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	To:


	Ripley Ryan, A.K.A. Star







	

	Freelance Journalist







	From:


	John Jonah Jameson







	

	Former Publisher, The Daily Bugle, Woman Magazine











Ripley! Long time, no see! Listen up, have I got a job offer for you! Freelance, of course. That’s the way to go, anyway. Who needs staff stress these days? Look, I want to hire you to do a long-form interview-style feature story on the life of Carol Danvers, A.K.A. Captain Marvel.


Before you laugh your head off, hear me out. There’s something in it for you. I’ll get to that in a minute.


I’m still not on great terms with my old friend Joe “Robbie” Robertson, despite us working side by side to run the Daily Bugle for eons. Ever since I retired and handed him the Bugle, he hasn’t been keen on me getting involved in the paper again. He didn’t like my idea of cooperating on a story about how Spider-Man was involved in some shady S.H.I.E.L.D. dealings. He thinks I’m paranoid. Me! Ha!


I’m bored out of my mind and not getting as much traction with my blog Threats and Menaces as I hoped (don’t tell anyone that!). Anyway, I want to get back into the news game, which means I need to mend the fence, show old Robbie I can handle the kind of long-form investigative journalism he’s so enamored with these days, so he’ll let me back in on MY paper. So I just pitched a different kind of story to him: an anniversary special issue of Woman Magazine that will recapture former readers and net new ones. And since Woman was included under the Daily Bugle family of publications I gifted him, Robbie can do a special issue if he wants. Just think, it would be a collector’s item! If it sells well, I’ll have my foot back in the door of a newsroom and can spend my mornings yelling at interns instead of yelling at the neighbor’s dog to get off my lawn.


However, I’m no spring chicken. I can still write and edit with the best of them, but my days of grinding through interviews and taking field notes are (I hope) behind me. That’s where you come in. I want you to do all the legwork for a feature story on Carol Danvers that will anchor the special issue—an exclusive, never-before-seen, comprehensive, pull-the-curtain-back life story, based mostly on a series of interviews you’ll set up yourself. After doing the research, you’ll write up a draft, and I’ll give my expert editorial input.


Of all the people I might feature, I’m picking Danvers because her life is chock-full of so many interesting careers and experiences, you would hardly believe they were all lived by the same woman. She’s been a top Air Force pilot, a NASA security chief, the leader of the Avengers—even a powerful cosmic entity, for crying out loud! But she has also been called an alien, a traitor, and a loose cannon, and rightly so, if you ask me. Danvers has never wanted her private affairs in the public eye, so she has rarely spoken out about her personal life or shared her own take on her meteoric rise to becoming “Earth’s mightiest hero.” Well, too bad. I’m going to use her to get my old job back, and you’re going to get me the story that will make Woman: Special Edition sell out on newsstands all across the city!


Why am I asking you, specifically? You delivered for me before, even when I hadn’t asked. I will never forget the day you stormed your junior journalist self into my office, still disheveled and shell-shocked from that hostage brouhaha on Roosevelt Island, and insisted that I take the boring story about Danvers you were commissioned to write for Ms. Magazine and publish your much punchier version in the Bugle instead. Your headline was the best I’d seen in years: “I Spent a Month with Captain Marvel: We’re Doomed.” A woman after my own heart.


Yes, I know since then you went and got yourself merged with the Reality Stone and got super-powers of your own, and that you fancy yourself something of a villain now, though I hear you’re not a very good one. I know all about how you tried to drain the life force out of half of New York, and joined the Thunderbolts, and probably a dozen other shady things. This is a chance to get back on the straight and narrow. You are a solid journalist. You sold me gold coverage on Danvers before. I need you to do it again.


See, I don’t want to assign this gig to someone who is going to fawn and fangirl over Captain Marvel. I want someone who will be clearheaded and cool and competent, who can extract the details that Danvers has never revealed before, all the crap between the lines of what the public already knows. Who better than her former doppelganger? Her would-be nemesis? You know the right kinds of questions to ask. At the end of the assignment, you need to be able to answer this question: Who is Carol Danvers?


