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You Will Find Blood-Curdling

Realism and a Smashing
Surprise in

The MYSTERY of
BLACK JEAN

By JULIAN KILMAN

YE, SIR, since you have asked,
there has been maany a guess
about where Black Jean finally
disappeared to.

He was u French-Canadisn and a
weed of a man—:ix-feet-five in his
gocks; his eies were little and close to-
gether and black; he wore a long thin
mustache that drooped; and he was as
hairy as his two bears.

He just drifted up here to the North,
[ guess. picking up what scanty living
he could by wrestling with the bhears
and making them trrestle each other.
"Twas in the King William hotel that
many’s the time I've zeen Black Jean
drink whisky by the cupful and feed it
to the hears. Yes, he was interesting,.
especially to us boys.

Along about the time the French-
Canadian and his trick animals were
petting to be an old story, there comes
—hegging vour pardon—a Yankee.
who said he would put up a windmill at
Morgan’s Cove if he could get the quick-
lime to make the mortar with.

Black Jean said he knew how to make
lime and if they would give him time he
would put up a kiln. So the French-

Canadian went to wwork and built that
limekiln vou see standing there.

I was a youngster then, and I know
how Black Jean, a little later, built his
cabin. [ used to hide and watch himn
and his bears. Theyr worked like men
together. with an ugly-looking woman
that had joined them. They put up the
cabin. the bears doing most of the heavy
lifting work.

The place he picked forthecabin—aver
there where that cluimnp of trees. . . .
No, not that wav—mote to the right,
half a mile abont—that place is called
“Split Hill,” because there i3 a deep
crack in the rock made by some earth-
quake. The French-Canadian built his
cabin acroza the ernck, and as the woman

uarreled with him about the bears
sleeping in the cabin he made a trap-
door in the floor of the building and
stuck: a small log down it, 20 the bears
could climb up and down from their
den helow.

The kiln. von can see for vourself. is
a pit-kiln. zn cnlled because it is in the
side of a hill and the limestone is fed
from the top and the fuel from the bot-
tom. Like a biz chiinney it works, and

"
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when Black Jean got the fire started and

ing good it would roar up through

stone and cook it. You could see
the blaze for a mile.

One dav Black Jean came to the
King Wiliiam looking for that Yankee.
Seems that individual hadn’t paid for
his li:ne.  When Black Jean didn’t find
goim at the tavern he started for the

ve.

I have never known who struck first;
but they say thé Yankee called Black
Jean a damn frog-eater and thers was
a fight; and that afternoon the French-
Canadian came to the tavern with his
bears and all three of them got drunk.
Black Jean used to keep a muzzle on
thclnrgeroﬂhebenn,bntbyhlhngthe
brute’s head
could pour whnky
:an its thmtnt

ey t pretty
drunk, & 3
someone dared
Black Jean to wres-
tle the muzzled bear.

There was & big

JULIAN KILMAN

Will Have Another Story
In The April
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\e\'er can I forget the human-sound-
-&er gave, and how my
f caugh and scnmbled be-
hind the Iue a3 bear started for

Black Jean. But the animal was near
blinded, and Black Jean had time to
jerk the irem handle out of the pum
and then, wing it as if it didn't wei
any more than a spider’s th::x:ht
beat the bear over the h He
knocked it eold.
Thenmyhthcrmd “'l‘httben.rvnll
Jean.”
m Joan ltnei the iron pump han-
dle back into its place.
“B you tink dat true?”’ he
sn “lcbbo I keel her, eh?”
Our place was next to the
where Black
" lived, and it was
only next mortlnn
a
n over at Splxt
i was a little

np,

gneco

fellowbutepry,and
when 1 reached
Black Jean’s cabin

trgestandmgm

I was shead of my

front of the tavern, e 3 father. I saw the
and close by was & The éﬁmr of t!‘,e French-Canadian
worn-out pump hav- Man in Scarlet leaning aguinst a
ing a big iron han- stump all alone, the
dle. Black Jeanand blood streaming
the bear went at it from his face.

under the tree, ‘the " “ByGod,M'sien!”

two of them chnch-

ing .bl:)dhh 3 g and sweari nnut::
they t gnsped or air. ' This
g bear was than usual, and

Black Jean lost his temper. Itmlm
custom when he got in too tight a place
to kick the bear in the ‘stomach ; and
this time he began using his fegt.

