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IT WAS AN
AUDACIOUS
RESCUE.

PERSONNEL
TRANSPORT TO
SHUTTLE BAY FIFTEEN.
PERMISSION
TO BOARD.

PROCEED,
SHUTTLE
TRANSPORT.

HEADING DIRECTLY
T Y OF

IN THIS CASE, LITERALLY--

INTO A FLYING ALIEN
SPACE-WHALE THAT SERVED
AS THE “FLYING FORTRESS”
OF AN INTERGALACTIC SPACE
CREEP NAMED MISTER KNIFE.

WHERE THE THREE
OF US WERE BEING
HELD PRISONER.

ME, MY COOL-CAT COLLEAGUE BOBBY
DRAKE--BETTER KNOWN AROUND THE

X-MANSION AS ICEMAN--AND A WEIRD,
MONOSYLLABIC WALKING GERANIUM
THAT CALLS HIMSELF GROOT.

IT WON'T
BE LONG
NOW.

I CAN
FEEL IT.

IAM
GROOT.



IN ORDER TO
INFILTRATE
KNIFE’S LAIR.

KEEP UP

NOW. LET'S SEE

WHAT THE BOSS HAS

TO SAY ABOUT YOU

SORRY-LOOKING
LOT.

AND
THEN?

EXACTLY THE SORT OF
RESCUE YOU'D EXPECT
FROM ONE OF THE
GALAXY'S PREMIER
SPACE PIRATES.

LOOK
ALIVE, BOYS!
I'M BUSTING
YOU OUT.

WE WERE RESCUED
BY ONE OF KNIFE'S
MERCENARIES.

ACTUALLY, BY SOMEBODY WHO'D USED
HIS UNDERWORLD CONNECTIONS TO GET A
JOB AS ONE OF KNIFE'S MERCENARIES.

KNIFE'S GOT
AN ENTIRE ARMY
OF MERCENARY
SOLDIERS ON
THIS TUB.

WANT TO GET
OUT OF HERE IN ONE
PIECE, YOU BETTER
BE READY FOR
A FIGHT.

FROM THE CAPTAIN
OF THE INFAMOUS
PIRATE SPACECUTTER,
THE STARTAMMER.

CHRIS
SUMMERS.




IT WAS THE SORT OF
BOLD RESCUE AND

DARING ESCAPE PEOPLE
WOULD BE TALKING
ABOUT FOR YEARS.




A STORY ABOUT MY
FATHER THAT I'D

BE TELLING MY OWN
SON SOMEDAY.

PERFECTLY
PLANNED.

PERFECTLY
EXECUTED.

THERE WAS
ONLY ONE
PROBLEM.



