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Book 1 - INTRODUCTION

.

I shall never forget the walk I took one night in Vienne, after having
accomplished the examination of an unknown Druidical relic, the Pierre labie, at
La Rondelle, near Champigni. I had learned of the existence of this cromlech
only on my arrival at Champigni in the afternoon, and I had started to visit the
curiosity without calculating the time it would take me to reach it and to return.
Suffice it to say that I discovered the venerable pile of grey stones as the sun set,
and that I expended the last lights of evening in planning and sketching. I then
turned my face homeward. My walk of about ten miles had wearied me, coming
at the end of a long day's posting, and I had lamed myself in scrambling over
some stones to the Gaulish relic.
A small hamlet was at no great distance, and I betook myself thither, in the
hopes of hiring a trap to convey me to the posthouse, but I was disappointed.
Few in the place could speak French, and the priest, when I applied to him,
assured me that he believed there was no better conveyance in the place than a

common charrue with its solid wooden wheels; nor was a riding horse to be
procured. The good man offered to house me for the night; but I was obliged to
decline, as my family intended starting early on the following morning.
Out spake then the mayor--"Monsieur can never go back to-night across the
flats, because of the--the--" and his voice dropped; "the loups-garoux."
"He says that he must return!" replied the priest in patois. "But who will go with
him?"
"Ah, ha,! M. le Curé. It is all very well for one of us to accompany him, but
think of the coming back alone!"
"Then two must go with him," said the priest, and you can take care of each
other as you return."
"Picou tells me that he saw the werewolf only this day se'nnight,"
said a peasant; "he was down by the hedge of his buckwheat field, and the sun
had set, and he was thinking of coming home, when he heard a rustle on the far
side of the hedge. He looked over, and there stood the wolf as big as a calf
against the horizon, its tongue out, and its eyes glaring like marsh-fires. Mon
Dieu! catch me going over the marais to-night. Why, what could two men do if
they were attacked by that wolf-fiend?"
"It is tempting Providence," said one of the elders of the village;"
no man must expect the help of God if he throws himself wilfully in the way of
danger. Is it not so, M. le Curé? I heard you say as much from the pulpit on the
first Sunday in Lent, preaching from the Gospel."
"That is true," observed several, shaking their heads.
"His tongue hanging out, and his eyes glaring like marsh-fires!" said the
confidant of Picou.
"Mon Dieu! if I met the monster, I should run," quoth another.
"I quite believe you, Cortrez; I can answer for it that you would,"
said the mayor.

"As big as a calf," threw in Picou's friend.
"If the loup-garou were “only” a natural wolf, why then, you see"--the mayor
cleared his throat--"you see we should think nothing of it; but, M. le Curé, it is a
fiend, a worse than fiend, a man-fiend,--a worse than man-fiend, a man-wolffiend."
"But what is the young monsieur to do?" asked the priest, looking from one to
another.
"Never mind," said I, who had been quietly listening to their patois, which I
understood. "Never mind; I will walk back by myself, and if I meet the loupgarou I will crop his ears and tail, and send them to M.
le Maire with my compliments."
A sigh of relief from the assembly, as they found themselves clear of the
difficulty.
"Il est Anglais," said the mayor, shaking his head, as though he meant that an
Englishman might face the devil with impunity.
A melancholy flat was the marais, looking desolate enough by day, but now, in
the gloaming, tenfold as desolate. The sky was perfectly clear, and of a soft,
blue-grey tinge; illumined by the new moon, a curve of light approaching its
western bed. To the horizon reached a fen, blacked with pools of stagnant water,
from which the frogs kept up an incessant trill through the summer night. Heath
and fern covered the ground, but near the water grew dense masses of flag and
bulrush, amongst which the light wind sighed wearily. Here and there stood a
sandy knoll, capped with firs, looking like black splashes against the grey sky;
not a sign of habitation anywhere; the only trace of men being the white, straight
road extending for miles across the fen.
That this district harboured wolves is not improbable, and I confess that I armed
myself with a strong stick at the first clump of trees through which the road
dived.
This was my first introduction to were-wolves, and the circumstance of finding
the superstition still so prevalent, first gave me the idea of investigating the
history and the habits of these mythical creatures.

I must acknowledge that I have been quite unsuccessful in obtaining a specimen
of the animal, but I have found its traces in all directions.
And just as the palæontologist has constructed the labyrinthodon out of its footprints in marl, and one splinter of bone, so may this monograph be complete and
accurate, although I have no chained werewolf before me which I may sketch
and describe from the life.
The traces left are indeed numerous enough, and though perhaps like the dodo or
the dinormis, the werewolf may have become extinct in our age, yet he has left
his stamp on classic antiquity, he has trodden deep in Northern snows. has
ridden rough-shod over the mediævals, and has howled amongst Oriental
sepulchres. He belonged to a bad breed, and we are quite content to be freed
from him and his kindred, the vampire and the ghoul. Yet who knows! We may
be a little too hasty in concluding that he is extinct. He may still prowl in
Abyssinian forests, range still over Asiatic steppes, and be found howling
dismally in some padded room of a Hanwell or a Bedlam.
In the following pages I design to investigate the notices of were-wolves to be
found in the ancient writers of classic antiquity, those contained in the Northern
Sagas, and, lastly, the numerous details afforded by the mediæval authors. In
connection with this I shall give a sketch of modern folklore relating to
Lycanthropy.
It will then be seen that under the veil of mythology lies a solid reality, that a
floating superstition holds in solution a positive truth.
This I shall show to be an innate craving for blood implanted in certain natures,
restrained under ordinary circumstances, but breaking forth occasionally,
accompanied with hallucination, leading in most cases to cannibalism. I shall
then give instances of persons thus afflicted, who were believed by others, and
who believed themselves, to be transformed into beasts, and who, in the
paroxysms of their madness, committed numerous murders, and devoured their
victims.
I shall next give instances of persons suffering from the same passion for blood,
who murdered for the mere gratification of their natural cruelty, but who were
not subject to hallucinations, nor were addicted to cannibalism.

I shall also give instances of persons filled with the same propensities who
murdered and ate their victims, but who were perfectly free from hallucination.

CHAPTER II - LYCANTHROPY AMONG THE
ANCIENTS.
What is Lycanthropy? The change of manor woman into the form of a wolf,
either through magical means, so as to enable him or her to gratify the taste for
human flesh, or through judgment of the gods in punishment for some great
offence.
This is the popular definition. Truly it consists in a form of madness, such as
may be found in most asylums.
Among the ancients this kind of insanity went by the names of Lycanthropy,
Kuanthropy, or Boanthropy, because those afflicted with it believed themselves
to be turned into wolves, dogs, or cows. But in the North of Europe, as we shall
see, the shape of a bear, and in Africa that of a hyæna, were often selected in
preference. A mere matter of taste! According to Marcellus Sidetes, of whose
poem {Greek “perì lukanðrw'pou”} a fragment exists, men are attacked with this
madness chiefly in the beginning of the year, and become most furious in
February; retiring for the night to lone cemeteries, and living precisely in the
manner of dogs and wolves.
Virgil writes in his eighth Eclogue:-Has herbas, atque hæc Ponto mihi lecta venena
Ipse dedit Mris; nascuntur plurima Ponto.
His ego sæpe lupum fieri et se conducere sylvis
Mrim, sæpe animas imis excire sepulchris,
Atque satas alio, vidi traducere messes.
And Herodotus:--"It seems that the Neuri are sorcerers, if one is to believe the
Scythians and the Greeks established in Scythia; for each Neurian changes
himself, once in the year, into the form of a wolf, and he continues in that form
for several days, after which he resumes his former shape."--(Lib. iv. c. 105.)
See also Pomponius Mela (lib. ii. c. 1) "There is a fixed time for each Neurian, at
which they change, if they like, into wolves, and back again into their former

condition."
But the most remarkable story among the ancients is that related by Ovid in his
"Metamorphoses," of Lycaon, king of Arcadia, who, entertaining Jupiter one
day, set before him a hash of human flesh, to prove his omniscience, whereupon
the god transferred him into a wolf:-- [1]
[1. OVID. Met. i. 237; PAUSANIAS, viii. 2, § 1; TZETZE “ad Lycoph.”
481; ERATOSTH. “Catas.” i. 8.]
In vain he attempted to speak; from that very instant His jaws were bespluttered
with foam, and only he thirsted For blood, as he raged amongst flocks and
panted for slaughter.
His vesture was changed into hair, his limbs became crooked; A wolf,--he
retains yet large trace of his ancient expression, Hoary he is as afore, his
countenance rabid,
His eyes glitter savagely still, the picture of fury.
Pliny relates from Evanthes, that on the festival of Jupiter Lycæus, one of the
family of Antæus was selected by lot, and conducted to the brink of the Arcadian
lake. He then hung his clothes on a tree and plunged into the water, whereupon
he was transformed into a wolf. Nine years after, if he had not tasted human
flesh, he was at liberty to swim back and resume his former shape, which had in
the meantime become aged, as though he had worn it for nine years.
Agriopas relates, that Demænetus, having assisted at an Arcadian human
sacrifice to Jupiter Lycæus, ate of the flesh, and was at once transformed into a
wolf, in which shape he prowled about for ten years, after which he recovered
his human form, and took part in the Olympic games.
The following story is from Petronius:-"My master had gone to Capua to sell some old clothes. I seized the opportunity,
and persuaded our guest to bear me company about five miles out of town; for
he was a soldier, and as bold as death. We set out about cockcrow, and the moon
shone bright as day, when, coming among some monuments. my man began to
converse with the stars, whilst I jogged along singing and counting them.
Presently I looked back after him, and saw him strip and lay his clothes by the
side of the road. My heart was in my mouth in an instant, I stood like a corpse;

when, in a crack, he was turned into a wolf. Don't think I'm joking: I would not
tell you a lie for the finest fortune in the world.
"But to continue: after he was turned into a wolf, he set up a howl and made
straight for the woods. At first I did not know whether I was on my head or my
heels; but at last going to take up his clothes, I found them turned into stone. The
sweat streamed from me, and I never expected to get over it. Melissa began to
wonder why I walked so late.
'Had you come a little sooner,' she said, 'you might at least have lent us a hand;
for a wolf broke into the farm and has butchered all our cattle; but though be got
off, it was no laughing matter for him, for a servant of ours ran him through with
a pike. Hearing this I could not close an eye; but as soon as it was daylight, I ran
home like a pedlar that has been eased of his pack. Coming to the place where
the clothes had been turned into stone, I saw nothing but a pool of blood; and
when I got home, I found my soldier lying in bed, like an ox in a stall, and a
surgeon dressing his neck. I saw at once that he was a fellow who could change
his skin (“versipellis”), and never after could I eat bread with him, no, not if you
would have killed me.
Those who would have taken a different view of the case are welcome to their
opinion; if I tell you a lie, may your genii confound me!"
As every one knows, Jupiter changed himself into a bull; Hecuba became a
bitch; Actæon a stag; the comrades of Ulysses were transformed into swine; and
the daughters of Prtus fled through the fields believing themselves to be cows,
and would not allow any one to come near them, lest they should be caught and
yoked.
S. Augustine declared, in his “De Civitate Dei”, that he knew an old woman who
was said to turn men into asses by her enchantments.
Apuleius has left us his charming romance of the “Golden Ass”, in which the
hero, through injudicious use of a magical salve, is transformed into that longeared animal.
It is to be observed that the chief seat of Lycanthropy was Arcadia, and it has
been very plausibly suggested that the cause might he traced to the following
circumstance:--The natives were a pastoral people, and would consequently
suffer very severely from the attacks and depredations of wolves. They would
naturally institute a sacrifice to obtain deliverance from this pest, and security

for their flocks.
This sacrifice consisted in the offering of a child, and it was instituted by
Lycaon. From the circumstance of the sacrifice being human, and from the
peculiarity of the name of its originator, rose the myth.
But, on the other hand, the story is far too widely spread for us to attribute it to
an accidental origin, or to trace it to a local source.
Half the world believes, or believed in, were-wolves, and they were supposed to
haunt the Norwegian forests by those who had never remotely been connected
with Arcadia: and the superstition had probably struck deep its roots into the
Scandinavian and Teutonic minds, ages before Lycaon existed; and we have
only to glance at Oriental literature, to see it as firmly engrafted in the
imagination of the Easterns.

CHAPTER III - THE WERE-WOLF IN THE
NORTH.
In Norway and Iceland certain men were said to be “eigi einhamir”, not of one
skin, an idea which had its roots in paganism. The full form of this strange
superstition was, that men could take upon them other bodies, and the natures of
those beings whose bodies they assumed. The second adopted shape was called
by the same name as the original shape, “hamr”, and the expression made use of
to designate the transition from one body to another, was at “skipta hömum”, or
“at hamaz”; whilst the expedition made in the second form, was the hamför.
By this transfiguration extraordinary powers were acquired; the natural strength
of the individual was doubled, or quadrupled; he acquired the strength of the
beast in whose body he travelled, in addition to his own, and a man thus
invigorated was called “hamrammr”.
The manner in which the change was effected, varied. At times, a dress of skin
was cast over the body, and at once the transformation was complete; at others,
the human body was deserted, and the soul entered the second form, leaving the
first body in a cataleptic state, to all appearance dead. The second hamr was
either borrowed or created for the purpose. There was yet a third manner of
producing this effect-it was by incantation; but then the form of the individual
remained unaltered, though the eyes of all beholders were charmed so that they
could only perceive him under the selected form.
Having assumed some bestial shape, the man who is “eigi einhammr” is only to
be recognized by his eyes, which by no power can be changed.
He then pursues his course, follows the instincts of the beast whose body he has
taken, yet without quenching his own intelligence. He is able to do what the
body of the animal can do, and do what he, as man, can do as well. He may fly
or swim, if be is in the shape of bird or fish; if he has taken the form of a wolf, or
if he goes on a “gandreið”, or wolf's-ride, he is fall of the rage and malignity of
the creatures whose powers and passions he has assumed.
I will give a few instances of each of the three methods of changing bodies
mentioned above. Freyja and Frigg had their falcon dresses in which they visited
different regions of the earth, and Loki is said to have borrowed these, and to

have then appeared so precisely like a falcon, that he would have escaped
detection, but for the malicious twinkle of his eyes. In the Vælundar kviða is the
following passage:-I.

I.

Meyjar flugu sunnan From the south flew the maidens Myrkvið igögnum
Athwart the gloom, Alvitr unga
Alvit the young, Orlög drýgja;
To fix
destinies; þær á savarströnd They on the sea-strand Settusk at hvilask, Sat
them to rest, Dró sir suðrnar
These damsels of the south Dýrt lín spunnu.
Fair linen spun.
II.

II.

Ein nam þeirra
One of them took Egil at verja
Egil to press,
Fögr mær fíra
Fair maid, in her Faðmi ljósum;
Dazzling arms.
Önnur var Svanhvít, Another was Svanhwit, Svanfjaðrar dró; Who wore
swan feathers; En in þriðja
And the third,
þeirra systir
Their sister,
Var i hvítan
Pressed the white Háls Völundar.
Neck of Vlund.
The introduction of Smund tells us that these charming young ladies were caught
when they had laid their swan-skins beside them on the shore, and were
consequently not in a condition to fly.
In like manner were wolves' dresses used. The following curious passage is from
the wild Saga of the Völsungs:-"It is now to be told that Sigmund thought Sinfjötli too young to help him in his
revenge, and he wished first to test his powers; so during the summer they
plunged deep into the wood and slew men for their goods, and Sigmund saw that
he was quite of the Völsung stock. . . .
Now it fell out that as they went through the forest, collecting monies, that they
lighted on a house in which were two men sleeping, with great gold rings an
them; they had dealings with witchcraft, for wolf-skins hung up in the house
above them; it was the tenth day on which they might come out of their second
state. They were kings'
sons. Sigmund and Sinfjötli got into the habits, and could not get out of them
again, and the nature of the original beasts came over them, and they howled as

wolves--they learned "both of them to howl. Now they went into the forest, and
each took his own course; they made the agreement together that they should try
their strength against as many as seven men, but not more, and. that he who was
ware of strife should utter his wolf's howl.
"'Do not fail in this,' said Sigmund, 'for you are young and daring, and men
would be glad to chase you.' Now each went his own course; and after that they
had parted Sigmund found men, so he howled; and when Sinfjötli heard that, he
ran up and slew them all-then they separated.
And Sinfjötli had not been long in the wood before he met with. eleven men; he
fell upon them and slew them every one. Then he was tired, so he flung himself
under an oak to rest. Up came Sigmund and said, 'Why did you not call out?'
Sinfjötli replied, 'What was the need of asking your help to kill eleven men?'
"Sigmund flew at him and rent him so that he fell, for he had bitten through his
throat. That day they could not leave their wolf-forms.
Sigmund laid him on his back and bare him home to the hall, and sat beside him,
and said, 'Deuce take the wolf-forms!"'--Völsung Saga, c.
8.
There is another curious story of a were-wolf in the same Saga, which I must
relate.
"Now he did as she requested, and hewed down a great piece of timber, and cast
it across the feet of those ten brothers seated in a row, in the forest; and there
they sat all that day and on till night. And at midnight there came an old shewolf out of the forest to them, as they sat in the stocks, and she was both huge
and grimly. Now she fell upon one of them, and bit him to death, and after she
had eaten him all up, she went away. And next morning Signy sent a trusty man
to her brothers, to know how it had fared with them. When he returned he told
her of the death of one, and that grieved her much, for she feared it might fare
thus with them all, and she would be unable to assist them.
"In short, nine nights following came the same she-wolf at midnight, and
devoured them one after another till all were dead, except Sigmund, and he was
left alone. So when the tenth night came, Signy sent her trusty man to Sigmund,
her brother, with honey in his hand, and said that he was to smear it over the face
of Sigmund, and to fill his mouth with it. Now he went to Sigmund, and did as
he was bid, after which he returned home. And during the night came the same

she-wolf, as was her wont, and reckoned to devour him, like his brothers.
"Now she snuffed at him, where the honey was smeared, and began to lick his
face with her tongue, and presently thrust her tongue into his mouth. He bore it
ill, and bit into the tongue of the she-wolf; she sprang up and tried to break
loose, setting her feet against the stock, so as to snap it asunder: but he held firm,
and ripped the tongue out by the roots, so that it was the death of the wolf. It is
the opinion of some men that this beast was the mother of King Siggeir, and that
she had taken this form upon her through devilry and witchcraft."--(c. 5.)
There is another story bearing on the subject in the Hrolfs Saga Kraka, which is
pretty; it is as follows:-"In the north of Norway, in upland-dales, reigned a king called Hring; and he
had a son named Björn. Now it fell out that the queen died, much lamented by
the king, and by all. The people advised him to marry again, and so be sent men
south to get him a wife. A gale and fierce storm fell upon them, so that they had
to turn the helm, and run before the wind, and so they came north to Finnmark,
where they spent the winter. One day they went inland, and came to a house in
which sat two beautiful women, who greeted them well, and inquired whence
they had come. They replied by giving an account of their journey and their
errand, and then asked the women who they were, and why they were alone, and
far from the haunts of men, although they were so comely and engaging. The
elder replied--that her name was Ingibjorg, and that her daughter was called
Hvit, and that she was the Finn king's sweetheart. The messengers decided that
they would return home, if Hvit would come with them and marry King Hring.
She agreed, and they took her with them and met the king who was pleased with
her, and had his wedding feast made, and said that he cared not though she was
not rich. But the king was very old, and that the queen soon found out.
"There was a Carle who had a farm not far from the king's dwelling; he had a
wife, and a daughter, who was but a child, and her name was Bera; she was very
young and lovely. Björn the king's son, and Bera the Carle's daughter, were
wont, as children, to play together, and they loved each other well. The Carle
was well to do, he had been out harrying in his young days, and he was a
doughty champion. Björn and Bera loved each other more and more, and they
were often together.
Time passed, and nothing worth relating occurred; but Björn, the king's son,

waxed strong and tall; and he was well skilled in all manly exercises.
"King Hring was often absent for long, harrying foreign shores, and Hvit
remained at home and governed the land. She was not liked of the people. She
was always very pleasant with Björn, but he cared little for her. It fell out once
that the King Hring went abroad, and he spake with his queen that Björn should
remain at home with her, to assist in the government, for he thought it advisable,
the queen being haughty and inflated with pride.
"The king told his son Björn that he was to remain at home, and rule the land
with the queen; Björn replied that he disliked the plan, and that he had no love
for the queen; but the king was inflexible, and left the land with a great
following. Björn walked home after his conversation with the king, and went up
to his place, ill-pleased and red as blood. The queen came to speak with him, and
to cheer him; and spake friendly with him, but he bade her be of. She obeyed
him that time. She often came to talk with him, and said how much pleasanter it
was for them to be together, than to have an old fellow like Hring in the house.
"Björn resented this speech, and struck her a box in the ear, and bade her depart,
and he spurned her from him. She replied that this was ill-done to drive and
thrust her away: and 'You think it better, Björn, to sweetheart a Carle's daughter,
than to have my love and favour, a fine piece of condescension and a disgrace it
is to you!
But, before long, something will stand in the way of your fancy, and your folly.'
Then she struck at him with a wolf-skin glove, and said, that he should become a
rabid and grim wild bear; and 'You shall eat nothing but your father's sheep,
which you shall slay for your food, and never shall you leave this state.'
After that, Björn disappeared, and none knew what had become of him; and men
sought but found him not, as was to be expected. We must now relate how that
the king's sheep were slaughtered, half a score at a time, and it was all the work
of a grey bear, both huge and grimly.
"One evening it chanced that the Carle's daughter saw this savage bear coming
towards her, looking tenderly at her, and she fancied that she recognized the eyes
of Björn, the king's son, so she made a slight attempt to escape; then the beast
retreated, but she followed it, till she came to a cave. Now when she entered the
cave there stood before her a man, who greeted Bera, the Carle's daughter; and
she recognized him, for he was Björn, Hring's son. Overjoyed were they to meet.

So they were together in the cave awhile, for she would not part from him when
she had the chance of being with him; but he said that this was not proper that
she should be there by him, for by day he was a beast, and by night a man.
"Hring returned from his harrying, and he was told the news, of what had taken
place during his absence; how that Björn, his son, had vanished, and also, how
that a monstrous beast was up the country, and was destroying his flocks. The
queen urged the king to have the beast slain, but he delayed awhile.
"One night, as Bera and Björn were together, he said to her:--'Methinks tomorrow will be the day of my death, for they will come out to hunt me down.
But for myself I care not, for it is little pleasure to live with this charm upon me,
and my only comfort is that we are together; but now our union must be broken.
I will give you the ring which is under my left hand. You will see the troop of
hunters to-morrow coming to seek me; and when I am dead go to the king, and
ask him to give you what is under the beast's left front leg. He will consent.'
"He spoke to her of many other things, till the bear's form stole over him, and he
went forth a bear. She followed him, and saw that a great body of hunters had
come over the mountain ridges, and had a number of dogs with them. The bear
rushed away from the cavern, but the dogs and the king's men came upon him,
and there was a desperate struggle. He wearied many men before he was brought
to bay, and had slain all the dogs. But now they made a ring about him, and he
ranged around it., but could see no means of escape, so he turned to where the
king stood, and he seized a man who stood next him, and rent him asunder; then
was the bear so exhausted that he cast himself down flat, and, at once, the men
rushed in upon him and slew him. The Carle's daughter saw this, and she went
up to the king, and said,--'Sire! wilt thou grant me that which is under the bear's
left fore-shoulder?' The king consented. By this time his men had nearly flayed
the bear; Bera went up and plucked away the ring, and kept it, but none saw
what she took, nor had they looked for anything. The king asked her who she
was, and she gave a name, but not her true name.
"The king now went home, and Bera was in his company. The queen was very
joyous, and treated her well, and asked who she was; but Bera answered as
before.
"The queen now made a great feast, and had the bear's flesh cooked for the
banquet. The Carle's daughter was in the bower of the queen, and could not

escape, for the queen had a suspicion who she was. Then she came to Bera with
a dish, quite unexpectedly, and on it was bear's flesh, and she bade Bera eat it.
She would not do so. 'Here is a marvel!' said the queen; 'you reject the offer
which a queen herself deigns to make to you. Take it at once, or something
worse will befall you.' She bit before her, and she ate of that bite; the queen cut
another piece, and looked into her mouth; she saw that one little grain of the bite
had gone down, but Bera spat out all the rest from her mouth, and said she would
take no more, though she were tortured or killed.
"'Maybe you have had sufficient,' said the queen, and she laughed."--(Hrolfs
Saga Kraka, c. 24-27, condensed.) In the Faroëse song of Finnur hin friði, we
have the following verse:-Hegar íð Finnur hetta sær. When this peril Finn saw, Mannspell var at
meini, That witchcraft did him harm, Skapti hann seg í varglíki: Then he
changed himself into a were-wolf: Hann feldi allvæl fleiri.
He slew many
thus.
The following is from the second Kviða of Helga Hundingsbana (stroph.
31):-May the blade bite,
Which thou brandishest
Only on thyself,
when it Chimes on thy head.
Then avenged will be
The death of Helgi,
When thou, as a wolf,
Wanderest in the woods,
Knowing nor fortune
Nor any pleasure,
Haying no meat,
Save rivings of corpses.
In all these cases the change is of the form: we shall now come to instances in
which the person who is changed has a double shape, and the soul animates one
after the other.
The Ynglinga Saga (c. 7) says of Odin, that "he changed form; the bodies lay as
though sleeping or dead, but he was a bird or a beast, a fish, or a woman, and

went in a twinkling to far distant lands, doing his own or other people's
business." In like manner the Danish king Harold sent a warlock to Iceland in the
form of a whale, whilst his body lay stiff and stark at home. The already quoted
Saga of Hrolf Krake gives us another example, where Bödvar Bjarki, in the
shape of a huge bear, fights desperately with the enemy, which has surrounded
the hall of his king, whilst his human body lies drunkenly beside the embers
within.
In the Vatnsdæla Saga, there is a curious account of three Finns, who were shut
up in a hut for three nights, and ordered by Ingimund, a Norwegian chief, to visit
Iceland and inform him of the lie of the country, where he was to settle. Their
bodies became rigid, and they sent their souls the errand, and, on their awaking
at the end of three days, gave an accurate description of the Vatnsdal, in which
Ingimund was eventually to establish himself. But the Saga does not relate
whether these Finns projected their souls into the bodies of birds or beasts.
The third manner of transformation mentioned, was that in which the individual
was not changed himself, but the eyes of others were bewitched, so that they
could not detect him, but saw him only under a certain form. Of this there are
several examples in the Sagas; as, for instance, in the Hromundar Saga
Greypsonar, and in the Fostbræðra Saga. But I will translate the most curious,
which is that of Odd, Katla's son, in the Eyrbyggja Saga.--(c. 20.) "Geirrid,
housewife in Mafvahlið, sent word into Bolstad, that she was ware of the fact
that Odd, Katla's son, had hewn off Aud's hand.
"Now when Thorarinn and Arnkell heard that, they rode from home with twelve
men. They spent the night in Mafvahlið, and rode on next morning to Holt: and
Odd was the only man in the house.
"Katla sat on the high seat spinning yarn, and she bade Odd sit beside her; also,
she bade her women sit each in her place, and hold their tongues. 'For,' said she,
'I shall do all the talking.' Now when Arnkell and his company arrived, they
walked straight in, and when they came into the chamber, Katla greeted Arnkell,
and asked the news.
He replied that there was none, and he inquired after Odd. Katla said that he had
gone to Breidavik. 'We shall ransack the house though,'
quoth Arnkell. 'Be it so,' replied Katla, and she ordered a girl to carry a light
before them, and unlock the different parts of the house. All they saw was Katla
spinning yarn off her distaff. Now they search the house, but find no Odd, so

they depart. But when they had gone a little way from the garth, Arnkell stood
still and said: 'How know we but that Katla has hoodwinked us, and that the
distaff in her hand was nothing more than Odd.' 'Not impossible!' said Thorarinn;
'let us turn back.' They did so; and when those at Holt raw that they were
returning, Katla said to her maids, 'Sit still in your places, Odd and I shall go
out.'
"Now as they approached the door, she went into the porch, and began to comb
and clip the hair of her son Odd. Arnkell came to the door and saw where Katla
was, and she seemed to be stroking her goat, and disentangling its mane and
beard and smoothing its wool. So he and his men went into the house, but found
not Odd. Katla's distaff lay against the bench, so they thought that it could not
have been Odd, and they went away. However, when they had come near the
spot where they had turned before, Arnkell said, 'Think you not that Odd may
have been in the goat's form?' 'There is no saying,' replied Thorarinn; 'but if we
turn back we will lay hands on Katla.' 'We can try our luck again,' quoth Arnkell;
'and see what comes of it.' So they returned.
"Now when they were seen on their way back, Katla bade Odd follow her; and
she lea him to the ash-heap, and told him to lie there and not to stir on any
account. But when Arnkell, and his men came to the farm, they rushed into the
chamber, and saw Katla seated in her place, spinning. She greeted them and said
that their visits followed with rapidity. Arnkell replied that what she said was
true. His comrades took the distaff and cut it in twain. 'Come now!' said Katla,
'you cannot say, when you get home, that you have done nothing, for you have
chopped up my distaff.' Then Arnkell and the rest hunted high and low for Odd,
but could not find him; indeed they saw nothing living about the place, beside a
boar-pig which lay under the ash-heap, so they went away once more.
"Well, when they got half-way to Mafvahlið, came Geirrid to meet them, with
her workmen. 'They had not gone the right way to work in seeking Odd,' she
said, 'but she would help them.' So they turned back again.
Geirrid had a blue cloak on her. Now when the party was seen and reported to
Katla, and it was said that they were thirteen in number, and one had on a
coloured dress, Katla exclaimed, 'That troll Geirrid is come! I shall not be able to
throw a glamour over their eyes any more.' She started up from her place and
lifted the cushion of the seat, and there was a hole and a cavity beneath: into this
she thrust Odd, clapped the cushion over him, and sat down, saying she felt sick
at heart.

"Now when they came into the room, there were small greetings. Geirrid cast of
her the cloak and went up to Katla, and took the seal-skin bag which she had in
her hand, and drew it over the head of Katla. [1]
Then Geirrid bade them break up the seat. They did so, and found Odd.
Him they took and carried to Buland's head, where they hanged him. . .
. But Katla they stoned to death under the headland."
[1. A precaution against the "evil eye." Compare “Gisla Saga Surssonnar”, p. 34.
“Laxdæla Saga”, cc. 37, 38.]

CHAPTER IV - THE ORIGIN
SCANDINAVIAN WERE-WOLF.