How is this going to get me out of the doghouse with Robbie? A well-written feature on a beloved super hero will show him I’m not all vein-popping vitriol . . . I can be civil and play nice with the flying people. That means you will need to be civil also. You’ll have to set your differences aside and just do the job. No cutting corners, no falsifying facts—you get everything on tape in Danvers’ words. How you convince her to agree to be interviewed is up to you.


I bet you’re wondering what’s in this for you? I could just pay you cash, but I’m guessing a woman who is bonded to a stone that can change reality has no urgent need of moola. I hear your Reality Stone powers are limited, though: after you use them, you have to let them recharge. What if you didn’t? What if you never ran out of power and could sustain any personal reality you choose? If you do this job for me, I can put you in touch with someone who can teach you how to sustain your power levels. I don’t love the idea of you changing things, but if you want to live in your own little fantasy world, it might as well be a stable one.


In order to ensure tip-top narrative, I raided the archive of old files I have in storage from the early days of Woman Magazine, and pulled all my strings at S.H.I.E.L.D. and elsewhere to get any declassified files I could on Carol Danvers and her super-hero identities. I’m giving you full access to these documents while you’re on the job. Knock yourself out, kiddo!




Sincerely,


John Jonah Jameson


Publisher
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P.S. I’ll offer you second byline on the finished feature. Obviously my name will be listed first.


P.P.S. There’s no need to confirm your acceptance. We both know there’s no way you would turn this down. Now get me that scoop!
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CHAPTER I. OFFICER
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RIPLEY RYAN: Begin recording—note to self. I first met Carol Danvers when I was a young reporter assigned to do a feature on her for Ms. Magazine. The story was supposed to be titled “A Day in the Life of Captain Marvel,” but shadowing her quickly revealed to me that there are no “average” days in the life of Captain Marvel. Her days are filled with action, conflict, and chaos.


Carol is the last person I want to spend time in a room with, but I took this job of interviewing her for the anniversary issue of Woman Magazine because of the interesting pay that Jameson is offering. More control over my powers? Yes, please.


I am staging our first interview in the eleventh-floor office where she once helmed Woman Magazine. I knew she would want to meet on familiar turf, and a return to the room where she first served as editor-in-chief seems appropriate. It was one of many leadership positions she has held over the years, and her early days leading military and government operations will likely be the focus of much of our first chat. Many people know about Carol’s accomplishments as a pilot, her record of excellence, but I’m hoping to dig deeper. Why did she choose the career she did? Why the fascination with flying? What exactly is she chasing?


In our first conversation, I’m expecting Carol to be a bit standoffish. To be fair, we were nemeses for a brief stint, though I suspect she sees me more as a thorn in her side than a worthy opponent. I get that she doesn’t trust me. We’ve tangoed more than once. We’ve done awful things to each other more than once. Will this be another link in that chain? I hear footsteps.
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RIPLEY RYAN: I have to admit, I didn’t think you’d show.


CAROL DANVERS: (entering) Love what you’ve done with the place. Dusty archive storage is a very bold design choice.


This isn’t my office. I’m not on staff at Woman Magazine.


Yet here we are. Doing an interview.


Jameson approached me to do this anniversary special feature as a freelance gig.


(snorts) As if he cares about my story.


The publisher’s new offices are a few blocks over, but I thought you’d be more at ease here. I had to borrow the keys from the janitor to get in.


So glad you chose nostalgia over comfort. But since we’re here, you won’t mind if I sit in my old chair.


Be my guest. I’ll just . . . sit on this stack of boxes.


Why did they pick you, of all people, to interview me? Your last assignment to cover me didn’t exactly go as planned.


I was chosen because I’m a former journalist and a fellow being with powers. And, I suspect, because drama sells, and there’s plenty of drama between us.


I could have refused.


You did. The first three times I contacted you.


I could have kept refusing.


Yet . . . here we are.


Look, I agreed to do this, but only if we do it my way. I help you craft the story, or I walk.


Classic Carol: always wanting control.


Ripley—


Chill. You’ll have a say in what we discuss, just like I promised. I do have standards, you know, and keeping my word is one of them.


Since when do you have standards? You once tried to suck the life force out of an entire city.


