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These things always 
seem like a good idea 
at first.

You run the situation through 
your noodle and think you got 
it handled; then you end up 
with a gun in your face.

I don’t
think he’s like

the others, Pa.
I don’t get that

feelin’.

Sometimes
you can’t tell

right away.
They’re

not chasing us
out. Not so long
as we are still

breathing.

cha-

    chinkcha-

    chink



Been through a lot in my time. Never 
thought this was how I would go. 

Life hasn’t
meant much lately.
No lawman in these

parts for over a year.
I’ll be just fine.

if you pull
that trigger it’ll be

a murder, and none of
what you’re protecting

will matter.

I ain’t
no threat,
old man.

Mister,
I only have one

question, and you 
better get the
answer right. What

business
do you have

at the Conway
residence?

I’m a
private eye.

Just want to ask
you some questions.

Now take it
easy.

The name’s
Barrymore. Hank

Barrymore.

Pa,
NO!



Cole, you
shouldn’ta done
that! Get her in

the house.

I can help!
Treated a lot of
gunshot wounds

in the war.

We don’t
have a lot of time,
so can you point
that somewhere

else?

No!!

is this
who we are?!

Ma—

hurts...

I’m
sorry,

Ma.



Will
she be
okay?

Can
you save

her?

Looks like
more blood than

it is. Just a multiple
graze. She’ll

be fine.

WHAM!
WHAM!



I already knew the answer. My brain 
was racing. The kid took a scatter 
shot and saved my life, and he didn’t 
even have a scratch.

He doesn’t 
know, does he?

Wait.

That’s
for trying
to kill me.

How do
you know
about—

Pa,
what is

he talking
about?

He’s
crazy,
Cole. 

I’m
asking the
questions,

pops. 
Did

your boy
fall out of the

sky 19 years
ago?

The bigger
question is, what

the hell are you, and
how are you not

dead from a
gunshot!?

word
has it you’ve

got a boy, just 19,
who can do some

“not normal”
stuff.



Boy,
you should

have let me just
shoot this
flatfoot!

Stop!