OF

THE

One of the great advantages of the study of old Norse or Icelandic literature is
the insight given by it into the origin of world-wide superstitions. Norse tradition
is transparent as glacier ice, and its origin is as unmistakable.
Mediæval mythology, rich and gorgeous, is a compound like Corinthian brass,
into which many pure ores have been fused, or it is a full turbid river drawn from
numerous feeders, which had their sources in remote climes. It is a blending of
primæval Keltic, Teutonic, Scandinavian, Italic, and Arab traditions, each adding
a beauty, each yielding a charm, bat each accretion rendering the analysis more
difficult.
Pacciuchelli says:--"The Anio flows into the Tiber; pure as crystal it meets the
tawny stream, and is lost in it, so that there is no more Anio, but the united
stream is all Tiber." So is it with each tributary to the tide of mediæval
mythology. The moment it has blended its waters with the great and onward
rolling flood, it is impossible to detect it with certainty; it has swollen the stream,
but has lost its own identity. If we would analyse a particular myth, we must not
go at once to the body of mediæval superstition, but strike at one of the
tributaries before its absorption. This we shall proceed to do, and in selecting
Norse mythology, we come upon abundant material, pointing naturally to the
spot whence it has been derived, as glacial moraines indicate the direction which
they have taken, and point to the mountains whence they have fallen. It will not
be difficult for us to arrive at the origin of the Northern belief in were-wolves,
and the data thus obtained will be useful in assisting us to elucidate much that
would otherwise prove obscure in mediæval tradition.
Among the old Norse, it was the custom for certain warriors to dress in the skins
of the beasts they had slain, and thus to give themselves an air of ferocity,
calculated to strike terror into the hearts of their foes.
Such dresses are mentioned in some Sagas, without there being any supernatural
qualities attached to them. For instance, in the Njála there is mention of a man “i
geitheðni”, in goatskin dress. Much in the same way do we hear of Harold

Harfagr having in his company a band of berserkir, who were all dressed in
wolfskins, “ulfheðnir”, and this expression, wolfskin coated, is met with as a
man's name. Thus in the Holmverja Saga, there is mention of a Björn, "son of
“Ulfheðin”, wolfskin coat, son of “Ulfhamr”, wolf-shaped, son of “Ulf”, wolf,
son of “Ulfhamr”, wolf-shaped, who could change forms."
But the most conclusive passage is in the Vatnsdæla Saga, and is as follows:-"Those berserkir who were called “ulfheðnir”, had got wolfskins over their mail
coats" (c. xvi.) In like manner the word “berserkr”, used of a man possessed of
superhuman powers, and subject.
to accesses of diabolical fury, was originally applied to one of those doughty
champions who went about in bear-sarks, or habits made of bearskin over their
armour. I am well aware that Björn Halldorson's derivation of berserkr, bare of
sark, or destitute of clothing, has been hitherto generally received, but Sveibjörn
Egilsson, an indisputable authority, rejects this derivation as untenable, and
substitutes for it that which I have adopted.
It may be well imagined that a wolf or a bearskin would make a warm and
comfortable great-coat to a man, whose manner of living required him to defy all
weathers, and that the dress would not only give him an appearance of grimness
and ferocity, likely to produce an unpleasant emotion in the breast of a foe, but
also that the thick fur might prove effectual in deadening the blows rained on
him in conflict.
The berserkr was an object of aversion and terror to the peaceful inhabitants of
the land, his avocation being to challenge quiet country farmers to single
combat. As the law of the land stood in Norway, a man who declined to accept a
challenge, forfeited all his possessions, even to the wife of his bosom, as a
poltroon unworthy of the protection of the law, and every item of his property
passed into the hands of his challenger. The berserkr accordingly had the
unhappy man at his mercy. If he slew him, the farmer's possessions became his,
and if the poor fellow declined to fight, he lost all legal right to his inheritance.
A berserkr would invite himself to any feast, and contribute his quota to the
hilarity of the entertainment, by snapping the backbone, or cleaving the skull, of
some merrymaker who incurred his displeasure, or whom he might single out to
murder, for no other reason than a desire to keep his hand in practice.
It may well be imagined that popular superstition went along with the popular
dread of these wolf-and-bear-skinned rovers, and that they were believed to be

endued with the force, as they certainly were with the ferocity, of the beasts
whose skins they wore.
Nor would superstition stop there, but the imagination of the trembling peasants
would speedily invest these unscrupulous disturbers of the public peace with the
attributes hitherto appropriated to trolls and jötuns.
The incident mentioned in the Völsung Saga, of the sleeping men being found
with their wolfskins hanging to the wall above their heads, is divested of its
improbability, if we regard these skins as worn over their armour, and the
marvellous in the whole story is reduced to a minimum, when we suppose that
Sigmund and Sinfjötli stole these for the purpose of disguising themselves,
whilst they lived a life of violence and robbery.
In a similar manner the story of the northern "Beauty and Beast," in Hrolf's Saga
Kraka, is rendered less improbable, on the supposition that Björn was living as
an outlaw among the mountain fastnesses in a bearskin dress, which would
effectually disguise him--”all but his eyes”--which would gleam out of the
sockets in his hideous visor, unmistakably human. His very name, Björn,
signifies a bear; and these two circumstances may well have invested a kernel of
historic fact with all the romance of fable; and if divested of these supernatural
embellishments, the story would resolve itself into the very simple fact of there
having been a King Hring of the Updales, who was at variance with his son, and
whose son took to the woods, and lived a berserkr life, in company with his
mistress, till he was captured and slain by his father.
I think that the circumstance insisted on by the Saga-writers, of the eyes of the
person remaining unchanged, is very significant, and points to the fact that the
skin was merely drawn over the body as a disguise.
But there was other ground for superstition to fasten on the berserkir, and invest
them with supernatural attributes.
No fact in connection with the history of the Northmen is more firmly
established, on reliable evidence, than that of the berserkr rage being a species of
diabolical possession. The berserkir were said to work themselves up into a state
of frenzy, in which a demoniacal power came over them, impelling them to acts
from which in their sober senses they would have recoiled. They acquired
superhuman force, and were as invulnerable and as insensible to pain as the

Jansenist convulsionists of S. Medard. No sword would wound them, no fire
would barn them, a club alone could destroy them, by breaking their bones, or
crushing in their skulls. Their eyes glared as though a flame burned in the
sockets, they ground their teeth, and frothed at the mouth; they gnawed at their
shield rims, and are said to have sometimes bitten them through, and as they
rushed into conflict they yelped as dogs or howled as wolves. [1]
[1. Hic (Syraldus) septem filios habebat, tanto veneficiorum usu callentes, ut
sæpe subitis furoris viribus instincti solerent ore torvum infremere, scuta
morsibus attrectare, torridas fauce prunas absumere, extructa quævis incendia
penetrare, nec posset conceptis dementiæ motus alio remedii genere quam aut
vinculorum injuriis aut cædis humanæ piaculo temperari. Tantam illis rabiem
site sævitia ingenii sive furiaram ferocitas inspirabat.--”Saxo Gramm”. VII.]
According to the unanimous testimony of the old Norse historians, the berserkr
rage was extinguished by baptism, and as Christianity advanced, the number of
these berserkir decreased.
But it must not be supposed that this madness or possession came only on those
persons who predisposed themselves to be attacked by it; others were afflicted
with it, who vainly struggled against its influence, and who deeply lamented
their own liability to be seized with these terrible accesses of frenzy. Such was
Thorir Ingimund's son, of whom it is said, in the “Vatnsdæla Saga”, that "at
times there came over Thorir berserkr fits, and it was considered a sad
misfortune to such a man, as they were quite beyond control."
The manner in which he was cured is remarkable; pointing as it does to the
craving in the heathen mind for a better and more merciful creed:-"Thorgrim of Kornsá had a child by his concubine Vereydr, and, by order of his
wife, the child was carried out to perish.
"The brothers (Thorsteinn and Thorir) often met, and it was now the turn of
Thorsteinn to visit Thorir, and Thorir accompanied him homeward. On their way
Thorsteinn asked Thorir which he thought was the first among the brethren;
Thorir answered that the reply was easy, for 'you are above us all in discretion
and talent; Jökull is the best in all perilous adventures, but I,' he added, 'I am the
least worth of us brothers, because the berserkr fits come over me, quite against
my will, and I wish that you, my brother, with your shrewdness, would devise

some help for me.'
"Thorsteinn said,--'I have heard that our kinsman, Thorgrim, has just suffered his
little babe to be carried out, at the instigation of his wife. That is ill done. I think
also that it is a grievous matter for you to be different in nature from other men.'
"Thorir asked how he could obtain release from his affliction . . . .
Then said Thorsteinn, 'Now will I make a vow to Him who created the sun, for I
ween that he is most able to take the ban of you, and I will undertake for His
sake, in return, to rescue the babe and to bring it up for him, till He who created
man shall take it to Himself-for this I reckon He will do!' After this they left their
horses and sought the child, and a thrall of Thorir had found it near the Marram
river. They saw that a kerchief had been spread over its face, but it had rumpled
it up over its nose; the little thing was all but dead, but they took it up and flitted
it home to Thorir's house, and he brought the lad up, and called him Thorkell
Rumple; as for the berserkr fits, they came on him no more." (c. 37)
But the most remarkable passages bearing on our subject will be found in the
“Aigla”.
There was a man, Ulf (the wolf) by name, son of Bjálfi and Hallbera.
Ulf was a man so tall and strong that the like of him was not to be seen in the
land at that time. And when he was young he was out viking expeditions and
harrying . . . He was a great landed proprietor. It was his wont to rise early, and
to go about the men's work, or to the smithies, and inspect all his goods and his
acres; and sometimes he talked with those men who wanted his advice; for he
was a good adviser, he was so clear-headed; however, every day, when it drew
towards dusk, he became so savage that few dared exchange a word with him,
for he was given to dozing in the afternoon.
"People said that he was much given to changing form (“hamrammr”), so he was
called the evening-wolf, “kveldúlfr”."--(c. 1.) In this and the following passages,
I do not consider “hamrammr” to have its primary signification of actual
transformation, but simply to mean subject to fits of diabolical possession, under
the influence of which the bodily powers were greatly exaggerated. I shall
translate pretty freely from this most interesting Saga, as I consider that the
description given in it of Kveldulf in his fits greatly elucidates our subject.
"Kveldulf and Skallagrim got news during summer of an expedition.

Skallagrim. was the keenest-sighted of men, and he caught sight of the vessel of
Hallvard and his brother, and recognized it at once. He followed their course and
marked the haven into which they entered at even. Then he returned to his
company, and told Kveldulf of what he had seen . . . . Then they busked them
and got ready both their boats; in each they put twenty men, Kveldulf steering
one and Skallagrim the other, and they rowed in quest of the ship. Now when
they came to the place where it was, they lay to. Hallvard and his men had
spread an awning over the deck, and were asleep. Now when Kveldulf and his
party came upon them, the watchers who were seated at the end of the bridge
sprang up and called to the people on board to wake up, for there was danger in
the wind. So Hallvard and his men sprang to arms. Then came Kveldulf over the
bridge and Skallagrim with him into the ship.
Kveldulf had in his hand a cleaver, and he bade his men go through the vessel
and hack away the awning. But he pressed on to the quarter-deck. It is said the
were-wolf fit came over him and many of his companions. They slow all the
men who were before them. Skallagrim did the same as he went round the
vessel. He and his father paused not till they had cleared it. Now when Kveldulf
came upon the quarter-deck he raised his cleaver, and smote Hallvard through
helm and head, so that the haft was buried in the flesh; but he dragged it to him
so violently that he whisked Hallvard into the air., and flung him overboard.
Skallagrim cleared the forecastle and slew Sigtrygg. Many men flung themselves
overboard, but Skallagrim's men took to the boat and rowed about, killing all
they found. Thus perished Hallvard with fifty men. Skallagrim and his party took
the ship and all the goods which had belonged to Hallvard . . . and flitted it and
the wares to their own vessel, and then exchanged ships, lading their capture, but
quitting their own. After which they filled their old ship with stones, brake it up
and sank it. A good breeze sprang up, and they stood out to sea.
It is said of these men in the engagement who were were-wolves, or those on
whom came the berserkr rage, that as long as the fit was on them no one could
oppose them, they were so strong; but when it had passed off they were feebler
than usual. It was the same with Kveldulf when the were-wolf fit went off him-he then felt the exhaustion consequent on the fight, and he was so completely
'done up,' that he was obliged to take to his bed."
In like manner Skallagrim had his fits of frenzy, taking after his amiable father.
"Thord and his companion were opposed to Skallagrim in the game, and they
were too much for him, he wearied, and the game went better with them. But at

dusk, after sunset, it went worse with Egill and Thord, for Skallagrim became so
strong that he caught up Thord and cast him down, so that he broke his bones,
and that was the death of him. Then he caught at Egill. Thorgerd Brák was the
name of a servant of Skallagrim, who had been foster-mother to Egill. She was a
woman of great stature, strong as a man and a bit of a witch. Brák exclaimed,-'Skallagrim! are you now falling upon your son?' (hamaz þú at syni þínum).
Then Skallagrim let go his hold of Egill and clutched at her. She started aside
and fled. Skallagrim. followed. They ran out upon Digraness, and she sprang off
the headland into the water.
Skallagrim cast after her a huge stone which struck her between the shoulders,
and she never rose after it. The place is now called Brak's Sound."--(c. 40.)
Let it be observed that in these passages from the “Aigla”, the words að hamaz,
hamrammr, &c. are used without any intention of conveying the idea of a change
of bodily shape, though the words taken literally assert it. For they are derived
from “hamr”, a skin or habit; a word which has its representatives in other Aryan
languages, and is therefore a primitive word expressive of the skin of a beast.
The Sanskrit ### “carmma”; the Hindustanee ### “cam”, hide or skin; and ###
“camra”, leather; the Persian ### “game”, clothing, disguise; the Gothic “ham”
or “hams”, skin; and even the Italian “camicia”, and the French “chemise”, are
cognate words. [1]
[1. I shall have more to say on this subject in the chapter on the Mythology of
Lycanthropy.]
It seems probable accordingly that the verb “að hamaz” was first applied to those
who wore the skins of savage animals, and went about the country as
freebooters; but that popular superstition soon invested them with supernatural
powers, and they were supposed to assume the forms of the beasts in whose
skins they were disguised. The verb then acquired the significance "to become a
were-wolf, to change shape." It did not stop there, but went through another
change of meaning, and was finally applied to those who were afflicted with
paroxysms of madness or demoniacal possession.
This was not the only word connected with were-wolves which helped on the
superstition. The word “vargr”, a wolf, had a double significance, which would
be the means of originating many a were-wolf story.
“Vargr” is the same as “u-argr”, restless; “argr” being the same as the Anglo-

Saxon “earg”. “Vargr” had its double signification in Norse.
It signified a wolf, and also a godless man. This “vargr” is the English “were”, in
the word were-wolf, and the “garou” or “varou” in French. The Danish word for
were-wolf is “var-ulf”, the Gothic “vaira-ulf”. In the “Romans de Garin”, it is
"Leu warou, sanglante beste." In the “Vie de S. Hildefons” by Gauthier de
Coinsi,-Cil lon desve, cil lou garol,
Ce sunt deable, que saul
Ne puent estre de nos mordre.
Here the loup-garou is a devil. The Anglo-Saxons regarded him as an evil man:
“wearg”, a scoundrel; Gothic “varys”, a fiend. But very often the word meant no
more than an outlaw. Pluquet in his “Contes Populaires” tells us that the ancient
Norman laws said of the criminals condemned to outlawry for certain offences,
“Wargus esto”: be an outlaw!
In like manner the Lex Ripuaria, tit. 87, "Wargus sit, hoe est expulsus." In the
laws of Canute, he is called verevulf. (“Leges Canuti”, Schmid, i. 148.) And the
Salic Law (tit. 57) orders: "Si quis corpus jam sepultum effoderit, aut
expoliaverit, “wargus” sit." "If any one shall have dug up or despoiled an already
buried corpse, let him be a varg."
Sidonius Apollinaris. says, "Unam feminam quam forte “vargorum”, hoc enim
nomine indigenas latrunculos nuncupant," as though the common name by
which those who lived a freebooter life were designated, was varg.
In like manner Palgrave assures us in his “Rise and Progress of the English
Commonwealth”, that among the Anglo, Saxons an “utlagh”, or out-law, was
said to have the head of a wolf. If then the term “vargr”
was applied at one time to a wolf, at another to an outlaw who lived the life of a
wild beast, away from the haunts of men "he shall be driven away as a wolf, and
chased so far as men chase wolves farthest," was the legal form of sentence--it is
certainly no matter of wonder that stories of outlaws should have become
surrounded with mythical accounts of their transformation into wolves.
But the very idiom of the Norse was calculated to foster this superstition. The
Icelanders had curious expressions which are sufficiently likely to have
produced misconceptions.

[1. SIDONIUS APOLLINARIS: Opera, lib. vi. ep. 4.]
Snorri not only relates that Odin changed himself into another form, but he adds
that by his spells he turned his enemies into boars. In precisely the same manner
does a hag, Ljot, in the Vatnsdæla Saga, say that she could have turned
Thorsteinn and Jökull into boars to run about with the wild beasts (c. xxvi.); and
the expression “verða at gjalti”, or at “gjöltum”, to become a boar, is frequently
met with in the Sagas.
"Thereupon came Thorarinn and his men upon them, and Nagli led the way; but
when he saw weapons drawn he was frightened, and ran away up the mountain,
and became a boar. . . . And Thorarinn and his men took to run, so as to help
Nagli, lest he should tumble off the cliffs into the sea" (Eyrbyggja Saga, c. xviii.)
A similar expression occurs in the Gisla Saga Surssonar, p. 50. In the Hrolfs
Saga Kraka, we meet with a troll in boar's shape, to whom divine honours are
paid; and in the Kjalnessinga Saga, c. xv., men are likened to boars--"Then it
began to fare with them as it fares with boars when they fight each other, for in
the same manner dropped their foam." The true signification of “verða at gjalti”
is to be in such a state of fear as to lose the senses; but it is sufficiently peculiar
to have given rise to superstitious stories.
I have dwelt at some length on the Northern myths relative to were-wolves and
animal transformations, because I have considered the investigation of these allimportant towards the elucidation of the truth which lies at the bottom of
mediæval superstition, and which is nowhere so obtainable as through the Norse
literature. As may be seen from the passages quoted above at length, and from an
examination of those merely referred to, the result arrived at is pretty conclusive,
and may be summed up in very few words.
The whole superstructure of fable and romance relative to transformation into
wild beasts, reposes simply on this basis of truth--that among the Scandinavian
nations there existed a form of madness or possession, under the influence of
which men acted as though they were changed into wild and savage brutes,
howling, foaming at the mouth, ravening for blood and slaughter, ready to
commit any act of atrocity, and as irresponsible for their actions as the wolves
and bears, in whose skins they often equipped themselves.
The manner in which this fact became invested with supernatural adjuncts I have

also pointed out, to wit, the change in the significance of the word designating
the madness, the double meaning of the word “vargr”, and above all, the habits
and appearance of the maniacs. We shall see instances of berserkr rage
reappearing in the middle ages, and late down into our own times, not
exclusively in the North, but throughout France, Germany, and England, and
instead of rejecting the accounts given by chroniclers as fabulous, because there
is much connected with them which seems to be fabulous, we shall be able to
refer them to their true origin.
It may be accepted as an axiom, that no superstition of general acceptance is
destitute of a foundation of truth; and if we discover the myth of the were-wolf
to be widely spread, not only throughout Europe, but through the whole world,
we may rest assured that there is a solid core of fact, round which popular
superstition has crystallized; and that fact is the existence of a species of
madness, during the accesses of which the person afflicted believes himself to be
a wild beast, and acts like a wild beast.
In some cases this madness amounts apparently to positive possession, and the
diabolical acts into which the possessed is impelled are so horrible, that the
blood curdles in reading them, and it is impossible to recall them without a
shudder.

CHAPTER V - THE WERE-WOLF IN THE
MIDDLE-AGES.
Olaus Magnus relates that--"In Prussia, Livonia, and Lithuania, although the
inhabitants suffer considerably from the rapacity of wolves throughout the year,
in that these animals rend their cattle, which are scattered in great numbers
through the woods, whenever they stray in the very least, yet this is not regarded
by them as such a serious matter as what they endure from men turned into
wolves.
"On the feast of the Nativity of Christ, at night, such a multitude of wolves
transformed from men gather together in a certain spot, arranged among
themselves, and then spread to rage with wondrous ferocity against human
beings, and those animals which are not wild, that the natives of these regions
suffer more detriment from these, than they do from true and natural wolves; for
when a human habitation has been detected by them isolated in the woods, they
besiege it with atrocity, striving to break in the doors, and in the event of their
doing so, they devour all the human beings, and every animal which is found
within. They burst into the beer-cellars, and there they empty the tuns of beer or
mead, and pile up the empty casks one above another in the middle of the cellar,
thus showing their difference from natural and genuine wolves. . . . Between
Lithuania, Livonia, and Courland are the walls of a certain old ruined castle. At
this spot congregate thousands, on a fixed occasion, and try their agility in
jumping. Those who are unable to bound over the wall, as; is often the case with
the fattest, are fallen upon with scourges by the captains and slain." [1] Olaus
relates also in c. xlvii. the story of a certain nobleman who was travelling
through a large forest with some peasants in his retinue who dabbled in the black
art. They found no house where they could lodge for the night, and were wellnigh famished. Then one of the peasants offered, if all the rest would hold their
tongues as to what he should do, that he would bring them a lamb from a distant
flock.
[1. OLAUS MAGNUS: “Historia de Vent. Septent”. Basil. 15, lib. xviii.
cap. 45.]
He thereupon retired into the depths of the forest and changed his form into that

of a wolf, fell upon the flock, and brought a lamb to his companions in his
mouth. They received it with gratitude. Then he retired once more into the
thicket, and transformed himself back again into his human shape.
The wife of a nobleman in Livonia expressed her doubts to one of her slaves
whether it were possible for man or woman thus to change shape.
The servant at once volunteered to give her evidence of the possibility. He left
the room, and in another moment a wolf was observed running over the country.
The dogs followed him, and notwithstanding his resistance, tore out one of his
eyes. Next day the slave appeared before his mistress blind of an eye.
Bp. Majolus [1] and Caspar Peucer [2] relate the following circumstances of the
Livonians:-[1. MAJOLI “Episc. Vulturoniensis Dier. Canicul.” Helenopolis, 1612, tom. ii.
colloq. 3.]
[2. CASPAR PEUCER: “Comment. de Præcipuis Divin. Generibus”, 1591, p.
169.]
At Christmas a boy lame of a leg goes round the country summoning the devil's
followers, who are countless, to a general conclave. Whoever remains behind, or
goes reluctantly, is scourged by another with an iron whip till the blood flows,
and his traces are left in blood. The human form vanishes, and the whole
multitude become wolves. Many thousands assemble. Foremost goes the leader
armed with an iron whip, and the troop follow, "firmly convinced in their
imaginations that they are transformed into wolves." They fall upon herds of
cattle and flocks of sheep, but they have no power to slay men. When they come
to a river, the leader smites the water with his scourge, and it divides, leaving a
dry path through the midst, by which the pack may go. The transformation lasts
during twelve days, at the expiration of which period the wolf-skin vanishes, and
the human form reappears. This superstition was expressly forbidden by the
church. "Credidisti, quod quidam credere solent, ut illæ quæ a vulgo Parcæ
vocantur, ipsæ, vel sint vel possint hoc facere quod creduntur, id est, dum aliquis
homo nascitur, et tunc valeant illum designare ad hoc quod velint, ut
quandocunque homo ille voluerit, in lupum transformari possit, quod vulgaris
stultitia, “werwolf” vocat, aut in aliam aliquam figuram?"--Ap. Burchard. (d.
1024). In like manner did S. Boniface preach against those who believed
superstitiously in it strigas et fictos lupos." (“Serm”. apud Mart. et Durand. ix.

217.) In a dissertation by Müller [1] we learn, on the authority of Cluverius and
Dannhaverus (“Acad. Homilet.” p. ii.), that a certain Albertus Pericofcius in
Muscovy was wont to tyrannize over and harass his subjects in the most
unscrupulous manner. One night when he was absent from home, his whole herd
of cattle, acquired by extortion, perished. On his return he was informed of his
loss, and the wicked man broke out into the most horrible blasphemies,
exclaiming, "Let him who has slain, eat; if God chooses, let him devour me as
well."
[1. De {Greek “Lukanðrwpía”}. Lipsiæ, 1736.]
As he spoke, drops of blood fell to earth, and the nobleman, transformed into a
wild dog, rushed upon his dead cattle, tore and mangled the carcasses and began
to devour them; possibly he may be devouring them still (“ac forsan hodie que
pascitur”). His wife, then near her confinement, died of fear. Of these
circumstances there were not only ear but also eye witnesses. (“Non ab auritis
tantum, sed et ocidatis accepi, quod narro”). Similarly it is related of a nobleman
in the neighbourhood of Prague, that he robbed his subjects of their goods and
reduced them to penury through his exactions. He took the last cow from a poor
widow with five children, but as a judgment, all his own cattle died. He then
broke into fearful oaths, and God transformed him into a dog: his human head,
however, remained.
S. Patrick is said to have changed Vereticus, king of Wales, into a wolf, and S.
Natalis, the abbot, to have pronounced anathema upon an illustrious family in
Ireland; in consequence of which, every male and female take the form of
wolves for seven years and live in the forests and career over the bogs, howling
mournfully, and appeasing their hunger upon the sheep of the peasants. [1] A
duke of Prussia, according to Majolus, had a countryman brought for sentence
before him, because he had devoured his neighbour's cattle. The fellow was an
ill-favoured, deformed man, with great wounds in his face, which he had
received from dogs' bites whilst he had been in his wolf's form.
It was believed that he changed shape twice in the year, at Christmas and at
Midsummer. He was said to exhibit much uneasiness and discomfort when the
wolf-hair began to break out and his bodily shape to change.
[1. PHIL. HARTUNG: “Conciones Tergeminæ”, pars ii. p. 367.]
He was kept long in prison and closely watched, lest he should become a were-

wolf during his confinement and attempt to escape, but nothing remarkable took
place. If this is the same individual as that mentioned by Olaus Magnus, as there
seems to be a probability, the poor fellow was burned alive.
John of Nüremberg relates the following curious story. [1] A priest was once
travelling in a strange country, and lost his way in a forest. Seeing a fire, he
made towards it, and beheld a wolf seated over it. The wolf addressed him in
human-voice, and bade him not fear, as "he was of the Ossyrian race, of which a
man and a woman were doomed to spend a certain number of years in wolf's
form. Only after seven years might they return home and resume their former
shapes, if they were still alive." He begged the priest to visit and console his sick
wife, and to give her the last sacraments. This the priest consented to do, after
some hesitation, and only when convinced of the beasts being human beings, by
observing that the wolf used his front paws as hands, and when he saw the shewolf peel off her wolf-skin from her head to her navel, exhibiting the features of
an aged woman.
[1. JOHN EUS. NIERENBERG “de Miracul. in Europa”, lib. ii. cap. 42.]
Marie de France says in the Lais du Bisclaveret:-- [1]
Bisclaveret ad nun en Bretan
Garwall Papelent li Norman.
Jadis le poet-hum oir
Et souvent suleit avenir,
Humes pluseirs Garwall deviendrent
E es boscages meisun tindrent
[1. An epitome of this curious were-wolf tale will be found in Ellis's “Early
English Metrical Romances”.]
There is an interesting paper by Rhanæus, on the Courland were-wolves, in the
Breslauer Sammlung. [2] The author says,--"There are too many examples
derived not merely from hearsay, but received on indisputable evidence, for us to
dispute the fact, that Satan--if we do not deny that such a being exists, and that
he has his work in the children of darkness--holds the Lycanthropists in his net
in three ways:--

[2. Supplement III. “Curieuser” und nutzbarer Anmerkungen von Natur und
Kunstgeschichten, gesammelt von Kanold. 1728.]
"1. They execute as wolves certain acts, such as seizing a sheep, or destroying
cattle, &c., not changed into wolves, which no scientific man in Courland
believes, but in their human frames, and with their human limbs, yet in such a
state of phantasy and hallucination, that they believe themselves transformed
into wolves, and are regarded as such by others suffering under similar
hallucination, and in this manner run these people in packs as wolves, though not
true wolves.
"2. They imagine, in deep sleep or dream, that they injure the cattle, and this
without leaving their conch; but it is their master who does, in their stead, what
their fancy points out, or suggests to him.
"3. The evil one drives natural wolves to do some act, and then pictures it so well
to the sleeper, immovable in his place, both in dreams and at awaking, that he
believes the act to have been committed by himself."
Rhanæus, under these heads, relates three stories, which he believes be has on
good authority. The first is of a gentleman starting on a journey, who came upon
a wolf engaged in the act of seizing a sheep in his own flock; he fired at it, and
wounded it, so that it fled howling to the thicket. When the gentleman returned
from his expedition he found the whole neighbourhood impressed with the belief
that he had, on a given day and hour, shot at one of his tenants, a publican,
Mickel. On inquiry, the man's Wife, called Lebba, related the following
circumstances, which were fully corroborated by numerous witnesses:--When
her husband had sown his rye he had consulted with his wife how he was to get
some meat, so as to have a good feast. The woman urged him on no account to
steal from his landlord's flock, because it was guarded by fierce dogs. He,
however, rejected her advice, and Mickel fell upon his landlord's sheep, but he
had suffered and had come limping home, and in his rage at the ill success of his
attempt, had fallen upon his own horse and had bitten its throat completely
through. This took place in the year 1684.
In 1684, a man was about to fire upon a pack of wolves, when he heard from
among the troop a voice exclaiming--"Gossip! Gossip! don't fire.
No good will come of it."

The third story is as follows:--A lycanthropist was brought before a judge and
accused of witchcraft, but as nothing could be proved against him, the judge
ordered one of his peasants to visit the man in his prison, and to worm the truth
out of him, and to persuade the prisoner to assist him in revenging himself upon
another peasant who had injured him; and this was to be effected by destroying
one of the man's cows; but the peasant was to urge the prisoner to do it secretly,
and, if possible, in the disguise of a wolf. The fellow undertook the task, but he
had great difficulty in persuading the prisoner to fall in with his wishes:
eventually, however, he succeeded. Next morning the cow was found in its stall
frightfully mangled, but the prisoner had not left his cell: for the watch, who had
been placed to observe him, declared that he had spent the night in profound
sleep, and that he had only at one time made a slight motion with his head and
hands and feet.
Wierius and Forestus quote Gulielmus Brabantinus as an authority for the fact,
that a man of high position had been so possessed by the evil one, that often
during the year he fell into a condition in which he believed himself to be turned
into a wolf, and at that time he roved in the woods and tried to seize and devour
little children, but that at last, by God's mercy, he recovered his senses.
Certainly the famous Pierre Vidal, the Don Quixote of Provençal troubadours,
must have had a touch of this madness, when, after having fallen in love with a
lady of Carcassone, named Loba, or the Wolfess, the excess of his passion drove
him over the country, howling like a wolf, and demeaning himself more like an
irrational beast than a rational man.
He commemorates his lupine madness in the poem “A tal Donna”:-[1]
[1. BRUCE WHYTE: “Histoire des Langues Romaines”, tom. ii. p. 248.]
Crowned with immortal joys I mount
The proudest emperors above,
For I am honoured with the love
Of the fair daughter of a count.
A lace from Na Raymbauda's hand
I value more than all the land
Of Richard, with his Poïctou,
His rich Touraine and famed Anjou.

When “loup-garou” the rabble call me,
When vagrant shepherds hoot,
Pursue, and buffet me to boot,
It doth not for a moment gall me;
I seek not palaces or halls,
Or refuge when the winter falls;
Exposed to winds and frosts at night,
My soul is ravished with delight.
Me claims my she-wolf (“Loba”) so divine: And justly she that claim prefers,
For, by my troth, my life is hers
More than another's, more than mine.
Job Fincelius [1] relates the sad story of a farmer of Pavia, who, as a wolf, fell
upon many men in the open country and tore them to pieces. After much trouble
the maniac was caught, and he then assured his captors that the only difference
which existed between himself and a natural wolf, was that in a true wolf the
hair grew outward, whilst in him it struck inward. In order to put this assertion to
the proof, the magistrates, themselves most certainly cruel and bloodthirsty
wolves, cut off his arms and legs; the poor wretch died of the mutilation. This
took place in 1541. The idea of the skin being reversed is a very ancient one:
“versipellis” occurs as a name of reproach in Petronius, Lucilius, and Plautus,
and resembles the Norse “hamrammr”.
[1. FINCELIUS “de Mirabilibus”, lib. xi.]
Fincelius relates also that, in 1542, there was such a multitude of were-wolves
about Constantinople that the Emperor, accompanied by his guard, left the city
to give them a severe correction, and slew one hundred and fifty of them.
Spranger speaks of three young ladies who attacked a labourer, under the form
of cats, and were wounded by him. They were found bleeding in their beds next
morning.
Majolus relates that a man afflicted with lycanthropy was brought to
Pomponatius. The poor fellow had been found buried in hay, and when people
approached, he called to them to flee, as he was a were wolf, and would rend
them. The country-folk wanted to flay him, to discover whether the hair grew
inwards, but Pomponatius rescued the man and cured him.

