabst 
cans, leftovers from her father’s old stash, are scattered 
all over the side yard between our houses. Once again, 
she’s outside at night looking way too much like a willing 
sacrifice and some monster’s late-night supper.

Mel is the sister I never had and the best-of-all-possible 
friends. Mel with her long, dark hair and that half-ironic 
smile. Whether it’s here in Decatur, Indiana, or down in 
the Netherworld, I know she’ll always have my back. For-
get the moon; it’s way too close. I love that girl all the way 
to Nibiru and back again. Not that any of  us are exactly 
sure of  Nibiru’s location.

It’s ten years since the hordes of  old-world gods, the 
Anunna and Anunnaki, and all their various demi-gods 
arrived to kick off  the Rapture. The chosen, we’re told, 
will ascend to Nibiru, the home of  the King of  Heaven 
and Earth, and join the pantheon of  gods as His anoint-
ed human servants. As it turns out, life’s best of  possible 
outcomes is cleaning up after some sharp-beaked god 
with a craving for live offerings. And even that promise 
is a dud.

The Rapture is like a birthday party your parents never 
get around to throwing. Ten years in and I still get up, 
brush my teeth, and wonder if  today is going to be the 
day. Then each night I say my prayers before my bed-
room shrine, ignore that poster above my bed — a sup-
posed cross-section of  the earth: crust, mantle, and all 
the rest — then fall asleep, and dream. Some nights I travel 
beneath the earth to the Plains and a purgatory of  broken 
and dead bodies, other nights I drift along the Hubur 
River on a bone and sinew boat, and then there are the 
nights I reach the Netherworld itself — the land of  the 
perfectly preserved dead. Incomplete human corpses and 
godly types might be denied entry, but some nights a liv-
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ing person can dream themselves to the Netherworld, es-
pecially if  they have one particular god’s invitation.

Like tonight.
Tonight was Netherworld Central. The odors were 

classic: there was something sickly-sweet and rancid, like 
rotting fat, and something else close to the biting stench 
of  burning hair. But the visions were worse. Tonight 
I stood in the Rampant’s very own mud-brick house. 
Through an open window, I could see a woman trapped 
on the other side of  the compound’s circular moat, a river 
of  red liquid dripping from her arms. A dead woman, 
obviously. This is the Netherworld, after all. Even in my 
sleep, it was easy to imagine the jagged gashes that went 
along with all that blood. 

“My baby,” the woman moaned. “Alistair, Mommy’s 
here!”

Some things I wish I didn’t know. Despite her perfect 
corpse, despite the fact that she’d actually pulled it off  
and reached the Netherworld, that woman’s mission was 
doomed before she even arrived. 

Pastor Edwins never mentions it, but I’ve seen the 
truth. Human babies arrive in the Netherworld as young 
magpie hatchlings with black-and-yellow beaks — no 
arms or mouths. Give them enough time and they even-
tually learn to fly, but that’s it. In the afterlife, babies are 
birds forever more. Amen. That woman wasn’t getting 
her Alistair back, no matter what elegant death rite she 
employed to travel down. 

I force back that dark and familiar sense of  shame. 
Unlike the woman and her lost baby, all I have to do is 
open my eyes and I’m back in my own bed. 

“Gillian, come on.” Mel sounds impatient. “Open the 
window. It’s dark out here, and you know I smell delicious.”
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I untangle my legs from the cotton sheets and force 
myself  to sit up. “Delicious my ass. You better have 
brought some fucking beer.” I reach for my bedside can-
dle, then realize my mistake.

Indiana is gods-damn hot. Like every other summer 
night, tonight — after anointing the screen with oil — I’d 
left the window open. 

In most ways I’m a good little Sumerian Revivalist. I 
generally trust in my prayers and the blessed screen to 
keep the monsters at bay. But I haven’t lasted ten years 
without learning a few things; demi-gods are unearthly 
mimics. Just because the voice sounds like Mel doesn’t 
mean the creature standing outside my window isn’t some 
squiggled-out monster looking for a midnight snack. It 
doesn’t even mean Mel is still alive, another thought I 
ruthlessly slap away. PTSD used to be a crippling illness. 
Now trauma is the norm, and raging anxiety is one of  
our world’s almost-sins. As our Sunday School teachers 
are always telling us, big feelings get in the way of  the 
important stuff, like trying to stay alive.

