The ultimate team has come together to solve the ultimate problems.
Blue Marvel. Spectrum. Black Panther. Captain Marvel. Ms. America.
They are...
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WHEN I WAS
GROWING UP, WE
HAD NOTHING.

THE
PEPRESSION HIT

BLACK FAMILIES
HAR

HE PIDN'T
HAVE THAT
JOB LONG.

MY FATHER
WENT FROM A JOB
MOST WHITE FOLKS
WOULPN'T TOUCH
TO ONE THEY
ACCUSEDP HIM
OF STEALING.

THERE WERE
NO PRESENTS
ON CHRISTMAS
EVE. NO TREE,
NO TURKEY.

NO HOT AND EVERY
CHOCOLATE. YEAR, HE'D
GATHER MY
BROTHER AND

ME UP ON HIS
KN

GHOST
STORIES.
TALES OF THE
SEASON.

TALES
OF HAUNTEP

BUT MY
FATHER WAS A
MAN WITH A RICH
IMAGINATION
AND A GIFT FOR
ORATORY.

...AND
TELL US HIs

STORIES. CHAINS.

OF
MYSTERY AND
MAgGIcC.

THOSE
STORIES IGNITED
A LOVE OF THE

MY FATHER'S

VOICE, PEEP
STRANGE AND AND RICH AS
LUNCANNY THAT SUNKEN My ,
I'VE NEVER TREASLIRE. BROTHER'S
LosT AND EVERY EYES, WIDE AS
CHRISTMAS, MY OWN.
THE MEMORIES

RETLRN.

...AND THE

SNOW FALLING
QUIETLY OUTSIPE
THE WINDPOW.

MY MOTHER'S
LAUGH...




ANYONE
WANT TO TELL
ME HOW IT CAN
BE SNOWING
IN PEEP
SPACE?
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I'LL TELL
YOU ONE
THING, THOUGH--
WHATEVER
THAT IS, IT'S
NOT SNOW.

NOT EVEN
ONCE.

YOU'RE THE
ONE WITH ALL THE
COSMIC EXPERIENCE,
MAC--EVER SEEN
ANYTHING LIKE
THIS ON YOUR
TRAVELS?
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NO, ADAM,
I MEAN IT'S
LITERALLY NOTHING.
TINY POCKETS OF
EMPTINESS. A
SOLID ABSENCE.

LIKE
TINY FLECKS
OF SOME OTHER
SPACE, DRIFTING
THROUGH OURS.

A UNIVERSE
THAT ISN'T THERE
ANYMORE...
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IT
I MEAN,
IiHoauoéhp' THIS IS JUST
A FEELING,
BUT...WELL...

I POUBT THAT.

REMEMBER WHAT

I SAIP ABOUT YOUR

CcOsMIC AWARENESS?

YOU MAY BE PLUGGED You

INTO THIS ON A LEVEL , SHOULP TRUST
YOUR--

WE CAN'T BE.

IT's
NOTHING.

EESH.
WHERE'S
r ";‘A\?gé‘f':"“é GALACTUS WHEN
YOU NEED HIM,
RIGHT?

HE PIPN'T
TELL YOU?
HE AND SIMS
HAD PLACES
TO BE.



YTHEY'VE ¢OT
A MEETIN&G."
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5

MASTER{ORDER?

THESUPERELOLUN
HIGHERTSPACEIOR
DREAMSTANDYVISIONSS

YWATCH AND
LEARN."

LIVE, I DIE, I
LIVE AGAIN.

NAMESANTEMAN
LD[OFLIE

GALACTUS...
WHAT AM I
SEEING...?

YOUR COSMIC
SENSES HAVE
| BEEN ALIGMENTED
TO SPARE FLIRTHER
PAMAGE TO YOUR
MIND, CONNER
8IM8.

you
ARE NOW
. CAPABLE OF
FULLY PERCEIVING
REALITY AT THE
HIGHEST
LEVEL--

THEILICEBRINGERA
ISEEDER{OEIMIORLE

--THE
LEVEL OF
ASPECTS.

WHERE
SIGNIFIER AND
SIGNIFIED BECOME
ONE. WHERE METAPHOR
AND REALITY MEET.
WHERE CONCEPTS
LA MAKE WAR.

( REMAIN SILENT, %
CONNER SIMS.
BE VIGILANT.

LORDIGHAQSS

THELIVINGITRIBUNALY

I WEAR THREE
FACES, BUT MY
TRUE FACE IS EVER
HIPPEN, ANP MY
8. TRUE NAME NO
ONE KNOWS.

I AM THE
LIVING TRIBLUNAL
OF THE EIGHTH
COSMOS...