Bodin tells some were-wolf stories on good authority; it is a pity that the good
authorities of Bodin were such liars, but that, by the way. He says that the Royal
Procurator-General Bourdin had assured him that he had shot a wolf, and that the
arrow had stuck in the beast's thigh. A few hours after, the arrow was found in
the thigh of a man in bed. In Vernon, about the year 1566, the witches and
warlocks gathered in great multitudes, under the shape of cats. Four or five men
were attacked in a lone place by a number of these beasts. The men stood their
ground with the utmost heroism, succeeded in slaying one puss, and in wounding
many others. Next day a number of wounded women were found in the town,
and they gave the judge an accurate account of all the circumstances connected
with their wounding.
Bodin quotes Pierre Marner, the author of a treatise on sorcerers, as having
witnessed in Savoy the transformation of men into wolves.
Nynauld [1] relates that in a village of Switzerland, near Lucerne, a peasant was
attacked by a wolf, whilst he was hewing timber; he defended himself, and
smote off a fore-leg of the beast.
The moment that the blood began to flow the wolf's form changed, and he
recognized a woman without her arm. She was burnt alive.
[1. NYNAULD, “De la Lycanthropie”. Paris, 1615, p. 52.]
An evidence that beasts are transformed witches is to be found in their having no
tails. When the devil takes human form, however, he keeps his club-foot of the
Satyr, as a token by which he may be recognized. So animals deficient in caudal
appendages are to be avoided, as they are witches in disguise. The Thingwald
should consider the case of the Manx cats in its next session.
Forestus, in his chapter on maladies of the brain, relates a circumstance which
came under his own observation, in the middle of the sixteenth century, at
Alcmaar in the Netherlands. A peasant there was attacked every spring with a fit
of insanity; under the influence of this he rushed about the churchyard, ran into
the church, jumped over the benches, danced, was filled with fury, climbed up,
descended, and never remained quiet. He carried a long staff in his hand, with
which he drove away the dogs, which flew at him and wounded him, so that his
thighs were covered with scars. His face was pale, his eyes deep sunk in their
sockets. Forestus pronounces the man to be a lycanthropist, but he does not say
that the poor fellow believed himself to be transformed into a wolf. In reference
to this case, however, he mentions that of a Spanish nobleman who believed

himself to be changed into a bear, and who wandered filled with fury among the
woods.
Donatus of Altomare [1] affirms that he saw a man in the streets of Naples,
surrounded by a ring of people, who in his were-wolf frenzy had dug up a corpse
and was carrying off the leg upon his shoulders.
This was in the middle of the sixteenth century.
[1. “De Medend. Human. Corp”. lib. i. cap. 9.]

CHAPTER VI - A CHAMBER OF HORRORS.

Pierre Bourgot and Michel Verdung--'Me Hermit of S. Bonnot--The Gandillon
Family--Thievenne Paget--The Tailor of Châlons--Roulet.
IN December, 1521, the Inquisitor-General for the diocese of Besançon, Boin by
name, heard a case of a sufficiently terrible nature to produce a profound
sensation of alarm in the neighbourhood. Two men were under accusation of
witchcraft and cannibalism. Their names were Pierre Bourgot, or Peter the Great,
as the people had nicknamed him from his stature, and Michel Verdung. Peter
had not been long under trial, before he volunteered a full confession of his
crimes. It amounted to this:-About nineteen years before, on the occasion of a New Year's market at Poligny,
a terrible storm had broken over the country, and among other mischiefs done by
it, was the scattering of Pierre's flock. "In vain,"
said the prisoner, "did I labour, in company with other peasants, to find the sheep
and bring them together. I went everywhere in search of them.
"Then there rode up three black horsemen, and the last said to me: 'Whither
away? you seem to be in trouble?'
"I related to him my misfortune with my flock. He bade me pluck up my spirits,
and promised that his master would henceforth take charge of and protect my
flock., if I would only rely upon him. He told me, as well, that I should find my
strayed sheep very shortly, and he promised to provide me with money. We
agreed to meet again in four or five days. My flock I soon found collected
together. At my second meeting I learned of the stranger that he was a servant of
the devil.
I forswore God and our Lady and all saints and dwellers in Paradise. I renounced
Christianity, kissed his left hand, which was black and ice-cold as that of a
corpse. Then I fell on my knees and gave in my allegiance to Satan. I remained
in the service of the devil for two years, and never entered a church before the
end of mass, or at all events till the holy water had been sprinkled, according to
the desire of my master, whose name I afterwards learned was Moyset.

"All anxiety about my flock was removed, for the devil had undertaken to
protect it and to keep off the wolves.
"This freedom from care, however, made me begin to tire of the devil's service,
and I recommenced my attendance at church, till I was brought back into
obedience to the evil one by Michel Verdung, when I renewed my compact on
the understanding that I should be supplied with money.
"In a wood near Chastel Charnon we met with many others whom I did not
recognize; we danced, and each had in his or her hand a green taper with a blue
flame. Still under the delusion that I should obtain money, Michel persuaded me
to move with the greatest celerity, and in order to do this, after I had stripped
myself, he smeared me with a salve, and I believed myself then to be
transformed into a wolf. I was at first somewhat horrified at my four wolf's feet,
and the fur with which I was covered all at once, but I found that I could now
travel with the speed of the wind. This could not have taken place without the
help of our powerful master, who was present during our excursion, though I did
not perceive him till I had recovered my human form.
Michel did the same as myself.
"When we had been one or two hours in this condition of metamorphosis,
Michel smeared us again, and quick as thought we resumed our human forms.
The salve was given us by our masters; to me it was given by Moyset, to Michel
by his own master, Guillemin."
Pierre declared that he felt no exhaustion after his excursions, though the judge
inquired particularly whether he felt that prostration after his unusual exertion, of
which witches usually complained. Indeed the exhaustion consequent on a werewolf raid was so great that the lycanthropist was often confined to his bed for
days, and could hardly move hand or foot, much in the same way as the berserkir
and “ham rammir” in the North were utterly prostrated after their fit had left
them.
In one of his were-wolf runs, Pierre fell upon a boy of six or seven years old,
with his teeth, intending to rend and devour him, but the lad screamed so loud
that he was obliged to beat a retreat to his clothes, and smear himself again, in
order to recover his form and escape detection. He and Michel, however, one
day tore to pieces a woman as she was gathering peas; and a M. de Chusnée,
who came to her rescue, was attacked by them and killed.

On another occasion they fell upon a little girl of four years old, and ate her up,
with the exception of one arm. Michel thought the flesh most delicious.
Another girl was strangled by them, and her blood lapped up. Of a third they ate
merely a portion of the stomach. One evening at dusk, Pierre leaped over a
garden wall, and came upon a little maiden of nine years old, engaged upon the
weeding of the garden beds. She fell on her knees and entreated Pierre to spare
her; but he snapped the neck, and left her a corpse, lying among her flowers. On
this occasion he does not seem to have been in his wolf's shape. He fell upon a
goat which he found in the field of Pierre Lerugen, and bit it in the throat, but he
killed it with a knife.
Michel was transformed in his clothes into a wolf, but Pierre was obliged to
strip, and the metamorphosis could not take place with him unless he were stark
naked.
He was unable to account for the manner in which the hair vanished when he
recovered his natural condition.
The statements of Pierre Bourgot were fully corroborated by Michel Verdung.
Towards the close of the autumn of 1573, the peasants of the neighbourhood of
Dôle, in Franche Comté, were authorized by the Court of Parliament at Dôle, to
hunt down the were-wolves which infested the country. The authorization was as
follows:-- "According to the advertisement made to the sovereign Court of
Parliament at Dole, that, in the territories of Espagny, Salvange, Courchapon,
and the neighbouring villages, has often been seen and met, for some time past, a
were-wolf, who, it is said, has already seized and carried off several little
children, so that they have not been seen since, and since he has attacked and
done injury in the country to some horsemen, who kept him of only with great
difficulty and danger to their persons: the said Court, desiring to prevent any
greater danger, has permitted, and does permit, those who are abiding or
dwelling in the said places and others, notwithstanding all edicts concerning the
chase, to assemble with pikes, halberts, arquebuses, and sticks, to chase and to
pursue the said were-wolf in every place where they may find or seize him; to tie
and to kill, without incurring any pains or penalties. . . . Given at the meeting of
the said Court, on the thirteenth day of the month September, 1573." It was some
time, however, before the loup-garou was caught.

In a retired spot near Amanges, half shrouded in trees, stood a small hovel of the
rudest construction; its roof was of turf, and its walls were blotched with lichen.
The garden to this cot was run to waste, and the fence round it broken through.
As the hovel was far from any road, and was only reached by a path over
moorland and through forest, it was seldom visited, and the couple who lived in
it were not such as would make many friends. The man, Gilles Garnier, was a
sombre, ill-looking fellow, who walked in a stooping attitude, and whose pale
face, livid complexion, and deep-set eyes under a pair of coarse and bushy
brows, which met across the forehead, were sufficient to repel any one from
seeking his acquaintance. Gilles seldom spoke, and when he did it was in the
broadest patois of his country. His long grey beard and retiring habits procured
for him the name of the Hermit of St. Bonnot, though no one for a moment
attributed to him any extraordinary amount of sanctity.
The hermit does not seem to have been suspected for some time, but one day, as
some of the peasants of Chastenoy were returning home from their work,
through the forest, the screams of a child and the deep baying of a wolf, attracted
their notice, and on running in the direction whence the cries sounded, they
found a little girl defending herself against a monstrous creature, which was
attacking her tooth and nail, and had already wounded her severely in five
places. As the peasants came up, the creature fled on all fours into the gloom of
the thicket; it was so dark that it could not be identified with certainty, and whilst
some affirmed that it was a wolf, others thought they had recognized the features
of the hermit. This took place on the 8th November.
On the 14th a little boy of ten years old was missing, who had been last seen at a
short distance from the gates of Dole.
The hermit of S. Bonnot was now seized and brought to trial at Dole, when the
following evidence was extracted from him and his wife, and substantiated in
many particulars by witnesses.
On the last day of Michaelmas, under the form of a wolf, at a mile from Dole, in
the farm of Gorge, a vineyard belonging to Chastenoy, near the wood of La
Serre, Gilles Gamier had attacked a little maiden of ten or twelve years old, and
had slain her with his teeth and claws; he had then drawn her into the wood,
stripped her, gnawed the flesh from her legs and arms, and had enjoyed his meal
so much, that, inspired with conjugal affection, he had brought some of the flesh

home for his wife Apolline.
Eight days after the feast of All Saints, again in the form of a were-wolf, he had
seized another girl, near the meadow land of La Pouppe, on the territory of
Athume and Chastenoy, and was on the point of slaying and devouring her,
when three persons came up, and he was compelled to escape. On the fourteenth
day after All Saints, also as a wolf, he had attacked a boy of ten years old, a mile
from Dôle, between Gredisans and Menoté, and had strangled him. On that
occasion he had eaten all the flesh off his legs and arms, and had also devoured a
great part of the belly; one of the legs he had rent completely from the trunk with
his fangs.
On the Friday before the last feast of S. Bartholomew, he had seized a boy of
twelve or thirteen, under a large pear-trees near the wood of the village Perrouze,
and had drawn him into the thicket and killed him, intending to eat him as he had
eaten the other children, but the approach of men hindered him from fulfilling
his intention. The boy was, however, quite dead, and the men who came up
declared that Gilles appeared as a man and not as a wolf. The hermit of S.
Bonnot was sentenced to be dragged to the place of public execution, and there
to be burned alive, a sentence which was rigorously carried out.
In this instance the poor maniac fully believed that actual transformation into a
wolf took place; he was apparently perfectly reasonable on other points, and
quite conscious of the acts he had committed.
We come now to a more remarkable circumstance, the affliction of a whole
family with the same form of insanity. Our information is derived from Boguet's
“Discours de Sorciers”, 1603-1610.
Pernette Gandillon was a poor girl in the Jura, who in 1598 ran about the country
on all fours, in the belief that she was a wolf. One day as she was ranging the
country in a fit of lycanthropic madness, she came upon two children who were
plucking wild strawberries. Filled with a sudden passion for blood, she flew at
the little girl and would have brought her down, had not her brother, a lad of four
years old, defended her lustily with a knife. Pernette, however, wrenched the
weapon from his tiny hand, flung him down and gashed his throat, so that he
died of the wound. Pernette was tom to pieces by the people in their rage and
horror.

Directly after, Pierre, the brother of Pernette Gandillon, was accused of
witchcraft. He was charged with having led children to the sabbath, having made
hail, and having run about the country in the form of a wolf. The transformation
was effected by means of a salve which he had received from the devil. He had
on one occasion assumed the form of a hare, but usually he appeared as a wolf,
and his skin became covered with shaggy grey hair. He readily acknowledged
that the charges brought against him were well founded, and he allowed that he
had, during the period of his transformation, fallen on, and devoured, both beasts
and human beings. When he desired to recover his true form, he rolled himself in
the dewy grass. His son Georges asserted that he had also been anointed with the
salve, and had gone to the sabbath in the shape of a wolf. According to his own
testimony, he had fallen upon two goats in one of his expeditions.
One Maundy-Thursday night he had lain for three hours in his bed in a cataleptic
state, and at the end of that time had sprung out of bed.
During this period he had been in the form of a wolf to the witches'
sabbath.
His sister Antoinnette confessed that she had made hail, and that she had sold
herself to the devil, who had appeared to her in the shape of a black he-goat. She
had been to the sabbath on several occasions.
Pierre and Georges in prison behaved as maniacs, running on all fours about
their cells and howling dismally. Their faces, arms, and legs were frightfully
scarred with the wounds they had received from dogs when they had been on
their raids. Boguet accounts for the transformation not taking place, by the fact
of their not having the necessary salves by them.
All three, Pierre, Georges, and Antoinnette, were hung and burned.
Thievenne Paget, who was a witch of the most unmistakable character, was also
frequently changed into a she-wolf, according to her own confession, in which
state she had often accompanied the devil over hill and dale, slaying cattle, and
falling on and devouring children.
The same thing may be said of Clauda Isan Prost, a lame woman, Clauda Isan
Guillaume, and Isan Roquet, who owned to the murder of five children.
On the 14th of December, in the same year as the execution of the Gandillon
family (1598), a tailor of Châlons was sentenced to the flames by the Parliament

of Paris for lycanthropy. This wretched man had decoyed children into his shop,
or attacked them in the gloaming when they strayed in the woods, had torn them
with his teeth, and killed them, after which he seems calmly to have dressed their
flesh as ordinary meat, and to have eaten it with great relish. The number of little
innocents whom he destroyed is unknown. A whole cask full of bones was
discovered in his house. The man was perfectly hardened, and the details of his
trial were so full of horrors and abominations of all kinds, that the judges
ordered the documents to be burned.
Again in 1598, a year memorable in the annals of lycanthropy, a trial took place
in Angers, the details of which are very terrible.
In a wild and unfrequented spot near Caude, some countrymen came one day
upon the corpse of a boy of fifteen, horribly mutilated and bespattered with
blood. As the men approached, two wolves, which had been rending the body,
bounded away into the thicket. The men gave chase immediately, following their
bloody tracks till they lost them; when suddenly crouching among the bushes,
his teeth chattering with fear, they found a man half naked, with long hair and
beard, and with his hands dyed in blood. His nails were long as claws, and were
clotted with fresh gore, and shreds of human flesh.
This is one of the most puzzling and peculiar cases which come under our
notice.
The wretched man, whose name was Roulet, of his own accord stated that he had
fallen upon the lad and had killed him by smothering him, and that he had been
prevented from devouring the body completely by the arrival of men on the spot.
Roulet proved on investigation to be a beggar from house to house, in the most
abject state of poverty. His companions in mendicity were his brother John and
his cousin Julien. He had been given lodging out of charity in a neighbouring
village, but before his apprehension he had been absent for eight days.
Before the judges, Roulet acknowledged that he was able to transform himself
into a wolf by means of a salve which his parents had given him. When
questioned about the two wolves which had been seen leaving the corpse, he said
that he knew perfectly well who they were, for they were his companions, Jean
and Julian, who possessed the same secret as himself. He was shown the clothes
he had worn on the day of his seizure, and he recognized them immediately; he

described the boy whom he had murdered, gave the date correctly, indicated the
precise spot where the deed had been done, and recognized the father of the boy
as the man who had first run up when the screams of the lad had been heard. In
prison, Roulet behaved like an idiot. When seized, his belly was distended and
hard; in prison he drank one evening a whole pailful of water, and from that
moment refused to eat or drink.
His parents, on inquiry, proved to be respectable and pious people, and they
proved that his brother John and his cousin Julien had been engaged at a distance
on the day of Roulet's apprehension.
"What is your name, and what your estate?" asked the judge, Pierre Hérault.
"My name is Jacques Roulet, my age thirty-five; I am poor, and a mendicant."
"What are you accused of having done?"
"Of being a thief--of having offended God. My parents gave me an ointment; I
do not know its composition."
"When rubbed with this ointment do you become a wolf?"
"No; but for all that, I killed and ate the child Cornier: I was a wolf."
"Were you dressed as a wolf?"
"I was dressed as I am now. I had my hands and my face bloody, because I had
been eating the flesh of the said child."
"Do your hands and feet become paws of a wolf?"
"Yes, they do."
"Does your head become like that of a wolf-your mouth become larger?"
"I do not know how my head was at the time; I used my teeth; my head was as it
is to-day. I have wounded and eaten many other little children; I have also been
to the sabbath."

The “lieutenant criminel” sentenced Roulet to death. He, however, appealed to
the Parliament at Paris; and this decided that as there was more folly in the poor
idiot than malice and witchcraft, his sentence of death should be commuted to
two years' imprisonment in a madhouse, that he might be instructed in the
knowledge of God, whom he had forgotten in his utter poverty. [1]
[1. "La cour du Parliament, par arrêt, mist l'appellation et la sentence dont il
avoit esté appel au néant, et, néanmoins, ordonna que le dit Roulet serait mis à
l'hospital Saint Germain des Prés, où on a accoustumé de mettre les folz, pour y
demeurer l'espace de deux ans, afin d'y estre instruit et redressé tant de son
esprit, que ramené à la cognoissance de Dieu, que l'extrême pauvreté lui avoit
fait mescognoistre."]

CHAPTER VII - JEAN GRENIER
On the Sand-dunes--A Wolf attacks Marguerite Poirier--Jean Grenier brought to
Trial--His Confessions--Charges of Cannibalism proved--His Sentence-Behaviour in the Monastery--Visit of Del'ancre.
One fine afternoon in the spring, some village girls were tending their sheep on
the sand-dunes which intervene between the vast forests of pine covering the
greater portion of the present department of “Landes” in the south of France, and
the sea.
The brightness of the sky, the freshness of the air puffing up off the blue
twinkling Bay of Biscay, the hum or song of the wind as it made rich music
among the pines which stood like a green uplifted wave on the East, the beauty
of the sand-hills speckled with golden cistus, or patched with gentian-blue, by
the low growing “Gremille couchée”, the charm of the forest-skirts, tinted
variously with the foliage of cork-trees, pines, and acacia, the latter in full
bloom, a pile of rose-coloured or snowy flowers,--all conspired to fill the peasant
maidens with joy, and to make their voices rise in song and laughter, which rung
merrily over the hills, and through the dark avenues of evergreen trees.
Now a gorgeous butterfly attracted their attention, then a flight of quails
skimming the surface.
"Ah!" exclaimed Jacquiline Auzun," ah, if I had my stilts and bats, I would strike
the little birds down, and we should have a fine supper."
"Now, if they would fly ready cooked into one's mouth, as they do in foreign
parts!" said another girl.
"Have you got any new clothes for the S. Jean?" asked a third; "my mother has
laid by to purchase me a smart cap with gold lace."
"You will turn the head of Etienne altogether, Annette!" said Jeanne Gaboriant.
"But what is the matter with the sheep?"

She asked because the sheep which had been quietly browsing before her, on
reaching a small depression in the dune, had started away as though frightened at
something. At the same time one of the dogs began to growl and show his fangs.
The girls ran to the spot, and saw a little fall in the ground, in which, seated on a
log of fir, was a boy of thirteen. The appearance of the lad was peculiar. His hair
was of a tawny red and thickly matted, falling over his shoulders and completely
covering his narrow brow. His small pale-grey eyes twinkled with an expression
of horrible ferocity and cunning, from deep sunken hollows. The complexion
was of a dark olive colour; the teeth were strong and white, and the canine teeth
protruded over the lower lip when the mouth was closed. The boy's hands were
large and powerful, the nails black and pointed like bird's talons. He was ill
clothed, and seemed to be in the most abject poverty. The few garments he had
on him were in tatters, and through the rents the emaciation of his limbs was
plainly visible.
The girls stood round him, half frightened and much surprised, but the boy
showed no symptoms of astonishment. His face relaxed into a ghastly leer,
which showed the whole range of his glittering white fangs.
"Well, my maidens," said he in a harsh voice, "which of you is the prettiest, I
should like to know; can you decide among you?"
"What do you want to know for?" asked Jeanne Gaboriant, the eldest of the girls,
aged eighteen, who took upon herself to be spokesman for the rest.
"Because I shall marry the prettiest," was the answer.
"Ah!" said Jeanne jokingly; "that is if she will have you, which is not very likely,
as we none of us know you, or anything about you."
"I am the son of a priest," replied the boy curtly.
"Is that why you look so dingy and black?"
"No, I am dark-coloured, because I wear a wolf-skin sometimes."
"A wolf-skin!" echoed the girl; "and pray who gave it you?"

"One called Pierre Labourant."
"There is no man of that name hereabouts. Where does he live?"
A scream of laughter mingled with howls, and breaking into strange gulping
bursts of fiendlike merriment from the strange boy.
The little girls recoiled, and the youngest took refuge behind Jeanne.
"Do you want to know Pierre Labourant, lass? Hey, he is a man with an iron
chain about his neck, which he is ever engaged in gnawing. Do you want to
know where he lives, lass? Ha., in a place of gloom and fire, where there are
many companions, some seated on iron chairs, burning, burning; others stretched
on glowing beds, burning too. Some cast men upon blazing coals, others roast
men before fierce flames, others again plunge them into caldrons of liquid fire."
The girls trembled and looked at each other with scared faces, and then again at
the hideous being which crouched before them.
"You want to know about the wolf-skin cape?" continued he. "Pierre Labourant
gave me that; he wraps it round me, and every Monday, Friday, and Sunday, and
for about an hour at dusk every other day, I am a wolf, a were-wolf. I have killed
dogs and drunk their blood; but little girls taste better, their flesh is tender and
sweet, their blood rich and warm. I have eaten many a maiden, as I have been on
my raids together with my nine companions. I am a were-wolf! Ah, ha! if the
sun were to set I would soon fall on one of you and make a meal of you!" Again
he burst into one of his frightful paroxysms of laughter, and the girls unable to
endure it any longer, fled with precipitation.
Near the village of S. Antoine de Pizon, a little girl of the name of Marguerite
Poirier, thirteen years old, was in the habit of tending her sheep, in company
with a lad of the same age, whose name was Jean Grenier. The same lad whom
Jeanne Gaboriant had questioned.
The little girl often complained to her parents of the conduct of the boy: she said
that he frightened her with his horrible stories; but her father and mother thought
little of her complaints, till one day she returned home before her usual time so
thoroughly alarmed that she had deserted her flock. Her parents now took the
matter up and investigated it. Her story was as follows:--

Jean had often told her that he had sold himself to the devil, and that he had
acquired the power of ranging the country after dusk, and sometimes in broad
day, in the form of a wolf. He had assured her that he had killed and devoured
many dogs, but that he found their flesh less palatable than the flesh of little
girls, which he regarded as a supreme delicacy. He had told her that this had
been tasted by him not unfrequently, but he had specified only two instances: in
one he had eaten as much as he could, and had thrown the rest to a wolf, which
had come up during the repast. In the other instance he had bitten to death
another little girl, had lapped her blood, and, being in a famished condition at the
time, had devoured every portion of her, with the exception of the arms and
shoulders.
The child told her parents, on the occasion of her return home in a fit of terror,
that she had been guiding her sheep as usual, but Grenier had not been present.
Hearing a rustle in the bushes she had looked round, and a wild beast bad leaped
upon her, and torn her clothes on her left side with its sharp fangs. She added
that she had defended herself lustily with her shepherd's staff, and had beaten the
creature off. It had then retreated a few paces, had seated itself on its hind legs
like a dog when it is begging, and had regarded her with such a look of rage, that
she had fled in terror. She described the animal as resembling a wolf, but as
being shorter and stouter; its hair was red, its tail stumpy, and the head smaller
than that of a genuine wolf.
The statement of the child produced general consternation in the parish. It was
well known that several little girls had vanished in a most mysterious way of
late, and the parents of these little ones were thrown into an agony of terror lest
their children had become the prey of the wretched boy accused by Marguerite
Poirier. The case was now taken up by the authorities and brought before the
parliament of Bordeaux.
The investigation which followed was as complete as could be desired.
Jean Grenier was the son of a poor labourer in the village of S.
Antoine do Pizon, and not the son of a priest, as he had asserted.
Three months before his seizure he had left home, and had been with several
masters doing odd work, or wandering about the country begging. He had been
engaged several times to take charge of the flocks belonging to farmers, and had
as often been discharged for neglect of his duties. The lad exhibited no

reluctance to communicate all he knew about himself, and his statements were
tested one by one, and were often proved to be correct.
The story he related of himself before the court was as follows:-"When I was ten or eleven years old, my neighbour, Duthillaire, introduced me,
in the depths of the forest, to a M. de la Forest, a black man, who signed me with
his nail, and then gave to me and Duthillaire a salve and a wolf-skin. From that
time have I run about the country as a wolf.
"The charge of Marguerite Poirier is correct. My intention was to have killed and
devoured her, but she kept me off with a stick. I have only killed one dog, a
white one, and I did not drink its blood."
When questioned touching the children, whom he said he had killed and eaten as
a wolf, he allowed that he had once entered an empty house on the way between
S. Coutras and S. Anlaye, in a small village, the name of which he did not
remember, and had found a child asleep in its cradle; and as no one was within
to hinder him, he dragged the baby out of its cradle, carried it into the garden,
leaped the hedge, and devoured as much of it as satisfied his hunger. What
remained he had given to a wolf. In the parish of S. Antoine do Pizon he had
attacked a little girl, as she was keeping sheep. She was dressed in a black frock;
he did not know her name. He tore her with his nails and teeth, and ate her. Six
weeks before his capture he had fallen upon another child, near the stone-bridge,
in the same parish. In Eparon he had assaulted the hound of a certain M. Millon,
and would have killed the beast, had not the owner come out with his rapier in
his hand.
Jean said that he had the wolf-skin in his possession, and that he went out
hunting for children, at the command of his master, the Lord of the Forest.
Before transformation he smeared himself with the salve, which be preserved in
a small pot, and hid his clothes in the thicket.
He usually ran his courses from one to two hours in the day, when the moon was
at the wane, but very often he made his expeditions at night.
On one occasion he had accompanied Duthillaire, but they had killed no one.
He accused his father of having assisted him, and of possessing a wolf-skin; he
charged him also with having accompanied him on one occasion, when he

attacked and ate a girl in the village of Grilland, whom he had found tending a
flock of geese. He said that his stepmother was separated from his father. He
believed the reason to be, because she had seen him once vomit the paws of a
dog and the fingers of a child. He added that the Lord of the Forest had strictly
forbidden him to bite the thumb-nail of his left hand, which nail was thicker and
longer than the others, and had warned him never to lose sight of it, as long as he
was in his were-wolf disguise.
Duthillaire was apprehended, and the father of Jean Grenier himself claimed to
be heard by examination.
The account given by the father and stepmother of Jean coincided in many
particulars with the statements made by their son.
The localities where Grenier declared he had fallen on children were identified,
the times when he said the deeds had been done accorded with the dates given
by the parents of the missing little ones, when their losses had occurred.
The wounds which Jean affirmed that he had made, and the manner in which he
had dealt them, coincided with the descriptions given by the children he had
assaulted.
He was confronted with Marguerite Poirier, and he singled her out from among
five other girls, pointed to the still open gashes in her body, and stated that he
had made them with his teeth, when he attacked her in wolf-form, and she had
beaten him off with a stick. He described an attack he had made on a little boy
whom he would have slain, had not a man come to the rescue, and exclaimed,
"I'll have you presently."
The man who saved the child was found, and proved to be the uncle of the
rescued lad, and he corroborated the statement of Grenier, that he had used the
words mentioned above.
Jean was then confronted with his father. He now began to falter in his story, and
to change his statements. The examination had lasted long, and it was seen that
the feeble intellect of the boy was wearied out, so the case was adjourned. When
next confronted with the elder Grenier, Jean told his story as at first, without
changing it in any important particular.

The fact of Jean Grenier having killed and eaten several children, and of his
having attacked and wounded others, with intent to take their life, were fully
established; but there was no proof whatever of the father having had the least
hand in any of the murders, so that he was dismissed the court without a shadow
of guilt upon him.
The only witness who corroborated the assertion of Jean that he changed his
shape into that of a wolf was Marguerite Poirier.
Before the court gave judgment, the first president of assize, in an eloquent
speech, put on one side all questions of witchcraft and diabolical compact, and
bestial transformation, and boldly stated that the court had only to consider the
age and the imbecility of the child, who was so dull and idiotic--that children of
seven or eight years old have usually a larger amount of reason than he. The
president went on to say that Lycanthropy and Kuanthropy were mere
hallucinations, and that the change of shape existed only in the disorganized
brain of the insane, consequently it was not a crime which could be punished.
The tender age of the boy must be taken into consideration, and the utter neglect
of his education and moral development. The court sentenced Grenier to
perpetual imprisonment within the walls of a monastery at Bordeaux, where he
might be instructed in his Christian and moral obligations; but any attempt to
escape would be punished with death.
A pleasant companion for the monks! a promising pupil for them to instruct! No
sooner was he admitted into the precincts of the religious house, than he ran
frantically about the cloister and gardens upon all fours, and finding a heap of
bloody and raw offal, fell upon it and devoured it in an incredibly short space of
time.
Delancre visited him seven years after, and found him diminutive in stature, very
shy, and unwilling to look any one in the face. His eyes were deep set and
restless; his teeth long and protruding; his nails black, and in places worn away;
his mind was completely barren; he seemed unable to comprehend the smallest
things. He related his story to Delancre, and told him how he had run about
formerly in the woods as a wolf, and he said that he still felt a craving for raw
flesh, especially for that of little girls, which he said was delicious, and he added
that but for his confinement it would not be long before he tasted it again. He
said that the Lord of the Forest had visited him twice in the prison, but that he
had driven him off with the sign of the cross. The account be then gave of his

murders coincided exactly with what had come out in his trial; and beside this,
his story of the compact he had made with the Black One, and the manner in
which his transformation was effected, also coincided with his former
statements.
He died at the age of twenty, after an imprisonment of seven years, shortly after
Delancre's visit. [1]
[1. DELANCRE: “Tableau de l'Iinconstance”, p 305.]
In the two cases of Roulet and Grenier the courts referred the whole matter of
Lycanthropy, or animal transformation, to its true and legitimate cause, an
aberration of the brain. From this time medical men seem to have regarded it as a
form of mental malady to be brought under their treatment, rather than as a
crime to be punished by law.
But it is very fearful to contemplate that there may still exist persons in the
world filled with a morbid craving for human blood, which is ready to impel
them to commit the most horrible atrocities, should they escape the vigilante of
their guards, or break the bars of the madhouse which restrains them.

CHAPTER VIII - FOLK-LORE RELATING TO
WERE-WOLVES.
Barrenness of English Folk-lore--Devonshire Traditions--Derivation of
Werewolf--Cannibalism in Scotland--The Angus Robber--The Carle of Perth-French Superstitions--Norwegian Traditions--Danish Tales of Were-wolves-Holstein Stories--The Werewolf in the Netherlands--Among the Greeks; the
Serbs; the White Russians; the Poles; the Russians--A Russian Receipt for
becoming a Werewolf--The Bohemian Vlkodlak--Armenian Story--Indian Tales-Abyssinian Budas--American Transformation Tales--A Slovakian Household
Tale--Similar Greek, Béarnais, and Icelandic Tales.
ENGLISH folk-lore is singularly barren of werewolf stories, the reason being
that wolves had been extirpated from England under the Anglo-Saxon kings, and
therefore ceased to be objects of dread to the people. The traditional belief in
werewolfism must, however, have remained long in the popular mind, though at
present it has disappeared, for the word occurs in old ballads and romances.
Thus in Kempion-O was it war-wolf in the wood?
Or was it mermaid in the sea?
Or was it man, or vile woman,
My ain true love, that misshaped thee?
There is also the romance of “William and the Werewolf” in Hartshorn; [1] but
this professes to be a translation from the French:-[1. HARTSHORN: “Ancient Metrical Tales”, p. 256. See also "The Witch
Cake," in CRUMEK'S “Remains of Nithsdale Song”.]
For he of Frenche this fayre tale ferst dede translate, In ese of Englysch men in
Englysch speche.
In the popular mind the cat or the hare have taken the place of the wolf for
witches' transformation, and we hear often of the hags attending the devil's
Sabbath in these forms.