A lot has happened since then. Can we get back to the—


Name one thing that has happened that makes you a more trustworthy person.


We need to get back to the topic of—You know what? Fine. One thing that has happened is I joined a team. The Thunderbolts. I learned to play nice with others.


You mean a team of criminals. Literally the worst people alive. That doesn’t help your case.


This interview isn’t about me. Like so many things, it’s about you.


(lifts a box lid) The message you sent said there were files.


Most of what’s in these boxes. Chronicles of a life.


You’ve been stalking me?


Ha! Hardly. I’ve been trying to forget about you. Unfortunately, the universe keeps shoving us back together.


Maybe it wants one of us to learn something.


Maybe. Jameson compiled this archive, though. Most of it’s old. Stuff about your Ms. Marvel days, before you took on the mantle of Captain.


That makes sense. When I worked here, I assigned one of my staffers to research why someone was after me. My boss, Jameson, also tasked me with writing an exposé on Ms. Marvel, so we amassed a bunch of research.


I’ll circle back to your editing career later, but yeah, you and your staff were thorough. There’s a ton of information here.


Those boxes over there don’t look like they’re from Woman Magazine.


Declassified files.


What the—? How?!


Jameson has his sources. I was charged with writing your entire story, and lots has happened since you last sat in that chair.


You’ve read all of this stuff?


Former. Journalist.


And Jameson just . . . decided it was a good idea to give you access? Ripley Ryan, A.K.A. Star? My would-be nemesis who turned out to be a huge disappointment?


Thanks for that. Like I said, drama sells. There’s a lot of drama here in these boxes. Especially about your family.


I suppose that’s where you want to start, then?


Everyone wants to start by talking about the family, but I want you to start with what makes you, you.


What do you mean?


What’s the thing that drives you?


That’s definitely not what I thought your opening volley would be.


Here, let me make it simpler for you: What’s your defining project or goal in life?


My goal? Try not to get knocked out of the sky by the Brood or the Skrull or a Kree Kleaner or yet another mechanized alien thing that attacks New York or—


I’m serious.


I thought everyone knew what drives me.


Maybe we do. I want you to say it.


Why?


Because I’m not getting paid to make people read between the lines.


I don’t care whether you get paid.


But you do care who writes your story.


(pauses) I guess.


So . . . what drives you?


That’s not an easy question to answer. There’s a . . . a thing inside me. A feeling, I guess. That pulls me outward, sort of like a magnet. It makes me want to just, I don’t know, launch myself into the sky and keep on going, past the moon, out of the solar system, into the heart of the galaxy, to see whatever there is to see. I want to witness it all, drink it in, every shining bit of interest in the cosmic dark.


I . . . wow. I don’t know what to say. That’s really beautiful. And you’ve always felt that way? Since you were a child?


Yeah. Actually, I brought some evidence of that, and a bunch of other stuff on this flash drive. I thought that if you are telling my whole story, then I better make sure it gets told right. And that means including some material that only I can provide, with the caveat that you use it in a way that’s authentic to how things actually went down.




Carol handing over this archive of personal files was unexpected and a little annoying (I can do my own research!), but it did serve to supplement the declassified files and other information Jameson and I had amassed on her life. She had, of course, stamped each of her files with a watermark: “Property of Carol Danvers—Personal Files.” Her organization and possessiveness over her stuff seemed right on brand for Carol. I have to admit it was helpful to have access to these.


—Ripley Ryan





Let me plug the flash drive into my laptop and take a look. Um, okay, this first file looks like a child made it.


That’s because a child did. It’s a drawing I made for the middle school career fair.


A crayon sketch of a planet?


Not just any planet—Saturn, and all its moons. Even back then, I wanted to be an astronaut. The first to visit Europa or Enceladus, set foot on new worlds. See the little shuttle in orbit? I imagined I was flying it.


And what’s this below the picture? Song lyrics?


A poem I wrote.


You were a writer, even at that age?


I suppose I was.


Looks like you predicted your ability to fly too.


What do you mean?


Read the poem.


“Swirls of stars, rings of ice, someday I’ll join the cosmic dance.” Wow, some wordsmith I was. Couldn’t even get the rhyme clean. You get it, though, right?