Suddenly we heard a rip of clothing.
The bear had unsheathed his claws;
they were sharp as razors and tore thk
Jean’s clothing into threds and brought
blood. Black Jean broke loose, his eves
ﬂaelunz his teeth gnthng Like light-
ning. he grabbed his dirk and leaped .at
the brute and jabbed the knife into its
eve and gave a quick twist. The eve-
ball popped ont and bnng down by
shrc-ds alongside the bear’s jaw.

he blnned when
. “She scrat’ my

My father thought he meant the

“Who did?” he asked.

“Dat dam’ bear,” maid Black Jean.
“She just walk up an’ steeck her foots in
my eve.”

‘Father canght hold of Black Jean and
helped him to the cabin.

“Which bear was it ?” he asked.

Black Jean slumped forward without
answering. He had fainted.

I helped father get him into the house
—he wax more than one man could
carrv—and just as we went inside there
was a growling and snarling. and the
big muzzled bear went aliding down that
pole to her nest.
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Well. we looked all uround for the
woman. expecting to get her help: but
we couldn’t find her. which was the first
we knew that she had left Black Jean.

It took the French-Canadian’: eve
two or three months to heal. and then he
came to our place to get something to
wear over the empty socket. So father
hammered out a circular piece of copper
about twice the size of a silver dollar and
bored a hole in opposite sides for a
leather thong to hold it in place. Black
Jean alway: wore it after that. He
seemed vain of that piece of copper. for
he used to keep it polizshed and shined
until it glowed on a bright day like o
bit of fire.

T HAT full the settlers apened up the

first school in the distries and im-

rted a woman teacher from “‘The
tates.”

I must tell vou about that teacher.
She was a thin, little mite of a thing
that you would think the wind would
blow away. "Some said she was pretty
and sonmie that zhe wasn’t. 1 could have
culied her pretty if her eves hadn’t heen
s0 black—hereabout: voun don’t see
many eves that are black—brown. may-
be. and blue and gray. but net black.
Fact iz. there were just twn people in
these part: having those black eves:
Black Jean and the little mite of o
school teacher. '

Well she came. And she hadn’t been
here a2 month before it was noticed that
Black Jean was coming to town more
recular.  And. what is more. he was
coming down by the school and waitinz
aonnd there with his bears. '

This went on. They say that at first
she dildn’t pay any attention to bim. but
I can’t speak for that as T wa: ton
voung. But in time there was talk and
It came to me: then I watched. And I
remember one afternoon after the
teacher let us nut we all went over tn
where the hears were. The teacher fnl-
lawed.

Rlack Jean was grinning and <how-
inz his white teeth. '

“Beautiful ladee.” sayes he. “Snnch
vves. mooch black like the haek of a

water-buge.”
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Teacher smiled and said something
[ couldu’t understand. It must hav.
been French. I had never seen a
Frenchman around women before, ana
Black Jean’s manuers were new to me.
Here was a biz weed of a man bowing
and seraping and standing with his cap
in his hand. We boys laughed at that
—holding his cap in his-hand.

The long and short of it was the
French-Canadian was sparking the
school teacher. And evervbody talked
about it, of course; thev zaid it was a
chame; thev :aid if she didn’t have
sense enough to see what kind of a man
he was. someone should tell her.

I have often wondered since what
would have happened if anyhodv ha«
mone to that woman with stories of
Black Jean. I know I'd never dared to.
because, without knowing why, I was
afraid of her. I guess mavbe that i-
why the others didn’t. either.

