
Missouri, Planet Earth, 1980
A warm wind lifts Meredith’s hair as the open-top car races along the 

country roads. They pass peaceful scenes—green �elds, farm buildings, 

and �owers moving lazily in the wind. Meredith has never been so happy. 

The sky is blue, the car is fast, her favorite song is playing, and she is in 

love with the man beside her. She sings the words of the song, and he 

smiles and kisses her hair.

Life is perfect. Meredith stretches her arms up into the air to feel the 

wind rushing past. Happiness shines in her eyes. They are young and 

free, and the road in front of them is full of opportunities. 

“We’re here,” he says, and stops the car outside a roadside cafe. They 

are on the edge of an old forest, where the trees grow thick and green. He 

takes Meredith’s hand. “Let’s go!” he says. “This is the way, my dearest.” 

He pulls her down a gentle hill, through the trees.

“Where are you taking me?” Meredith asks breathlessly. This man is 

always surprising her.

“Look! Look!” He points at something on the ground. There, protected 

by the grass, is a small ball of shiny blue light. It seems to be pulsing.

Meredith gasps. “It’s beautiful.”

“I was afraid it wouldn’t grow here, but it has,” he says. Then he looks 
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up to the sky. His hand on Meredith’s arm tightens. He speaks quietly, 

but she can feel his excitement. “Soon it will be everywhere, all across 

the universe.”

Meredith laughs at his enthusiasm and puts her arms around him. “I 

don’t know what you’re talking about, but I love the way you say it!”

His blue eyes look into hers and he pulls her toward him. “My heart is 

yours, Meredith Quill,” he says.

“I can’t believe I fell in love with a spaceman,” she says softly.

“I can’t believe I fell in love with a spaceman,” she says softly.
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2
Planet Sovereign,  

Present Day
Peter Quill checked the time on his hand-held computer. “It will be 

here soon,” he said. He looked up at the dark sky. 

The Guardians of the Galaxy were standing shoulder to shoulder inside 

a ring of six great golden lights, shining with powerful energy from Anulax 

batteries. The batteries had been invented by the Sovereign, very intelligent 

aliens who depended on them for all their energy needs. But they were 

some of the most expensive batteries in the universe, so thieves were 

always trying to steal them. The Guardians of the Galaxy had been hired 

by the Sovereign to protect the batteries from the Abilisk, a creature from 

another galaxy that wanted to feed on the energy. 

With their weapons in their hands, the group was ready and waiting: 

Peter, known across the galaxy as Star-Lord; the great �ghter Gamora; the 

enormously strong Drax, and... Rocket. Rocket was a small raccoon-like 

talking alien, and he wasn’t ready and waiting. He was trying to repair 

some music speakers.

“That is not important,” Drax told him angrily.

“Blame Peter. He’s the one who loves music so much. With these, we can 
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listen to music while we work,” Rocket replied, as he moved some wires.

“Drax is right,” said Peter. “It’s not important right now. Seriously.”

Then Groot ran past, chasing some small green creatures with long 

tails. “I am Groot,” he said angrily. Groot was a very small, young tree-like 

being. He could only say three words, but the others knew what he meant.

“No,” said Rocket. “They weren’t laughing at you, Groot...”

Then two things happened. There was a loud roar and the sky exploded 

as an enormous alien creature crashed into the ring of golden lights. The 

Abilisk had eight tentacles and the Guardians of the Galaxy could see 

thousands of sharp teeth in its open, roaring mouth. Their powered suits 

lifted them into the air around the creature. 

“Be careful of its legs!” Peter shouted. 

They showered it with bullets, diving and �ying to escape the waving 

tentacles and biting teeth. The air was full of crashing, screaming, and �ring.

At the same time, young Groot pushed two wires together on the speakers 

and loud music �lled the air. Groot didn’t care about the alien attacker or 

the �ghting. He loved to dance. Slowly he started to move to the music... 

Around the little dancer, the �ghting got even noisier and more violent. 

The Abilisk seemed to be untouched by the guns and continued to attack 

with its tentacles. The Guardians of the Galaxy were kicked into the air 

or knocked to the ground. 

THUMP! One big tentacle just missed Groot as he danced across the 

�oor, lost in the music. He stepped and jumped through clouds of colored 

smoke and around �re balls. 
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“Get out of the way, Groot!” screamed Gamora from the air. “You’ll get 

hurt!” 

Groot smiled and waved at her. Then he saw a blue alien insect � y 

past. He chased it, caught it, and tried to eat it. 

Rocket quickly � ew down. “Don’t eat that!” He took the insect out of 

Groot’s mouth. “That’s disgusting!” Then he � ew back up to continue 

shooting. 

Groot was dancing again. He loved this music. He couldn’t hear the 

shouting and the noise of the guns. The music was louder and much 

more fun until...

Drax crashed down onto the speakers and the music stopped. Groot 

looked angrily at the big man. He had spoiled the party!

The Abilisk wasn’t beaten. It wasn’t even tired. The Guardians of the 

Galaxy needed another plan.

Drax had an idea. “Its skin is too thick,” he shouted. “I’ll cut it from 

inside!” 

When the creature opened its mouth to roar, Drax ran and jumped 

inside. He disappeared down the dark hole of the creature’s throat, his 

two knives high in the air.

“He’s crazy!” Peter couldn’t believe it. “The skin is thick inside, too!” 

He was right. Drax attacked the alien’s stomach, but he couldn’t cut 

through it.

“Gamora—there’s a small cut on its neck. We can shoot it through that! 

Rocket!” Peter called. “Make it look up!”

The Abilisk’s great head 
lifted up, breathing out 
clouds of purple and red 
smoke.
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