I reach down next to my bed, searching for my pastor-
blessed knife and supplication mat. Basic Salvation train-
ing. Knife first, always, no matter how much worry you’re 
forcing down. Death by minor deity is just a plain bad 
way to go. Still, despite the ritual’s life-saving practicali-
ties, all that freely offered blood and begging have always 
struck me as incredibly pathetic. If  I were a god, I’d eat 
the loud ones straight off, if  only to stop their wailing. 

Mat and knife ready, I finally light my bedside candle. 
The flame’s glow shows me everything I need to know. 

The window’s mesh screen separates Mel’s face into 
tiny metal squares. Some squares show sections of  eye, 
others show the wisps of  long, black hair that clings to her 
cheeks. Each of  those stacked, metal-boxed Mels looks 
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poised to hurl themselves out into the darkness and shat-
ter into a multitude of  pieces. Anything to avoid the pain.

“You look like a tiny bomb-face about to explode,” I 
say as I swing my legs onto the wooden floor. The kind 
of  thought I only share with Mel.

“Tiny bomb-face,” she snorts. “Maybe you really did 
drink all the empties out here.” Mel pushes up against the 
screen’s metal frame. “I mean it, Gillian. Give me a hand.”

“‘K.” The screen shudders in protest as I unclasp the 
spring-loaded latch and push.

“You need to oil this screen with WD-40, not that 
church shit,” Mel says, not for the first time, as she hands 
me her backpack, which is thankfully full of  clinking cans. 

“You need to stop wandering the neighborhood at 
night,” I say, meaning it. A dead and dismembered Mel 
seems more likely all the time.

In addition to our secret group project, Mel is on her 
own mission, one she refuses to discuss. It’s obvious all 
the same. Two years in, Mel is still trying to find bits of  
her dad, any bits, in the hope of  adding them to his grave. 

Another truth I could do without: only whole, perfect 
bodies make it beyond the purgatory of  the underworld’s 
Plains and on to the actual Netherworld. Despite all the 
bullshit his children pull up top, the King of  Heaven and 
Earth doesn’t like his corpses full-on damaged. The hyp-
ocrite. With digestion and all the rest, even if  Mel came 
across the gods who ate Mr. Bareilles, it’s a hopeless cause. 
In the gods’ eyes, Mr. Bareilles will always be imperfect.

While Mel closes the screen, I set the candle next to 
my bedside shrine and slip on my old, royal blue Colts 
hat. I used to think it would bring me luck. At sixteen 
I know better, but it still feels good to pretend. To be 
honest, it feels better than good. “Here’s to the end of  
the world and no more bad dreams,” I say. 
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Mel knows the drill. She doesn’t mention the lingering 
tears on my face. Instead, she claps her hands together 
and smiles. “Amen. Ready to kick off  the Rapture?” 

“Let’s do it.” Tears wiped, I pull our planning note-
book out from underneath my mattress and adjust the 
angle of  my hat. “Rapture planning engaged.” Our par-
ents would freak if  they knew what we were up to. Heads 
down and stoic is what it’s all about these days, if  you 
want to survive anyway. Doesn’t matter that the gods’ big 
Rapture party is stalled. Those assholes take exception to 
the idea that they need a human’s help with anything. And 
the Rapture is their most holy of  messed-up holies. Yet 
another reason Mel and I need a solid plan; a pissed-off  
god, really a pissed-off  anyone with power, equals noth-
ing but bad news.

“How about we just skip the prayer book?” Mel has 
settled on my bed, back against the wall. She’s doing that 
one-eyebrow-raised thing that is all Mel. The room is dim 
enough that it hides my sudden blush. Probably. Mel’s al-
ways been tall and skinny like her dad, but these days wil-
lowy describes her even better. Sometime in the last couple 
of  years the girl found her curves. Lately, I’ve had to add 
these non-friend feelings to the list of  things best sealed 
away. Some nights, like tonight, I’m more like a sieve. 

Mr. Bareilles was kind of  hot, at least that’s what Aunt 
Cecilia used to say. And Mel is, too, in a girl sort of  way. 
As well as her height, Mel has that Bareilles hair that 
kinks when it gets long and the light brown skin that tans 
dark in summer. Me, I’m more of  the short, pale, Colts-
hat-wearing wallflower type — with delusions of  world-
ending grandeur. Not that it matters: romantic love isn’t 
part of  the god-ordained, post-Ascension lifestyle. 

“Earth to Gillian? What do you think? Leave the 
prayer book?” Mel pulls a beer from her backpack. “We 
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only have so much room in our packs, and that book is 
huge.” As she talks, she restlessly flicks the can’s tabbed-
top with her thumb and forefinger. 

