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Folk claimed that if you cut
one member of the notorious Cousins family, they would all
bleed—and come looking for revenge. Marshal Tune Collier had shot
Brock Cousins in a bank raid, and now he was waiting for the evil,
cold-blooded Cousin clan to come gunning for him.

What made it worse was that
he had been wounded in the bank battle and had no hope of fending
off the outlaws.

But Marshal Collier had his
loyal kin too.

When Mark Counter heard of
Tune’s desperate plight, he decided to ride in and help. He knew he
was going to face a vicious and dangerous gang, and when he heard
that Calamity Jane was also in town, he realized that things were
going to be even more complicated than expected.
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For Joe
Chapler, who
speaks Hungarian better than any other Englishman I
know.

 













 


 


Author’s Original Note

While complete in itself, this title follows
the events recorded in: THE HIDE AND HORN SALOON. Some of the
incidents recorded in both volumes previously appeared under the
title, Part One, ‘Better Than Calamity’, THE WILDCATS. However, the
Counter family has agreed that the full story can at last be put
into print. They made the stipulation that the two books must be
included in the Calamity Jane and not the Floating Outfit series,
as was formerly the case, which we have done.

To save our “old hands” from repetition, but
for the benefit of new readers, we have recorded details of the
careers of Miss Martha “Calamity Jane” Canary and Mark Counter,
along with those references to Old West terms and events about
which we are most regularly requested for information in the form
of Appendices.

While we realize that in our present
“permissive” society, we would include the actual profanities used
by various people in the narrative, we do not concede that a
spurious desire for “realism” is any excuse to do so.

Lastly, as we do not pander to the current
‘trendy’ usage of the metric system, except where the calibers of
certain firearms—i.e. Walther P-38, 9mm—are concerned, we will
continue to employ miles, yards, feet, inches, pounds and ounces
when referring to distances and weights.

J.T. Edson


 


 


One – I Don’t Approve of Bribery

 


‘Hey now, goddamnit!’
growled the elderly deputy town marshal, coming from the office in
the front section of the Benson City jailhouse which he had just
entered and glaring truculently at the only occupant of the four
cells at the rear of the building. ‘What the hell’s all that
hootin’ ’n’ hollerin’ about?’

Even seated upon the hard and uncomfortable
narrow wooden bunk, which was practically the sole furnishing for
his place of incarceration, the prisoner conveyed the impression of
being massive in proportions. On rising in an apparently languid
fashion, he confirmed that the suggestion of bulk was not merely an
illusion.

Two inches over six foot, in his early
twenties, Trudeau Front de Boeuf—although that was not the name by
which he was known in the small Texas range town—was built on lines
of vastly greater than average size. He had soft and wavy brown
hair which was allowed to grow somewhat longer than was considered
acceptable among cowhands. Not that anything in his appearance or
attire suggested he might belong to such a hard riding, hardworking
and harder playing fraternity. Rather the garments he had on
implied he was a successful professional gambler, or wished to give
the impression of being one. There was a pallor to his handsome, if
somewhat petulant features which would have been replaced by a tan
had he spent any length of time working cattle in the open air and
his large, well-kept hands would have become rougher if such was
his vocation. However, while he filled his frilly bosomed mauve
silk shirt, glossy floral patterned black vest and tight legged
off-white trousers tightly, his bulk was formed of hard and firm
flesh rather than soft and flabby tissue.

‘I was just about to ask
you that very same thing,’ the prisoner claimed, standing upon
spread apart feet encased in Hersome gaiter boots and fingering a
neatly tied black silk cravat. His tone was quiet and seemingly
meek, with the accent of a well—educated Southron born somewhere
other than Texas in what had formerly been the Confederate States
of America. ‘But it’s no use you shouting for the marshal. He
hasn’t been in all evening, not even to bring me my
supper.’

‘To hell with you and your
son-of-a-bitching supper!’ the peace officer barked malevolently,
although aware that the prisoner’s mother had paid for him to
receive better food than was supplied to others held in the jail.
‘I’ve just got word Frank Cousins’s fixing to bring his gang in
tonight, looking for evens ’cause that goddamned brother-in-law of
his’n got made wolf bait down to the Drover’s Saloon a couple of
weeks back!’

‘Who killed him?’ Front de
Boeuf inquired, judging from the various sounds coming in through
the barred window of his cell that “word” of the impending visit
had not been restricted to the deputy.