Poetry? Uhhh . . . not really my thing.


No, the thrill of flight. You remember. After you became Star.


Oh. I mean . . . yeah. I’ll never forget my first flight over the harbor. It was . . .


I know. Sublime.


Yeah. Why did you want to travel to space so badly?


I told you. I wanted to be an astronaut.


Yeah, but why?


Well . . . I don’t know. The vastness of it, I guess. The possibility. There is so much out there to explore. So many worlds we haven’t visited, forms of life beyond anything we could imagine. But I also wanted to push my own limits. I was pretty obsessed with finding a way into that life of space travel. As a kid, I once hitchhiked to Cape Canaveral to watch a shuttle launch. Packed some snacks in a sock, rode in the back of some lady’s pickup, then shimmied my small body through fences until I was close up in a zone where only the researchers and bigwigs were supposed to be. Hid underneath a tarp. One of the guards heard me squeal in delight as the rocket fired up, and found me hiding there. I thought he was going to arrest me, but instead, he sat down and watched the launch at my side. Possibly the kindest thing anyone has ever done for me.


I don’t get it. Why couldn’t you just watch the broadcast like everyone else?


It’s different being on the inside, caught up in it. I felt the force of it shaking my body. As the guard led me away to call my parents, I swore to myself I’d be back. I was going to work for NASA. I was going to go up to the stars. And I held on to that dream. When I was young, I had a small telescope. I would look up at the starry sky every night and imagine myself lifting off the ground, pulled toward some distant horizon that was completely unfathomable and yet also home.


What was home like for you?


If you’re talking about my Earth home, then I grew up in Beverly, a suburb north of Boston, with my mom, Marie; my dad, Joseph; and my two brothers, Joe Jr. and Stevie.


Way to leave out all the interesting bits.


If you want better answers, ask better questions, “former journalist.”


Fine. Were you close with your brothers?


We were very close when we were young. Our favorite times together were our summers at the cottage in Harpswell, Maine. There was a kind of reckless freedom on the coast. We wanted to soak it all in, the water, the sun, the open skies. I loved diving off the dock and pretending I was a rocket ship launching into another dimension.
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Carol with her brothers, Joe and Stevie


That sounds pretty idyllic.


It was. Most days. Until it wasn’t.


Trouble in paradise?


Look, you can be respectful or we can be done here.


My mistake. But I need you to go there. What disrupted the peace?


(sighs) I loved my father. He worked really hard. Like really hard. Built his own construction business from nothing, one that was known for its commitment to quality workmanship and fair labor practices. Occasionally he would do nice things for our family, take us out boating or cook dinner or just have quality father-daughter-son time.


But?


But he struggled to be a consistently good parent. He would fly into a rage and get violent over the smallest things, just kids being kids, like the time my brothers fought over a kite and he beat them for it. I hated not knowing when he would lash out at one of us. It was even worse when he was drinking. I wanted so badly to make him proud, you know? But it felt like I couldn’t ever do anything right in his eyes.


That must have been really frustrating.


He was also sexist as heck. Told us he could only afford to send one of us kids to college and chose Stevie.


It seems unfair to judge your father because he wasn’t rich enough to finance all of you.


I’m not judging him because he wasn’t rich. I’m judging him because his reason for sending Stevie instead of me was because he believed women should “find a husband” instead of getting an education.


Oh. Yikes. I mean . . . Did that drive a wedge between you and your brother? The fact that you had to make your own way and he didn’t?


No. I knew it wasn’t Stevie’s fault. He didn’t even get the chance to get the degree though. He was killed in action.


How did your parents take Stevie’s death?


How do you think?


I need your story in your own words, Carol. That’s how interviews work.


Right. As you might imagine, my mom was devastated. “Crushed” is maybe the right word. Pops, he leaned even harder into alcohol, just when we needed him most. He would sink into himself, bottle in hand, and just not respond to any of us for days. I wish at some point in his life, someone had shown him that it’s okay to ask for help, that needing assistance is not weakness. He fought with my mom a lot, took out his frustration on her. I couldn’t stand seeing her get hurt.