In Devonshire they range the moors in the shape of black dogs, and I know a
story of two such creatures appearing in an inn and nightly drinking the cider, till
the publican shot a silver button over their heads, when they were instantly
transformed into two ill-favoured old ladies of his acquaintance. On Heathfield,
near Tavistock, the wild huntsman rides by full moon with his "wush hounds;"
and a white hare which they pursued was once rescued by a goody returning
from market, and discovered to be a transformed young lady.
Gervaise of Tilbury says in his “Otia Imperalia”-"Vidimus frequenter in Anglia, per lunationes, homines in lupos mutari, quod
hominum genus “gerulfos” Galli vocant, Angli vero “wer-wlf,” dicunt: “wer”
enim Anglice virum sonat, “wlf”, lupum."
Gervaise may be right in his derivation of the name, and werewolf may mean
man-wolf, though I have elsewhere given a different derivation, and one which I
suspect is truer. But Gervaise has grounds for his assertion that “wér” signifies
man; it is so in Anglo-Saxon, “vair” in Gothic, “vir” in Latin, “verr”, in
Icelandic, “vîra”, Zend, “wirs”, old Prussian, “wirs”, Lettish, “vîra”, Sanskrit,
“bîr”, Bengalee.
There have been cases of cannibalism in Scotland, but no bestial transformation
is hinted at in connection with them.
Thus Bthius, in his history of Scotland, tells us of a robber and his daughter who
devoured children, and Lindsay of Pitscottie gives a full account.
"About this time (1460) there was ane brigand ta'en with his haill family, who
haunted a place in Angus. This mischievous man had ane execrable fashion to
take all young men and children he could steal away quietly, or tak' away
without knowledge, and eat them, and the younger they were, esteemed them the
mair tender and delicious. For the whilk cause and damnable abuse, he with his
wife and bairns were all burnt, except ane young wench of a year old who was
saved and brought to Dandee, where she was brought up and fostered; and when
she came to a woman's years, she was condemned and burnt quick for that crime.
It is said that when she was coming to the place of execution, there gathered ane
huge multitude of people, and specially of women, cursing her that she was so
unhappy to commit so damnable deeds. To whom she turned about with an ireful
countenance, saying:--'Wherefore chide ye with me, as if I had committed ane

unworthy act? Give me credence and trow me, if ye had experience of eating
men and women's flesh, ye wold think it so delicious that ye wold never forbear
it again.' So, but any sign of repentance, this unhappy traitor died in the sight of
the people." [1]
[1. LINDSAY'S “Chronicles of Scotland”, 1814, p. 163.]
Wyntoun also has a passage in his metrical chronicle regarding a cannibal who
lived shortly before his own time, and he may easily have heard about him from
surviving contemporaries. It was about the year 1340, when a large portion of
Scotland had been devastated by the arms of Edward III.
About Perth thare was the countrie
Sae waste, that wonder wes to see;
For intill well-great space thereby,
Wes nother house left nor herb'ry.
Of deer thare wes then sic foison (profusion), That they wold near come to the
town,
Sae great default was near that stead,
That mony were in hunger dead.
A carle they said was near thereby,
That wold act settis (traps) commonly,
Children and women for to slay,
And swains that he might over-ta;
And ate them all that he get might;
Chwsten Cleek till name behight.
That sa'ry life continued he,
While waste but folk was the countrie. [1]
[1. WYNTOUN'S “Chronicle”, ii. 236.]
We have only to compare these two cases with those recorded in the last two
chapters, and we see at once how the popular mind in Great Britain had lost the
idea of connecting change of form with cannibalism. A man guilty of the crimes
committed by the Angus brigand, or the carle of Perth, would have been
regarded as a werewolf in France or Germany, and would have been tried for
Lycanthropy.

S. Jerome, by the way, brought a sweeping charge against the Scots. He visited
Gaul in his youth, about 880, and he writes:--"When I was a young man in Gaul,
I may have seen the Attacotti, a British people who live upon human flesh; and
when they find herds of pigs, droves of cattle, or flocks of sheep in the woods,
they cut off the haunches of the men and the breasts of the women, and these
they regard as great dainties;" in other words they prefer the shepherd to his
flock.
Gibbon who quotes this passage says on it: "If in the neighbourhood of the
commercial and literary town of Glasgow, a race of cannibals has really existed,
we may contemplate, in the period of the Scottish history, the opposite extremes
of savage and civilized life. Such reflections tend to enlarge the circle of our
ideas, and to encourage the pleasing hope that New Zealand may produce in a
future age, the Hume of the Southern hemisphere."
If traditions of were-wolves are scanty in England, it is quite the reverse if we
cross the water.
In the south of France, it is still believed that fate has destined certain men to be
lycanthropists--that they are transformed into wolves at full moon. The desire to
run comes upon them at night. They leave their beds, jump out of a window, and
plunge into a fountain.
After the bath, they come out covered with dense fur, walking on all fours, and
commence a raid over fields and meadows, through woods and villages, biting
all beasts and human beings that come in their way.
At the approach of dawn, they return to the spring, plunge into it, lose their furry
skins, and regain their deserted beds. Sometimes the loup-garou is said to appear
under the form of a white dog, or to be loaded with chains; but there is probably
a confusion of ideas between the werewolf and the church-dog, bar-ghest, padfoit, wush-hound, or by whatever name the animal supposed to haunt a
churchyard is designated.
In the Périgord, the werewolf is called louléerou. Certain men, especially
bastards, are obliged at each full moon to transform themselves into these
diabolic beasts.
It is always at night that the fit comes on. The lycanthropist dashes out of a
window, springs into a well, and, after having struggled in the water for a few
moments, rises from it, dripping, and invested with a goatskin which the devil
has given him. In this condition, the louléerous run upon four legs, pass the night

in ranging over the country, and in biting and devouring all the dogs they meet.
At break of day they lay aside their goatskins and return home. Often they are ill
in consequence of having eaten tough old hounds, and they vomit up their
undigested paws. One great nuisance to them is the fact that they may be
wounded or killed in their louléerou state. With the first effusion of blood their
diabolic covering vanishes, and they are recognized, to the disgrace of their
families.
A werewolf may easily be detected, even when devoid of his skin; for his hands
are broad, and his fingers short, and there are always some hairs in the hollow of
his hand.
In Normandy, those who are doomed to be loups-garoux, clothe themselves
every evening with a skin called their “hère” or “hure”, which is a loan from the
devil. When they run in their transformed state, the evil one accompanies them
and scourges them at the foot of every cross they pass. The only way in which a
werewolf can be liberated from this cruel bondage, is by stabbing him three
times in the forehead with a knife. However, some people less addicted to
allopathic treatment, consider that three drops of blood drawn by a needle, will
be sufficient to procure release.
According to an opinion of the vulgar in the same province, the loup-garou is
sometimes a metamorphosis forced upon the body of a damned person, who,
after having been tormented in his grave, has torn his way out of it. The first
stage in the process consists in his devouring the cerecloth which enveloped his
face; then his moans and muffled howls ring from the tomb, through the gloom
of night, the earth of the grave begins to heave, and at last, with a scream,
surrounded by a phosphorescent glare, and exhaling a ftid odour, he bursts away
as a wolf.
In Le Bessin, they attribute to sorcerers the power of metamorphosing certain
men into beasts, but the form of a dog is that principally affected by them.
In Norway it is believed that there are persons who can assume the form of a
wolf or a bear (Huse-björn), and again resume their own; this property is either
imparted to them by the Trollmen, or those possessing it are themselves Trolls.
In a hamlet in the midst of a forest, there dwelt a cottager named Lasse, and his
wife. One day he went out in the forest to fell a tree, but had forgot to cross

himself and say his paternoster, so that some troll or wolf-witch (varga mor)
obtained power over him and transformed him into a wolf. His wife mourned
him for many years, but, one Christmas-eve, there came a beggar-woman, very
poor and ragged, to the door, and the good woman of the house took her in, fed
her well, and entreated her kindly. At her departure the beggar-woman said that
the wife would probably see her husband again, as he was not dead, but was
wandering in the forest as a wolf. Towards night-fall the wife went to her pantry
to place in it a piece of meat for the morrow, when, on turning to go out, she
perceived a wolf standing before her, raising itself with its paws on the pantry
steps, regarding her with sorrowful and hungry looks. Seeing this she exclaimed,
"If I were sure that thou wert my own Lasse, I would give thee a bit of meat." At
that instant the wolf-skin fell off, and her husband stood before her in the clothes
he wore on the unlucky morning when she had last beheld him.
Finns, Lapps, and Russians are held in particular aversion, because the Swedes
believe that they have power to change people into wild beasts. During the last
year of the war with Russia, when Calmar was overrun with an unusual number
of wolves, it was generally said that the Russians had transformed their Swedish
prisoners into wolves, and sent them home to invest the country.
In Denmark the following stories are told:-A man, who from his childhood had been a werewolf, when returning one night
with his wife from a merrymaking, observed that the hour was at hand when the
evil usually came upon him; giving therefore the reins to his wife, he descended
from the vehicle, saying to her, "If anything comes to thee, only strike at it with
thine apron." He then withdrew, but immediately after, the woman, as she was
sitting in the vehicle, was attached by a werewolf. She did as the man had
enjoined her, and struck it with her apron, from which it rived a portion, and then
ran away. After some time the man returned, holding in his mouth the rent
portion of his wife's apron, on seeing which, she cried out in terror,--"Good
Lord, man, why, thou art a werewolf!" "Thank thee, wife," said he, "now I am
free." And from that time he was no more afflicted.
If a female at midnight stretches between four sticks the membrane which
envelopes the foal when it is brought forth, and creeps through it, naked, she will
bear children without pain; but all the boys will be were-wolves, and all the girls
maras. By day the werewolf has the human form, though he may be known by
the meeting of his eyebrows above the nose. At a certain time of the night he has

the form of a dog on three legs. It is only when another person tells him that he
is a werewolf, or reproaches him with being such, that a man can be freed from
the ban.
According to a Danish popular song, a hero transformed by his step-mother into
a bear, fights with a knight:-For 'tis she who bath bewitched me,
A woman false and fell,
Bound an iron girdle round me,
If thou can'st not break this belt,
Knight, I'll thee destroy!
The noble made the Christian sign,
The girdle snapped, the bear was changed, And see! he was a lusty knight,
His father's realm regained.
“Kjæmpeviser”, p. 147.
When an old bear in Ofodens Priestegjeld was killed, after it had caused the
death of six men und sixty horses, it was found to be girded with a similar girdle.
In Schleswig and Holstein they say that if the werewolf be thrice addressed by
his baptismal name, he resumes his human form.
On a hot harvest day some reapers lay down in the field to take their noontide
sleep, when one who could not sleep observed that the fellow next to him rose
softly, and having girded himself with a strap, became a werewolf.
A young man belonging to Jägerup returning late one night from Billund, was
attacked, when near Jägerup, by three were-wolves, and would probably have
been torn to pieces, had he not saved himself by leaping into a rye-field, for
there they had no more power over him.
At Caseburg, on the isle of Usedom, a man and his wife were busy in the field
making hay, when after some time the woman said to the man that she had no
more peace, she could stay no longer, and went away.
But she had previously desired her husband to promise, that if perchance a wild
beast should come that way, he would cast his hat at it and then run away, and it

would do him no injury. She had been gone but a short while, when a wolf came
swimming across the Swine, and ran directly towards the haymakers. The man
threw his hat at it, which the animal instantly tore to rags. But in the meantime a
boy had run up with a pitchfork, and he dabbed the wolf from behind: in the
same moment it became changed, and all saw that the boy had killed the man's
wife.
Formerly there were individuals in the neighbourhood of Steina, who, by putting
on a certain girdle, could transform themselves into were-wolves. A man of the
neighbourhood, who had such a girdle, forgot one day when going out to lock it
up, as was his wont. During his absence, his little son chanced to find it; he
buckled it round him., and was instantaneously turned into an animal, to all
outward appearance like a bundle of peat-straw, and he rolled about like an
unwieldy bear. When those who were in the room perceived this, they hastened
in search of the father, who was found in time to come and unbuckle the belt,
before the child had done any mischief. The boy afterwards said, that when he
had put on the girdle, he was seized with such a raging hunger, that he was ready
to tear in pieces and devour all that came in his way.
The girdle is supposed to be made of human skin, and to be three finger-breadths
wide.
In East Friesland, it is believed, when seven girls succeed each other in one
family, that among them one is of necessity a werewolf, so that youths are slow
in seeking one of seven sisters in marriage.
According to a curious Lithuanian story related by Schleicher in his “Litauische
Märchen”, a person who is a werewolf or bear has to remain kneeling in one spot
for one hundred years before he can hope to obtain release from his bestial form.
In the Netherlands they relate the following tale:--A man had once gone out with
his bow to attend a shooting match at Rousse, but when about half way to the
place, he saw on a sudden, a large wolf spring from a thicket, and rush towards a
young girl, who was sitting in a meadow by the roadside watching cows. The
man did not long hesitate, but quickly drawing forth an arrow, took aim, and
luckily hit the wolf in the right side, so that the arrow remained sticking in the
wound, and the animal fled howling to the wood.
On the following day he heard that a serving-man of the burgomaster's

household lay at the point of death, in consequence of having been shot in the
right side, on the preceding day. This so excited the archer's curiosity, that he
went to the wounded man, and requested to see the arrow. He recognized it
immediately as one of his own. Then, having desired all present to leave the
room, he persuaded the man to confess that he was a werewolf and that he had
devoured little children. On the following day he died.
Among the Bulgarians and Sloyakians the werewolf is called “vrkolak”, a name
resembling that given it by the modern Greeks {Greek “brúkolakas”}. The Greek
werewolf is closely related to the vampire.
The lycanthropist falls into a cataleptic trance, during which his soul leaves his
body, enters that of a wolf and ravens for blood. On the return of the soul, the
body is exhausted and aches as though it had been put through violent exercise.
After death lycanthropists become vampires. They are believed to frequent
battlefields in wolf or hyæna shapes, and to suck the breath from dying soldiers,
or to enter houses and steal the infants from their cradles. Modern Greeks call
any savage-looking man, with dark complexion, and with distorted, misshapen
limbs, a {Greek “brúkolakas”}, and suppose him to be invested with power of
running in wolf-form.
The Serbs connect the vampire and the werewolf together, and call them by one
name “vlkoslak”. These rage chiefly in the depths of winter: they hold their
annual gatherings, and at them divest themselves of their wolf-skins, which they
hang on the trees around them. If any one succeeds in obtaining the skin and
burning it, the vlkoslak is thenceforth disenchanted.
The power to become a werewolf is obtained by drinking the water which settles
in a foot-print left in clay by a wolf.
Among the White Russians the “wawkalak” is a man who has incurred the wrath
of the devil, and the evil one punishes him by transforming him into a wolf and
sending him among his relations, who recognize him and feed him well. He is a
most amiably disposed werewolf, for he does no mischief, and testifies his
affection for his kindred by licking their hands. He cannot, however, remain long
in any place, but is driven from house to house, and from hamlet to hamlet, by
an irresistible passion for change of scene. This is an ugly superstition, for it sets
a premium on standing well with the evil one.
The Sloyakians merrily term a drunkard a vlkodlak, because, forsooth, he makes

a beast of himself. A Slovakian household werewolf tale closes this chapter.
The Poles have their were-wolves, which rage twice in the year--at Christmas
and at midsummer.
According to a Polish story, if a witch lays a girdle of human skin on the
threshold of a house in which a marriage is being celebrated, the bride and
bridegroom, and bridesmaids and groomsmen, should they step across it, are
transformed into wolves. After three years, however, the witch will cover them
with skins with the hair. turned outward; immediately they will recover their
natural form. On one occasion, a witch cast a skin of too scanty dimensions over
the bridegroom, so that his tail was left uncovered: he resumed his human form,
but retained his lupine caudal appendage {“i.e. tail--jbh”}.
The Russians call the werewolf “oborot”, which signifies "one transformed."
The following receipt is given by them for becoming one.
"He who desires to become an oborot, let him seek in the forest a hewn-down
tree; let him stab it with a small copper knife, and walk round the tree, repeating
the following incantation:-On the sea, on the ocean, on the island, on Bujan, On the empty pasture gleams
the moon, on an ashstock lying In a green wood, in a gloomy vale.
Toward the stock wandereth a shaggy wolf.
Horned cattle seeking for his sharp white fangs; But the wolf enters not the
forest,
But the wolf dives not into the shadowy vale, Moon, moon, gold-horned moon,
Cheek the flight of bullets, blunt the hunters' knives, Break the shepherds'
cudgels,
Cast wild fear upon all cattle,
On men, on all creeping things,
That they may not catch the grey wolf,
That they may not rend his warm skin
My word is binding, more binding than sleep, More binding than the promise of
a hero!
"Then he springs thrice over the tree and runs into the forest, transformed into a
wolf." [1]

[1. SACHAROW: “Inland”, 1838, No. 17.]
In the ancient Bohemian Lexicon of Vacerad (A. D. 1202) the werewolf is called
vilkodlak, and is explained as faunus. Safarik says under that head,"Incubi sepe improbi existunt mulieribus, et earum peragunt concubitum, quos
demones Galli “dusios” nuncupant." And in another place: "Vilkodlaci, incubi,
sive invidi, ab inviando passim cum animalibus, unde et incubi dicuntur ab
incubando homines, i. e.
stuprando, quos Romani faunos ficarios dicunt."
That the same belief in lycanthropy exists in Armenia is evident from the
following story told by Haxthausen, in his “Trans-Caucasia”
(Leipzig, i. 322):--"A man once saw a wolf, which had carried off a child, dash
past him. He pursued it hastily, but was unable to overtake it. At last he came
upon the hands and feet of a child, and a little further on he found a cave, in
which lay a wolf-skin. This he cast into a fire, and immediately a woman
appeared, who howled and tried to rescue the skin from the flames. The man,
however, resisted, and, as soon as the hide was consumed, the woman had
vanished in the smoke."
In India, on account of the prevalence of the doctrine of metempsychosis, the
belief in transformation is widely diffused.
Traces of genuine lycanthropy are abundant in all regions whither Buddism has
reached. In Ceylon, in Thibet, and in China, we find it still forming a portion of
the national creed.
In the Pantschatantra is a story of an enchanted Brahmin's son, who by day was a
serpent, by night a man.
Vikramâditya's father, the son of Indra, was condemned to be an ass by day and
a man by night.
A modern Indian tale is to this effect:--A prince marries a female ape, but his
brothers wed handsome princesses. At a feast given by the queen to her
stepdaughters, there appears an exquisitely beautiful lady in gorgeous robes.
This is none other than the she-ape, who has laid aside her skin for the occasion:
the prince slips out of the room and burns the skin, so that his wife is prevented
from resuming her favourite appearance.

Nathaniel Pierce [1] gives an account of an Abyssinian superstition very similar
to that prevalent in Europe.
[1. “Life and Adventures of Nathaniel Pierce”, written by himself during a
residence in Abyssinia from 1810-19. London, 1831.]
He says that in Abyssinia the gold. and silversmiths are highly regarded, but that
the ironworkers are looked upon with contempt, as an inferior grade of beings.
Their kinsmen even ascribe to them the power of transforming themselves into
hyænas, or other savage beasts.
All convulsions and hysterical disorders are attributed to the effect of their evil
eye. The Amhara call them “Buda”, the Tigré, “Tebbib”.
There are also Mahomedan and Jewish Budas. It is difficult to explain the origin
of this strange superstition. These Budas are distinguished from other people by
wearing gold ear-rings, and Coffin declares that he has often found hyænas with
these rings in their ears, even among the beasts which he has shot or speared
himself. But how the rings got into their ears is more than Coffin was able to
ascertain.
Beside their power to transform themselves into hyænas or other wild beasts, all
sorts of other strange things are ascribed to them; and the Abyssinians are firmly
persuaded that they rob the graves by midnight, and no one would venture to
touch what is called “quanter”, or dried meat in their houses, though they would
not object to partake of fresh meat, if they had seen the animal, from which it
came, killed before them. Coffin relates, as eye-witness of the fact, the following
story:-Among his servants was a Buda, who, one evening, whilst it was still light, came
to his master and asked leave of absence till the following morning. He obtained
the required leave and departed; but scarcely had Coffin turned his head, when
one of his men exclaimed,--"Look! there he is, changing himself into hyæna,"
pointing in the direction taken by the Buda. Coffin turned to look, and although
he did not witness the process of transformation, the young man had vanished
from the spot on which he had been standing, not a hundred paces distant, and in
his place was a hyæna running away. The place was a plain without either bush
or tree to impede the view. Next morning the young man returned, and was
charged by his companions with the transformation: this he rather acknowledged
than denied, for he excused himself on the plea that it was the habit of his class.

This statement of Pierce is corroborated by a note contributed by Sir Gardner
Wilkinson to Rawlinson's “Herodotus” (book iv. chap. 105). "A class of people
in Abyssinia are believed to change themselves into hyænas when they like. On
my appearing to discredit it, I was told by one who lived for years there, that no
well-informed person doubted it, and that he was once walking with one of
them, when he happened to look away for a moment, and on turning again
towards his companion, he saw him trotting off in the shape of a hyæna. He met
him afterwards in his old form. These worthies are blacksmiths.--G. W."
A precisely similar superstition seems to have existed in America, for Joseph
Acosta (“Hist. Nat. des Indes”) relates that the ruler of a city in Mexico, who
was sent for by the predecessor of Montezuma, transformed himself, before the
eyes of those who were sent to seize him, into an eagle, a tiger, and an enormous
serpent. He yielded at last, and was condemned to death. No longer in his own
house, he was unable to work miracles so as to save his life. The Bishop of
Chiapa, a province of Guatemala, in a writing published in 1702, ascribes the
same power to the Naguals, or national priests, who laboured to bring back to the
religion of their ancestors, the children brought up as Christians by the
government. After various ceremonies, when the child instructed advanced to
embrace him, the Nagual suddenly assumed a frightful aspect, and under the
form of a lion or tiger, appeared chained to the young Christian convert.-(“Recueil de Voyages”, tom.
ii. 187.)
Among the North American Indians, the belief in transformation is very
prevalent. The following story closely resembles one very prevalent all over the
world.
"One Indian fixed his residence on the borders of the Great Bear lake, taking
with him only a dog big with young. In due time, this dog brought forth eight
pups. Whenever the Indian went out to fish, he tied up the pups, to prevent the
straying of the litter. Several times, as he approached his tent, he heard noises
proceeding from it, which sounded like the talking, the laughing, the crying, the
wail, and the merriment of children; but, on entering it, he only perceived the
pups tied up as usual. His curiosity being excited by the noises he had heard, he
determined to watch and learn whence these sounds proceeded, and what they
were. One day he pretended to go out to fish, but, instead of doing so, he
concealed himself in a convenient place.
In a short time he again heard -voices, and, rushing suddenly into the tent,

beheld some beautiful children sporting and laughing, with the dog-skins lying
by their side. He threw the dog-skins into the fire, and the children, retaining
their proper forms, grew up, and were the ancestors of the dog-rib nation."-(“Traditions of the North American Indians”, by T. A. Jones, 1830, Vol. ii. p.
18.) In the same work is a curious story entitled “The Mother of the World”,
which bears a close analogy to another world-wide myth: a woman marries a
dog, by night the dog lays aside its skin, and appears as a man. This may be
compared with the tale of Björn and Bera already given.
I shall close this chapter with a Slovakian household tale given by T.
T. Hanush in the third volume of “Zeitschrift für Deutsche Mythologie”.
“The Daughter of the Vlkolak”
"There was once a father, who had nine daughters, and they were all
marriageable, but the youngest was the most beautiful. The father was a
werewolf. One day it came into his head: 'What is the good of having to support
so many girls?' so he determined to put them all out of the way.
"He went accordingly into the forest to hew wood, and he ordered his daughters
to let one of them bring him his dinner. It was the eldest who brought it.
"'Why, how come you so early with the food?' asked the woodcutter.
"'Truly, father, I wished to strengthen you, lest you should fall upon us, if
famished!'
"'A good lass! Sit down whilst I eat.' He ate, and whilst he ate he thought of a
scheme. He rose and said: I My girl, come, and I will show you a pit I have been
digging.'
"'And what is the pit for? '
"'That we may be buried in it when we die, for poor folk will not be cared for
much after they are dead and gone.'
"So the girl went with him to the side of the deep pit. 'Now hear,'
said the werewolf, 'you must die and be cast in there.'

"She begged for her life, but all in vain, so he laid hold of her and cast her into
the grave. Then he took a great stone and flung it in upon her and crushed her
head, so the poor thing breathed out her soul. When the werewolf had done this
he went back to his work, and as dusk came on, the second daughter arrived,
bringing him food. He told her of the pit, and brought her to it, and cast her in,
and killed her as the first. And so he dealt with all his girls up to the last. The
youngest knew well that her father was a werewolf, and she was grieved that her
sisters did not return; she thought, 'Now where can they be? Has my father kept
them for companionship; or to help him in his work?' So she made the food
which she was to take him, and crept cautiously through the wood. When she
came near the place where her father worked, she heard his strokes felling
timber, and smelt smoke. She saw presently a large fire and two human heads
roasting at it. Turning from the fire, she went in the direction of the axe-strokes,
and found her father.
"See,' said she, 'father, I have brought you food.'
"That is a good lass,' said he. 'Now stack the wood for me whilst I eat.'
"'But where are my sisters?' she asked.
"'Down in yon valley drawing wood,' he replied 'follow me, and I will bring you
to them.'
"They came to the pit; then he told her that he had dug it for a grave. 'Now,' said
he, 'you must die, and be cast into the pit with your sisters. '
"'Turn aside, father,' she asked, 'whilst I strip of my clothes, and then slay me if
you will.'
"He turned aside as she requested, and then--tchich! she gave him a push, and he
tumbled headlong into the hole he had dug for her.
"She fled for her life, for the werewolf was not injured, and he soon would
scramble out of the pit.
"Now she hears his howls resounding through the gloomy alleys of the forest,
and swift as the wind she runs. She hears the tramp of his approaching feet, and
the snuffle of his breath. Then she casts behind her her handkerchief. The

werewolf seizes this with teeth and nails, and rends it till it is reduced to tiny
ribands. In another moment he is again in pursuit foaming at the mouth, and
howling dismally, whilst his red eyes gleam like burning coals. As he gains on
her, she casts behind her her gown, and bids him tear that. He seizes the gown
and rives it to shreds, then again he pursues. This time she casts behind her her
apron, next her petticoat, then her shift, and at last rums much in the condition in
which she was born. Again the werewolf approaches; she bounds out of the
forest into a hay-field, and hides herself in the smallest heap of hay. Her father
enters the field, runs howling about it in search of her, cannot find her, and
begins to upset the different haycocks, all the while growling and gnashing his
gleaming white fangs in his rage at her having escaped him. The foam flakes
drop at every step from his mouth, and his skin is reeking with sweat. Before he
has reached the smallest bundle of hay his strength leaves him, he feels
exhaustion begin to creep over him, and he retires to the forest.
"The king goes out hunting every clay; one of his dogs carries food to the hayfield, which has most unaccountably been neglected by the haymakers for three
days. The king, following the dog, discovers the fair damsel, not exactly 'in the
straw,' but up to her neck in hay.
She is carried, hay and all, to the palace, where she becomes his wife, making
only one stipulation before becoming his bride, and that is, that no beggar shall
be permitted to enter the palace.
"After some years a beggar does get in, the beggar being, of course, none other
than her werewolf father. He steals upstairs, enters the nursery, cuts the throats
of the two children borne by the queen to her lord, and lays the knife under her
pillow.
"In the morning, the king, supposing his wife to be the murderess, drives her
from home, with the dead princes hung about her neck. A hermit comes to the
rescue, and restores the babies to life. The king finds out his mistake, is reunited
to the lady out of the hay, and the werewolf is cast off a high cliff into the sea,
and that is the end of him. The king, the queen, and the princes live happily, and
may be living yet, for no notice of their death has appeared in the newspaper."
This story bears some resemblance to one told by Von Hahn in his “Griechische
und Albanesische Märchen”; I remember having heard a very similar one in the
Pyrenees; but the man who flies from the werewolf is one who, after having
stripped off all his clothes, rushes into a cottage and jumps into a bed. The

werewolf dares not, or cannot, follow. The cause of his flight was also different.
He was a freemason who had divulged the secret, and the werewolf was the
master of his lodge in pursuit of him. In the Bearnais story, there is nothing
similar to the last part of the Slovakian tale, and in the Greek one the
transformation and the pursuit are omitted, though the woman-eater is called
"dog's-head," much as an outlaw in the north of Europe was said to be wolfheaded.
It is worthy of notice in the tale of “The Daughter of the Ulkolak”, that the
werewolf fit is followed by great exhaustion, [1] and that the wolf is given
clothes to tear, much as in the Danish stories already related. There does not
seem to be any indication of his Laving changed his shape, at least no change is
mentioned, his hands are spoken of, and he swears and curses his daughter in
broad Slovakian. The fit very closely resembles that to which Skallagrim, the
Icelander, was subject. It is a pity that the maid Bràk in the Icelandic tale did not
fall upon her legs like the young lady in the hay.
[1. Compare this with the exhaustion following a Berserkir fit, and that which
succeeded the attacks to which M. Bertrand was subject.]
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WHAT I have related from the chronicles of antiquity, or from the traditional
lore of the people, is veiled under the form of myth or legend; and it is only from
Scandinavian descriptions of those afflicted with the wolf-madness, and from the
trials of those charged with the crime of lycanthropy in the later Middle Ages,
that we can arrive at the truth respecting that form of madness which was
invested by the superstitious with so much mystery.
It was not till the close of the Middle Ages that lycanthropy was recognized as a
disease; but it is one which has so much that is ghastly and revolting in its form,
and it is so remote from all our ordinary experience, that it is not surprising that
the casual observer should leave the consideration of it, as a subject isolated and
perplexing, and be disposed to regard as a myth that which the feared
investigation might prove a reality.
In this chapter I purpose briefly examining the conditions under which men have
been regarded as werewolves.
Startling though the assertion may be, it is a matter of fact, that man, naturally,
in common with other carnivora, is actuated by an impulse to kill, and by a love
of destroying life.
It is positively true that there are many to whom the sight of suffering causes
genuine pleasure, and in whom the passion to kill or torture is as strong as any
other passion. Witness the number of boys who assemble around a sheep or pig
when it is about to be killed, and who watch the struggle of the dying brute with
hearts beating fast with pleasure, and eyes sparkling with delight. Often have I
seen an eager crowd of children assembled around the slaughterhouses of French

towns, absorbed in the expiring agonies of the sheep and cattle, and hushed into
silence as they watched the flow of blood.
The propensity, however, exists in different degrees. In some it is manifest
simply as indifference to suffering, in others it appears as simple pleasure in
seeing killed, and in others again it is dominant as an irresistible desire to torture
and destroy.
This propensity is widely diffused; it exists in children and adults, in the grossminded and the refined., in the well-educated and the ignorant, in those who
have never had the opportunity of gratifying it, and those who gratify it
habitually, in spite of morality, religion, laws, so that it can only depend on
constitutional causes.
The sportsman and the fisherman follow a natural instinct to destroy, when they
make wax on bird, beast, and fish: the pretence that the spoil is sought for the
table cannot be made with justice, as the sportsman cares little for the game he
has obtained, when once it is consigned to his pouch. The motive for his eager
pursuit of bird or beast must be sought elsewhere; it will be found in the natural
craving to extinguish life, which exists in his soul. Why does a child impulsively
strike at a butterfly as it flits past him? He cares nothing for the insect when once
it is beaten down at his feet, unless it be quivering in its agony, when he will
watch it with interest. The child strikes at the fluttering creature because it has
“life” in it, and he has an instinct within him impelling him to destroy life
wherever he finds it.
Parents and nurses know well that children by nature are cruel, and that
humanity has to be acquired by education. A child will gloat over the sufferings
of a wounded animal till his mother bids him "put it out of its misery." An
unsophisticated child would not dream of terminating the poor creature's agonies
abruptly, any more than he would swallow whole a bon-bon till he had well
sucked it. Inherent cruelty may be obscured by after impressions, or may be kept
under moral restraint; the person who is constitutionally a Nero, may scarcely
know his own nature, till by some accident the master passion becomes
dominant, and sweeps all before it. A relaxation of the moral check, a shock to
the controlling intellect, an abnormal condition of body, are sufficient to allow
the passion to assert itself.
As I have already observed, this passion exists in different persons in different