There was no mistaking she was en-
couraging to Black Jean. She didn't
seem to object in the slightest to hi: at-
tentions. and I can see them vet: her.
little and pretty and in a white dress,
and Black Jean lingering there with his
benrs. dirty, and towering head and
shoulders above her.

LACK JEAN kept coming and people

went on talking, and finally some-
body said she had been to Split Hill.

And one day T began to understand
it. too. It was the time she was punish-
jnz some pupile. Three of them were
lined up before her, and she started
along whacking the outstretched hand:
with a stout ruler. Right in front of
where [ was :itting stood Ben Anger.
He wase the smallest of the lot and was
trembling like a leaf.

Her first clip at him must have raised
a welt nn his hands. because he whim-
pered. She hit him again, and he closed
hiz fingers. At that she cnught up the
jackknife he’d been whittling at hi~
desk with and pried at hiz fingers until
the hlood came.

Qitting where I was. I saw her face
while ‘he wna at it. It had the expre:-
sion of a female devil. I didn’t say any-
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thing to my folks about that: but I
wasn‘t surprisedd when word came next
week that we were to have a new teacher
~—the little ane had grone to live with
Black Jean.

Well. there was more talk—talk of
rail-riding the pair of them out of the
district. But nothing was dote. and one
eveninz. a month later. there was a rap
at our door and the French-Canadian
stacwered in.  He waz carrving the
schaol teacher in hix arms.

“\What has happened 2 my father de-
manded.

“Dat dam’ lectle hear.” snarled Blaek
Joan—*"She try to keel Madam.”

He Inid the woman on the hed. She
lnaked pretty badly cut up. and we sent
for the doctor. Mother would only let
her etav in the house that night. being
hocked at the way she was living with
the French-Canadmn.

It turned out she waszn’t much hurt.
and father kept trving to find out just
what had happened. But he coul&jn’t.
I knew, however. Most of my time.
when T wasn't in =chool or running er-
rands for the folks. I wax spending
watching that couple. and only that
afternoon T had veen her stick a hot
poker into the side of the »maller bear
and wind it up into hie fur until he
-creamed.
hided his time and gone for her—thase
hrates were just like folks.

Next moming Black Jean came and
et his woman. and T #tole out and
follawed. T knew there wonld be more
to jt. I wax right., The two of them
went into e cabin, and pretty soom 1
heand o rampus and out eomes Black
lean with the smaller bear and behind
them the woman,  She was carrving a
vowhide whip.

The French-Canadian had a chain
seped abvmt each forepaw of the ani-
ke and, pulling it under o tree. he
esin] the free end of the chain aver a
-t brneh and vanked the hear off
Lis feet. Then he wound the end of the
vhain ahout the trunk of the tree and
<at down. So the bear hung. hiz feet
‘mssed. and squirming and helpless,

And the beur must have-

And there in that clear dayv and warm
stizhine. the wonan =taried at the bear
with the whip.  She lashed it undl iy
eried like o child. Black Jeun watched
the proceeding: and arinnud.

“Bah!” he shouted. alter the waman
had begun to tire,  “She t'ink yor {ool-
in". Heet harder. - eet the eves!”

Amin the woman went at it and kept
it up nuntil the hear quit moaning. and
its head drooped and itz hady gat limp.
I was feeling sick at the sight. and I sto
away. |

But next morning. when T crawled

back. there wus the bear still hanging.
It was dead.

T HAT woman was a fair mate for
Black Jenn.

She kept bim working stendy over
here to this kiln—most any night vou
conld see the retlection of the blaze—
and it was something to watch Black
Jean when he was feeding hi: fire with
the light playing on that copper piece
and making it look like a big eye
lashing in the night. I saw it many
timea.

And it waz noticed that Black Jean
wasn’t getting drunk any more. and he
wasn’t wrertling the one-eved bear any
more. He had gnod reason for that.
began to helieve Black Jean was afraid
of that brute.