You haven’t talked about your relationship with your mother yet.


There have been enough exposés on that. Next question.


If we could just—


Next question, Ripley.


. . . All right. We can table that topic for now. So, you graduated top of your high school class, but, based on these records, didn’t go to college. Unexpected.


I went to the one place I knew I could fly: the United States Air Force. Saw a poster that they were recruiting, so I signed up the day after my eighteenth birthday, without my parents’ permission or knowledge. When Pops found out, he was furious. He couldn’t understand why I would do such a thing after what happened to Stevie, even though Pops was retired Navy.
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Carol Susan Jane Danvers, United States Air Force 1029-09-8313


It’s kind of a shame you and your brother didn’t get the chance to bond over your respective military careers.


We did get one cool moment like that. Before Stevie died, he gave me a great gift: He introduced me to Helen Cobb.


The pilot?


The one and only. Fifteen speed records and enough sass to match. Stevie took me to the Whiskey Tenor Flyers Club in Texas to meet her. I could barely speak, I was so honored. Helen had flying in her genes. Tough as nails, and so much fire inside her. She was an inspiration to me then, and clear through to this day.
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Stevie and Carol talk with legendary pilot Helen Cobb
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You must have a bunch of cool stories about your Air Force days.


Oh, I could go on for hours. My call sign was Cheeseburger—unfortunately I lost my lunch in the G-simulator, and the name stuck. I was determined to push myself as far in my military career as I could. Join Helen in breaking records. Lead by example. I received several medals and promotions. I quickly gained a reputation for being able to handle myself as well as I handled fast planes, and was often asked to test prototypes. For one of those missions, I was assigned to test-pilot an experimental Stark stealth jet with a holographic camera. That was the first time I met Tony Stark.


You would later become good friends, right?


Yeah. He’s really good at what he does, and he does it full bore, without caring about anyone’s opinion. He doesn’t wait for permission. He just realizes his vision.


The two of you have a lot in common.


Hey, Ripley—


Don’t worry, I won’t pry about you and Tony—


No, I just wanted to say that this interview is going better than I expected.


Oh. For you and me both.


You can cut my comment from the final version.


I definitely won’t. That test flight of the Stark jet didn’t go as planned—how did that make you feel?
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The plane went down in enemy territory. My left leg was injured pretty badly in the crash. I was captured by Ghazi Rashid, tortured for days. Rashid wanted access to an Osborn-created superweapon called Ascension that he thought I knew something about. It was a CIA-created serum that could grant super-powers, but it had a tendency to cause psychotic breaks in the user.


You ignored my question about how it made you feel to be captured.


It doesn’t matter how I felt. I got out alive.


It does matter. I need—


Are we done with this topic?


No. How did you escape?


I slugged Rashid across the face with a piece of busted chair attached to my busted arm. Then stole their data and hobbled my way to the safe house.
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The safe house is where you met Colonel Michael Rossi?


Yep. He recruited me into United States Air Force Special Operations. Major Carol Danvers: superspy. The Air Force grounded me because I wouldn’t give them the full details on the Rashid encounter, so special ops was a good career pivot. I hadn’t dreamed of being a secret agent the way I had dreamed of flying, but I was surprisingly good at spy stuff, once Ace taught me the ropes.
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It doesn’t surprise me at all that you were good at it. Intelligence work requires quick thinking, adaptability, and a level of confidence that I don’t think you’d have any trouble clearing.


Ace made sure I had the training I needed. And I made sure I was always pulling my weight. We made one heck of a team, Rossi and me.


From these declassified files, it seems you had several successful team-ups during your espionage era. Tell me about Logan.


Logan is . . . a kindred spirit. Because he’s a mutant, he understands what it is to be different, to be seen as different. He understands being a loner and being disconnected from your past. We’ve both had some pretty pernicious bouts of amnesia, and have had to swim through the world without a solid identity to anchor us. He’s also about the best person to have watching your back.


Razor claws and such.