degrees.
In some it is exhibited in simple want of feeling for other people's sufferings.
This temperament may lead to crime, for the individual who is regardless of pain
in another, will be ready to destroy that other, if it suit his own purposes. Such
an one was the pauper Dumollard, who was the murderer of at least six poor
girls, and who attempted to kill several others. He seems not to have felt much
gratification in murdering them, but to have been so utterly indifferent to their
sufferings, that he killed them solely for the sake of their clothes, which were of
the poorest description. He was sentenced to the guillotine, and executed in
1862. [1]
[1. A full account of this man's trial is given by one who was present, in “All the
Year Round”, No. 162.]
In others, the passion for blood is developed alongside with indifference to
suffering.
Thus Andreas Bichel enticed young women into his house, under the pretence
that he was possessed of a magic mirror, in which he would show them their
future husbands; when he had them in his power he bound their hands behind
their backs, and stunned them with a blow. He then stabbed them and despoiled
them of their clothes, for the sake of which he committed the murders; but as he
killed the young women the passion of cruelty took possession of him, and he
hacked the poor girls to pieces whilst they were still alive, in his anxiety to
examine their insides. Catherine Seidel he opened with a hammer and a wedge,
from her breast downwards, whilst still breathing. "I may say,"
he remarked at his trial, "that during the operation I was so eager, that I trembled
all over, and I longed to rive off a piece and eat it."
Andreas Bichel was executed in 1809. [1]
[1. The case of Andreas Bichel is given in Lady Duff Gordon's “Remarkable
Criminal Trials”.]
Again, a third class of persons are cruel and bloodthirsty, because in them
bloodthirstiness is a raging insatiable passion. In a civilized country those
possessed by this passion are forced to control it through fear of the
consequences, or to gratify it upon the brute creation. But in earlier days, when

feudal lords were supreme in their domains, there have been frightful instances
of their excesses, and the extent to which some of the Roman emperors indulged
their passion for blood is matter of history.
Gall gives several authentic instances of bloodthirstiness. [1] A Dutch priest had
such a desire to kill and to see killed, that he became chaplain to a regiment that
he might have the satisfaction of seeing deaths occurring wholesale in
engagements. The same man kept a large collection of various kinds of domestic
animals, that he might be able to torture their young. He killed the animals for
his kitchen, and was acquainted with all the hangmen in the country, who sent
him notice of executions, and he would walk for days that he might have the
gratification of seeing a man executed.
[1. GALL: “Sur les Fonctions du Cerveau”, tom. iv.]
In the field of battle the passion is variously developed; some feel positive
delight in slaying, others are indifferent. An old soldier, who had been in
Waterloo, informed me that to his mind there was no pleasure equal to running a
man through the body, and that he could lie awake at night musing on the
pleasurable sensations afforded him by that act.
Highwaymen are frequently not content with robbery, but manifest a bloody
inclination to torment and kill. John Rosbeck, for instance, is well known to have
invented and exercised the most atrocious cruelties, merely that he might witness
the sufferings of his victims, who were especially women and children. Neither
fear nor torture could break him of the dreadful passion till he was executed.
Gall tells of a violin-player, who, being arrested, confessed to thirty-four
murders, all of which he had committed, not from enmity or intent to rob, but
solely because it afforded him an intense pleasure to kill.
Spurzheim [1] tells of a priest at Strasbourg, who, though rich, and uninfluenced
by envy or revenge, from exactly the same motive, killed three persons.
[1. “Doctrine of the Mind”, p. 158.]
Gall relates the case of a brother of the Duke of Bourbon, Condé, Count of
Charlois, who, from infancy, had an inveterate pleasure in torturing animals:
growing older, he lived to shed the blood of human beings, and to exercise

various kinds of cruelty. He also murdered many from no other motive, and shot
at slaters for the pleasure of seeing them fall from the roofs of houses.
Louis XI. of France caused the death of 4,000 people during his reign; he used to
watch their executions from a neighbouring lattice. He had gibbets placed
outside his own palace, and himself conducted the executions.
It must not be supposed that cruelty exists merely in the coarse and rude; it is
quite as frequently observed in the refined and educated.
Among the former it is manifest chiefly in insensibility to the sufferings of
others; in the latter it appears as a passion, the indulgence of which causes
intense pleasure.
Those bloody tyrants, Nero and Caligula, Alexander Borgia, and Robespierre,
whose highest enjoyment consisted in witnessing the agonies of their fellowmen, were full of delicate sensibilities and great refinement of taste and manner.
I have seen an accomplished young woman of considerable refinement and of a
highly strung nervous temperament, string flies with her needle on a piece of
thread, and watch complacently their flutterings.
Cruelty may remain latent till, by some accident. it is aroused, and then it will
break forth in a devouring flame. It is the same with the passion for blood as
with the passions of love and hate; we have no conception of the violence with
which they can rage till circumstances occur which call them into action. Love
or hate will be dominant in a breast which has been in serenity, till suddenly the
spark falls, passion blazes forth, and the serenity of the quiet breast is shattered
for ever. A word, a glance, a touch, are sufficient to fire the magazine of passion
in the heart, and to desolate for ever an existence. It is the same with
bloodthirstiness. It may lurk in the deeps of some heart very dear to us. It may
smoulder in the bosom which is most cherished by us, and we may be perfectly
unconscious of its existence there. Perhaps circumstances will not cause its
development; perhaps moral principle may have bound it down with fetters it
can never break.
Michael Wagener [1] relates a horrible story which occurred in Hungary,
suppressing the name of the person, as it was that of a still powerful family in
the country. It illustrates what I have been saying, and shows how trifling a
matter may develope the passion in its most hideous proportions.

[1. “Beitrage zur philosophischen Anthropologie”, Wien, 1796.]
"Elizabeth ------ was wont to dress well in order to please her husband, and she
spent half the day over her toilet. On one occasion, a lady's-maid saw something
wrong in her head-dress, and as a recompence for observing it, received such a
severe box on the ears that the blood gushed from her nose, and spirted on to her
mistress's face. When the blood drops were washed off her face, her skin
appeared much more beautiful--whiter and more transparent on the spots where
the blood had been.
"Elizabeth formed the resolution to bathe her face and her whole body in human
blood so as to enhance her beauty. Two old women and a certain Fitzko assisted
her in her undertaking. This monster used to kill the luckless victim, and the old
women caught the blood, in which Elizabeth was wont to bathe at the hour of
four in the morning. After the bath she appeared more beautiful than before.
"She continued this habit after the death of her husband (1604) in the hopes of
gaining new suitors. The unhappy girls who were allured to the castle, under the
plea that they were to be taken into service there, were locked up in a cellar.
Here they were beaten till their bodies were swollen. Elizabeth not unfrequently
tortured the victims herself; often she changed their clothes which dripped with
blood, and then renewed her cruelties. The swollen bodies were then cut up with
razors.
"Occasionally she had the girls burned, and then cut up, but the great majority
were beaten to death.
"At last her cruelty became so great, that she would stick needles into those who
sat with her in a carriage, especially if they were of her own sex. One of her
servant-girls she stripped naked, smeared her with honey, and so drove her out
of the house.
"When she was ill, and could not indulge her cruelty, she bit a person who came
near her sick bed as though she were a wild beast.
"She caused, in all, the death of 650 girls, some in Tscheita, on the neutral
ground, where she had a cellar constructed for the purpose; others in different
localities; for murder and bloodshed became with her a necessity.

"When at last the parents of the lost children could no longer be cajoled, the
castle was seized, and the traces of the murders were discovered. Her
accomplices were executed, and she was imprisoned for life."
An equally remarkable example will be found in the account of the Mareschal de
Retz given at some length in the sequel. He vas an accomplished man, a scholar,
an able general, and a courtier; but suddenly the impulse to murder and destroy
came upon him whilst sitting in the library reading Suetonius; he yielded to the
impulse, and became one of the greatest monsters of cruelty the world has
produced.
The case of Sviatek, the Gallician cannibal, is also to the purpose.
This man was a harmless pauper, till one day accident brought him to the scene
of a conflagration. Hunger impelled him to taste of the roast fragments of a
human being who had perished in the fire, and from that moment he ravened for
man's flesh.
M. Bertrand was a French gentleman of taste and education. He one day lounged
over the churchyard wall in a quiet country village and watched a funeral.
Instantly an overwhelming desire to dig up and rend the corpse which he had
seen committed to the ground came upon him, and for years he lived as a human
hyæna, preying upon the dead. His story is given in detail in the fifteenth
chapter.
An abnormal condition of body sometimes produces this desire for blood. It is
manifest in certain cases of pregnancy, when the constitution loses its balance,
and the appetite becomes diseased.
Schenk [1] gives instances.
[1. “Observationes Medic”. lib. iv. De Gravidis.]
A pregnant woman saw a baker carrying loaves on his bare shoulder. She was at
once filled with such a craving for his flesh that she refused to taste any food till
her husband persuaded the baker, by the offer of a large sum, to allow his wife to
bite him. The man yielded, and the woman fleshed her teeth in his shoulder
twice; but he held out no longer. The wife bore twins on three occasions, twice
living, the third time dead.
A woman in an interesting condition, near Andernach on the Rhine, murdered

her husband, to whom she was warmly attached, ate half his body, and salted the
rest. When the passion left her she became conscious of the horrible nature of
her act, and she gave herself up to justice.
In 1553, a wife cut her husband's throat, and gnawed the nose and the left arm,
whilst the body was yet warm. She then gutted the corpse, and salted it for future
consumption. Shortly after, she gave birth to three children, and she only became
conscious of what she had done when her neighbours asked after the father, that
they might announce to him the arrival of the little ones.
In the summer of 1845, the Greek papers contained an account of a pregnant
woman murdering her husband for the purpose of roasting and eating his liver.
That the passion to destroy is prevalent in certain maniacs is well known; this is
sometimes accompanied by cannibalism.
Gruner [1] gives an account of a shepherd who was evidently deranged, who
killed and ate two men. Marc [2] relates that a woman of Unterelsas, during the
absence of her husband, a poor labourer, murdered her son, a lad fifteen months
old. She chopped of his legs and stewed them with cabbage. She ate a portion,
and offered the rest to her husband. It is true that the family were very poor, but
there was food in the house at the time. In prison the woman gave evident signs
of derangement.
[1. “De Anthropophago Bucano”. Jen. 1792.]
[2. “Die Geistes Krankheiten”. Berlin, 1844.]
The cases in which bloodthirstiness and cannibalism are united with insanity are
those which properly fall under the head of Lycanthropy.
The instances recorded in the preceding chapter point unmistakably to
hallucination accompanying the lust for blood. Jean Grenier, Roulet, and others,
were firmly convinced that they had undergone transformation. A disordered
condition of mind or body may produce hallucination in a form depending on the
character and instincts of the individual. Thus, an ambitious man labouring
under monomania will imagine himself to be a king; a covetous man will be
plunged in despair, believing himself to be penniless, or exult at the vastness of
the treasure which he imagines that he has discovered.

The old man suffering from rheumatism or gout conceives himself to be formed
of china or glass, and the foxhunter tallyhos! at each new moon, as though he
were following a pack. In like manner, the naturally cruel man, if the least
affected in his brain, will suppose himself to be transformed into the most cruel
and bloodthirsty animal with which he is acquainted.
The hallucinations under which lycanthropists suffered may have arisen from
various causes. The older writers, as Forestus and Burton, regard the were-wolf
mania as a species of melancholy madness, and some do not deem it necessary
for the patient to believe in his transformation for them to regard him as a
lycanthropist.
In the present state of medical knowledge, we know that very different
conditions may give rise to hallucinations.
In fever cases the sensibility is so disturbed that the patient is often deceived as
to the space occupied by his limbs, and he supposes them to be preternaturally
distended or contracted. In the case of typhus, it is not uncommon for the sick
person, with deranged nervous system, to believe himself to be double in the
bed, or to be severed in half, or to have lost his limbs. He may regard his
members as composed of foreign and often fragile materials, as glass, or he may
so lose his personality as to suppose himself to have become a woman.
A monomaniac who believes himself to be some one else, seeks to enter into the
feelings, thoughts, and habits of the assumed personality, and from the facility
with which this is effected, he draws an argument, conclusive to himself, of the
reality of the change. He thenceforth speaks of himself under the assumed
character, and experiences all its needs, wishes, passions, and the like. The
closer the identification becomes, the more confirmed is the monomaniac in his
madness, the character of which varies with the temperament of the individual. If
the person's mind be weak, or rude and uncultivated, the tenacity with which he
clings to his metamorphosis is feebler, and it becomes more difficult to draw the
line between his lucid and insane utterances. Thus Jean Grenier, who laboured
under this form of mania, said in his trial much that was true, but it was mixed
with the ramblings of insanity.
Hallucination may also be produced by artificial means, and there are evidences
afforded by the confessions of those tried for lycanthropy, that these artificial
means were employed by them. I refer to the salve so frequently mentioned in

witch and were-wolf trials. The following passage is from the charming “Golden
Ass of Apuleius”; it proves that salves were extensively used by witches for the
purpose of transformation, even in his day:-"Fotis showed me a crack in the door, and bade me look through it, upon which I
looked and saw Pamphile first divest herself of all her garments, and then,
having unlocked a chest, take from it several little boxes, and open one of the
latter, which contained a certain ointment. Rubbing this ointment a good while
previously between the palms of her hands, she anointed her whole body, from
the very nails of her toes to the hair on the crown of her head, and when she was
anointed all over, she whispered many magic words to a lamp, as if she were
talking to it. Then she began to move her arms, first with tremulous jerks, and
afterwards by a gentle undulating motion, till a glittering, downy surface by
degrees overspread her body, feathers and strong quills burst forth suddenly, her
nose became a hard crooked beak, her toes changed to curved talons, and
Pamphile was no longer Pamphile, but it was an owl I saw before me. And now,
uttering a harsh, querulous scream, leaping from the ground by little and little, in
order to try her powers, and presently poising herself aloft on her pinions, she
stretched forth her wings on either Side to their full extent, and flew straight
away.
"Having now been actually a witness of the performance of the magical art, and
of the metamorphosis of Pamphile, I remained for some time in a stupefied state
of astonishment. . . . At last, after I had rubbed my eyes some time, had
recovered a little from the amazement and abstraction of mind, and begun to feel
a consciousness of the reality of things about me, I took hold of the hand of Fotis
and said,--'Sweet damsel, bring me, I beseech thee, a portion of the ointment
with which thy mistress hath just now anointed, and when thou hast made me a
bird, I will be thy slave, and even wait upon thee like a winged Cupid.'
Accordingly she crept gently into the apartment, quickly returned with the box
of ointment, hastily placed it in my hands, and then immediately departed.
"Elated to an extraordinary degree at the sight of the precious treasure, I kissed
the box several times successively; and uttering repeated aspirations in hopes of
a prosperous flight, I stripped off my clothes as quick as possible, dipped my
fingers greedily into the box, and having thence extracted a good large lump of
ointment, rubbed it all over my body and limbs. When I was thoroughly
anointed, I swung my arms up and down, in imitation of the movement of a
bird's pinions, and continued to do so a little while, when instead of any

perceptible token of feathers or wings making their appearance, my own thin
skin, alas! grew into a hard leathern hide, covered with bristly hair, my fingers
and toes disappeared, the palms of my hands and the soles of my feet became
four solid hoofs, and from the end of my spine a long tail projected. My face was
enormous, my mouth wide, my nostrils gaping, my lips pendulous, and I had a
pair of immoderately long, rough, hairy ears. In short, when I came to
contemplate my transformation to its full extent, I found that, instead of a bird, I
had become--an ASS." [1]
[1. APULEIUS, Sir George Head's translation, bk. iii.]
Of what these magical salves were composed we know. They were composed of
narcotics, to wit, “Solanum somniferum”, aconite, hyoscyamus, belladonna,
opium, “acorus vulgaris”, “sium”. These were boiled down with oil, or the fat of
little children who were murdered for the purpose. The blood of a bat was added,
but its effects could have been “nil”. To these may have been added other
foreign narcotics, the names of which have not transpired.
Whatever may have been the cause of the hallucination, it is not surprising that
the lycanthropist should have imagined himself transformed into a beast. The
cases I have instanced are those of shepherds, who were by nature of their
employment, brought into collision with wolves; and it is not surprising that
these persons, in a condition liable to hallucinations, should imagine themselves
to be transformed into wild beasts, and that their minds reverting to the injuries
sustained from these animals, they should, in their state of temporary insanity,
accuse themselves of the acts of rapacity committed by the beasts into which
they believed themselves to be transformed. It is a well-known fact that men,
whose minds are unhinged, will deliver themselves up to justice, accusing
themselves of having committed crimes which have actually taken place, and it
is only on investigation that their self-accusation proves to be false; and yet they
will describe the circumstances with the greatest minuteness, and be thoroughly
convinced of their own criminality. I need give but a single instance.
In the war of the French Revolution, the “Hermione” frigate was commanded by
Capt. Pigot, a harsh man and a severe commander. His crew mutinied, and
carried the ship into an enemy's port, having murdered the captain and several of
the officers, under circumstances of extreme barbarity. One midshipman
escaped, by whom many of the criminals, who were afterwards taken and
delivered over to justice, one by one, were identified. Mr. Finlayson, the

Government actuary, who at that time held an official situation in the Admiralty,
states:--"In my own experience I have known, on separate occasions, “more than
six sailors” who voluntarily confessed to having struck the first blow at Capt.
Pigot. These men detailed all the horrid circumstances of the mutiny with
extreme minuteness and perfect accuracy; nevertheless, not one of them had ever
been in the ship, nor had so much as seen Capt. Pigot in their lives. They had
obtained by tradition, from their messmates, the particulars of the story. When
long on a foreign station, hungering and thirsting for home, their minds became
enfeebled; at length they actually believed themselves guilty of the crime over
which they had so long brooded, and submitted with a gloomy pleasure to being
sent to England in irons, for judgment. At the Admiralty we were always able to
detect and establish their innocence, in defiance of their own solemn
asseverations."--(“London Judicial Gazette”, January, 1803.)

CHAPTER X - MYTHOLOGICAL ORIGIN OF
THE WERE-WOLF MYTH.
Transformation into beasts forms an integral portion of all mythological systems.
The gods of Greece were wont to change themselves into animals in order to
carry out their designs with greater speed, security, and secrecy, than in human
forms. In Scandinavian mythology, Odin changed himself into the shape of an
eagle, Loki into that of a salmon. Eastern religions abound in stories of
transformation.
The line of demarcation between this and the translation of a beast's soul into
man, or a man's soul into a beast's (metempsychosis) is very narrow.
The doctrine of metempsychosis is founded on the consciousness of gradation
between beasts and men. The belief in a soul-endowed animal world was present
among the ancients, and the laws of intelligence and instinct were misconstrued,
or were regarded as a puzzle, which no man might solve.
The human soul with its consciousness seemed to be something already
perfected in a pre-existing state, and, in the myth of metempsychosis, we trace
the yearnings and gropings of the soul after the source whence its own
consciousness was derived, counting its dreams and hallucinations as gleams of
memory, recording acts which had taken place in a former state of existence.
Modern philosophy has resumed the same thread of conjecture, and thinks to see
in man the perfected development of lower organisms.
After death the translation of the soul was supposed to continue. It became either
absorbed into the “nous”, into Brahma, into the deity, or it sank in the scale of
creation, and was degraded to animate a brute. Thus the doctrine of
metempsychosis was emphatically one of rewards and punishments, for the
condition of the soul after death depended on its training during life. A savage
and bloodthirsty man was exiled, as in the case of Lycaon, into the body of a
wild beast: the soul of a timorous man entered a hare, and drunkards or gluttons
became swine.

The intelligence which was manifest in the beasts bore such a close resemblance
to that of man, in the childhood and youth of the world, that it is not to be
wondered at, if our forefathers failed to detect the line of demarcation drawn
between instinct and reason. And failing to distinguish this, they naturally fell
into the belief in metempsychosis.
It was not merely a fancied external resemblance between the beast and man, but
it was the perception of skill, pursuits, desires, sufferings, and griefs like his
own, in the animal creation, which led man to detect within the beast something
analogous to the soul within himself; and this, notwithstanding the points of
contrast existing between them, elicited in his mind so strong a sympathy that,
without a great stretch of imagination, he invested the beast with his own
attributes, and with the full powers of his own understanding. He regarded it as
actuated by the same motives, as subject to the same laws of honour, as moved
by the same prejudices, and the higher the beast was in the scale, the more he
regarded it as an equal. A singular illustration of this will be found in the
Finnboga Saga, c.
xi.
"Now we must relate about Finnbog. Afterward in the evening, when men slept,
he rose, took his weapons, and went forth, following the tracks which led to the
dairy farm. As was his wont, he stepped out briskly along the spoor till he came
to the dairy. There he found the bear lying down, and he had slain the sheep, and
he was lying on them lapping their blood. Then said Finnbog: 'Stand up, Brain!
make ready against me; that becomes you more than crouching over those
sheep's carcases.'
"The bear sat up, looked at him, and lay down again. Finnbog said, 'If you think
that I am too fully armed to match with you, I will do this,' and he took of his
helmet and laid aside his shield. Then he said, Stand up now, if you dare! '
"The bear sat up, shook his head, and then cast himself down again.
"Finnbog exclaimed, 'I see, you want us both to be “boune” alike!' so he flung
aside his sword and said, 'Be it as you will; now stand up if you have the heart
that I believe you have, rather than one such as was possessed by these rent
sheep.'
"Then Bruin stood up and prepared to fight."

The following story taken from the mouth of an Osage Indian by J. A.
Jones, and published in his “Traditions of the North American Indians”, shows
how thoroughly the savage mind misses the line of demarcation between instinct
and reason, and how the man of the woods looks upon beasts as standing on an
equality with himself.
An Osage warrior is in search of a wife: he admires the tidy and shrewd habits of
the beaver. He accordingly goes to a beaver-hut to obtain one of that race for a
bride. "In one corner of the room sat a beaver-woman combing the heads of
some little beavers, whose ears she boxed very soundly when they would not lie
still. The warrior, “i. e.”
the beaver-chief, whispered the Osage that she was his second wife, and was
very apt to be cross when there was work to be done, which prevented her from
going to see her neighbours. Those whose heads she was combing were her
children, he said, and she who had made them rub their noses against each other
and be friends, was his eldest daughter. Then calling aloud, 'Wife,' said he, 'what
have you to eat?
The stranger is undoubtedly hungry; see, he is pale, his eye has no fire, and his
step is like that of a moose.'
"Without replying to him, for it was a sulky day with her, she called aloud, and a
dirty-looking beaver entered. 'Go,' said she, 'and fetch the stranger something to
eat.' With that the beaver girl passed through a small door into another room,
from which she soon returned, bringing some large pieces of willow-bark, which
she laid at the feet of the warrior and his guest. While the warrior-beaver was
chewing the willow, and the Osage was pretending to do so, they fell to talking
over many matters, particularly the wars of the beavers with the otters, and their
frequent victories over them. He told our father by what means the beavers felled
large trees, and moved them to the places where they wished to make dams; how
they raised to an erect position the poles for their lodges, and how they plastered
them so as to keep out rain. Then he spoke of their employments when they had
buried the hatchet; of the peace and happiness and tranquillity they enjoyed
when gathered into companies, they rested from their labours, and passed their
time in talking and feasting, and bathing, and playing the game of bones, and
making love. All the while the young beaver-maiden sat with her eyes fixed
upon the Osage, at every pause moving a little nearer, till at length she was at his
side with her forepaw upon his arm; a minute more and she had placed it around
his neck, and was rubbing her soft furry cheek against his. Our ancestor, on his
part, betrayed no disinclination to receive her caresses, but returned them with

equal ardour. The old beaver seeing what was going on, turned his back upon
them, and suffered them to be as kind to each other as they pleased. At last,
turning quickly round, while the maiden, suspecting what was coming, and
pretending to be abashed, ran behind her mother, he said, 'To end this foolery,
what say you to marrying my daughter? She is well brought up, and is the most
industrious girl in the village. She will flap more wall with her tail in a day than
any maiden in the nation; she will gnaw down a larger tree betwixt the rising of
the sun and the coming of the shadows than many a smart beaver of the other
sex. As for her wit, try her at the game of the dish, and see who gets up master;
and for cleanliness, look at her petticoat?' Our father answered that he did not
doubt that she was industrious and cleanly, able to gnaw down a very large tree,
and to use her tail to very good purpose; that he loved her much, and wished to
make her the mother of his children. And thereupon the bargain was concluded."
These two stories, the one taken from Icelandic saga, the other from American
Indian tradition, shew clearly the oneness which the uncultivated mind believes
to exist between the soul of man and the soul of beast. The same sentiments
actuate both man and brute, and if their actions are unlike, it is because of the
difference in their formation. The soul within is identical, but the external
accidents of body are unlike.
Among many rude as well as cultivated people, the body is regarded as a mere
garment wrapped around the soul. The Buddist looks upon identity as existing in
the soul alone, and the body as no more constituting identity, than the clothes he
puts on or takes off. He exists as a spirit; for convenience he vests himself in a
body; sometimes that body is human, sometimes it is bestial. As his soul rises in
the spiritual scale, the nobler is the animal form which it tenants. Budda himself
passed through various stages of existence; in one he was a hare, and his soul
being noble, led him to immolate himself, in order that he might offer hospitality
to Indra, who, in the form of an old man, craved of him food and shelter. The
Buddist regards animals with reverence; an ancestor may be tenanting the body
of the ox he is driving, or a descendant may be running at his side barking, and
wagging his tail. When he falls into an ecstasy, his soul is leaving his body for a
little while, it is laying aside its raiment of flesh and blood and bone, to return to
it once more when the trance is over. But this idea is not confined to Buddists, it
is common everywhere. The spirit or soul is supposed to be imprisoned in the
body, the body is but the lantern through which the spirit shines, "the corruptible
body" is believed to "press down the soul," and the soul is unable to attain to
perfect happiness till it has shuffled off this earthy coil. Butler regards the

members of the body as so many instruments used by the soul for the purpose of
seeing, hearing, feeling, &c., just as we use telescopes or crutches, and which
may be rejected without injury to our individuality.
The late Mr. J. Holloway, of the Bank of England, brother to the engraver of that
name, related of himself that, being one night in bed, and unable to sleep, he had
fixed his eyes and thoughts with uncommon intensity on a beautiful star that was
shining in at the window, when he suddenly found his spirit released from his
body and soaring into space. But instantly seized with anxiety for the anguish of
his wife, if she discovered his body apparently dead beside her, he returned, and
re-entered it with difficulty. He described that returning as a returning from light
into darkness, and that whilst the spirit was free, he was alternately in the light or
the dark, accordingly as his thoughts were with his wife or with the star.
Popular mythology in most lands regards the soul as oppressed by the body, and
its liberation is considered a deliverance from the "burden"
of the flesh. Whether the soul is at all able to act or express itself without a body,
any more than a fire is able to make cloth without the apparatus of boiler and
machinery, is a question which has not commended itself to the popular mind.
But it may be remarked that the Christian religion alone is that which raises the
body to a dignity equal to that of the soul, and gives it a hope of ennoblement
and resurrection never dreamed of in any mythological system.
But the popular creed, in spite of the most emphatic testimony of Scripture, is
that the soul is in bondage so long as it is united to a body, a creed entirely in
accordance with that of Buddism.
If the body be but the cage, as a poet [1] of our own has been pleased to call it, in
which dwells the imprisoned soul, it is quite possible for the soul to change its
cage. If the body be but a vesture clothing the soul, as the Buddist asserts, it is
not improbable that it may occasionally change its vesture.
[1. VAUGHN, “Sitex Scintillans”.]
This is self-evident, and thus have arisen the countless tales of transformation
and transmigration which are found all over the world.
That the same view of the body as a mere clothing of the soul was taken by our
Teutonic and Scandinavian ancestors, is evident even from the etymology of the
words “leichnam”, “lîkhama”, used to express the soulless body.

I have already spoken of the Norse word “hamr”, I wish now to make some
further remarks upon it. “Hamr” is represented in Anglo-Saxon by “hama”,
“homa”, in Saxon by “hamo”, in old High German by “hamo”, in old French by
“homa”, “hama”, to which are related the Gothic “gahamon”, “ufar-hamon”,
“ana-hamon”, {Greek “e?ndúesðai”}, {Greek “e?pendúesðai”}; “and-hamon”,
“af-hamon”, {Greek “a?pekdúein”} {Greek “e?kdúesðai?”} thence also the old
High German “hemidi”, and the modern “Hemde”, garment. In composition we
find this word, as “lîk-hagnr”, in old Norse; in old High German “lîk-hamo”,
Anglo-Saxon “lîkhama”, and “flæsc-hama”, Old Saxon, “lîk-hamo”, modern
German “Leichnam”, a body, “i. e.” a garment of flesh, precisely as the bodies
of birds are called in old Norse “fjaðrhamr”, in Anglo-Saxon “feðerhoma”, in
Old Saxon “fetherhamo”, or feather-dresses and the bodies of wolves are called
in old Norse “ûlfshamr”, and seals' bodies in Faroëse “kôpahamr”. The
significance of the old verb “að hamaz” is now evident; it is to migrate from one
body to another, and “hama-skipti” is a transmigration of the soul. The method
of this transmigration consisted in simply investing the body with the skin of the
animal into which the soul was to migrate. When Loki, the Northern god of evil,
went in quest of the stolen Idunn, he borrowed of Freyja her falcon dress, and at
once became, to all intents and purposes, a falcon. Thiassi pursued him as he left
Thrymheimr, having first taken upon him an eagle's dress, and thereby become
an eagle.
In order to seek Thor's lost hammer, Loki borrowed again of Freyja her feather
dress, and as be flew away in it, the feathers sounded as they winnowed the
breeze (“fjaðrhamr dunði”).
In like manner Cædmon speaks of an evil spirit flying away in feather-dress:
"þät he mid feðerhomon fleôgan meahte, windan on wolkne" (Gen. ed. Gr. 417),
and of an angel, "þuo þar suogan quam engil þes alowaldon obhana fun radure
faran an feðerhamon" (Hêlj. 171, 23), the very expression made use of when
speaking of a bird: "farad an feðarhamun" (Hêlj. 50,11).
The soul, in certain cases, is able to free itself from the body and to enter that of
beast or man--in this form stood the myth in various theological systems.
Among the Finns and Lapps it is not uncommon for a magician to fall into a
cataleptic condition, and during the period his soul is believed to travel very
frequently in bodily form, having assumed that of any animal most suitable for
its purpose. I have given instances in a former chapter. The same doctrine is

evident in most cases of lycanthropy. The patient is in a state of trance, his body
is watched, and it remains motionless, but his soul has migrated into the carcase
of a wolf, which it vivifies, and in which it runs its course. A curious Basque
story shows that among this strange Turanian people, cut off by such a flood of
Aryan nations from any other members of its family, the same superstition
remains. A huntsman was once engaged in the chase of it bear among the
Pyreneean peaks, when Bruin turned suddenly on him and hugged him to death,
but not before he had dealt the brute its mortal wound. As the huntsman expired,
he breathed his soul into the body of the bear, and thenceforward ranged the
mountains as a beast.
One of the tales of the Sanskrit book of fables, the “Pantschatantra”, affords such
a remarkable testimony to the Indian belief in metempsychosis, that I am
tempted to give it in abstract.
A king was one day passing through the marketplace of his city, when he
observed a hunchbacked merryandrew, whose contortions and jokes kept the
bystanders in a roar of laughter. Amused with the fellow, the king brought him
to his palace. Shortly after, in the hearing of the clown, a necromancer taught the
monarch the art of sending his soul into a body not his own.
Some little while after this, the monarch, anxious to put in practice his newly
acquired knowledge, rode into the forest accompanied by his fool, who, he
believed, had not heard, or, at all events comprehended, the lesson. They came
upon the corpse of a Brahmin lying in the depth of the jungle, where he had died
of thirst. The king, leaving his horse, performed the requisite ceremony, and
instantly his soul had migrated into the body of the, Brahmin, and his own lay as
dead upon the ground. At the same moment, however, the hunchback deserted
his body, and possessed himself of that which had been the king's, and shouting
farewell to the dismayed monarch, he rode back to the palace, where he was
received with royal honours. But it was not long before the queen and one of the
ministers discovered that a screw was somewhere loose, and when the quondam
king, but now Brahmin, arrived and told his tale, a plot was laid for the recovery
of his body. The queen asked her false husband whether it were possible to make
her parrot talk, and he in a moment of uxorious weakness promised to make it
speak. He laid his body aside, and sent his soul into the parrot.
Immediately the true king jumped out of his Brahmin body and resumed that
which was legitimately his own, and then proceeded, with the queen, to wring
the neck of the parrot.

