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AFTERWORD BY RICK REMENDER...

WELGOME TO ZHAL.

Zhal is a world Jerome and | have been
building in conversations for a few years
now. Since back when we were doing
Fear Agent we’d discuss the strange
fantasy world where we could do what-
ever we wanted, a strange world we
could explore along with the reader. Of
course doing whatever you want can feel
frivolous so we’ve been building this
world’s rules in order to enjoy some unfil-
tered imagination but in a world that has
logic to it.

Here the living and the dead are much
closer than in our world, and there are
some with the rare gift of a Mosak, allow-
ing them to call on the spirits and even
gain magic through communion with
them. There is no science in this world,
simply those who can access the spirits
and those who cannot. This allows us to
develop our characters with a deep con-
nection to Zhal.

The main idea we’re exploring with the
God of Whispers (or the Mud King
depending on where you were raised) is
the power one can wield with fear and
paranoia. Why have a standing army
when you can simply incite someone
else’s army to revolt based on lies and
misinformation? There’s more power in a
whisper than there is in a scream. And
our villain is the master of manipulating
people’s fear and paranoia, knowing
exactly what campaign of whispers is
needed to achieve domination.

Before our time at Marvel, Jerome and |
began working together at Image on
titles such as Strange Girl and Fear
Agent, so it’s very fitting we return now
to tell the tale of SEVEN TO ETERNITY.
During the past decade we’ve
collaborated on numerous projects and
fine-tuned our mighty nerd skills to a
point where what we produce here will
eclipse our past collaborations and
consume all evil in the universe and give
a new pony to every child. This is without
question Jerome’s best work to date, and
when you add super champion of color
jive Matt Hollingsworth, once their

powers are mixed into the art cauldron,
something new and terrifying is born, a
new level of sequential science. Rus
made it all shine as per usual, organic
choice after organic choice, finishing out
the harmony of the Jerome and Matt
sandwich. You don’t see what Sebastian
does, but it's mighty important; the ideas
he offered and the cuts he made helped
immensely. As usual.

We look forward to your letters and will
print them, and all your fan art, in upcom-
ing issues, so send that stuff in. Also, we
need a name for the letters column so
please send in ideas. The winner will
receive a warm sense of satisfaction and
our eternal gratitude.

Here is a playlist of songs | was listening
to while writing this issue:

e Strange, Galaxie 500

e Life, Health

» Decks Dark, Radiohead

e Girls, Slow Magic

e | Can't Live Without My Mother’s Love, Beniji
* Cold Fingers. Ratatat

e Scott Township, El Ten Eleven

* Dept. of False Hope, Bad Religion

* Wonder Why, The Evens

* CBGBS, De Le Soul

e Unlucky Stuntman, Bad Astronaut

e Children of the Grave, Black Sabbath

* King Kunta, Kendrick Lamar

* Helpless, Sugar

e Reagan, Killer Mike

* Happy Idiot, TV on the Radio

* Snowflakes Are Dancing, Kurt Vile

* Johnny and Mary, Bryan Ferry and Todd Terje
» Breezeblocks, alt-J

e Memories That You Call, ODESZA

e L et It Happen, Tame Impala

* Border Line, King Krule

* Abscess, Cliff Martinez

e Traced In Constellations, sleepmakeswaves
e Carrie & Lowell, Sufjan Stevens

See you in 30 days for Adam’s big choice,
Rick

SEND COMMENTS, QUESTIONS, AND FAN ART TO: WriteRemender@gmail.com MARK LETTERS “OK TO PRINT”
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As we grow older, it’s easy for entire swaths of memory to dry up and fade away. There are whole years,
full chapters that | hold no recollection of. The faces of beloved friends and family blur into distortions or
slip away altogether.

But when | sleep | still see my father. Meditating in the yard, with nails full of my family’s blood neatly
arranged around him. Mom and Peter lie dead at his feet, though they all passed many years apart. |
never got to see what Pete would’ve looked like had he grown up, but somehow he’s there, my little
brother a grown man. Grown but still dead.

Father sits up, looking away from me, speaking in some old Mosak language, and as | get closer, | realize
the sound isn’t coming from his mouth, but from a hole in his chest. Now, the temple never held much
appeal to me, and no one ever taught me the old tongues, but his meaning is clear enough. He asks me
to leave.

And | always do.

My father was a proud man who’d stuck to his guns and been ruined for it. Even though it left him in a
terrible spot, and our family right there with him, he wouldn’t bend the knee to the growing power of
Garils Sulm. The man you know as The God of Whispers. But around my house, he was only ever referred
to as the Mud King..

Father believed that the rotting of all principles began with placing a single foot on the road to compro-
mise, and while he was far from a perfect man, he never budged from that one perch.

His strident adherence to those principles was the reason he was cast out. The Mud King had come to
him with a generous offer, as was his way, but old Zebadiah Osidis refused him and went to warn the
other Mosak to do the same. He insisted they not hear the Mud King’s offers, nor succumb to the fear
brought on by his whispers.

But of course by then it was too late.

The Mud King had an eye in every house, a heart in every hearth and a tongue in every ear. And they’d
been spreading cruel rumors, cursing my family name in hopes of crushing father for threatening to
expose his lies. Everyone knew they were safer to bargain, placate and politic rather than risk what little
was still theirs.

Everyone loves the underdog, provided they don’t have to take his side in a brawl.

To live in a city was to live under the thumb of the Mud King, held in check by his campaign of whispers.
And to do so one had to be willing to trade all freedom for that soft life and the illusion of safety. My father
wasn’t willing to trade his for any of it.

My folks fled back beyond the periphery of civilization, into the rich, green Voltk Mountains, the territory
of the ancient spirits. And that’s where they settled, where Peter and | were born, a thousand miles away
from any the other two-legged creature.

And away from the war that my father had tried to stop.

The goblins have a saying: Those who hide from war deserve a long life of sleepless nights. We did not
suffer this. We were cast out from our home, and my father would allow no Osidis blood to spill for a war
he could’ve stopped.

No, the war was not ours to fight. But that didn’t change that it was coming...
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