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CHRIS POWELL DIDN’T KNOW WHERE THE AMULET CAME FROM. ALL HE KNEW WAS THAT WHEN HE GRASPED IT, HE TRANSFORMED 
INTO A BEING OF GREAT POWER. WHEN HE WAS YOUNG, HE USED THAT POWER TO DEFEAT CRIME, BUT NOW HE KEEPS THE STREETS 

CLEAN AS A POLICE OFFICER. IT HAS BEEN A LONG TIME SINCE CHRIS WAS…

CHRIS IS NOW CONNECTED TO THE DARKHAWK ARMOR LIKE NEVER BEFORE—AND HAS LEARNED THAT THE REAL FRATERNITY OF RAPTORS 
HAS BEEN REBORN! HOPING TO STOP THEIR REIGN OF TERROR, CHRIS HITCHED A RIDE WITH INTERGALACTIC BOUNTY HUNTER DEATH’S HEAD.

 
BUT THE FRATERNITY ATTACKED CHRIS FIRST, STEALING HIS AMULET TO USE IN A RITUAL TO IMBUE ROBBIE RIDER, A.K.A. TALONAR, WITH THE 
MIGHT OF THE HAWK GOD—TRANSFORMING HIM INTO THE INCREDIBLE DARK STARHAWK! MORE POWERFUL THAN EVER, THE RAPTORS LEFT 

CHRIS FOR DEAD....



how 
bad is 

it?
we can’t 

take another hit. 
get us out of here, 

helmsman. if the 
intelligence wants 

the stones so 
bad, he can--   

 d’ast 
it all!

all 
hands--

brace for 
impact!

um…
status 
report?

inbound 
 torpedo! 

they’ve got 
us outgunned, 

captain. shields 
are down to 

twelve percent 
and falling. 

Deep space. Deep space. Deep space. ship’s log, 
captain dea-sea 

reporting.

the search for the infinity stones has 
thrown the galaxy into chaos. desperate to 
restore the kree empire to its former glory, 

the newly anointed extreme intelligence 
has us spread across the stars looking for 
even the faintest hint of those d’ast rocks. 

days ago, we stumbled 
onto a strange energy 
signature that we’ve 
been following the 
trail of ever since…

seems we 
aren’t the 
only ones.



“badoon.” 

they’re--
they’re gone, 
sir! they just 

vanished! there’s 
nothing out 

there.

no, there’s...
something. 

it’s small, 
but it’s directly 
in front of us.

on 
screen. maximum 
magnification. 

hmm. open 
a hailing 

frequency. 

{ahem}

I am 
captain dea-sea, 
pluskommander 

of this vessel.

on 
behalf of 
the most 
high and 
glorious 
imperial 

  kree armada, 
I offer you 
thanks for 

  whatever role 
you might’ve 

played in 
dispatching 
our shared 
enemies, the 

badoon.

I don’t 
understand… if they 

were not 
your enemy, 
why then…

why 
them and 
not us?

is that 
what they 

were?

oh, 
well… 



…your 
ship looked 

cooler.