‘Me ’n’ the marshal,’ the
peace officer replied.

‘Lordy lord, that was
somewhat tactless of you and the marshal, now wasn’t it?’ the bulky young man
suggested, his manner mildly sardonic. He knew that the two members
of the local law enforcement agency were far from diligent in the
performance of their duties, even though they had taken him into
custody. ‘What is it they say about Frank Cousins and his
clan?’

‘Huh?’ grunted the deputy,
looking puzzled.

‘Isn’t it something like,
if you cut one, they all bleed?’ Front de Boeuf elaborated, still
fingering the cravat.

‘Yeah, that’s what they
say,’ the elderly peace officer admitted and made a wry face. Such
was his perturbation that he was more loquacious than usual and he
went on, ‘Trouble being, nobody’d gotten ‘round to letting us know
who the son-of-a-bitch was. So, reckoning he wasn’t nothing more’n
just another no-account cow-nurse, me ’n’ the marshal just natural’
cut him down.’

‘Naturally,’ the prisoner said drily.
‘Only, as you would put it, “trouble being”, now his uncle and all
their gang are coming with the intention of wreaking vengeance upon
you, the marshal and the town.’

‘That’s the word I’ve been
give’!’

‘I’ve heard it said
they’re most thorough on such occasions.’

‘And me!’ the peace
officer confirmed, losing the derisive attitude that he generally
adopted when addressing the prisoner.

‘So what are
you going to do about
it?’ Front de Boeuf queried, the change in the deputy’s demeanor
not having escaped his notice.

‘Tell the marshal what’s
doing, happen I can find out where he’s at. I was just headed out
to look for him when you started yelling.’

‘And, after you’ve told
him, or without telling him if he isn’t very easy to find, you’re going to
collect your horse and put as many miles as possible between you
and the Cousins’ gang?’

‘I sure’s hell’s for
sinners am!’ the peace officer stated, his manner defiant.
‘Goddamnit, I’m way too old to start trading lead with a bunch of
gun—handy owlhoots like he’ll have with him.’

‘There are some who might
say it’s your duty and what you are paid to do,’ Front de Boeuf
pointed out.

‘Duty my ass!’ the deputy
spat back. ‘ ’Specially when every other son-of-a-bitch in this
stinking one-hoss town’s already running scared I wouldn’t back the marshal
even should he
conclude to stick around and make a fight of it. Which, knowing him
like I do, there’s more chance a snowball’d stay frozed up in hell
than he’ll do that.’

‘And where does that leave
me?’

‘How do you
mean?’

‘From what I’ve heard,
Cousins had the jail burned to the ground when he and his men
raided Narrow Forks last year to avenge a cousin who had been
hanged there,’ Front de Boeuf explained. ‘And, as I’m being held
prisoner in this one, I can’t say the prospect fills me with wild
enthusiasm.’

‘That’s all your
misfortune and none of my own, Mr. Cholmundersley, or whichever
goddamned way you say it,’ the deputy declared.

‘It’s pronounced,
“Chumley”,’ the young man explained, having adopted the alias,
“Barrington Cholmondeley” for the visit to Benson City.

‘I don’t give shit how you
say it!’ the peace officer growled. ‘Happen you hadn’t got caught
out as a goddamned cheating tinhorn, you wouldn’t’ve got put here
in the first place!’

‘There’s
some truth in that,’
Front de Boeuf conceded, without bothering to deny the reason given
for his incarceration or to point out he was held because his
mother had declined to pay a bribe which would have had the charges
against him dropped. ‘Of course, breaking the jaw of the mayor’s
favorite son could have had something to do with it
too.’

‘That, ’long of you
busting up them other three rich young fellers when they didn’t
take kind’ to you fleecing ’em,’ supplemented the elderly deputy.
‘Then damned near wrecking the Drovers afore me ’n’ the marshal
could get there to bring you in for disturbing the
peace.’

‘I can’t gainsay that’s
what I was doing when you arrived,’ Front de Boeuf admitted, as if
conferring a favor. ‘The trouble is, as I tried to explain to the
judge, I’m inclined to be somewhat highly strung when I’m excited
and I have this tendency to get excited when I’m accused of
cheating at cards.’