But besides the doctrine of metempsychosis, which proved such a fertile mother
of fable, there was another article of popular mythology which gave rise to
stories of transformation. Among the abundant superstitions existing relative to
transformation, three shapes seem to have been pre-eminently affected--that of
the swan, that of the wolf, and that of the serpent. In many of the stories of those
transformed, it is evident that the individual who changes shape is regarded with
superstitious reverence, as a being of a higher order--of a divine nature. In
Christian countries, everything relating to heathen mythology was regarded with
a suspicious eye by the clergy, and any miraculous powers not sanctioned by the
church were attributed to the evil one. The heathen gods became devils, and the
marvels related of them were supposed to be effected by diabolic agency. A case
of transformation which had shown the power of an ancient god, was in
Christian times considered as an instance of witchcraft. Thus stories of
transformation fell into bad odour, and those who changed shapes were no
longer regarded as heavenly beings, commanding reverence, but as miserable
witches deserving the stake.
In the infancy of the world, when natural phenomena were ill-understood,
expressions which to us are poetical were of a real significance. When we speak
of thunder rolling, we use an expression which conveys no further idea than a
certain likeness observed between the detonations and the roll of a vehicle; but
to the uninstructed mind it was more. The primæval savage knew not what
caused thunder, and tracing the resemblance between it and the sound of wheels,
he at once concluded that the chariot of the gods was going abroad, or that the
celestial spirits were enjoying a game of bowls.
We speak of fleecy clouds, because they appear to us soft and light as wool, but
the first men tracing the same resemblance, believed the light vapours to be
flocks of heavenly sheep. Or we say that the clouds are flying: the savage used
the same expression, as he looked up at the mackerel sky, and saw in it flights of
swans coursing over the heavenly lake. Once more, we creep nearer to the winter
fire, shivering at the wind, which we remark is howling around the house, and
yet we do not suppose that the wind has a voice. The wild primæval men thought
that it had, and because dogs and wolves howl, and the wind howled, and
because they had seen dogs and wolves, they concluded that the storm-wind was
a night-hound, or a monstrous wolf, racing over the country in the darkness of
the winter night, ravening for prey.

Along with the rise of this system of explaining the operations of nature by
analogies in the bestial world, another conclusion forced itself on the untaught
mind. The flocks which strayed in heaven were no earthly sheep, but were the
property of spiritual beings, and were themselves perhaps spiritual; the swans
which flew aloft, far above the topmost peak of the Himalaya, were no ordinary
swans, but were divine and heavenly. The wolf which howled so wildly in the
long winter night, the hounds, whose bay sounded so. dismally through the
shaking black forest, were no mundane wolves and hounds, but issued from the
home of a divine hunter, and were themselves wondrous, supernatural beings of
godlike race.
And so, the clouds having become swans, the swan-clouds were next believed to
be divine beings, valkyries, apsaras, and the like, seen by mortals in their
feather-dresses, but appearing among the gods as damsels. The storm-wind
having been supposed to be a wolf, next was taken to be a tempestuous god, who
delighted to hunt on earth in lupine form.
I have mentioned also the serpent shape, as being one very favourite in
mythology. The ancient people saw the forked and writhing lightning, and
supposed it to be a heavenly fiery serpent, a serpent which had godlike powers,
which was in fact a divine being, manifesting himself to mortals under that form.
Among the North American Indians, the lightning is still regarded as the great
serpent, and the thunder is supposed to be his hissing.
"Ah!" exclaimed a Magdeburg peasant to a German professor, during a
thunderstorm, as a vivid forked gleam shot to earth, "what a glorious snake was
that!" And this resemblance did not escape the Greeks.
{Greek “é!likes d? e?klámpousi steroph~s ksápuroi”}.
“Æsch. Prom.” 1064.
{Greek “drákonta pursónwton, ó!s á?platon a?mfeliktòs é !lik? e?froúrei,
ktanw'n”}.
“Eurip. Herc. F.” 395.
And according to Aristotle, {Greek “e!likíai”} are the lightnings, {Greek
“grammoeidw~s ferómenoi”}.

It is so difficult for us to unlearn all we know of the nature of meteorological
phenomena, so hard for us to look upon atmospheric changes as though we knew
nothing of the laws that govern them, that we are disposed to treat such
explanations of popular myths as I have given above, as fantastic and
improbable.
But among the ancients all solutions of natural problems were tentative, and it is
only after the failure of every attempt made to explain these phenomena on
supernatural grounds that we have been driven to the discovery of the true
interpretation. Yet among the vulgar a vast amount of mythology remains, and is
used still to explain atmospheric mysteries. The other day a Yorkshire girl, when
asked why she was not afraid of thunder, replied because it was only her Father's
voice; what knew she of the rushing together of air to fill the vacuum caused by
the transit of the electric fluid? to her the thunder-clap was the utterance of the
Almighty. Still in North Germany does the peasant say of thunder, that the
angels are playing skittles aloft, and of the snow, that they are shaking up the
feather-beds in heaven.
The myth of the dragon is one which admits, perhaps more than any other, of
identification with a meteorological phenomenon, and presents to us as well the
phase of transition from theriomorphosis to anthropomorphosis.
The dragon of popular mythology is nothing else than the thunderstorm, rising at
the horizon, rushing with expanded, winnowing, black pennons across the sky,
darting out its forked fiery tongue, and belching fire. In a Slovakian legend, the
dragon sleeps in a mountain cave through the winter months, but, at the equinox,
bursts forth--"In a moment the heaven was darkened and became black as pitch,
only illumined by the fire which flashed from dragon's jaws and eyes. The earth
shuddered, the stones rattled down the mountain sides into the glens. Right and
left, left and right, did the dragon lash his tail, overthrowing pines and beeches,
snapping them as rods. He evacuated such floods of water that the mountain
torrents were full. But after a while his power was exhausted, he lashed no more
with his tail, ejected no more water, and spat no more fire."
I think it is impossible not to see in this description, a spring-tide thunderstorm.
But to make it more evident that the untaught mind did regard such a storm as a
dragon, I think the following quotation from “John of Brompton's Chronicle”
will convince the most sceptical: "Another remarkable thing is this, that took

place during a certain month in the Gulf of Satalia (on the coast of Pamphylia).
There appeared a great and black dragon which came in clouds, and let down his
head into the water, whilst his tail seemed turned to the sky; and the dragon drew
the water to him by drinking, with such avidity, that, if any ship, even though
laden with men or any other heavy articles, had been near him when drinking, it
would nevertheless have been sucked up and carried on high. In order however
to avoid this danger, it is necessary, when people see it, at once to make a great
uproar, and to shout and hammer tables, so that the dragon, hearing the noise,
and the voices of those shouting, may withdraw himself far off. Some people,
however, assert that this is not a dragon, but the sun drawing up the waters of the
sea; which seems more probable." [1] Such is John of Brompton's account of a
waterspout. In Greek mythology the dragon of the storm has begun to undergo
anthropomorphosis. Typhus is the son of Tartarus and Terra; the storm rising
from the horizon may well be supposed to issue from the earth's womb, and its
characteristics are sufficient to decide its paternity. Typhus, the whirlwind or
typhoon, has a hundred dragon or serpent heads, the long writhing strive of
vapour which run before the hurricane cloud. He belches fire, that is, lightnings
issue from the clouds, and his roaring is like the howling of wild dogs. Typhus
ascends to heaven to make war on the gods, who fly from him in various
fantastic shapes; who cannot see in this ascent the hurricane climbing up the
vault of sky, and in the flying gods, the many fleeting fragments of white cloud
which are seen drifting across the heavens before the gale!
[1. Apud TWYSDEN, Hist. Anglicæ Script. x. 1652. p. 1216.]
Typhus, according to Hesiod, is the father of all bad winds, which destroy with
rain and tempest, all in fact which went among the Greeks by the name of
{Greek “laílaps”}, bringing injury to the agriculturist and peril to the voyager.
In both modern Greek and Lithuanian household mythology the dragon or drake
has become an ogre, a gigantic man with few of the dracontine attributes
remaining. Von Hahn, in his “Griechische und Albanesische Märchen”, tells
many tales of drakes, and in all, the old characteristics have been lost, and the
drake is simply a gigantic man with magical and superhuman powers.
It is the same among the Lithuanian peasantry. A dragon walks on two legs,
talks, flirts with a lady, and marries her. He retains his evil disposition, but has
sloughed off his scales and wings.

Such is the change which has taken place in the popular conception of the
dragon, which is an impersonification of the thunderstorm. A similar change has
taken place in the swan-maiden and were-wolf myths.
In ancient Indian Vedaic mythology the apsaras were heavenly damsels who
dwelt in the tether, between earth and sun. Their name, which signifies "the
shapeless," or "those who go in the water "--it is uncertain which. is the correct
derivation--is expressive of the white cirrus, constantly changing form, and
apparently floating swan-like on the blue heaven-sea. These apsaras, according
to the Vedaic creed, were fond of changing their shapes, appearing generally as
ducks or swans, occasionally as human beings. The souls of heroes were given
to them for lovers and husbands. One of the most graceful of the early Indian
myths is the story of the apsaras, Urvaçî. Urvaçî loved Puravaras and became his
'wife, on the condition that she was n-ever to behold him in a state of nudity.
They remained together for years, till the heavenly companions of Urvaçî
determined to secure her return to them. They accordingly beguiled Puravaras
into leaving his bed in the darkness of night, and then with a lightning flash they
disclosed him, in his nudity, to his wife, who was thereupon constrained to leave
him. He pursued her, full of sorrow at his loss, and found her at length
swimming in a large lotus pond, in swan's shape.
That this story is not a mere invention, but rests on some mythological
explanation of natural phenomena, I think more than probable, as it is found all
over the world with few variations. As every Aryan branch retains the story, or
traces of it, there can be no doubt that the belief in swan-maidens, who swam in
the heavenly sea, and who sometimes became the wives of those fortunate men
who managed to steal from them their feather dresses, formed an integral portion
of the old mythological system of the Aryan family, before it was broken up into
Indian, Persian, Greek, Latin, Russian, Scandinavian, Teutonic, and other races.
But more, as the same myth is found. in tribes not Aryan, and far removed from
contact with European or Indian superstition,--as, for instance, among Samoyeds
and American Indians,--it is even possible that this story may be a tradition of
the first primæval stock of men.
But it is time for me to leave the summer cirrus and turn to the tempest-born
rain-cloud. It is represented in ancient Indian mythology by the Vritra or
Râkshasas. At first the form of these dæmons was uncertain and obscure. Vritra
is often used as an appellative for a cloud, and kabhanda, an old name for a raincloud, in later times became the name of a devil. Of Vritra, who envelopes the

mountains with vapour, it is said, "The darkness stood retaining the water, the
mountains lay in the belly of Vritra." By degrees Vritra stood out more
prominently as a dæmon, and he is described as a "devourer" of gigantic
proportions. In the same way Râkshasas obtained corporeal form and
individuality. He is a misshapen giant "like to a cloud,"
with a red beard and red hair, with pointed protruding teeth, ready to lacerate and
devour human flesh. His body is covered with coarse bristling hair, his huge
mouth is open, he looks from side to side as he walks, lusting after the flesh and
blood of men, to satisfy his raging hunger, and quench his consuming thirst.
Towards nightfall his strength increases manifold. He can change his shape at
will. He haunts the woods, and roams howling through the jungle; in short, he is
to the Hindoo what the were-wolf is to the European.
A certain wood was haunted by a Râkschasa; he one day came across a Brahmin,
and with a bound reached his shoulders, and clung to them, exclaiming, "Heh!
go on with you!" And the Brahmin, quaking with fear, advanced with him. But
when he observed that the feet of the Râkschasa were as delicate as the stamens
of the lotus, he asked him, How is it that you have such weak and slender feet?
The Râkschasa replied, "I never walk nor touch the earth with my feet. I have
made a vow not to do so." Presently they came to a large pond. Then the
Râkschasa bade the Brahmin wait at the edge whilst he bathed and prayed to the
gods.
But the Brahmin thought: "As soon as these prayers and ablutions are over, he
will tear me to pieces with his fangs and eat me. He has vowed not to walk; I
will be off post haste!" so he ran away, and the Râkschasa dared not follow him
for fear of breaking his VOW.
(“Pantschatantra”, v. 13.) There is a similar story in the Mahâbhârata, xiii., and
in the Kathâ Sarit Sâgara, v. 49-53.
I have said sufficient to show that natural phenomena gave rise to mythological
stories, and that these stories have gradually deteriorated, and have been
degraded into vulgar superstitions. And I have shown that both the doctrine of
metempsychosis and the mythological explanations of meteorological changes
have given rise to abundant fable, and among others to the popular and widespread superstition of lycanthropy. I shall now pass from myth to history, and
shall give instances of bloodthirstiness, cruelty, and cannibalism.

CHAPTER XI - THE MARÉCHAL DE RETZ.-I.
THE INVESTIGATION OF CHARGES.
The history of the man whose name heads this chapter I purpose giving in detail,
as the circumstances I shall narrate have, I believe, never before been given with
accuracy to the English public. The name of Gilles de Laval may be well known,
as sketches of his bloody career have appeared in many biographies, but these
sketches have been very incomplete, as the material from which they were
composed was meagre.
M. Michelet alone ventured to give the public an idea of the crimes which
brought a marshal of France to the gallows, and his revelations were such that, in
the words of M. Henri Martin, "this iron age, which seemed unable to feel
surprise at any amount of evil, was struck with dismay."
M. Michelet derived his information from the abstract of the papers relating, to
the case, made by order of Ann of Brittany, in the Imperial Library. The original
documents were in the library at Nantes, and a great portion of them were
destroyed in the Revolution of 1789. But a careful analysis had been made of
them, and this valuable abridgment, which was inaccessible to M. Michelet,
came into the hands of M. Lacroix, the eminent French antiquarian, who
published a memoir of the marshal from the information he had thus obtained,
and it is his work, by far the most complete and circumstantial which has
appeared, that I condense into the following chapters.
"The most monstrously depraved imagination," says M. Henri Martin, "never
could have conceived what the trial reveals." M. Lacroix has been obliged to
draw a veil over much that transpired, and I must draw it closer still. I have,
however, said enough to show that this memorable trial presents horrors
probably unsurpassed in the whole volume of the world's history.
During the year 1440, a terrible rumour spread through Brittany, and especially
through the ancient “pays de Retz”, which extends along the south of the Loire
from Nantes to Paimbuf, to the effect that one of the most famous and powerful
noblemen in Brittany, Gilles de Laval, Maréchal de Retz, was guilty of crimes of
the most diabolical nature.

Gilles de Laval, eldest son of Gay de Laval, second of his name, Sire de Retz,
had raised the junior branch of the illustrious house of Laval above the elder
branch, which was related to the reigning family of Brittany. He lost his father
when he was aged twenty, and remained master of a vast territorial inheritance,
which was increased by his marriage with Catharine de Thouars in 1420. He
employed a portion of their fortune in the cause of Charles VII., and in
strengthening the French crown. During seven consecutive years, from 1426 to
1433, he was engaged in military enterprises against the English; his name is
always cited along with those of Dunois, Xaintrailles, Florent d'Illiers, Gaucourt,
Richemont, and the most faithful servants of the king. His services were speedily
acknowledged by the king creating him Marshal of France. In 1427, he assaulted
the Castle of Lude, and carried it by storm; he killed with his own hand the
commander of the place; next year he captured from the English the fortress of
Rennefort, and the Castle of Malicorne; in 1429, he took an active part in the
expedition of Joan of Arc for the deliverance of Orleans, and the occupation of
Jargeau, and he was with her in the moat, when she was wounded by an arrow
under the walls of Paris.
The marshal, councillor, and chamberlain of the king participated in the
direction of public affairs, and soon obtained the entire confidence of his master.
He accompanied Charles to Rheims on the occasion of his coronation, and had
the honour of bearing the oriflamme, brought for the occasion from the abbey of
S. Remi. His intrepidity on the field of battle was as remarkable as his sagacity
in council, and he proved himself to be both an excellent warrior and a shrewd
politician.
Suddenly, to the surprise of every one, he quitted the service of Charles VII., and
sheathed forever his sword, in the retirement of the country. The death of his
maternal grandfather, Jean de Craon, in 1432, made him so enormously wealthy,
that his revenues were estimated at 800,000 livres; nevertheless, in two years, by
his excessive prodigality, he managed to lose a considerable portion of his
inheritance. Mauléon, S. Etienne de Malemort, Loroux-Botereau, Pornic, and
Chantolé, he sold to John V., Duke of Brittany, his kinsman, and other lands and
seigneurial rights he ceded to the Bishop of Nantes, and to the chapter of the
cathedral in that city.
The rumour soon spread that these extensive cessions of territory were sops
thrown to the duke and to the bishop, to restrain the one from confiscating his
goods, and the other from pronouncing excommunication, for the crimes of

which the people whisperingly accused him; but these rumours were probably
without foundation, for eventually it was found hard to persuade the duke of the
guilt of his kinsman, and the bishop was the most determined instigator of the
trial.
The marshal seldom visited the ducal court, but he often appeared in the city of
Nantes, where he inhabited the Hôtel de la Suze, with a princely retinue. He had,
always accompanying him, a guard of two hundred men at arms, and a numerous
suit of pages, esquires, chaplains, singers, astrologers, &c., all of whom he paid
handsomely.
Whenever he left the town, or moved to one of his other seats, the cries of the
poor, which had been restrained during the time of his presence, broke forth.
Tears flowed, curses were uttered, a long-continued wail rose to heaven, the
moment that the last of the marshal's party had left the neighbourhood. Mothers
had lost their children, babes had been snatched from the cradle, infants had
been spirited away almost from the maternal arms, and it was known by sad
experience that the vanished little ones would never be seen again.
But on no part of the country did the shadow of this great fear fall so deeply as
on the villages in the neighbourhood of the Castle of Machecoul, a gloomy
château, composed of huge towers, and surrounded by deep moats, a residence
much frequented by Do Retz, notwithstanding its sombre and repulsive
appearance. This fortress was always in a condition to resist a siege: the
drawbridge was raised, the portcullis down, the gates closed, the men under
arms, the culverins on the bastion always loaded. No one, except the servants,
had penetrated into this mysterious asylum and had come forth alive. In the
surrounding country strange tales of horror and devilry circulated in whispers,
and yet it was observed that the chapel of the castle was gorgeously decked with
tapestries of silk and cloth of gold, that the sacred vessels were encrusted with
gems, and that the vestments of the priests were of the most sumptuous
character. The excessive devotion of the marshal was also noticed; he was said
to hear mass thrice daily, and to be passionately fond of ecclesiastical music. He
was said to have asked permission of the pope, that a crucifer should precede
him in processions. But when dusk settled down over the forest, and one by one
the windows of the castle became illumined, peasants would point to one
casement high up in an isolated tower, from which a clear light streamed through
the gloom of night; they spoke of a fierce red glare which irradiated the chamber
at times, and of sharp cries ringing out of it, through the hushed woods, to be

answered only by the howl of the wolf as it rose from its lair to begin its
nocturnal rambles.
On certain days, at fixed hours, the drawbridge sank, and the servants of De Retz
stood in the gateway distributing clothes, money, and food to the mendicants
who crowded round them soliciting alms. It often happened that children were
among the beggars: as often one of the servants would promise them some
dainty if they would go to the kitchen for it. Those children who accepted the
offer were never seen again.
In 1440 the long-pent-up exasperation of the people broke all bounds, and with
one voice they charged the marshal with the murder of their children, whom they
said he had sacrificed to the devil.
This charge came to the ears of the Duke of Brittany, but he pooh-poohed it, and
would have taken no steps to investigate the truth, had not one of his nobles
insisted on his doing so. At the same time Jean do Châteaugiron, bishop of
Nantes, and the noble and sage Pierre de l'Hospital, grand-seneschal of Brittany,
wrote to the duke, expressing very decidedly their views, that the charge
demanded thorough investigation.
John V., reluctant to move against a relation, a man who had served his country
so well, and was in such a high position, at last yielded to their request, and
authorized them to seize the persons of the Sire de Retz and his accomplices. A
“serjent d'armes”, Jean Labbé, was charged with this difficult commission. He
picked a band of resolute fellows, twenty in all, and in the middle of September
they presented themselves at the gate of the castle, and summoned the Sire do
Retz to surrender. As soon as Gilles heard that a troop in the livery of Brittany
was at the gate, he inquired who was their leader? On receiving the answer
"Labbé," he started, turned pale, crossed himself, and prepared to surrender,
observing that it was impossible to resist fate.
Years before, one of his astrologers had assured him that he would one day pass
into the hands of an Abbé, and, till this moment, De Retz had supposed that the
prophecy signified that he should eventually become a monk.
Gilles de Sillé, Roger de Briqueville, and other of the accomplices of the
marshal, took to flight, but Henriet and Pontou remained with him.

The drawbridge was lowered and the marshal offered his sword to Jean Labbé.
The gallant serjeant approached, knelt to the marshal, and unrolled before him a
parchment sealed with the seal of Brittany.
"Tell me the tenor of this parchment?" said Gilles de Retz with dignity.
"Our good Sire of Brittany enjoins you, my lord, by these presents, to follow me
to the good town of Nantes, there to clear yourself of certain criminal charges
brought against you."
"I will follow immediately, my friend, glad to obey the will of my lord of
Brittany: but, that it may not be said that the Seigneur de Retz has received a
message without largess, I order my treasurer, Henriet, to hand over to you and
your followers twenty gold crowns."
"Grand-merci, monseigneur! I pray God that he may give you good and long
life."
"Pray God only to have mercy upon me, and to pardon my sins."
The marshal had his horses saddled, and left Machecoul with Pontou and
Henriet, who had thrown in their lot with him.
It was with lively emotion that the people in the villages traversed by the little
troop, saw the redoubted Gilles de Laval ride through their streets, surrounded
by soldiers in the livery of the Duke of Brittany, and unaccompanied by a single
soldier of his own. The roads and streets were thronged, peasants left the fields,
women their kitchens, labourers deserted their cattle at the plough, to throng the
road to Nantes. The cavalcade proceeded in silence. The very crowd which had
gathered to see it, was hushed. Presently a shrill woman's voice was raised:-"My child! restore my child!"
Then a wild, wrathful howl broke from the lips of the throng, rang along the
Nantes road, and only died away, as the great gates of the Chateau de Bouffay
closed on the prisoner.
The whole population of Nantes was in commotion, and it was said that the
investigation would be fictitious, that the duke would screen his kinsman, and

that the object of general execration would escape with the surrender of some of
his lands.
And such would probably have been the event of the trial, had not the Bishop of
Nantes and the grand-seneschal taken a very decided course in the matter. They
gave the duke no peace till he had yielded to their demand for a thorough
investigation and a public trial.
John V. nominated Jean de Toucheronde to collect information, and to take
down the charges brought against the marshal. At the same time he was given to
understand that the matter was not to be pressed, and that the charges upon
which the marshal was to be tried were to be softened down as much as possible.
The commissioner, Jean de Toucheronde, opened the investigation on the 18th
September, assisted only by his clerk, Jean Thomas. The witnesses were
introduced either singly, or in groups, if they were relations.
On entering, the witness knelt before the commissioner, kissed the crucifix, and
swore with his hand on the Gospels that he would speak the truth, and nothing
but the truth: after this he related all the facts referring to the charge, which came
under his cognizance, without being interrupted or interrogated.
The first to present herself was Perrine Loessard, living at la Roche-Bernard.
She related, with tears in her eyes, that two years ago, in the month of
September, the Sire de Retz had passed with all his retinue through la RocheBernard, on his way from Vannes, and had lodged with Jean Collin. She lived
opposite the house in which the nobleman was staying.
Her child, the finest in the village, a lad aged ten, had attracted the notice of
Pontou, and perhaps of the marshal himself, who stood at a window, leaning on
his squire's shoulder.
Pontou spoke to the child, and asked him whether he would like to be a
chorister; the boy replied that his ambition was to be a soldier.
"Well, then," said the squire, "I will equip you."
The lad then laid hold of Pontou's dagger, and expressed his desire to have such
a weapon in his belt. Thereupon the mother had ran up and had made him leave

hold of the dagger, saying that the boy was doing very well at school, and was
getting on with his letters, for he was one day to be a monk. Pontou had
dissuaded her from this project, and had proposed to take the child with him to
Machecoul, and to educate him to be a soldier. Thereupon he had paid her clown
a hundred sols to buy the lad a dress, and had obtained permission to carry him
off.
Next day her son had been mounted on a horse purchased for him from Jean
Collin, and had left the village in the retinue of the Sire de Retz. The poor
mother at parting had gone in tears to the marshal, and had entreated him to be
kind to her child. From that time she had been able to obtain no information
regarding her son. She had watched the Sire de Retz whenever he had passed
through La Roche Bernard, but had never observed her child among his pages.
She had questioned several of the marshal's people, but they had laughed at her;
the only answer she had obtained was: "Be not afraid. He is either at Machecoul,
or else at Tiffauges, or else at Pornic, or somewhere." Perrine's story was
corroborated by Jean Collin, his wife, and his mother-in-law.
Jean Lemegren and his wife, Alain Dulix, Perrot Duponest, Guillaume Guillon,
Guillaume Portayer, Etienne de Monclades, and Jean Lefebure, all inhabitants of
S. Etienne de Montluc, deposed that a little child, son of Guillaume Brice of the
said parish, having lost his father at the age of nine, lived on alms, and went
round the country begging.
This child, named Jamet, had vanished suddenly at midsummer, and nothing was
known of what had become of him; but strong suspicions were entertained of his
having been carried off by an aged hag who had appeared shortly before in the
neighbourhood, and who had vanished along with the child.
On the 27th September, Jean de Toucheronde, assisted by Nicolas Chateau,
notary of the court at Nantes, received the depositions of several inhabitants of
Pont-de-Launay, near Bouvron: to wit, Guillaume Fourage and wife; Jeanne,
wife of Jean Leflou; and Richarde, wife of Jean Gandeau.
These depositions, though very vague, afforded sufficient cause for suspicion to
rest on the marshal. Two years before, a child of twelve, son of Jean Bernard,
and another child of the same age, son of Ménégué, had gone to Machecoul. The
son of Ménégué had returned alone in the evening, relating that his companion
had asked him to wait for him on the road whilst he begged at the gates of the

Sire de Retz. The son of Ménégué said that he had waited three hours, but his
companion had not returned. The wife of Guillaume Fourage deposed that she
had seen the lad at this time with an old hag, who was leading him by the hand
towards Machecoul. That same evening this hag passed over the bridge of
Launay, and the wife of Fourage asked her what had become of little Bernard.
The old woman neither stopped nor answered further than by saying he was well
provided for. The boy had not been seen since. On the 28th September, the Duke
of Brittany joined another commissioner, Jean Couppegorge, and a second
notary, Michel Estallure, to Toucheronde and Chateau.
The inhabitants of Machecoul, a little town over which the Sire de Retz
exercised supreme power, appeared now to depose against their lord. André
Barbier, shoemaker, declared that last Easter, a child, son of his neighbour
Georges Lebarbier, had disappeared. He was last seen gathering plums behind
the hotel Rondeau. This disappearance surprised none in Machecoul, and no one
ventured to comment on it.
André and his wife were in daily terror of losing their own child.
They had been a pilgrimage to S. Jean d'Angely, and had been asked there
whether it was the custom at Machecoul to eat children. On their return they had
heard of two children having vanished--the son of Jean Gendron, and that of
Alexandre Châtellier. André Barbier had made some inquiries about the
circumstances of their disappearance, and had been advised to hold his tongue,
and to shut his ears and eyes, unless he were prepared to be thrown into a
dungeon by the lord of Machecoul.
"But, bless me!" he had said, "am I to believe that a fairy spirits off and eats our
little ones?"
"Believe what you like," was the advice given to him; "but ask no questions." As
this conversation had taken place, one of the marshal's men at arms had passed,
when all those who had been speaking took to their heels. André, who had run
with the rest, without knowing exactly why he fled, came upon a man near the
church of the Holy Trinity, who was weeping bitterly, and crying out,--"O my
God, wilt Thou not restore to me my little one?" This man had also been robbed
of his child.
Licette, wife of Guillaume Sergent, living at La Boneardière, in the parish of S.
Croix de Machecoul, had lost her son two years before, and had not seen him
since; she besought the commissioners, with tears in her eyes, to restore him to

her.
"I left him," said she, "at home whilst I went into the field with my husband to
sow flax. He was a bonny little lad, and he was as good as he was bonny. He had
to look after his tiny sister, who was a year and a half old. On my return home,
the little girl was found, but she could not tell me what had become of him.
Afterwards we found in the marsh a small red woollen cap which had belonged
to my poor darling; but it was in vain that we dragged the marsh, nothing was
found more, except good evidence that he had not been drowned. A hawker who
sold needles and thread passed through Machecoul at the time, and told me that
an old woman in grey, with a black hood on her head, had bought of him some
children's toys, and had a few moments after passed him, leading a little boy by
the hand."
Georges Lebarbier, living near the gate of the châtelet de Machecoul, gave an
account of the manner in which his son had evanesced. The boy was apprenticed
to Jean Pelletier, tailor to Mme. de Retz and to the household of the castle. He
seemed to be getting on in his profession, when last year, about S. Barnabas' day,
he went to play at ball on the castle green. He never returned from the game.
This youth and his master, Jean Pelletier, had been in the habit of eating and
drinking at the castle, and bad always laughed at the ominous stories told by the
people.
Guillaume Hilaire and his wife confirmed the statements of Lebarbier.
They also said that they knew of the loss of the sons of Jean Gendron, Jeanne
Rouen, and Alexandre Châtellier. The son of Jean Gendron, aged twelve, lived
with the said Hilaire and learned of him the trade of skinner. He had been
working in the shop for seven or eight years, and was a steady, hardworking lad.
One day Messieurs Gilles de Sillé and Roger de Briqueville entered the shop to
purchase a pair of hunting gloves. They asked if little Gendron might take a
message for them to the castle. Hilaire readily consented, and the boy received
beforehand the payment for going--a gold angelus, and he started, promising to
be back directly. But he had never returned. That evening Hiliare and his wife,
observing Gilles de Sillé and Roger de Briqueville returning to the castle, ran to
them and asked what had become of the apprentice.
They replied that they had no notion of where he was, as they had been absent
hunting, but that it was possible he might have been sent to Tiffauges, another
castle of De Retz.

Guillaume Hilaire, whose depositions were more grave and explicit than the
others, positively asserted that Jean Dujardin, valet to Roger de Briqueville had
told him he knew of a cask secreted in the castle, full of children's corpses. He
said that he had often heard people say that children were enticed to the château
and then murdered, but had treated it as an idle tale. He said, moreover, that the
marshal was not accused of having any hand in the murders, but that his servants
were supposed to be guilty.
Jean Gendron himself deposed to the loss of his son, and he added that his was
not the only child which had vanished mysteriously at Machecoul. He knew of
thirty that had disappeared.
Jean Chipholon, elder and junior, Jean Aubin, and Clement Doré, all inhabitants
of the parish of Thomage, deposed that they had known a poor man of the same
parish, named Mathelin Thomas, who had lost his son, aged twelve, and that he
had died of grief in consequence.
Jeanne Rouen, of Machecoul, who for nine years had been in a state of
uncertainty whether her son were alive or dead, deposed that the child had been
carried off whilst keeping sheep. She had thought that he had been devoured of
wolves, but two women of Machecoul, now deceased, had seen Gilles de Sillé
approach the little shepherd, speak to him, and point to the castle. Shortly after
the lad had walked off in that direction. The husband of Jeanne Rouen went to
the château to inquire after his son, but could obtain no information. When next
Gilles de Sillé appeared in the town, the disconsolate mother entreated him to
restore her child to her. Gilles replied that he knew nothing about him, as he had
been to the king at Amboise.
Jeanne, widow of Aymery Hedelin, living at Machecoul, had also lost, eight
years before, a little child as he had pursued some butterflies into the wood. At
the same time four other children had been carried off, those of Gendron, Rouen,
and Macé Sorin. She said that the story circulated through the country was, that
Gilles de Sillé stole children to make them over to the English, in order to obtain
the ransom of his brother who was a captive. But she added that this report was
traced to the servants of Sillé, and that it was propagated by them.
One of the last children to disappear was that of Noël Aise, living in the parish
of S. Croix.

