SPACE
CONTINUES TO
BE AN INFINITE VOID

OF SILENCE AND
DESTRUCTION. AND
DON'T EVER CALL

ME THAT AGAIN,
PETER QUILL.

MORNIN’

FAIR
ENOLGH.

HOW'S
EVERYTHING
ELSEZ?

“DRAX |S ON
BREAKFAST
DuTY.” DONT EAT
BREAKFAST.

GoT IT.

DID
ROCKET FINISH
HIS NEW
BLASTERZ”

“YES. HE'S NOW
OBSESSING OVER

COLOR CHOICES.”

IAM

I KNOW,
BUT I'M
GOING FOR MORE
OF A “PLURE
AGONY” KINDA
VIBE.

THAT
ALMOST SOLNDS
LIKE ONE OF
THE ENGINES
GOING OUT...




THERE
GOES THE
OTHER

ONE!

..ALL RIGHT.
WHO WANTS

TO LOOK FOR
SPARE
PARTSZ

BN



THIS IS
A STRANGE
SETTLEMENT.

YEAH, LET'S
BE SURE TO

SAY THAT WHEN
WE ASK FOR
HELP.

WHERE IS
EVERYONE?Z

THERE ARE
NO PEOPLE
IN HERE, QUILL.

ONLY YOu
COouLD--

DRAX THE
DESTROYER
DOES NOT
GET DOWN.
I REFUSE
TO BE
INTURED
BY--




You WILL
LEAVE, VANDALS.
THESE CHILDREN
ARE LINDER THE
PROTECTION OF THE

BGUARPIANS OF

TIMNE'S

OUR UNITS!
Now!

UNITSZ WHO
SHAKES DOWN
KIDS FOR
MONEYZ

1S THAT
SUPPOSED TO
SCARE MEZ GIVE US
OUR CASH BY SLUNDOWN
OR WE TORCH THE
ORPHANAGE.