‘I’d say you was more’n
just accused,’
the peace officer objected. ‘That deck’s you’d used to clean ’em
out was thumb-nailed so good we couldn’t barely see the marks.
Which none of them college-taught, fancy-pants young yahoos playing
“gain” you was close to smart enough to’ve knowed how to do it and
that only left you.’

‘A most reasonable
assumption, put that way,’ the massive young man drawled and, as he
had already done so, he made no further attempt to disclaim
responsibility for the deck of cards having been marked by being
scratched with a thumb nail during play. Instead, seeing the peace
officer was turning away, he picked up the wide brimmed, low
crowned, white planter’s hat from where it lay with his expensive
black broadcloth tail coat on the bunk and .continued, ‘I don’t
suppose you would consider letting me out of here?’

‘You don’t
consider son-of-a-bitching right,’ the deputy confirmed, but halted
his turn and looked over his shoulder.

‘Not even if I was to
offer to pay you my fine?’ Front de Boeuf hinted.

‘The judge didn’t fast fix
no fine with his favorite son having got took home with a bust jaw
and three stove-in ribs,’ the peace officer answered. ‘He said
thirty days in the hoosegow and’d’ve likely made it more happen
that fancy and high-toned momma of your’n hadn’t been looking
pretty at him in the courthouse—Or, which being, maybe even less,
’cepting his missus was in town and it was her favorite son’s well’s you’d
tromped, whomped ’n’ stom—!’ The mocking words trailed away as he
saw what was happening in the cell and he swung around swiftly,
saying, ‘Where the hell did you get that from?’

‘In here,’ Front de Boeuf
answered, gesturing with a one hundred dollar bill towards the
sweat band inside the crown of the hat.

‘Goddamnit!’ the deputy
ejaculated, eyeing the money avariciously. ‘We searched you when we
brought you in!’

‘But not well enough,
obviously,’ the young man asserted, tossing the hat on to the bunk
and holding the bill in plain view between the tips of his left
thumb and forefinger. ‘Anyway, that is hardly the point right now.
I don’t suppose they pay you over-generously and you could probably
use some extra money to keep you going until you find another town
that needs a deputy.’

‘Yeah!’ the peace officer
grunted pensively.

‘The … fine, shall we call it? … would
help,’ Front de Boeuf went on, watching and listening with
considerable interest to the way in which the other was reacting.
‘Don’t you think so too?’

‘Yeah!’ the peace office repeated vehemently, the sum being more
than double the pay he received from the town each month. ‘Hand it
over!’

‘After I’m outside the cell,’ the young man answered. ‘Hand the
son-of-a-bitch over!’ the deputy snarled, pulling his Colt 1860
Army Model revolver from its holster.

‘After you’ve let me out of the cell, as I said,’ the prisoner
replied, showing not the slightest concern as the weapon was cocked
and pointed at him through the bars of the door. ‘And,
please, don’t waste both
our time threatening me with that.’

‘I ain’t just
threatening, goddamnit!’
the elderly deputy warned. ‘I’ll use the son-of-a-bitch!’

‘Go ahead, if you’re
that stupid,’
Front de Boeuf offered, his manner calm and completely lacking in
fear. ‘You’ve no idea where the marshal might be, or how soon he
could be coming back. If he hears a shot, it will fetch him in
here muy pronto. Then you’ll have to at least share the money with him. Or, even
more likely, going by what I’ve seen of him, he could decide to
take it all as
you won’t be the only one needing travelling money.’

‘Could be he ain’t
nowheres near close enough to hear the shot,’ the deputy countered,
although he was in agreement over the way in which his superior
would regard the bill being exhibited to him.

‘There is that
possibility,’ Front de Boeuf drawled, but with no indication of
being disturbed or alarmed by the thought of this proving to be the
case. ‘It all depends upon whether you want to take the chance he isn’t
nearby. However, on the other hand—!’

On the other hand, what the peace officer
was unable to prevent himself from inquiring when the comment was
not completed.

‘You don’t need to share
with him at all and there is more money for the … fine … if need be.’

‘Where?’

‘Hidden where you would
have to spend much more time than you dare gamble on having if you
try to find it,’ Front de Boeuf claimed, exuding complete
confidence. ‘You missed this bill, don’t forget.’

‘How much more of a
fine is it to be?’ the
deputy asked. ‘I can go another hundred,’ the young man
offered.