A man from Tiffauges had said to her (Jeanne Hedelin) that for one child stolen
at Machecoul, there were seven carried away at Tiffauges.
Macé Sorin confirmed the deposition of the widow Hedelin., and repeated the
circumstances connected with the loss of the children of Châtellier, Rouen,
Gendron, and Lebarbier.
Perrine Rondeau had entered the castle with the company of Jean Labbé.
She had entered a stable, and had found a heap of ashes and powder, which had a
sickly and peculiar smell. At the bottom of a trough she had found a child's shirt
covered with blood.
Several inhabitants of the bourg of Fresnay, to wit, Perrot, Parqueteau, Jean
Soreau, Catherine Degrépie, Gilles Garnier, Perrine Viellard, Marguerite
Rediern, Marie Carfin, Jeanne Laudais, said that they had heard Guillaume
Hamelin, last Easter, lamenting the loss of two children.
Isabeau, wife of Guillaume Hamelin, confirmed these depositions, saving that
she had lost them seven years before. She had at that time four children; the
eldest aged fifteen, the youngest aged seven, went together to Machecoul to buy
some bread, but they did not return. She sat up for them all night and next
morning. She heard that another child had been lost, the son of Michaut Bonnel
of S. Ciré de Retz.
Guillemette, wife of Michaut Bonnel, said that her son had been carried off
whilst guarding cows.
Guillaume Rodigo and his wife, living at Bourg-neuf-en-Retz, deposed that on
the eve of last S. Bartholomew's day, the Sire do Retz lodged with Guillaume
Plumet in his village.
Pontou, who accompanied the marshal, saw a lad of fifteen, named Bernard
Lecanino, servant to Rodigo, standing at the door of his house. The lad could not
speak much French, but only bas-Breton.
Pontou beckoned to him and spoke to him in a low tone. That evening, at ten
o'clock, Bernard left his master's house, Rodigo and his wife being absent. The
servant maid, who saw him go out, called to him that the supper table was not
yet cleared, but he paid no attention to what she said. Rodigo, annoyed at the

loss of his servant, asked some of the marshal's men what had become of him.
They replied mockingly that they knew nothing of the little Breton, but that he
had probably been sent to Tiffauges to be trained as page to their lord.
Marguerite Sorain, the chambermaid alluded to above, confirmed the statement
of Rodigo, adding that Pontou had entered the house and spoken with Bernard.
Guillaume Plumet and wife confirmed what Rodigo and Sorain had said.
Thomas Aysée and wife deposed to the loss of their son, aged ten, who had gone
to beg at the gate of the castle of Machecoul; and a little girl had seen him drawn
by an offer of meat into the château.
Jamette, wife of Eustache Drouet of S. Léger, had sent two sons, one aged ten,
the other seven, to the castle to obtain alms. They had not been seen since.
On the 2nd October the commissioners sat again, and the charges became graver,
and the servants of the marshal became more and more implicated.
The disappearance of thirteen other children was substantiated under
circumstances throwing strong suspicion on the inmates of the castle.
I will not give the details, for they much resemble those of the former
depositions. Suffice it to say that before the commissioners closed the inquiry, a
herald of the Duke of Brittany in tabard blew three calls on the trumpet, from the
steps of the tower of Bouffay, summoning all who had additional charges to
bring against the Sire de Retz, to present themselves without delay. As no fresh
witnesses arrived, the case was considered to be made out, and the
commissioners visited the duke, with the information they had collected, in their
hands.
The duke hesitated long as to the steps he should take. Should he judge and
sentence a kinsman, the most powerful of his vassals, the bravest of his captains,
a councillor of the king, a marshal of France?
Whilst still unsettled in his mind as to the course he should pursue, he received a
letter from Gilles de Retz, which produced quite a different effect from that
which it had been intended to produce.
"MONSIEUR MY COUSIN AND HONOURED SIRE,--

"IT is quite true that I am perhaps the most detestable of all sinners, having
sinned horribly again and again, yet have I never failed in my religious duties. I
have heard many masses, vespers, &c., have fasted in Lent and on vigils, have
confessed my sins, deploring them heartily, and have received the blood of our
Lord at least once in the year.
Since I have been languishing in prison, awaiting your honoured justice, I have
been overwhelmed with incomparable repentance for my crimes, which I am
ready to acknowledge and to expiate as is suitable.
"Wherefore I supplicate you, M. my cousin, to give me licence to retire into a
monastery, and there to lead a good and exemplary life.
I care not into what monastery I am sent, but I intend that all my goods, &c.,
should be distributed among the poor, who are the members of Jesus Christ on
earth . . . . Awaiting your glorious clemency, on which I rely, I pray God our
Lord to protect you and your kingdom.
He who addresses you is in all earthly humility,"
"FRIAR GILLES,
Carmelite in intention."
The duke read this letter to Pierre de l'Hospital, president of Brittany, and to the
Bishop of Nantes, who were those most resolute in pressing on the trial. They
were horrified at the tone of this dreadful communication, and assured the duke
that the case was so clear, and the steps taken had been so decided, that it was
impossible for him to allow De Retz to escape trial by such an impious device as
he suggested. In the meantime, the bishop and the grand-seneschal had set on
foot an investigation at the castle of Machecoul, and had found numerous traces
of human remains. But a complete examination could not be made, as the duke
was anxious to screen his kinsman as much as possible, and refused to authorize
one.
The duke now summoned his principal officers and held a council with them.
They unanimously sided with the bishop and de l'Hospital, and when John still
hesitated, the Bishop of Nantes rose and said: "Monseigneur, this case is one for
the church as much as for your court to take up. Consequently, if your President
of Brittany does not bring the case into secular court, by the Judge of heaven and
earth! I will cite the author of these execrable crimes to appear before our

ecclesiastical tribunal."
The resolution of the bishop compelled the duke to yield, and it was decided that
the trial should take its course without let or hindrance.
In the meantime, the unhappy wife of Gilles de Retz, who had been separated
from him for some while, and who loathed his crimes, though she still felt for
him as her husband, hurried to the duke with her daughter to entreat pardon for
the wretched man. But the duke refused to hear her. Thereupon she went to
Amboise to intercede with the king for him who bad once been his close friend
and adviser.

CHAPTER XII - THE MARÉCHAL DE RETZ II.
THE TRIAL.
On the 10th October, Nicolas Chateau, notary of the duke, went to the Château
of Bouffay, to read to the prisoner the summons to appear in person on the
morrow before Messire de l'Hospital, President of Brittany, Seneschal of
Rennes, and Chief Justice of the Duchy of Brittany.
The Sire de Retz, who believed himself already a novice in the Carmelite order,
had dressed in white, and was engaged in singing litanies. When the summons
had been read, he ordered a page to give the notary wine and cake, and then he
returned to his prayers with every appearance of compunction and piety.
On the morrow Jean Labbé and four soldiers conducted him to the hall of justice.
He asked for Pontou and Henriet to accompany him, but this was not permitted.
He was adorned with all his military insignia, as though to impose on his judges;
he had around his neck massive chains of gold, and several collars of knightly
orders. His costume, with the exception of his purpoint, was white, in token of
his repentance. His purpoint was of pearl-grey silk, studded with gold stars, and
girded around his waist by a scarlet belt, from which dangled a poignard in
scarlet velvet sheath. His collar, cufs, and the edging of his purpoint were of
white ermine, his little round cap or “chapel” was white, surrounded with a belt
of ermine--a fur which only the great feudal lords of Brittany had a right to wear.
All the rest of his dress, to the shoes which were long and pointed, was white.
No one at a first glance would have thought the Sire do Retz to be by nature so
cruel and vicious as he was supposed to be. On the contrary, his physiognomy
was calm and phlegmatic, somewhat pale, and expressive of melancholy. His
hair and moustache were light brown, and his beard was clipped to a point. This
beard, which resembled no other beard, was black, but under certain lights it
assumed a blue hue, and it was this peculiarity which obtained for the Sire do
Retz the surname of Blue-beard, a name which has attached to him in popular
romance, at the same time that his story has undergone strange metamorphoses.
But on closer examination of the countenance of Gilles de Retz, contraction in

the muscles of the face, nervous quivering of the mouth, spasmodic twitchings of
the brows, and above all, the sinister expression of the eyes, showed that there
was something strange and frightful in the man. At intervals he ground his teeth
like a wild beast preparing to dash upon his prey, and then his lips became so
contracted, as they were drawn in and glued, as it were, to his teeth, that their
very colour was indiscernible.
At times also his eyes became fixed, and the pupils dilated to such an extent,
with a sombre fire quivering in them, that the iris seemed to fill the whole orbit,
which became circular, and sank back into the head. At these moments his
complexion became livid and cadaverous; his brow, especially just over the
nose, was covered with deep wrinkles, and his beard appeared to bristle, and to
assume its bluish hues. But, after a few moments, his features became again
serene, with a sweet smile reposing upon them, and his expression relaxed into a
vague and tender melancholy.
"Messires," said he, saluting his judges, "I pray you to expedite my matter, and
despatch as speedily as possible my unfortunate case; for I am peculiarly anxious
to consecrate myself to the service of God, who has pardoned my great sins. I
shall not fail, I assure you, to endow several of the churches in Nantes, and I
shall distribute the greater portion of my goods among the poor, to secure the
salvation of my soul."
"Monseigneur," replied gravely Pierre de l'Hospital: "It is always well to think of
the salvation of one's soul; but, if you please, think now that we are concerned
with the salvation of your body."
"I have confessed to the father superior of the Carmelites," replied the marshal,
with tranquillity; "and through his absolution I have been able to communicate: I
am, therefore, guiltless and purified."
"Men's justice is not in common with that of God, monseigneur, and I cannot tell
you what will be your sentence. Be ready to make your defence, and listen to the
charges brought against you, which M. le lieutenant du Procureur de Nantes will
read."
The officer rose, and read the following paper of charges, which I shall
condense:--

"Having heard the bitter complaints of several of the inhabitants of the diocese
of Nantes, whose names follow hereinafter (here follow the names of the parents
of the lost children), we, Philippe do Livron, lieutenant assesseur of Messire le
Procureur de Nantes, have invited, and do invite, the very noble and very wise
Messire Pierre de l'Hospital, President of Brittany, &c., to bring to trial the very
high and very powerful lord, Gilles de Laval, Sire de Retz, Machecoul, Ingrande
and other places, Councillor of his Majesty the King, and Marshal of France:
"Forasmuch as the said Sire de Retz has seized and caused to be seized several
little children, not only ten or twenty, but thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, one hundred,
two hundred, and more, and has murdered and slain them inhumanly, and then
burned their bodies to convert them to ashes:
"Forasmuch as persevering in evil, the said Sire, notwithstanding that the powers
that be are ordained of God, and that every one should be an obedient subject to
his prince, . . . has assaulted Jean Leferon, subject of the Duke of Brittany, the
said Jean Leferon being guardian of the fortress of Malemort, in the name of
Geoffrey Leferon, his brother, to whom the said lord had made over the
possession of the said place:
"Forasmuch as the said Sire forced Jean Leferon to give up to him the said place,
and moreover retook the lordship of Malemort in despite of the order of the duke
and of justice:
"Forasmuch as the said Sire arrested Master Jean Rousseau, sergeant of the duke,
who was sent to him with injunctions from the said duke, and beat his men with
their own staves, although their persons were under the protection of his grace:
"We conclude that the said Sire de Retz, homicide in fact and in intent according
to the first count, rebel and felon according to the second, should be condemned
to suffer corporal punishment, and to pay a fine of his possessions in lands and
goods held in fief to the said nobleman, and that these should be confiscated and
remitted to the crown of Brittany."
This requisition was evidently drawn up with the view of saving the life of the
Sire de Retz; for the crime of homicide was presented without aggravating
circumstances, in such a manner that it could be denied or shelved, whilst the
crimes of felony and rebellion against the Duke of Brittany were brought into
exaggerated prominence.

Gilles de Retz had undoubtedly been forewarned of the course which was to be
pursued, and he was prepared to deny totally the charges made in the first count.
"Monseigneur," said Pierre de l'Hospital, whom the form of the requisition had
visibly astonished: "What justification have you to make? Take an oath on the
Gospels to declare the truth."
"No, messire!" answered the marshal. "The witnesses are bound to declare what
they know upon oath, but the accused is never put on his oath."
"Quite so," replied the judge. "Because the accused may be put on the rack and
constrained to speak the truth, an' please you."
Gilles de Retz turned pale, bit his lips, and cast a glance of malignant hate at
Pierre de l'Hospital; then, composing his countenance, he spoke with an
appearance of calm:-"Messires, I shall not deny that I behaved wrongfully in the case of Jean
Rousseau; but, in excuse, let me say that the said Rousseau was full of wine, and
he behaved with such indecorum towards me in the presence of my servants, that
it was quite intolerable. Nor will I deny my revenge on the brothers Leferon:
Jean had declared that the said Grace of Brittany had confiscated my fortress of
Malemort, which I had sold to him, and for which I have not yet received
payment; and Geoffrey Leferon had announced far and wide that I was about to
be expelled Brittany as a traitor and a rebel. To punish them I re-entered my
fortress of Malemort.--As for the other charges, I shall say nothing about them,
they are simply false and calumnious."
"Indeed exclaimed Pierre de l'Hospital, whose blood boiled with indignation
against the wretch who stood before him with such effrontery. "All these
witnesses who complain of having lost their children, lied under oath!"
"Undoubtedly, if they accuse me of having anything to do with their loss. What
am I to know about them, am I their keeper?"
"The answer of Cain!" exclaimed Pierre de l'Hospital, rising from his seat in the
vehemence of his emotion. "However, as you solemnly deny these charges, we
must question Henriet and Pontou."

"Henriet, Pontou!" cried the marshal, trembling; "they accuse me of nothing,
surely!"
"Not as yet, they have not been questioned, but they are about to be brought into
court, and I do not expect that they will lie in the face of justice."
"I demand that my servants be not brought forward as witnesses against their
master," said the marshal, his eyes dilating, his brow wrinkling, and his beard
bristling blue upon his chin: "a master is above the gossiping tales and charges
of his servants."
"Do you think then, messire, that your servants will accuse you?"
"I demand that I, a marshal of France, a baron of the duchy, should be sheltered
from the slanders of small folk, whom I disown as my servants if they are untrue
to their master."
"Messire, I see we must put you on the rack, or nothing will be got from you."
"Hola! I appeal to his grace the Duke of Brittany, and ask an adjournment, that I
may take advice on the charges brought against me, which I have denied, and
which I deny still."
"Well, I shall adjourn the case till the 25th of this month, that you may be well
prepared to meet the accusations."
On his way back to prison, the marshal passed Henriet and Pontou as they were
being conducted to the court. Henriet pretended not to see his master, but Pontou
burst into tears on meeting him. The marshal held out his hand, and Pontou
kissed it affectionately.
"Remember what I have done for you, and be faithful servants," said Gilles de
Retz. Henriet recoiled from him with a shudder, and the marshal passed on.
"I shall speak," whispered Henriet; "for we have another master beside our poor
master of Retz, and we shall soon be with the heavenly one."
The president ordered the clerk to read again the requisition of the lieutenant,

that the two presumed accomplices of Gilles de Retz might be informed of the
charges brought against their master. Henriet burst into tears, trembled violently,
and cried out that he would tell all.
Pontou, alarmed, tried to hinder his companion, and said that Henriet was
touched in his head, and that what he was about to say would be the ravings of
insanity.
Silence was imposed upon him.
"I will speak out," continued Henriet and yet I dare not speak of the horrors
which I know have taken place, before that image of my Lord Christ; "and he
pointed tremblingly to a large crucifix above the seat of the judge.
"Henriet." moaned Pontou, squeezing his hand, "you will destroy yourself as
well as your master."
Pierre de l'Hospital rose, and the figure of our Redeemer was solemnly veiled.
Henriet, who had great difficulty in overcoming his agitation, than began his
revelations.
The following is the substance of them:-On leaving the university of Angers, he had taken the situation of reader in the
house of Gilles de Retz. The marshal took a liking to him, and made him his
chamberlain and confidant.
On the occasion of the Sire de la Suze, brother of the Sire de Retz, taking
possession of the castle of Chantoncé, Charles de Soenne, who had arrived at
Chantoncé, assured Henriet that he had found in the oubliettes of a tower a
number of dead children, some headless, others frightfully mutilated. Henriet
then thought that this was but a calumny invented by the Sire de la Suze.
But when, some while after, the Sire de Retz retook the castle of Chantoncé and
had ceded it to the Duke of Brittany, he one evening summoned Henriet, Pontou,
and a certain Petit Robin to his room; the two latter were already deep in the
secrets of their master. But before confiding anything to Henriet, De Retz made
him take a solemn oath never to reveal what he was about to tell him. The oath
taken, the Sire de Retz, addressing the three, said that on the morrow an officer

of the duke would take possession of the castle in the name of the duke, and that
it was necessary, before this took place, that a certain well should be emptied of
children's corpses, and that their bodies should be put into boxes and transported
to Machecoul.
Henriet, Pontou, and Petit Robin went together, furnished with ropes and hooks,
to the tower where were the corpses. They toiled all night in removing the halfdecayed bodies, and with them they filled three large cases, which they sent by a
boat down the Loire to Machecoul, where they were reduced to ashes.
Henriet counted thirty-six children's heads, but there were more bodies than
heads. This night's work, he said, bad produced a profound impression on his
imagination, and he was constantly haunted with a vision of these heads rolling
as in a game of skittles, and clashing with a mournful wail. Henriet soon began
to collect children for his master, and was present whilst he massacred them.
They were murdered invariably in one room at Machecoul. The marshal used to
bathe in their blood; he was fond of making Gilles do Sillé, Pontou, or Henriet
torture them, and he experienced intense pleasure in seeing them in their
agonies. But his great passion was to welter in their blood. His servants would
stab a child in the jugular vein, and let the blood squirt over him. The room was
often steeped in blood. When the horrible deed was done, and the child was
dead, the marshal would be filled with grief for what he had done, and would
toss weeping and praying on a bed, or recite fervent prayers and litanies on his
knees, whilst his servants washed the floor, and burned in the huge fireplace the
bodies of the murdered children. With the bodies were burned the clothes and
everything that had belonged to the little victims.
An insupportable odour filled the room, but the Maréchal do Retz inhaled it with
delight.
Henriet acknowledged that he had seen forty children put to death in this
manner, and he was able to give an account of several, so that it was possible to
identify them with the children reported to be lost.
"It is quite impossible," said the lieutenant, who had been given the cue to do all
that was possible to save the marshal--"It is impossible that bodies could be
burned in a chamber fireplace."
"It was done, for all that, messire," replied Henriet. "The fireplace was very

large, both at the hotel Suze, and also at Machecoul; we piled up great faggots
and logs, and laid the dead children among them. In a few hours the operation
was complete, and we flung the ashes out of the window into the moat."
Henriet remembered the case of the two sons of Hamelin; he said that, whilst the
one child was being tortured, the other was on its knees sobbing and praying to
God, till its own turn came.
"What you have said concerning the excesses of Messire de Retz,"
exclaimed the lieutenant du procureur, "seems to be pure invention, and destitute
of all probability. The greatest monsters of iniquity never committed such
crimes, except perhaps some Cæsars of old Rome."
"Messire, it was the acts of these Cæsars that my Lord of Retz desired to imitate.
I used to read to him the chronicles of Suetonius, and Tacitus, in which their
cruelties are recorded. He used to delight in hearing of them, and he said that it
gave him greater pleasure to hack off a child's head than to assist at a banquet.
Sometimes he would seat himself on the breast of a little one, and with a knife
sever the head from the body at a single blow; sometimes he cut the throat half
through very gently, that the child might languish, and he would wash his hands
and his beard in its blood. Sometimes he had all the limbs chopped off at once
from the trunk; at other times he ordered us to hang the infants till they were
nearly dead, and then take them down and cut their throats. I remember having
brought to him three little girls who were asking charity at the castle gates. He
bade me cut their throats whilst he looked on. André Bricket found another little
girl crying on the steps of the house at Vannes because she had lost her mother.
He brought the little thing--it was but a babe--in his arms to my lord, and it was
killed before him. Pontou and I had to make away with the body. We threw it
down a privy in one of the towers, but the corpse caught on a nail in the outer
wall, so that it would be visible to all who passed. Pontou was let down by a
rope, and he disengaged it with great difficulty."
"How many children do you estimate that the Sire de Retz and his servants have
killed?"
"The reckoning is long. I, for my part, confess to having killed twelve with my
own hand, by my master's orders, and I have brought him about sixty. I knew
that things of the kind went on before I was admitted to the secret; for the castle
of Machecoul had been occupied a short while by the Sire do la Sage. My lord

recovered it speedily, for he knew that there were many children's corpses
hidden in a hayloft. There were forty there quite dry and black as coal, because
they had been charred. One of the women of Madame de Retz came by chance
into the loft and saw the corpses. Roger de Briqueville wanted to kill her, but the
maréchal would not let him."
"Have you nothing more to declare?
"Nothing. I ask Pontou, my friend, to corroborate what I have said."
This deposition, so circumstantial and detailed, produced on the judges a
profound impression of horror. Human imagination at this time had not
penetrated such mysteries of refined cruelty. Several times, as Henriet spake, the
president had shown his astonishment and indignation by signing himself with
the cross. Several times his face had become scarlet, and his eyes had fallen; he
had pressed his hand to his brow, to assure himself that he was not labouring
under a hideous dream, and a quiver of horror had run through his whole frame.
Pontou had taken no part in the revelation of Henriet; but when the latter
appealed to him he raised his head, looked sadly round the court, and sighed.
"Etienne Cornillant, alias Pontou, I command you in the name of God and of
justice, to declare what you know."
This injunction of Pierre do l'Hospital remained unresponded to, and Pontou
seemed to strengthen himself in his resolution not to accuse his master.
But Henriet, flinging himself into the arms of his accomplice, implored him, as
he valued his soul, no longer to harden his heart to the calls of God; but to bring
to light the crimes he had committed along with the Sire do Retz.
The lieutenant du procureur, who hitherto had endeavoured to extenuate or
discredit the charges brought against Gilles do Retz, tried a last expedient to
counterbalance the damaging confessions of Henriet, and to withhold Pontou
from giving way.
"You have heard, monseigneur," said he to the president, "the atrocities which
have been acknowledged by Henriet, and you, as I do, consider them to be pure
inventions of the aforesaid, made out of bitter hatred and envy with the purpose

of ruining his master. I therefore demand that Henriet should be put on the rack,
that he may be brought to give the lie to his former statements."
"You forget," replied de l'Hospital, "that the rack is for those who do “not”
confess, and not for those who freely acknowledge their crimes. Therefore I
order the second accused, Etienne Cornillant, alias Pontou, to be placed on the
rack if he continues silent. Pontou!
will you speak or will you not?"
"Monseigneur, he will speak!" exclaimed Henriet. Oh, Pontou, dear friend, resist
not God any more."
"Well then, messeigneurs," said Pontou, with emotion; "I will satisfy you; I
cannot defend my poor lord against the allegations of Henriet, who has
confessed all through dread of eternal damnation."
He then fully substantiated all the statements of the other, adding other facts of
the same character, known only to himself.
Notwithstanding the avowal of Pontou and Henriet, the adjourned trial was not
hurried on. It would have been easy to have captured some of the accomplices of
the wretched man; but the duke, who was informed of the whole of the
proceedings, did not wish to augment the scandal by increasing the number of
the accused. He even forbade researches to be made in the castles and mansions
of the Sire de Retz, fearing lest proofs of fresh crimes, more mysterious and
more horrible than those already divulged, should come to light.
The dismay spread through the country by the revelations already made,
demanded that religion and morality, which had been so grossly outraged,
should be speedily avenged. People wondered at the delay in pronouncing
sentence, and it was loudly proclaimed in Nantes that the Sire de Retz was rich
enough to purchase his life. It is true that Madame de Retz solicited the king and
the duke again to give pardon to her husband; but the duke, counselled by the
bishop, refused to extend his authority to interfere with the course of justice; and
the king, after having sent one of his councillors to Nantes to investigate the
case, determined not to stir in it.

CHAPTER XIII - MARÉCHAL DE RETZ.--III. THE
SENTENCE AND EXECUTION.
On the 24th October the trial of the Maréchal de Retz was resumed. The prisoner
entered in a Carmelite habit, knelt and prayed in silence before the examination
began. Then he ran his eye over the court, and the sight of the rack, windlass,
and cords made a slight shudder run through him.
"Messire Gilles de Laval," began the president; "you appear before me now for
the second time to answer to a certain requisition read by M.
le Lieutenant du Procureur de Nantes."
"I shall answer frankly, monseigneur," said the prisoner calmly; "but I reserve
the right of appeal to the benign intervention of the very venerated majesty of the
King of France, of whom I am, or have been, chamberlain and marshal, as may
be proved by my letters patent duly enregistered in the parliament at Paris--"
"This is no affair of the King of France," interrupted Pierre de l'Hospital; "if you
were chamberlain and marshal of his Majesty, you are also vassal of his grace
the Duke of Brittany."
"I do not deny it; but, on the contrary, I trust to his Grace of Brittany to allow me
to retire to a convent of Carmelites, there to repent me of my sins."
"That is as may be; will you confess, or must I send you to the rack?"
"Torture me not!" exclaimed Gilles de Retz "I will confess all. Tell me first,
what have Henriet and Pontou said?"
"They have confessed. M. le Lieutenant du Procureur shall read you their
allegations."
"Not so," said the lieutenant, who continued to show favour to the accused; "I
pronounce them false, unless Messire de Retz confirms them by oath, which God
forbid!"

Pierre de l'Hospital made a motion of anger to check this scandalous pleading in
favour of the accused, and then nodded to the clerk to read the evidence.
The Sire do Retz, on hearing that his servants had made such explicit avowals of
their acts, remained motionless, as though thunderstruck.
He saw that it was in vain for him to equivocate, and that he would have to
confess all.
"What have you to say?" asked the president, when the confessions of Henriet
and Pontou had been read.
"Say what befits you, my lord," interrupted the lieutenant du procureur, as
though to indicate to the accused the line he was to take: "are not these
abominable lies and calumnies trumped up to ruin you?"
"Alas, no!" replied the Sire do Retz; and his face was pale as death: "Henriet and
Pontou have spoken the truth. God has loosened their tongues."
"My lord! relieve yourself of the burden of your crimes by acknowledging them
at once," said M. do l'Hospital earnestly.
"Messires!" said the prisoner, after a moment's silence: "it is quite true that I
have robbed mothers of their little ones; and that I have killed their children, or
caused them to be killed, either by cutting their throats with daggers or knives, or
by chopping off their heads with cleavers; or else I have had their skulls broken
by hammers or sticks; sometimes I had their limbs hewn off one after another; at
other times I have ripped them open, that I might examine their entrails and
hearts; I have occasionally strangled them or put them to a slow death; and when
the children were dead I had their bodies burned and reduced to ashes."
"When did you begin your execrable practices?" asked Pierre de l'Hospital,
staggered by the frankness of these horrible avowals: "the evil one must have
possessed you."
"It came to me from myself,--no doubt at the instigation of the devil: but still
these acts of cruelty afforded me incomparable delight. The desire to commit
these atrocities came upon me eight years ago. I left court to go to Chantoncé,
that I might claim the property of my grandfather, deceased. In the library of the
castle I found a Latin book--”Suetonius”, I believe--full of accounts of the

cruelties of the Roman Emperors. I read the charming history of Tiberius,
Caracalla, and other Cæsars, and the pleasure they took in watching the agonies
of tortured children. Thereupon I resolved to imitate and surpass these same
Cæsars, and that very night I began to do so. For some while I confided my
secret to no one, but afterwards I communicated it to my cousin, Gilles de Sillé,
then to Master Roger de Briqueville, next in succession to Henriet, Pontou,
Rossignol, and Robin." He then confirmed all the accounts given by his two
servants. He confessed to about one hundred and twenty murders in a single
year.
"An average of eight hundred in less than seven years!" exclaimed Pierre de
l'Hospital, with a cry of pain: "Ah! messire, you were possessed! "
His confession was too explicit and circumstantial for the Lieutenant du
Procureur to say another word in his defence; but he pleaded that the case should
be made over to the ecclesiastical court, as there were confessions of invocations
of the devil and of witchcraft mixed up with those of murder. Pierre de l'Hospital
saw that the object of the lieutenant was to gain time for Mme. de Retz to make a
fresh attempt to obtain a pardon; however he was unable to resist, so he
consented that the case should be transferred to the bishop's court.
But the bishop was not a man to let the matter slip, and there and then a sergeant
of the bishop summoned Gilles de Laval, Sire do Retz, to appear forthwith
before the ecclesiastical tribunal. The marshal was staggered by this unexpected
citation, and he did not think of appealing against it to the president; he merely
signed his readiness to follow, and he was at once conducted into the
ecclesiastical court assembled hurriedly to try him.
This new trial lasted only a few hours.
The marshal, now thoroughly cowed, made no attempt to defend himself, but he
endeavoured to bribe the bishop into leniency, by promises of the surrender of
all his lands and goods to the Church, and begged to be allowed to retire into the
Carmelite monastery at Nantes.
His request was peremptorily refused, and sentence of death was pronounced
against him.
On the 25th October, the ecclesiastical court having pronounced judgment, the

sentence was transmitted to the secular court, which had now no pretext upon
which to withhold ratification.
There was some hesitation as to the kind of death the marshal was to suffer. The
members of the secular tribunal were not unanimous on this point. The president
put it to the vote, and collected the votes himself; then he reseated himself,
covered his head, and said in a solemn voice:-"The court, notwithstanding the quality, dignity, and nobility of the accused,
condemns him to be hung and burned. Wherefore I admonish you who are
condemned, to ask pardon of God, and grace to die well, in great contrition for
having committed the said crimes. And the said sentence shall be carried into
execution to-morrow morning between eleven and twelve o'clock." A similar
sentence was pronounced upon Henriet and Pontou.
On the morrow, October 26th, at nine o'clock in the morning, a general
procession composed of half the people of Nantes, the clergy and the bishop
bearing the blessed Sacrament, left the cathedral and went round the city visiting
each of the principal churches, where masses were said for the three under
sentence.
At eleven the prisoners were conducted to the place of execution, which was in
the meadow of Biesse, on the further side of the Loire.
Three gibbets had been erected, one higher than the others, and beneath each
was a pile of faggots, tar, and brushwood.
It was a glorious, breezy day, not a cloud was to be seen in the blue heavens; the
Loire rolled silently towards the sea its mighty volumes of turbid water, seeming
bright and blue as it reflected the brilliancy and colour of the sky. The poplars
shivered and whitened in the fresh air with a pleasant rustle, and the willows
flickered and wavered above the stream.
A vast crowd had assembled round the gallows; it was with difficulty that a way
was made for the condemned, who came on chanting the “De profundis”. The
spectators of all ages took up the psalm and chanted it with them, so that the
surge of the old Gregorian tone might have been heard by the duke and the
bishop, who had shut themselves up in the château of Nantes during the hour of
execution.