“Okay. Yeah. It’s out.” Even with the extra thin Bible-
paper, the Sumerian Revivalist prayer book is a heavy 
lift, twelve inches tall and at least six inches deep. Plus, 
its contents are as irritating as fuck. Gods are, predict-
ably, huge egotists. Each one requires a special series of  
prayers and invocations, some of  which can take hours 
to perform. And it’s not like all that work is a guaranteed 
save. Those prayers aren’t worth shit if  a god happens to 
be bored or hungry, which these days is most of  the time. 

Forget the four horsemen of  Biblical fame. It turns 
out the MCs at the end of  the world are the seven Evil 
Messengers aka the Rampant and his six siblings. The 
Rampant’s brothers, six of  those seven Messengers, ar-
rived ten years ago, ready to wave the Rapture starting 
flag, just as the King of  Heaven and Earth had script-
ed. The Rampant, however, had other plans. Ten years 
later that guy’s still a no show. But being godly means the 
Rampant still makes his presence known. 

Nightmare messages. What else would you expect 
from an Evil Messenger. And for whatever reason, he just 
won’t shut up. The Rampant tells me missing his cue was 
a huge mistake. The Rampant tells me he’s stuck. Once I 
fall asleep the Rampant pulls my dream-self  down below. 
Bedtime has become a night pass to the land of  the dead. 

Silver-lining time: despite the horrors, my travels have 
given me hope.

Forget the waiting, or praying, or trying to get those 
godly invocations right. Mel and I have an actual work-
able plan to fix things. The two of  us are going to es-
cort the Rampant above ground and kickoff  the Rapture. 
Wholesale perfect deaths for everyone along with a home 
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in either Niburi or the Netherworld, that’s the pitch. For 
some reason, the Rampant keeps adding the Netherworld 
to our list of  Rapturous, post-Earth options, which none 
of  the texts or pastors mention, but whatever. Compared 
to our current lives, either of  those resting places sounds 
like heaven.

Pain and years-long terror has given me some fucked-
up wisdom: gods are way too comfortable with those lies 
of  omission. And the Rampant hasn’t exactly bothered 
to share his entire plan with me, despite all the dreams. 
That’s okay. Once we’re down in the Netherworld, there’ll 
be plenty of  time for questions: like why he blew off  his 
scheduled ascension and why he needs my specific help. 
I know who I am. I’m Gillian Halkey, just another living 
sixteen-year-old girl who’s fucking pissed off  with our 
god-created universe.

One thing I’m sure of: gods shouldn’t get to call all 
the shots. What with Mel and all her crazy nighttime wan-
dering, I’ve made one crucial change to the plan. Forget 
waiting for the Rampant to finish laying out all his pre-
cious details one nightmare at a time. Mel and I are head-
ing down now. The two of  us have survived here for ten 
years, surrounded by the King of  Heaven and Earth’s Su-
merian horde. We can manage whatever Rampant details 
are left undone. Ruthless demons,

At least I hope so. Truth is, the only thing that’s going 
to stop Mel’s night-wandering is this mission, so off  we 
go. Saving what’s left of  humanity isn’t worth shit if  Mel 
isn’t a part of  the crowd. 
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The Small Catechism 
[of  the Sumerian Revivalist Church]

To all faithful and upright pastors and preachers. 
Grace, mercy, and peace in our God,  

the King of  Heaven and Earth,  
and in all his godly and demi-godly children.

The Realms of the Dead

Introduction

If  you are going to go down to the Plains, let me advise 
you! It is one of  many kingdoms in my realm. 

Question: Does God, the King of  Heaven and 
Earth, rule over more than one realm?

Answer: Yes, the King of  Heaven and Earth rules 
over all four realms. 

The Four Realms

1.	 Nibiru, the home of  the King of  Heaven and 
Earth.

2.	 Living Earth.

3.	 The Plains of  the imperfect dead.

4.	 The Netherworld

Question: Will the sun or the stars ever appear over 
the Plains of  the imperfect dead?
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Answer: No. The King of  Heaven and Earth 
resides in Nibiru in his many-roomed home. He 
is surrounded by the gods he cherishes most. On 
that final day, He will bless those human servants 
who are pure of  heart and allow them entry to his 
heavenly realm. The Plains contain only those who 
have failed him.

 

Question: Can the imperfect dead cross from the 
Plains into the Netherworld?

Answer: No, the waters of  the Hubur prevent 
all residents (gods, demi-gods, and the imperfect 
dead) from leaving the Plains and entering the 
Netherworld.