‘Let me see the
son-of-a-bitch!’ the peace officer demanded, gesturing with the
revolver in what he hoped would be the commanding fashion of one
still in full control of the situation.

‘Not until I see you
holding the key for the cell,’ Front de Boeuf asserted, his manner
indicating there would be no compromise on the subject as far as he
was concerned. ‘And I would like to point out that time is passing
while you are standing there trying, without the
slightest chance of
success I can assure you, to force me to change my
mind.’

‘All right, you goddamned,
smart-assed son-of-a-bitch!’ the deputy snarled, conceding defeat
with bad grace. ‘You get it out and have it ready to show me when I
come back with the keys and god help you happen you
can’t.’

Watching the elderly peace
officer slouching into the office, a smile came which changed the
face of the young prisoner. It caused him to lose the impression of
something close to petulant innocence which had frequently led
people to form misconceptions and discount him as a momma’s boy,
under the thumb of a domineering mother. At that moment, looking
after the deputy, his expression was such it gave a hint of the
Norman stock from which the paternal side of his family had
sprung. i Once more
reaching into the sweat band of the hat, he removed another of the
five one hundred dollar bills transferred there from the hollow
heel of his right boot after he had been searched by the marshal
and deputy prior to being put into the cell. Putting on the hat and
resuming the innocuous expression, he was displaying the two
banknotes when the elderly peace officer returned.

‘Here they are,’ Front de
Boeuf announced, stepping to the window and raising the hand
holding the money so it was between the bars.

‘So I can see,’ the deputy
answered, his tone sour as he realized the implications of the
action. Gesturing with the bunch of keys in his left hand and still
holding the Colt in the right, he went on, ‘All right, I’ll open
up.’

‘And I’ll give you the
money as soon as I’m outside,’ the young man promised, going to
pick up the broadcloth coat. However, although he shook it
fastidiously, he did not don it. Instead, carrying it over his arm,
he walked forward after the door was unlocked and opened,
continuing in the same mildly even tone, ‘Thank you for your
kindness, sir. You won’t
be the loser by it.’

‘I don’t aim to be,’ the
peace officer claimed, his voice menacing, having withdrawn a few
steps and keeping the revolver in alignment. ‘Hand ’em
over!’

‘Certainly,’ Front de
Boeuf assented, in what appeared to be an amiably submissive voice,
extending his left hand.

Releasing his hold as the deputy was
reaching greedily for the bills, the massive young man set them at
liberty before they could be taken from him. As they were
fluttering downwards, the peace officer followed their movements
with his gaze. In doing so, he allowed the barrel of the revolver
to waver until it was no longer pointing at the broad chest of the
prisoner.

Instantly, displaying a speed far different
from his close to somnolent movements until that moment, Front de
Boeuf swung his right arm around and up. Caught at the side of the
head with a backhand slap, such was its force that the elderly
deputy was flung across the cell block. Falling from his grasp, the
cocked Colt landed without discharging. The deputy, rebounding from
the wall, joined the weapon on the floor and lay motionless.

‘I’ve been waiting to do
that ever since I was put in here,’ the young man remarked
casually, although his victim could not hear what he was saying.
‘And, while I said you wouldn’t be the loser by setting me free, as
I don’t approve of bribery when I’m the one who is being made to
pay it, the gain will be all you deserve, you miserable, unpleasant and
dishonest old bastard.’

Having retrieved the money while delivering
the sentiment, Front de Boeuf strolled without so much as a second
glance at the man he had struck down into the office. Nor, being
the kind of person he was, would he have shown any greater concern
if his elderly victim had behaved in a less obnoxious fashion than
had proved to be the case during the period of their acquaintance.
Nevertheless, he did derive a certain amount of satisfaction from
the thought that he had repaid the numerous insults and indignities
he had suffered at the hands of the malevolent old peace officer
since his arrest and the refusal of his mother to purchase his
freedom.

Looking cautiously around as he was emerging
from the rear section of the jailhouse, the bulky young man went to
the desk in the center, which was almost invariably an item of
furniture in the office of every type of law enforcement agency
west of the Mississippi River. Aware that only the marshal and the
deputy were employed to keep the peace in Benson City, he was not
surprised to find he had the room to himself. Nor was he challenged
by anybody as he tossed his coat on to the desk and, trying the
deep drawer on the left into which his property had been placed
when he was arrested, he found it was locked.

