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, The Real Adventure 
It is the most amazingly interesting novel you have 
read in years. She is charming, young, a college 
sophomore; he a distinguished lawyer. He 
wants her to have a career! But what that 
career of hers did to him and their niarriage !

Henry Kitchell Webster 
has written a love-story as modern as 1915, as full 
of sentiment as 1860. A marriage-story full of prob
lems and yet full of humor. The characters are real 
-real and American. The action is spontaneous as
life itself. Few stories you have ever read have been
as well written, as well wo_rth reading. Begin it in
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ESTEDEN was·the town's name: 
Or, at least, if one sought upon a 
very large map at the proper 
place he might find in very small 

type the word, "Westeden." Such was the 
official designation bestowed many years 
ago when the village was in its swaddling 
clothes and without personality. 

Since then, from the many personalities 
making this their home or headquarters, it 
had drawn,a distinct entity, and before the 
green boards upon its scattered shacks had 
warped and cracked under the first year's· 
sun, men more thoroughly qualified to judge 
than its ,optimistic founder had rechris
tened it. 

Now it was variously k:iown as Hang 
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Town, Hell's Annex and Temlock's Cro_ss 
Roads. And with the passing years it had 
won and championed its title to the hardest 
little town west of the Atlantic. Which is 
saying a good deal. 

It was the way hereabouts to call into 
question the propriety of official acts, and a 
town had no better assurance than a man to 
keep the name to which he was born. And 
here, where all the world was in the rnelting
pot, it had no character to be reckoned its 
own until it had made one for itself. In 
fifteen years W esteden had grown from a 
beardless youth of a village into an out and 
out bad town. And it was proud of it and 
proud of its names. Most frequently was it 
called Hang Town. 

Cobr{zht 191S 6y Tire Rs'dru,a, C�fe".Y• All rl.rhts rtstrTJtel • 3 



4 Adventure 

• It was a sleepy village of one street, called
Main Street as unblushingly as if there had 
been a dozen other thoroughfares. Main 
Street was half a mile long. It was crooked 
and dusty in Summer, crooked and muddy 
in Winter. There was a hotel, consisting 
chiefly of a barroom; there were three 
stores, with dry-goods and groceries in small 
rooms at the rear and long saloons in front; 
the post-office maintained its grave dignity 
between two saloons, like a man trying to 
look sober with a whisky-barrel on each 
side of him. 

The census claimed fifteen hundred popu
lation, but then the census-taker had come 
into ·Hang Town one day when there were 
races on and a dance scheduled for the 
evening, and the boys had not told him the 
truth. Two days later he would have had 
extreme difficulty in finding five hundred, 
even if he had counted saddle-horses. 

A sleepy village during the long Summer 
days, dozing quietly, its empty street and 
alleys as sluggish as the arteries of a nap
ping old man; a town of lethargy and lan
guor and empty stores and saloons very 
many days and nights of the year. But to
night Hang Town was awake, wide awake. 

Perhaps it would not have a score of 
nights like this during the three hundred 
and sixty-five. Its eyes were open; its lights 
were on; it was in its holiday clothes. 

Men rode this way and that up the long 
street, calling loudly to their fellows, seeking 
friends, thirsty perhaps from many days out 
on the alkali plains of the Bad Country, 
feverish for a game of draw or stud or a whirl 
at the wheel or an hour of bucking the tiger. 
Shod hoofs echoed noisily from the board 
sidewalks, as cow-ponies were spurred up to 
the swing-doors; spur chains and bridle 
chains jingled and chinked everywhere. 
And from the Hall, named as unblush
ingly as was Main Street, came the scraping 
of two fiddles, the thrum of guitar, the 
clamor of cornet and tinkle of piano, to ex
plain the cause of the foregathering. 

� IT WAS still early; the musicians 
7"? were just tuning up, the street was

filled, the hall was filling. The lines 
of dusty, sweating saddle-horses at the 
hitching-rails lengthened and thickened; the 
clumping of boot-heels on the uneven side
walk grew into a steady rumble as of dis
tant thunder. Now and then from the cattle 
country lying to the eastward or from the 

Bad Country to the west, a cowboy, or half 
a dozen punchers together from some outfit, 
clattered into ·Main Street looking for an 
evening of frolic. 

Naturally, the crowds swelled in the sa
loons, the jostling throng pouring from them 
as from eddying pools in an overflow to the 
Hall. And still, although the music had 
swung into a waltz and though men came 
and went, the boots were close together 
along the foot-rails, and the extra bartenders 
were as busy as their breed likes to be. In 
particular, was the Barrel House crowded. 

There were in Hang Town, as in all com
munities where men have builded houses 
and called them their homes, two jarring 
factions. There '\\'.ere the men who openly 
stood for Temlock; there were those who 
refused to sanction the things he did. And 
since the Temlock faction was overwhelm
ingly the stronger, since the Barrel House 
was known to belong to Temlock, since it 
was by far the most pretentious saloon in 
the town, where the biggest games ran their 
unlimited, unlicensed, open way, it was here 
that most drinks were sold, most money 
won and lost. 