But he made it work for him in the
kiln. using the whip. and it waz a curi-
ou: animal, growling and anarling most
of the time. a+ it pulled ond lifted big
sicks of wond and luoged them to the
kiln.

When Black Jean wasn’t working he
waz over ut the cabin where he would
follow the woman arnund like a dog.
She could mnke him do auvthing. She
was getting thinner and ceoscer. and |
was nre afraid of her than ever T was
ot Blaek Jean,

Onee she enmcht me watehing her
from my spving-pince iu a tree. She
had been petting the onecved Lear. tub-
bing his snout and feeding him =uear.
She ran (o the house and aot a rifle und.
mv friends, T came Jdown aut of that
tree lickety aplit,
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When I reached the
sy o word—just let
mine.

round she didu't
er eye: rest on
After that I was more careful.

T HEN something happened.
I was hoeing coru oue afternoon

in a field next the road when I zpied a
woman coming along from the village.
She was big and blow:=y und wa- wear-
ing a shawl. I knew she wa« heuded
for Black Jean’s, because she climbed
thr&txgh the fence on his &dde of the
rog

Keeping her in sight, I followed along
my side and croszaed over when [ came
to a place where she couldn’t see me. I
followed her because I knew she was
the wvoman who had come to Black Jean
when he first landed in the district. She
walked up to the cabin. and I was won-
dering who she would find bome, wheu
out comes Black Jean.

“Sacre!” he exclaimed, putting one
hand to his eye. “Spik queeck' Ees it

Mane?' .
“Yes,” the woman said “I have
come back.”

Black Jean looked around fearfully.

“Wat vou want?’ he demanded.

“I'd like to know who knocked vour
eye out,” she laughed.

Black Jean did not laugh.

“You steal hunder’ dollar from me
an’ run 'way,” he anarled. “Bagosh’
Yon give me dat monee.”

“You fool!” said the woman. “You
think T don’t know twhere you got that
monev? You killed—"

A sound of rustling leaves in the wood
nearby interrupted.

“Nsh!” hisced Black Jeam. hi: face
blanching. « “For de love o God. nod
v loud.”

He listened a moment; then his
expression w crafty. His' teeth
-howed, and he went close to the woman
an:. said something and started into the
canin.,

The next instant I knew someone else
had zeen them. It was no other than
the little ex-school teacher—and she was
rmnning away! I lay still a-moment.

scared out of my wits. Then T went
home.
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*Did you zee Black Jean's wife?"” iy
mnother azked.

“You mean the school
womun?" I said.

“Ye~,” my mother said. “Who elce?”

“I did,” I =aid, *‘a while ago.”

I meun just now.” zaid my mother,
breathing (\l:i(‘k. “She rushed in here.
right into the house, and before I could
stop her -he =natched vour father's rifle
from the wall aud ran out.”

I DIDN'T wait to hear more.

I set off through the fields for
Black Jeaun's. Before I had run half the
diztunce, I heard shooting, and it was
father’s rile—I knew the sound of her
only too well.

When I got to my 2pying-place it was
all quiet at Black Jean's. 1 could not
see o thing stirring about the cabin.

Then I thought of mother and started
home. Father had gone over to the
Cove that morning, with a load of wheat
for the Yankee’s mill, and wasn’t to get
back until late. So mother and I waited

It waz nenrly one o’clock in the morn-
ing when we heard father’s wagon, and
I rushed outside.

‘“Hello. son.” he exclaimed: “You're
up late. .And here’'s mother, too.”

Father listened to what we told him.
without sayring a word.

“Well.” he said, when we had
finithed. “I don’t reslly see anything
to worrv.about. Black Jean can take
care of himzelf. Look therel”

He was pointing over here to thie
limekiln. '

“Jean’s had her loaded for a week."”
aid father. “waiting for better weather.”