Instead of taking the time to collect the
bundle of keys which were still dangling from the door of the cell,
Front de Boeuf grasped the handle of the drawer. Bracing his right
knee against the side, he gave a sudden and powerful wrench. As
further evidence of the power his massive yet lethargic-seeming
body could exert, to the accompaniment of the sharp click of
snapping metal as the lock was broken, it opened. Removing the
pocketbook bound in expensive ‘morocco’ leather, he checked its few
contents were intact. Replacing the money from his hat, he turned
his attention to retrieving the rest of his belongings. Even if he
hadn’t known he might soon be needing some of the items, having
paid a high price for having them prepared as aids for the
protection of himself and his mother in their nefarious and far
from innocent way of life, he would have refused to leave them
behind.

Picking up the ivory handled, fancily etched
Colt Pocket Pistol of Navy Caliber—sometimes erroneously called the
Model of 1853 and a revolver despite its name—with a four inch
barrel, the young man checked that the five chambers of its
cylinder were still capped and loaded. Satisfied it was ready to be
fired if the need should arise, he slipped it into the
leather-lined slot at the left side of his fancy vest so the butt
pointed forward. With that done, he set about reclaiming the rest
of his armament.

First, Front de Boeuf lifted from the drawer
a harness comprised of a broad leather strap to which a longer and
more slender webbing loop was attached. Hooking his left arm
through the latter, so it passed across his wide back, he eased the
former over his right shoulder and settled it comfortably. Then he
put on the long coat and concealed it from view.

Having completed the preparations for
carrying it, the young man collected his Greener ten gauge shotgun
from the drawer. It was, however, far different from when it had
left the well-known manufacturer in England. The twin Damascus
twist barrels had been cut down to approximately ten inches in
length and the stock was removed behind the wrist of the butt. This
was rounded and smoothed into a configuration resembling the grip
of a flintlock pistol from the Eighteenth Century. Offering a more
secure hold to fight the recoil when being fired, although
retaining something of its original shape, the wooden foregrip had
been shortened slightly. Reduced to about eighteen inches overall,
with the weight lowered to around seven pounds, it was further
modified to perform the specialized functions of what was known as
a “whipit” gun. Threaded into the barrel rib, exactly at the point
of balance, was a brass eyebolt.

Breaking open the whipit gun and finding it
was unloaded, Front de Boeuf inserted two of the half a dozen brass
shells from the drawer and pocketed the remainder. Closing the
breech and drawing aside the long right flap of the broadcloth
coat, he slid the head of the eyebolt into the metal slot on the
bottom of the leather shoulder strap. Turning the shortened barrels
downwards, he retained the deadly weapon in a horizontal position
and, releasing the garment, caused it to be held there. When it was
needed, opening the coat would allow it to tilt until vertical and
ready to be brought out and fired.

Having regained possession of everything
taken from him, the young man glanced at the entrance to the cell
area. No sound came from inside it. Concluding the elderly peace
officer was still unconscious, he did not offer to ascertain
whether his supposition was correct or if his blow might have
produced an even more serious effect. Satisfied the marshal would
have other things than his escape to worry about shortly, even if
his blow had killed the deputy, he went to the front door and
opened it. Checking in each direction, he stepped outside when sure
he would not be seen by anybody who might challenge his right to
leave.


 


 


Two – As Usual, It Is Left To Me

 


Moving with a leisurely-seeming gait, which
nevertheless carried him swiftly along the rough planks of the
sidewalk, Trudeau Front de Boeuf continuously glanced about him. He
decided the entire population of Benson City was taking seriously
the ‘word’ received by the deputy town marshal. None of the
business premises on the short main street were open. Even the
Drovers Saloon, which would normally at least be lit up at eight
o’clock in the evening, was silent and in darkness. Nor was anybody
to be seen. Although there were sounds of activity elsewhere, these
sounds were more suggestive of alarm than normal behavior.

All of which, the massive young man told
himself, was testimony of the fear inspired even by the name of the
man said to be coming to avenge the killing of his brother-in-law
by the marshal and deputy.

