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When Rocket
heard he had a
visitor, he
figured it was
good news.

He was due for a
break--hell,
after the
flarkshow he’d
been through,
karma owed him
a dirty weekend
with cocktails
on Tropicus VI.

A visitor meant
someone knew he
was here. Groot,
or one of the
others. Gamora,
maybe--in her
line, she had to
keep an eye on
the news.

Or, hell, maybe
even Carol
Danvers. She was
ambassador for
Quill’s mudball
now, and--for a
planet that
thought boiling
itself to death
was good
business sense--
Earth still had
some clout.

And even if the
visitor wasn’t
someone who
could get him
out, it was
someone.
Someone who
cared.

So whoever it
was, Rocket
figured it was
good news.

Rocket was
wrong.



They’d shipped Rocket
straight to the iron
hotel--the worst in the
sector.

Oh, there were places
that were dirtier,
places that were
rougher, places you
didn’t want to be stuck
in--rehabilitation was
never the goal at a
private prison--

--but nowhere was
tougher to break out of.

The SecuriMax
UltraPen 8000 was the
first of its kind--a big,
bad ball of
unpleasantness
designed to crush your
dreams.

The walls were
Duranium, 40 feet
thick. You could throw
asun at it and the
perps inside wouldn’t
even turn up the AC.

It was monitored by a
guard station just as
big--it had to be, to
keep the orbit constant.
If you beat one of the
screws, there were a
thousand more waiting.

The guards got in and
out via spacewalk to
the only airlock--a
sealed door with
nothing but vacuum on
the other side.

Breaking out that way
was suieide, even if you
could do it--as sure as
a blaster to the head.
But that was the only
way.

Ergo--no way.

And 1like all prisons, it
had a nickname...

WELCOME
TO THE
COLON/



AND WHY
ARE YOU IN THE
COLON?
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S
DETERMINED WHAT
YOU ARE.

WHY,
WE'LL JUST
FLUSH You

AWAY.

ANY
QUESTIONS?

MY SPECIES
DOESN'T HAVE A
COLON?

S0 FRANKLY,
T FIND THAT
WHOLE METAPHOR
OFFENS/V.
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