
from far and wide, 
they’ve come to honor 
the badoon princeling.

for the first 
time in a 

generation--

--the entire 
badoon royal 

bloodline, gathered 
in one place…

…how 
convenient.

so 
gamora gets 
vengeance
 for her 
birthday.

do 
you even 
know my 
birthday?

you
weren’t born,

 nebula.
you were 
upcycled.

herrrk!

get the 
prince to 

safety!

did
you hear

that?
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I feel no pleasure
 in hacking down 
their family tree. 

no more so than 
a surgeon might 
feel excising a 

malignant tumor.

none can be spared. 
every trace of the 

badoon brotherhood 
must be eradicated 

so it can never 
regenerate. 

only then 
can I begin 

to heal.

 {gasp!}



the prince sees the same 
inevitability in my eyes 

that I see in his.

it’s also all that 
remains, once the 
memories are gone.

so why 
doesn’t it 
feel over?

 it’s 
over.

we’re like two mirrors, 
reflecting this moment back 

and forth between us, forever.

a name is 
powerful. it 

ensnares you. 
it defines you. 

who 
are you?

but--I’ve never even 
heard of the zen-

whoberis!

 and now, 
someday--

--the 
same will be 
said of the 
badoon.

I am 
gamora. 

the last 
of the zen-
whoberis.


