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the

'WILD WES

returns!

ye arp: Justice Ride
yjestern heroes team up
wide vision graphic novel!

(Wyatt, Cisco Kid, Geronimo,
. Annie Oakley, & Belle Starr!)
top notch western tale!"-

WRITTEY By

ﬁl(:“:’i“" DEAN S‘[ﬁﬂﬂ Wvz 4 t Earp Vs Cisco =
JRURBOIGHERTY Cisco Kid vs Wyatt Earp
| ' 2 books, one story,
118 A5 A WLALLLAR two points of view.
; Wha's.aight?
k Dixon, EricJ, Len Kody




BLOODBATE AT ROBBERS ROOST

CEAPTER FOUR

Two frontier legends stood pack-to-kack in the canyon as the outlaws
closed in from all gides. Unafraid and undaunted, Wyatt Earp and the Cisco
¥Kid traded fire with the geng of rustlers and plackguards that surrounded
them until the sun was plotted from view by & pall of rising gunsmoke.

The rocky walls echoed with the cowardly shrieks of the wounded and dying
lawbreakers who fell to the hot lead flying from the heroes' hlazing pistols.




/ DAMN, NED.

{ THAT'S NOTHING :

LIKE THE WAY IT

TOO MUCH
MR. BUNTLINE.

SOUNP'Z LIKE
YOUR READERS WANT'
TO READ THE EXPLONS
F MAC;

WITH THE cISCO KID.
IT'6 GOT ENOUGH
BLOODSHED EVEN FOR
YOUR SUBSCRIBERS.

NT BEGAN WITH
THE MURDER OF
TOMBSTONE MARSHAL,
FRED WHITE.”

‘SO MANY THINGS

THAT NIGHT.”

YOU ARE
YOUR TELLING,
MARSHAL.

MY READERS i
CTION AND LOTS
OF IT. THEY WANT
STALWART HEROES
LAUGHING IN THE
FACE OF DANGER.




* I PELIVERED THE
FIRST PORTION OF
JUSTICE MYSELF"

*WILLIAM BROCIOUS
STOOP APOLOGIZING
WITH A WHEELGUN
SMOKING IN HIS FIST”

*HIS SNORTS OF
CONTAINED LAUGHTER MADE
A LIE OF HIS CONTRITION.”

* A LYNCH MOB GATHERED
LIKE CALVES TO THE TEAT
AND I KNEW I'D HAVE TO
GET CURLY BILL OUT
OF TOMBSTONE.”