Here in Hang Town, upon the flank of an 
unfenced cattle country on the one side, the 
natural gateway into the Bad Country of 
which men knew little and that little not 
good, men were not in the way of troubling 
about what other men did so long as they 
themselves were not personally effected. 
They were a part of a rough country where
in a man, if weak and inefficient, must go 
to the wall. 

They were used to living life in the raw 
as it always pulses where locomotives and 
electric wires have not found their way; 
they were content to sit as judges upon 
their own interests and to look with un
prejudiced eyes at the happenings just be
yond the Jines of their property or their 
lives. 

They had not learned to put faith in law 
courts and the administrators of the written 
law. They were swift to act upon their own 
business; they were slow to step in where 
they were not concerned. And so, there 
were many men in town tonight who were 
not a declared element of either faction, 
cowboys who knew Temlock or of him, who 
were not blind to the things which he did, 
and yet who could not see that it was any 
of their business. 

"He'll get the wrong man some day," 
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was their way of thip.king. And then there 
would be an end of the matter. In the 
meantime life ran merrily, the games were 
running, tlfe bartenders were busy, the 
dance was "livenin' up." 

In the Barrel House there was not a man 
who was not "heeled." Yet nowhere was 
there hint or sign of a gun. Men, for the 
most part, wore their coats tonight, there 
being ,a little chill in the air for one thing, 
a coat being an extreme evidence of "dress
in' up" for another. And, for those who• 
understand, it is an easy matter to carry a 
gun, heavy or small caliber as the wearer 
fancies, under his coat-tails, in his hip
pocket or-again a matter of taste and judg
ment-in the waistband of his trousers. 

f1":A BEHIND the long bar, at the end 
� nearest the snapping doors, was a 

man whom a stranger never failed 
to look at sharply, to look at again after 
his eyes had challenged and been challenged 
by the bartender's. The man, Henry Lehr, 
generally known as "Long Henery," was not 
the sort of man one expects to find behind a 
bar. 

He was a very big man, so very tall that, 
towering high above the two other m�n aid
ing him in his labors tonight, one had the 
feeling that he stood on a box. He was al
ways dean-shaven, and the long, heavy 
jawbone stood out distinctly under the 
tight-drawn, dead-white of his skin. He 
was almost bald, although a man of but 
thirty-five or six, and the forehead, high and 
broad, seemed an almost abnormally salient 
feature. 

Despite the deadly pallor of the skin, 
there was no hint of unhealthiness about 
the man; his eyes, bright, keen, a little 
small, were like a snake's for brilliancy and 
alertness. His every gesture bespoke a 
great, swift, crushing strength. He was a 
man with a hard reputation, a hard face, a 
silent tongue. And it was Long Henery 
who looked after Temlock's interests here 
in town, who managed the Barrel House 
and safeguarded the intakings of the till 
and who, beyond the limits of his duties, 
attended very strictly to his own business. 

Now Long Henery was smiling. He smiled 
often, laughed very seldom. He was mixing 
a drink for a newcomer to the saloon, a gar
rulous, nen,ous - mannered young fellow 
who punched cows for the Circle Ten, ped
dled gossip for the countryside and was 

known familiarly as "Windy" Bendish. As 
usual he was talking. 

He had had three or four drinks at the 
Trail's End saloon, four or five at the hotel 
bar, and now had entered announcing joy
ously that he didn't give a.-- for no -
man that didn't give a -- for him. 

That was all very well and very good 
sagebrush philosophy, a very fine thing in 
its place. And yet it was nobody's busi
ness but Windy Bendish's, and it would 
have been far better for him if he had talked 
less that night. 

Temlock was a man seen very rarely in 
Hang Town, seen rarely enough anywhere 
save by those few men whom he trusted 
-to a certain, small extent, and by whom
he was watched, cursed and feared. For
close to half a year now the village known
to so many as Temlock's Cross Roads, had
not caught sight of him or his lean-flanked,
roan saddle-horse. And because of that,
because, further, Temlock was something of
a celebrity, it was at once to be judged safe
and to be held spectacular for a man to
speak as Windy Bendish was speaking.
Like many a "little man" before him, he was
trying to do something big.

"You ol' hoss thief, you!" he beamed joc
ularly into Long Henery's smiling face. 
"What's the word?" 

A shaking of the head and a continuance 
of the smile answered him. Windy Bendish, 
aware that his entrance had been scarcely 
noticed, and yearning for something more 
than that, flung at the urbane bartender: 

"I'm lookin' for a man name of Temlock! 
Know him?" 

The smile remained; the shake of the head 
was changed to a brief nod. There was no 
curiosity in Long Henery's expression, no 
interest in his eyes, no question on his lips. 

A few men to whom Bendish's voice car
ried above the noise of the room turned 
quickly at the mention of Temlock's name. 
At the nearest gaming-table, where a deft
fingered young man was dealing at draw
poker and being watched very closely by 
the half of a dozen men most strongly inter
ested in the fall of the cards, four or five 
cowboys looking on shifted their eyes to 
the man at the bar. 

They were of the Wagon-Wheel outfit, 
they had a name of traveling together, and 
they knew a great deal about Temlock. 
One of them made a low-voiced remark, 
the others laughed softly and they turned 
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