Ostensibly a honest and
prosperous rancher, Frank Cousins had a much more sinister and
well-deserved reputation. Although it was rumored that the large
crew he hired were cold blooded outlaws rather than cowhands and
earned their pay from various illicit enterprises, nothing had ever
been proven. What few attempts had been made to do so had failed
due to the lack of positive evidence. The refusal of witnesses to
testify had been created by the fear Cousins had taken care to
ensure his name inspired. This had arisen out of the way he
reacted, no matter what the circumstances, should any member of his
numerous clan be harmed. Nor did he restrict his reprisals to those
directly responsible, but struck hard and ruthlessly at the town or
ranch where the incident had taken place. Having done so, he would
have his attorney proclaim his innocence and declare enemies were
seeking to discredit him. If brought before a Grand Jury, as had
happened occasionally when protests reached such a pitch that the
soon to be replaced Reconstruction Administration were compelled to
take action, the realization that reprisals would follow prevented
sufficient people entering the witness box and no indictment could
be obtained. ii

On arriving at the Central Hotel, a
grandiloquent and misleading title as it was the only establishment
of its kind in Benson City, Front de Boeuf found the lobby to be
empty although illuminated by hanging lamps. Passing the reception
desk, without the clerk putting in an appearance, he went upstairs
to the second floor. This too was lit and he strode rapidly along
the passage towards the adjoining rooms occupied by his mother and
himself. As he was approaching her quarters, the door opened and a
masculine figure emerged.

Tall, burly, surly featured and middle-aged,
the man leaving the room gave indications that his business had
been somewhat more intimate than merely social or business. There
was a smudge of something red on the collar of his grubby white
shirt which was unlikely to have been present on his arrival, nor
produced by anything in his possession. While the vest of his cheap
brown three-piece suit was fastened, two buttons on the fly of his
trousers had been missed when it was last closed. He was carrying a
none too clean derby hat and had on a gunbelt with a Colt 1860 Army
revolver in the holster tied to his right thigh by a pigging
thong.

Even without needing to see the tarnished
silver badge of office pinned to the vest, Front de Boeuf
recognized his mother’s departing guest!

What was more, if the marshal’s response to
the sight of the former prisoner was any guide, the recognition was
mutual!

Letting out a profanely startled
exclamation, regardless of what he had been doing in the room, the
town marshal dropped his hat and grabbed for the Colt!

Knowing his mother was far from averse to
masculine company and did not restrict it to a mere platonic
relationship, even at short acquaintance, Front de Boeuf was
neither shocked nor annoyed by the implications that she had been
indulging in an intimate association with a man. Furthermore,
having no doubt she had had a perfectly sound reason for selecting
such an uncouth person as the departing guest, he would not have
raised any objections over her latest companion being the peace
officer responsible for his arrest and incarceration. However, the
way in which the marshal was behaving warned that he could not
dismiss the visit as casually as would otherwise have been the
case. Nor, he suspected, would he be allowed to offer an
explanation for his presence even if he could think up anything
satisfactory.

Despite having
considerable proficiency in their respective use, the bulky young
man did not attempt to reach for either of the weapons he had
retrieved from the desk at the jailhouse. Instead, he bunched and
drove forward his left fist with a precision many a professional
pugilist would have envied. It struck the marshal just below
the solar plexus,
doubling him at the waist before he could do anything more than
grasp the butt of his Colt.

Flung into the room by the far from gentle
impact, the peace officer was allowed no chance to recover and
complete his draw. Striding swiftly across the threshold, Front de
Boeuf swung up his right leg with an alacrity equal to that with
which the punch had been delivered. Caught under the jaw by the toe
of the Hersome gaiter boot, the marshal was lifted erect and
precipitated to crash on his back alongside the bed he had recently
been occupying most enjoyably with the mother of his assailant.
Returning to the passage, Front de Boeuf listened for a moment.
Then, giving a nod of satisfaction, he closed the door. At any
other time, the commotion caused by his victim landing on the floor
might have been heard downstairs and investigated. There was no
indication of this happening, probably because all the staff of the
hotel had fled to their homes.

‘Great heavens to Betsy!’
Jessica Front de Boeuf ejaculated, rising from the chair































































tmp_0110809ac5abd462652b91916c0837e8_mRn3od_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





tmp_0110809ac5abd462652b91916c0837e8_mRn3od_html_m61ad4175.jpg
J. T. EDSON

CALAMITY JANE 7:

CUT ONE, THEY
ALL BLEED






cover.jpg