That, sure, but he’s also loyal. A good friend. One of our first missions together was flying into Russian airspace to monitor an ultra-low-frequency radio transmitter that was using an extremely rare metal. He also broke me out of a Russian prison, and another time we snuck into the Pentagon to destroy their files on the X-Men. We’ve always looked out for each other. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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MISSION LOG - LOGAN


Vladivostok, Russia


I ain’t used to having to keep records of what I do, but Colonel Fury says mission logs help keep dangerous objects out the hands of bad people. I’m not sure that’s true, but here goes nothing.


I got voluntold to join a spy mission with some Air Force stiff named Ben Grimm—the guy can rumble, I’ll give him that—and Fury sticks Agent Carol Danvers on the team. I recognized her from when we crossed paths in DC. The whole thing seemed like something a rookie might dream up: fly into Russian airspace on an experimental jet, spy on some radio thingamajig that might be shooting funky laser beams into our brains or whatnot, try not to get shot down or captured.


Yeah, well . . . we got shot down and captured. Sorta. This is the part where we lucked out that Carol was with us. While Ben and I clobbered some guys, Carol dodged wolves, stole a Russian Yak plane, picked us up off a moving train, and then won an aerial dogfight with no guns—she scraped the other plane with the Yak’s skis! She dang near fell out of the sky doing it though. Ben had to do some fancy flying while I snatched Carol off the flaming, plummeting Yak, all while we were being dogged by KGB agent Natalia Shostakova, who Ben said was “as deadly as a black widow spider.” He ain’t wrong. She had us in her sights but was recalled just before she took us out.


In the end, the three of us brought home the surveillance tapes of the woo-woo radio machine, and I succeeded in swiping the rare metal the Russians were using to power it. Next time top brass sends me on some crazy suicide mission into enemy territory, I might insist on having Carol Danvers at my side.





[image: ]


[image: ]


I want to ask you more about the Pentagon incident, but we’ll come back to that because we need to talk about Nick Fury. He’s the one who sent you and Logan on that mission together, right?


You got it. Nick and I . . . we have a complicated relationship.


Most relationships are complicated. Care to elaborate?
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Nick and I met when we were both intelligence operatives. We helped Logan escape Sabretooth and some Hydra agents. This was before our mission to Russia. Nick is rough around the edges, but he’s one of the guys you want on your side when things need to get done and hard calls need to be made. He doesn’t always play it by the book—after we rescued Logan, Nick let him walk, breaking protocol, to give him a chance at peace. Some of my favorite memories with Nick are the poker games when we would get together—me and Ben and whoever else was around—and just have some camaraderie around a table. Later on, Nick and I worked together in various contexts, including during the Skrull invasion.


We’ll come back to the Skrulls and the Pentagon raid later, but first I feel like there’s a major stage of your early career we haven’t covered yet.


Do you mean working for NASA or working alongside an alien super hero?


Yes.
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Logan, Colonel Fury, and Major Danvers square off against Sabretooth
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NASA Hires Major Carol Danvers as New Security Chief at Cape Canaveral


NASA’s Kennedy Space Center at Cape Canaveral recently welcomed Major Carol Danvers into the post of security chief. The role is responsible for overseeing all security matters at the Cape Canaveral base for all operations including mission launches, research projects, equipment testing, and the visitor center, among others.


Danvers is a former pilot and special agent for the United States Air Force. NASA administrators noted that her record is one of brave service, talented flying, and innovative problem-solving.


The retiring security chief stated, “Danvers was recruited for her keen insight into people’s character, her reliability in difficult situations, and her steely resolve to see a mission through to completion. She has both a successful military track record and a passion for outer space. There’s no one I would trust more with NASA’s assets.”


Danvers is scheduled to begin duties immediately.
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Like I said, I had wanted to work in the space industry for as long as I can remember, so when NASA requested me for the position of security chief at Cape Canaveral, it was somewhat of a dream job. All my military and intelligence experience informed my approach to keeping the Cape, as we called it, safe and secure. I got to consult on fascinating projects, like the study of Cavourite Crystals, which NASA was experimenting with for faster-than-light propulsion. And I got to work alongside the teams of scientists, engineers, communications experts, and other professionals who make space exploration and human space flight possible.