Later. in the house, my father said:
“It is none of our businesz, anyway.”

And in a little he added. as if worried
some: “But I am going over there after
my rifle.”

teacher

T HE following Sunday—three day<
later—{ather and T went to Black
Jean’s to get the rifle.

The door of the cabin opened. and
the little woman came out. She was
enrrving the rifle. Somehow, she looked
thin and old and her hands: were like
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claws. But her eyes were bright and as
sharp as the teeth of a weazel trap.

?:?mppou." ¢he suid, as cool a3 a
cucumber and a# sweet a3 honey, “you
have conmze after the rifle.” '

“That is what,” said my fauner,
sternly.

b};f bhaunded lit overw wife

*Plense omze e ior
me.” she s:m “for the mrdcn way 1
took it. Iwasin aburry. Isawa
Ao id ru aet the deert™ T piped i

“Did vou c qaeer n.

“No,” the ﬁtid. “I missed Y:.P'ed

Father and I started away. But he
stopped and called: “Where is Black
Jean thiz morniug?”

“Black Jean!” she langhed. “Oh,
he's got another sweetheart. He has
gone away with her.”

“Good-day,” said father.

“Good-day,” said she.

And that was the end of that.

Neither Black Jean nor the bigb
wWOmAN Was €ver: seen , bor hi
nor hair of them. But there was lots
of talk. You see, there hadn’t been any
deer in theze parts for many vears; and
berides it just was. not ponn’i:lc for %0
well known a character as Black Jean
to vanish 20 completely, without leaving
a #ingle trace.

Well. finully someone laid informs-
tion in the county seat ag over eo::
n *mart voung chap. questio
father and mother and made me tell
him all I knew. and tack it all down
in writing; then he gets a constable and
woer over and they arrest the little black-
eved woman,

There waz no trouble abont it.
ray ~he just emiled and a+tked what she
was heing arrested for—and they told
her far the murder of Rlack Jean. She
didn’t «uy anything to that; only arked
that <omenne fowd the biz ane-eved bear
dering the time she was lncked up.

Then the peaple tarted coming. They
cmme on horrehack. ther came afoot,
ther eame in cannes. ther eame in lum-
her wagnna—no matter how far away
ther livad—and hranght their atwwn fond
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along. I ealculute near every soul in
the distriet turned out and mude it &
eort of 1 holiday and lay-off, for
certain it is that no oune cured anything
about Black Jean himself.

Every iceh of the land hereabouts
waa “searched; t poked along the
entire length of that earthquake crack,
and in the clearings, and in the bush,
looking for fresh-turned earth. But
t}:.ey !eonld not find a thing—not a
thing

Now yougentlemen know that voucan’t
convict a person for murder unless you
have got pesitive proof that murder’s
been done—the dead body iteelf. Which
waos the case here, and that smart youth
from the county 2¢at had to let the little
woman go free. So she came back to
the cabin, LEving there as quiet as you

lease and minding her own precise
ness.

H ERE is a pocket-piece I have hdd
for some time. You can see for
that it is copper.

It is the thing my father made for
Black Jean o wear over his bad eye. I
found that piece of copper two years
after the lLttle woman died—near
twelve years after Black Jean disap-

And I found it in the ashes
and stone at the bottom of the limekiln
standing there, half-tumbled down.

A lot of people hereabouts say it
doesn’t follow thiat Black Jean’s body
was burned in the kiln—cremated, I
guess’ von city chaps would call it. They
can’t ficure mt haw the mischief a little
ninety-pound woman could have lugged
thoaee two bhodies after she shot them
with my father’s rifle, the distance from
the cabin to the kiln—a good balf mile
and more,

They point out that the hodyx of Black
Jean must have weighed aver two hun-
dred pounds, not to mention that the
other woman was big and fat. But they
make me weary.

It is as simple as the nose on your
face: The big one-eyed bear did the job
far boap!