NATIONAL AERONAUTICS AND SPACE ADMINISTRATION


KENNEDY SPACE CENTER
CAPE CANAVERAL, FL


PROPOSAL NAME


Analysis of Cavourite Crystal Performance in Various Environments


PROJECT SUMMARY


Cavourite is a human-made substance that can absorb, direct, and amplify energy. Given exposure to sufficient amounts of energy, Cavourite can bend space-time. The substance could theoretically be used as a means of spaceship propulsion in the form of warp drive.


This project proposes a comprehensive study of Cavourite’s physical properties and performance under various conditions (including extreme temperatures and pressures, and radiation bombardment), leading to specific recommendations regarding its potential and viability as a component of spacecraft propulsion systems.


OTHER PROJECT INFORMATION


Does this project include materials that are potentially hazardous to the environment?




	Yes. If Cavourite is overcharged, it can tear open holes in space-time. The crystals must be handled with the utmost care and kept away from energy sources. Special lead-lined containers will be used for storage, transport, and testing.





Does this project require special security considerations?




	Yes. Cavourite is a highly sought-after substance because of the potential it has for propulsion and weaponry. This study and any subsequent missions involving Cavourite, if approved, would require heavy security measures to ensure no outside tampering.







This substance sounds like an accident waiting to happen. Are you trying to get the base blown up? Not to mention all the nefarious characters who will likely try to get their hands on it. If you insist on experimenting with Cavourite, I recommend extra security measures site-wide.


—Carol Danvers
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A Cavourite Crystal
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Warp energy implosion of a Cavourite Crystal


There was one expert in particular who defined your term at the Cape.


I defined my term at the Cape. Let’s get that straight. Mar-Vell made things interesting and kept me on my toes. He was a captain in the Kree Space Fleet, sent to Earth by the Kree Supreme Intelligence as part of a plan to study and conquer Earth. When Mar-Vell showed up on the premises under the fake identity of scientist Walter Lawson, I knew something was off about his story and used all my resources as security chief to investigate him, eventually calling for Lawson’s arrest. Mar-Vell could no longer use Lawson’s persona as cover, and he later confessed to me that he was not from this world.
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Kree







SPECIES: Kree


HOMEWORLD: Hala, in the Large Magellanic Cloud


APPEARANCE: Humanoid, with blue or pink skin


ABILITIES: Enhanced strength and agility. May have trouble breathing Earth atmosphere without assistance.







The Kree are an ancient, technologically advanced species known for expanding their territory through warfare. They merge their genetics with those of other races to attempt to achieve dominance. Their interference with the evolution of Earth creatures is well documented.


The main threats the alien Kree may pose to Earth institutions are the following: Earth becoming embroiled in external Kree conflicts, infiltration of Kree operatives into strategic tactical positions, powerful Kree technology falling into enemy hands, and Kree warriors living on Earth who may decide to use their powers against the people of this planet.


The Kree can be powerful allies or formidable adversaries. All dealings with individuals and political factions should be undertaken with utmost caution.
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Carol Danvers and Mar-Vell at Cape Kennedy


How did you feel when you found out you’d been working side by side with an alien?


A little incredulous. I always said I wanted to meet new civilizations, right? Just didn’t imagine it would happen in Florida. But I respected Mar-Vell and grew to trust him, even have feelings for him, regardless of where he came from. He was kind and intelligent, and we developed a kind of ease working together. I found excuses to do security rounds in his sector of the base, and he found reasons to ask my insight on his research projects.


How could you possibly feel comfortable around him, knowing he was helping the Kree plot to take over Earth?


He wanted to be loyal to his duty to the Kree, but he also couldn’t abide killing innocents. He was a person of conflicted aims. But in his role as Captain Marvel, he saved me several times from fiascos involving giant mechanized Kree sentries, mostly instigated by his jealous superior officer, Colonel Yon-Rogg.
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MEDICAL REPORT — MAJOR CAROL SUSAN JANE D
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| cleaned and bandaged her wounds, set the breaks and applied casts, and
administered medication against infection and for what must be immense pain.
Patient is in seemingly stable condition physically and psychologically, though
ongoing treatment and psychological evaluation are recommended.

This woman has been through hell.
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