After the close of the psalm, which was terminated by the “Requiem æternam”
instead of the “Gloria”, the Sire de Retz thanked those who had conducted him,
and then embraced Pontou and Henriet, before delivering himself of the
following address, or rather sermon:-"My very dear friends and servants, be strong and courageous against the
assaults of the devil, and feel great displeasure and contrition for your ill deeds,
without despairing of God's mercy. Believe with me, that there is no sin,
however great, in the world, which God, in his grace and loving kindness, will
not pardon, when one asks it of Him with contrition of heart. Remember that the
Lord God is always more ready to receive the sinner than is the sinner to ask of
Him pardon. Moreover, let us very humbly thank Him for his great love to us in
letting us die in full possession of our faculties, and not cutting us off suddenly
in the midst of our misdeeds. Let us conceive such a love of God, and such
repentance, that we shall not fear death, which is only a little pang, without
which we could not see God in his glory. Besides we must desire to be freed
from this world, in which is only misery, that we may go to everlasting glory.
Let us rejoice rather, for although we have sinned grievously here below, yet we
shall be united in Paradise, our souls being parted from our bodies, and we shall
be together for ever and ever, if only we endure in our pious and honourable
contrition to our last sigh." [1] Then the marshal, who was to be executed first,
left his companions and placed himself in the hands of his executioners. He took
off his cap, knelt, kissed a crucifix, and made a pious oration to the crowd much
in the style of his address to his friends Pontou and Henriet.
[1. The case of the Sire de Retz is one to make us see the great danger there is in
trusting to feelings in matters of religion. "If thou wilt enter into life, keep the
commandments," said our Lord. How many hope to go to heaven because they
have pious emotions!]
Then he commenced reciting the prayers of the dying; the executioner passed the
cord round his neck, and adjusted the knot. He mounted a tall stool, erected at
the foot of the gallows as a last honour paid to the nobility of the criminal. The
pile of firewood was lighted before the executioners had left him.
Pontou and Henriet, who were still on their knees, raised their eyes to their
master and cried to him, extending their arms,--

"At this last hour, monseigneur, be a good and valiant soldier of God, and
remember the passion of Jesus Christ which wrought our redemption.
Farewell, we hope soon to meet in Paradise!
The stool was cast down, and the Sire de Retz dropped. The fire roared up, the
flames leaped about him, and enveloped him as be swung.
Suddenly, mingling with the deep booming of the cathedral bell, swelled up the
wild unearthly wail of the “Dies iræ”.
No sound among the crowd, only the growl of the fire, and the solemn strain of
the hymn
Lo, the Book, exactly worded,
Wherein all hath been recorded;
Thence shall judgment be awarded.
When the Judge his seat attaineth,
And each hidden deed arraigneth,
Nothing unavenged remaineth.
What shall I, frail man, be pleading?
Who for me be interceding?
When the just are mercy needing.
King of Majesty tremendous,
Who dost free salvation send us,
Fount of pity! then befriend us.
Low I kneel, with heart-submission;
See, like ashes, my contrition-Help me in my last condition!
Ah I that day of tears and mourning!
From the dust of earth returning,
Man for judgment must prepare him!
Spare, O, God, in mercy spare him!
Lord, who didst our souls redeem,
Grant a blessed requiem!
AMEN.
Six women, veiled, and robed in white, and six Carmelites advanced.
bearing a coffin.

It was whispered that one of the veiled women was Madame de Retz, and that
the others were members of the most illustrious houses of Brittany.
The cord by which the marshal was hung was cut, and he fell into a cradle of
iron prepared to receive the corpse. The body was removed before the fire had
gained any mastery over it. It was placed in the coffin., and the monks and the
women transported it to the Carmelite monastery of Nantes, according to the
wishes of the deceased.
In the meantime, the sentence had been executed upon Pontou and Henriet; they
were hung and burned to dust. Their ashes were cast to the winds; whilst in the
Carmelite church of Our Lady were celebrated with pomp the obsequies of the
very high, very powerful, very illustrious Seigneur Gilles de Laval, Sire de Retz,
late Chamberlain of King Charles VII., and Marshal of France!

CHAPTER XIV - A GALICIAN WERE-WOLF.
The inhabitants of Austrian Galicia are quiet, inoffensive people, take them as a
whole. The Jews, who number a twelfth of the population, are the most
intelligent, energetic, and certainly the most money-making individuals in the
province, though the Poles proper, or Mazurs, are not devoid of natural parts.
Perhaps as remarkable a phenomenon as any other in that kingdom--for kingdom
of Waldimir it was--is the enormous numerical preponderance of the nobility
over the untitled. In 1837 the proportions stood thus: 32,190 nobles to 2,076
tradesmen.
The average of execution for crime is nine a year, out of a population of four and
a half millions,--by no means a high figure, considering the peremptory way in
which justice is dealt forth in that province.
Yet, in the most quiet and well-disposed neighbourhoods, occasionally the most
startling atrocities are committed, occurring when least expected, and sometimes
perpetrated by the very person who is least suspected.
Just sixteen years ago there happened in the circle of Tornow, in Western
Galicia-the province is divided into nine circles-a circumstance which will
probably furnish the grandames with a story for their firesides, during their bitter
Galician winters, for many a long year.
In the circle of Tornow, in the lordship of Parkost, is a little hamlet called
Polomyja, consisting of eight hovels and a Jewish tavern. The inhabitants are
mostly woodcutters, hewing down the firs of the dense forest in which their
village is situated, and conveying them to the nearest water, down which they
are floated to the Vistula.
Each tenant pays no rent for his cottage and pitch of field, but is bound to work a
fixed number of days for his landlord: a practice universal in Galicia, and often
productive of much discontent and injustice, as the proprietor exacts labour from
his tenant on those days when the harvest has to be got in, or the land is m best
condition for tillage, and just when the peasant would gladly be engaged upon
his own small plot. Money is scarce in the province, and this is accordingly the
only way in which the landlord can be sure of his dues.

Most of the villagers of Polomyja are miserably poor; but by cultivating a little
maize, and keeping a few fowls or a pig, they scrape together sufficient to
sustain life. During the summer the men collect resin from the pines, from each
of which, once in twelve Years, they strip a slip of bark, leaving the resin to
exude and trickle into a small earthenware jar at its roots; and, during the winter,
as already stated, they fell the trees and roll them down to the river.
Polomyja is not a cheerful spot--nested among dense masses of pine, which shed
a gloom over the little hamlet; yet, on a fine day, it is pleasant enough for the old
women to sit at their cottage doors, scenting that matchless pine fragrance,
sweeter than the balm of the Spice Islands, for there is nothing cloying in that
exquisite and exhilarating odour; listening to the harp-like thrill of the breeze in
the old grey tree-tops, and knitting quietly at long stockings, whilst their little
grandchildren romp in the heather and tufted fern.
Towards evening, too, there is something indescribably beautiful in the firwood.
The sun dives among the trees, and paints their boles with patches of luminous
saffron, or falling over a level clearing, glorifies it with its orange dye, so visibly
contrasting with the blue-purple shadow on the western rim of unreclaimed
forest, deep and luscious as the bloom on a plum. The birds then are hastening to
their nests, a ger-falcon, high overhead, is kindled with sunlight; capering and
gambolling among the branches, the merry squirrel skips home for the night.
The sun goes down, but the sky is still shining with twilight. The wild cat begins
to hiss and squall in the forest, the heron to flap hastily by, the stork on the top of
the tavern chimney to poise itself on one leg for sleep. To-whoo! an owl begins
to wake up. Hark! the woodcutters are coming home with a song.
Such is Polomyja in summer time, and much resembling it are the hamlets
scattered about the forest, at intervals of a few miles; in each, the public-house
being the most commodious and best-built edifice, the church, whenever there is
one, not remarkable for anything but its bulbous steeple.
You would hardly believe that amidst all this poverty a beggar could have
picked up any subsistence, and yet, a few years ago, Sunday after Sunday, there
sat a white-bearded venerable man at the church door, asking alms.
Poor people are proverbially compassionate and liberal, so that the old man

generally got a few coppers, and often some good woman bade him come into
her cottage, and let him have some food.
Occasionally Swiatek--that was the beggar's name, went his rounds selling small
pinchbeck ornaments and beads; generally, however, only appealing to charity.
One Sunday, after church, a Mazur and his wife invited the old man into their
hut and gave him a crust of pie and some meat. There were several children
about, but a little girl, of nine or ten, attracted the old man's attention by her
artless tricks.
Swiatek felt in his pocket and produced a ring, enclosing a piece of coloured
glass set over foil. This he presented to the child, who ran off delighted to show
her acquisition to her companions.
"Is that little maid your daughter?" asked the beggar.
"No," answered the house-wife, "she is an orphan; there was a widow in this
place who died, leaving the child, and I have taken charge of her; one mouth
more will not matter much, and the good God will bless us."
"Ay, ay! to be sure He will; the orphans and fatherless are under His own
peculiar care."
"She's a good little thing, and gives no trouble," observed the woman.
"You go back to Polomyja tonight, I reckon."
"I do--ah!" exclaimed Swiatek, as the little girl ran up to him. You like the ring,
is it not beautiful? I found it under a big fir to the left of the churchyard,there
may be dozens there. You must turn round three times, bow to the moon, and
say, 'Zaboï!' then look among the tree-roots till you find one."
"Come along!" screamed the child to its comrades; "we will go and look for
rings."
"You must seek separately," said Swiatek.
The children scampered off into the wood.

"I have done one good thing for you," laughed the beggar, "in ridding you, for a
time, of the noise of those children."
"I am glad of a little quiet now and then," said the woman; "the children will not
let the baby sleep at times with their clatter. Are you going?"
"Yes; I must reach Polomyja tonight. I am old and very feeble, and poor"--he
began to fall into his customary whine-- very poor, but I thank and pray to God
for you."
Swiatek left the cottage.
“That little orphan was never seen again.”
The Austrian Government has, of late years, been vigorously advancing
education among the lower orders, and establishing schools throughout the
province.
The children were returning from class one day, and were scattered among the
trees, some pursuing a field-mouse, others collecting juniper-berries, and some
sauntering with their hands in their pockets, whistling.
"Where's Peter?" asked one little boy of another who was beside him.
"We three go home the same way, let us go together."
"Peter!" shouted the lad.
"Here I am!" was the answer from among the trees; "I'll be with you directly."
"Oh, I see him!" said the elder boy. "There is some one talking to him."
"Where?"
"Yonder, among the pines. Ah! they have gone further into the shadow, and I
cannot see them any more. I wonder who was with him; a man, I think."
The boys waited till they were tired, and then they sauntered home, determined
to thrash Peter for having kept them waiting. “But Peter was never seen again.”

Some time after this a servant-girl, belonging to a small store kept by a Russian,
disappeared from a village five miles from Polomyja. She had been sent with a
parcel of grocery to a cottage at no very great distance, but lying apart from the
main cluster of hovels, and surrounded by trees.
The day closed in, and her master waited her return anxiously, but as several
hours elapsed without any sign of her, he--assisted by the neighbours--went in
search of her.
A slight powdering of snow covered the ground, and her footsteps could be
traced at intervals where she had diverged from the beaten track.
In that part of the road where the trees were thickest, there were marks of two
pair of feet leaving the path; but owing to the density of the trees at that spot and
to the slightness of the fall of snow, which did not reach the soil, where shaded
by the pines, the footprints were immediately lost. By the following morning a
heavy fall had obliterated any further traces which day-light might have
discovered.
“The servant-girl also was never seen again.”
During the winter of 1849 the wolves were supposed to have been particularly
ravenous, for thus alone did people account for the mysterious disappearances of
children.
A little boy had been sent to a fountain to fetch water; the pitcher was found
standing by the well, but “the boy had vanished”. The villagers turned out, and
those wolves which could be found were despatched.
We have already introduced our readers to Polomyja, although the occurrences
above related did not take place among those eight hovels, but in neighbouring
villages. The reason for our having given a more detailed account of this cluster
of houses--rude cabins they were--will now become apparent.
In May, 1849, the innkeeper of Polomyja missed a couple of ducks, and his
suspicions fell upon the beggar who lived there, and whom he held in no esteem,
as he himself was a hard-working industrious man, whilst Swiatek maintained
himself, his wife, and children by mendicity, although possessed of sufficient
arable land to yield an excellent crop of maize, and produce vegetables, if tilled
with ordinary care.

As the publican approached the cottage a fragrant whiff of roast greeted his
nostrils.
"I'll catch the fellow in the act," said the innkeeper to himself, stealing up to the
door, and taking good care not to be observed.
As he threw open the door, he saw the mendicant hurriedly shuffle something
under his feet, and conceal it beneath his long clothes. The publican was on him
in an instant, had him by the throat, charged him with theft, and dragged him
from his seat. Judge of his sickening horror when from beneath the pauper's
clothes rolled forth the head of a girl about the age of fourteen or fifteen years,
carefully separated from the trunk.
In a short while the neighbours came up. The venerable Swiatek was locked up,
along with his wife, his daughter--a girl of sixteen--and a son, aged five.
The hut was thoroughly examined, and the mutilated remains of the poor girl
discovered. In a vat were found the legs and thighs, partly raw, partly stewed or
roasted. In a chest were the heart, liver, and entrails, all prepared and cleaned, as
neatly as though done by a skilful butcher; and, finally, under the oven was a
bowl full of fresh blood. On his way to the magistrate of the district. the
wretched man flung himself repeatedly on the ground, struggled with his guards,
and endeavoured to suffocate himself by gulping clown clods of earth and
stones, but was prevented by his conductors.
When taken before the Protokoll at Dabkow, he stated that he had already killed
and--assisted by his family--eaten six persons: his children, however, asserted
most positively that the number was much greater than he had represented, and
their testimony is borne out by the fact, that the remains of “fourteen” different
caps and suits of clothes, male as well as female, were found in his house.
The origin of this horrible and depraved taste was as follows, according to
Swiatek's own confession:-In 1846, three years previous, a Jewish tavern in the neighbourhood had been
burned down, and the host had himself perished in the flames.
Swiatek, whilst examining the ruins, had found the half-roasted corpse of the
publican among the charred rafters of the house. At that time the old man was

craving with hunger, having been destitute of food for some time. The scent and
the sight of the roasted flesh inspired him with an uncontrollable desire to taste
of it. He tore off a portion of the carcase and satiated his hunger upon it, and at
the same time he conceived such a liking for it, that he could feel no rest till he
had tasted again. His second victim was the orphan above alluded to; since then-that is, during the period of no less than three years--he had frequently subsisted
in the same manner, and had actually grown sleek and fat upon his frightful
meals.
The excitement roused by the discovery of these atrocities was intense; several
poor mothers who had bewailed the loss of their little ones, felt their wounds
reopened agonisingly. Popular indignation rose to the highest pitch: there was
some fear lest the criminal should be torn in pieces himself by the enraged
people, as soon as he was brought to trial: but he saved the necessity of
precautions being taken to ensure his safety, for, on the first night of his
confinement, he hanged himself from the bars of the prison-window.

CHAPTER XV HUMAN HYÆNA.

ANOMALOUS

CASE.--THE

It is well known that Oriental romance is full of stories of violators of graves.
Eastern superstition attributes to certain individuals a passion for unearthing
corpses and mangling them. Of a moonlight night weird forms are seen stealing
among the tombs, and burrowing into them with their long nails, desiring to
reach the bodies of the dead ere the first streak of dawn compels them to retire.
These ghouls, as they are called, are supposed generally to require the flesh of
the dead for incantations or magical compositions, but very often they are
actuated by the sole desire of rending the sleeping corpse, and disturbing its
repose. There is every probability that these ghouls were no mere creations of
the imagination, but were actual resurrectionists. Human fat and the hair of a
corpse which has grown in the grave, form ingredients in many a necromantic
receipt, and the witches who compounded these diabolical mixtures, would
unearth corpses in order to obtain the requisite ingredients. It was the same in the
middle ages, and to such an extent did the fear of ghouls extend, that it was
common in Brittany for churchyards to be provided with lamps, kept burning
during the night, that witches might be deterred from venturing under cover of
darkness to open the graves.
Fornari gives the following story of a ghoul in his “History of Sorcerers”:-In the beginning of the 15th century, there lived at Bagdad an aged merchant
who had grown wealthy in his business, and who had an only son to whom he
was tenderly attached. He resolved to marry him to the daughter of another
merchant, a girl of considerable fortune, but without any personal attractions.
Abul-Hassan, the merchant's son, on being shown the portrait of the lady,
requested his father to delay the marriage till he could reconcile his mind to it.
Instead, however, of doing this, he fell in love with another girl, the daughter of
a sage, and he gave his father no peace till he consented to the marriage with the
object of his affections. The old man stood out as long as he could, but finding
that his son was bent on acquiring the hand of the fair Nadilla, and was equally
resolute not to accept the rich and ugly lady, he did what most fathers, under
such circumstances, are constrained to do, he acquiesced.

The wedding took place with great pomp and ceremony, and a happy
honeymoon ensued, which might have been happier but for one little
circumstance which led to very serious consequences.
Abul-Hassan noticed that his bride quitted the nuptial couch as soon as she
thought her husband was asleep, and did not return to it, till an boar before dawn.
Filled with curiosity, Hassan one night feigned sleep, and saw his wife rise and
leave the room as usual. He followed cautiously, and saw her enter a cemetery.
By the straggling moonbeams he beheld her go into a tomb; he stepped in after
her.
The scene within was horrible. A party of ghouls were assembled with the spoils
of the graves they had violated., and were feasting on the flesh of the long-buried
corpses. His own wife, who, by the way, never touched supper at home, played
no inconsiderable part in the hideous banquet.
As soon as he could safely escape, Abul-Hassan stole back to his bed.
He said nothing to his bride till next evening when supper was laid, and she
declined to eat; then he insisted on her partaking, and when she positively
refused, he exclaimed wrathfully,--"Yes, you keep your appetite for your feast
with the ghouls!" Nadilla was silent; she turned pale and trembled, and without a
word sought her bed. At midnight she rose, fell on her husband with her nails
and teeth, tore his throat, and having opened a vein, attempted to suck his blood;
but Abul-Hassan springing to his feet threw her down, and with a blow killed
her. She was buried next day.
Three days after, at midnight, she re-appeared, attacked her husband again, and
again attempted to suck his blood. He fled from her, and on the morrow opened
her tomb, burned her to ashes, and cast them into the Tigris.
This story connects the ghoul with the vampire. As will be seen by a former
chapter, the were-wolf and the vampire are closely related.
That the ancients held the same belief that the witches violate corpses, is evident
from the third episode in the “Golden Ass” of Apuleius. I will only quote the
words of the crier:--

"I pray thee, tell me," replied I, "of what kind are the duties attached to this
funeral guardianship?" "Duties!" quoth the crier; "why, keep wide awake all
night, with thine eyes fixed steadily upon the corpse, neither winking nor
blinking, nor looking to the right nor looking to the left, either to one side or the
other, be it even little; for the witches, infamous wretches that they are! can slip
out of their skins in an instant and change themselves into the form of any
animal they have a mind; and then they crawl along so slyly, that the eyes of
justice, nay, the eyes of the sun himself, are not keen enough to perceive them.
At all events, their wicked devices are infinite in number and variety; and
whether it be in the shape of a bird, or a dog, or a mouse, or even of a common
house-fly, that they exercise their dire incantations, if thou art not vigilant in the
extreme, they will deceive thee one way or other, and overwhelm thee with
sleep; nevertheless, as regards the reward, 'twill be from four to six aurei; nor,
although 'tis a perilous service, wilt thou receive more. Nay, hold! I had almost
forgotten to give thee a necessary caution. Clearly understand, that it the corpse
be not restored to the relatives entire, the deficient pieces of flesh torn off by the
teeth of the witches must be replaced from the face of the sleepy guardian."
Here we have the rending of corpses connected with change of form.
Marcassus relates that after a long war in Syria, during the night, troops of
lamias, female evil spirits, appeared upon the field of battle, unearthing the
hastily buried bodies of the soldiers, and devouring the flesh off their bones.
They were pursued and fired upon, and some young men succeeded in killing a
considerable number; but during the day they had all of them the forms of
wolves or hyænas.
That there is a foundation of truth in these horrible stories, and that it is quite
possible for a human being to be possessed of a depraved appetite for rending
corpses, is proved by an extraordinary case brought before a court-martial in
Paris, so late as July 10th, 1849.
The details are given with fulness in the “Annales Medico-psychologiques” for
that month and year. They are too revolting for reproduction. I will, however,
give an outline of this remarkable case.
In the autumn of 1848, several of the cemeteries in the neighbourhood of Paris
were found to have been entered during the night, and graves to have been rifled.
The deeds were not those of medical students, for the bodies had not been
carried of, but were found lying about the tombs in fragments. It was at first

supposed that the perpetration of these outrages must have been a wild beast, but
footprints in the soft earth left no doubt that it was a man. Close watch was kept
at Père la Chaise; but after a few corpses had been mangled there, the outrages
ceased.
In the winter, another cemetery was ravaged, and it was not till March in 1849,
that a spring gun which had been set in the cemetery of S.
Parnasse, went off during the night, and warned the guardians of the place that
the mysterious visitor had fallen into their trap. They rushed to the spot, only to
see a dark figure in a military mantle leap the wall, and disappear in the gloom.
Marks of blood, however, gave evidence that he had been hit by the gun when it
had discharged.
At the same time, a fragment of blue cloth, torn from the mantle, was obtained,
and afforded a clue towards the identification of the ravisher of the tombs.
On the following day, the police went from barrack to barrack, inquiring whether
officer or man were suffering from a gun-shot wound.
By this means they discovered the person. He was a junior officer in the 1st
Infantry regiment, of the name of Bertrand.
He was taken to the hospital to be cured of his wound, and on his recovery, he
was tried by court-martial.
His history was this.
He had been educated in the theological seminary of Langres, till, at the age of
twenty, he entered the army. He was a young man of retiring habits, frank and
cheerful to his comrades, so as to be greatly beloved by them, of feminine
delicacy and refinement, and subject to fits of depression and melancholy. In
February, 1847, as he was walking with a friend in the country, he came to a
churchyard, the gate of which stood open. The day before a woman had been
buried, but the sexton had not completed filling in the grave, and he had been
engaged upon it on the present occasion, when a storm of rain had driven him to
shelter. Bertrand noticed the spade and pick lying beside the grave, and--to use
his own words:--"A cette vue des idées noires me vinrent, j'eus comme un
violent mal de tête, mon cur battait avec force, je no me possédais plus." He
managed by some excuse to get rid of his companion, and then returning to the
churchyard, he caught up a spade and began to dig into the grave. "Soon I
dragged the corpse out of the earth, and I began to hash it with the spade,

without well knowing what I was about. A labourer saw me, and I laid myself
flat on the ground till he was out of sight, and then I cast the body back into the
grave. I then went away, bathed in a cold sweat, to a little grove, where I reposed
for several hours, notwithstanding the cold rain which fell, in a condition of
complete exhaustion. When I rose, my limbs were as if broken, and my head
weak. The same prostration and sensation followed each attack.
Two days after, I returned to the cemetery, and opened the grave with my hands.
My hands bled, but I did not feel the pain; I tore the corpse to shreds, and flung it
back into the pit."
He had no further attack for four months, till his regiment came to Paris. As he
was one day walking in the gloomy, shadowy, alleys of Père la Chaise, the same
feeling came over him like a flood. In the night he climbed the wall, and dug up
a little girl of seven years old. He tore her in half. A few days later, he opened
the grave of a woman who had died in childbirth, and had lain in the grave for
thirteen days. On the 16th November, he dug up an old woman of fifty, and,
ripping her to pieces, rolled among the fragments. He did the same to another
corpse on the 12th December. These are only a few of the numerous cases of
violation of tombs to which he owned. It was on the night of the 15th March that
the spring-gun shot him.
Bertrand declared at his trial, that whilst he was in the hospital he had not felt
any desire to renew his attempts, and that he considered himself cured of his
horrible propensities, for he had seen men dying in the beds around him, and
now: "Je suis guéri, car aujourd'hui j'ai peur d'un mort."
The fits of exhaustion which followed his accesses are very remarkable, as they
precisely resemble those which followed the berserkir rages of the Northmen,
and the expeditions of the Lycanthropists.
The case of M. Bertrand is indubitably most singular and anomalous; it scarcely
bears the character of insanity, but seems to point rather to a species of
diabolical possession. At first the accesses chiefly followed upon his drinking
wine, but after a while they came upon him without exciting cause. The manner
in which he mutilated the dead was different. Some he chopped with the spade,
others he tore and ripped with his teeth and nails. Sometimes he tore the mouth
open and rent the face back to the ears, he opened the stomachs, and pulled off
the limbs. Although he dug up the bodies of several men he felt no inclination to

mutilate them, whereas he delighted in rending female corpses. He was
sentenced to a year's imprisonment.

CHAPTER XVI - A SERMON ON WEREWOLVES.
THE following curious specimen of a late mediæval sermon is taken from the
old German edition of the discourses of Dr. Johann Geiler von Keysersperg, a
famous preacher in Strasbourg. The volume is entitled: "“Die Emeis”. Dis ist das
Büch von der Omeissen, und durch Herr der Künnig ich diente gern. Und sagt
von Eigenschafft der Omeissen, und gibt underweisung von der Unholden oder
Hexen, und von Gespenst, der Geist, und von dem Wütenden Heer
Wunderbarlich."
This strange series of sermons was preached at Strasbourg in the year 1508, and
was taken down and written out by a barefooted friar, Johann Pauli, and by him
published in 1517. The doctor died on Mid-Lent Sunday, 1510. There is a Latin
edition of his sermons, but whether of the same series or not I cannot tell, as I
have been unable to obtain a sight of the volume. The German edition is
illustrated with bold and clever woodcuts. Among other, there are
representations of the Witches' Sabbath, the Wild Huntsman, and a Werewolf
attacking a Man.
The sermon was preached on the third Sunday in Lent. No text is given, but
there is a general reference to the gospel for the day. This is the discourse:-- [1]
[1. Headed thus:--"Am drittë sontag à fastê, occuli, predigt dé doctor vô dê
Werwölffenn."]
"What shall we say about werewolves? for there are werewolves which run
about the villages devouring men and children. As men say about them, they run
about full gallop, injuring men, and are called ber-wölff, or wer-wölff. Do you
ask me if I know aught about them? I answer, Yes. They are apparently wolves
which cat men and children, and that happens on seven accounts:-1. Esuriem
Hunger.
2. Rabiem
Savageness.
3. Senectutem Old age.
4. Experientiam Experience.
5. Insaniem Madness.

6. Diabolum The Devil.
7. Deum
God.
The first happens through hunger; when the wolves find nothing to eat in the
woods, they must come to people and eat men when hunger drives them to it.
You see well, when it is very cold, that the stags come in search of food up to the
villages, and the birds actually into the dining-room in search of victuals.
"Under the second head, wolves eat children through their innate savageness,
because they are savage, and that is (propter locum coitum ferum). Their
savageness arises first from their condition. Wolves which live in cold places are
smaller on that account, and more savage than other wolves. Secondly, their
savageness depends on the season; they are more savage about Candlemas than
at any other time of the year, and men must be more on their guard against them
then than at other times. It is a proverb, 'He who seeks a wolf at Candlemas, a
peasant on Shrove Tuesday, and a parson in Lent, is a man of pluck.' .
. . Thirdly, their savageness depends on their having young. When the wolves
have young, they are more savage than when they have not. You see it so in all
beasts. A wild duck, when it has young poults, you see what an uproar it makes.
A cat fights for its young kittens; the wolves do ditto.
"Under the third head, the wolves do injury on account of their age.
When a wolf is old, it is weak and feeble in its leas, so it can't ran fast enough to
catch stags, and therefore it rends a man, whom it can catch easier than a wild
animal. It also tears children and men easier than wild animals, because of its
teeth, for its teeth break off when it is very old; you see it well in old women:
how the last teeth wobble, and they have scarcely a tooth left in their heads, and
they open their mouths for men to feed them with mash and stewed substances.
"Under the fourth head, the injury the werewolves do arises from experience. It
is said that human flesh is far sweeter than other flesh; so when a wolf has once
tasted human flesh, he desires to taste it again. So he acts like old topers, who,
when they know the best wine, will not be put off with inferior quality.
"Under the fifth head, the injury arises from ignorance. A dog when it is mad is
also inconsiderate, and it bites any man; it does not recognize its own lord: and
what is a wolf but a wild dog which is mad and inconsiderate, so that it regards
no man.

"Under the sixth head, the injury comes of the Devil, who transforms himself,
and takes on him the form of a wolf So writes Vincentius in his “Speculum
Historiale”. And he has taken it from Valerius Maximus in the Punic war. When
the Romans fought against the men of Africa, when the captain lay asleep, there
came a wolf and drew his sword, and carried it off. That was the Devil in a,
wolf's form. The like writes William of Paris,--that a wolf will kill and devour
children, and do the greatest mischief. There was a man who had the phantasy
that he himself was a wolf. And afterwards he was found lying in the wood, and
he was dead out of sheer hunger.
"Under the seventh head, the injury comes of God's ordinance. For God will
sometimes punish certain lands and villages with wolves. So we read of Elisha,-that when Elisha wanted to go up a mountain out of Jericho, some naughty boys
made a mock of him and said, 'O bald head, step up! O glossy pate, step up!'
What happened? He cursed them. Then came two bears out of the desert and tore
about forty-two of the children. That was God's ordinance. The like we read of a
prophet who would set at naught the commands he had received of God, for he
was persuaded to eat bread at the house of another. As he went home he rode
upon his ass. Then came a lion which slew him and left the ass alone. That was
God's ordinance. Therefore must man turn to God when He brings wild beasts to
do him a mischief: which same brutes may He not bring now or evermore.
Amen."
It will be seen from this extraordinary sermon that Dr. Johann Geiler von
Keysersperg did not regard werewolves in any other light than natural wolves
filled with a lust for human flesh; and he puts aside altogether the view that they
are men in a state of metamorphosis.
However, he alludes to this superstition in his sermon on wild-men of the woods,
but translates his lycanthropists to Spain.

WERWOLVES

BY
ELLIOTT O'DONNELL

Book 2 - CHAPTER I - WHAT IS A WERWOLF?

What is a werwolf? To this there is no one very satisfactory reply.
There are, indeed, so many diverse views held with regard to the nature and
classification of werwolves, their existence is so keenly disputed, and the subject
is capable of being regarded from so many standpoints, that any attempt at
definition in a restricted sense would be well-nigh impossible.
The word werwolf (or werewolf) is derived from the Anglo-Saxon “wer”, man,
and “wulf”, wolf, and has its equivalents in the German “Währwolf”
and French “loup-garou”, whilst it is also to be found in the languages,
respectively, of Scandinavia, Russia, Austria-Hungary, the Balkan Peninsula,
and of certain of the countries of Asia and Africa; from which it may be
concluded that its range is pretty well universal.
Indeed, there is scarcely a country in the world in which belief in a werwolf, or
in some other form of lycanthropy, has not once existed, though it may have
ceased to exist now. But whereas in some countries the werwolf is considered
wholly physical, in others it is looked upon as partly, if not entirely,

superphysical. And whilst in some countries it is restricted to the male sex, in
others it is confined to the female; and, again, in others it is to be met with in
both sexes.
Hence, when asked to describe a werwolf, or what is generally believed to be a
werwolf, one can only say that a werwolf is an anomaly--sometimes man,
sometimes woman (or in the guise of man or woman); sometimes adult,
sometimes child (or in the guise of such)--that, under certain conditions,
possesses the property of metamorphosing into a wolf, the change being either
temporary or permanent.
This, perhaps, expresses most of what is general concerning werwolves.
For more particular features, upon which I will touch later, one must look to
locality and time.
Those who are sceptical with regard to the existence of the werwolf, and refuse
to accept, as proof of such existence, the accumulated testimony of centuries,
attribute the origin of the belief in the phenomenon merely to an insane delusion,
which, by reason of its novelty, gained a footing and attracted followers.
Humanity, they say, has ever been the same; and any fresh idea--no matter how
bizarre or monstrous, so long as it is monstrous enough--has always met with
support and won credence.
In favour of this argument it is pointed out that in many of the cases of persons
accused of werwolfery, tried in France, and elsewhere, in the middle of the
sixteenth century, when belief in this species of lycanthropy was at its zenith,
there was an extraordinary readiness among the accused to confess, and even to
give circumstantial evidence of their own metamorphosis; and that this particular
form of self-accusation at length became so popular among the leading people in
the land, that the judicial court, having its suspicions awakened, and, doubtless,
fearful of sentencing so many important personages, acquitted the majority of
the accused, announcing them to be the victims of delusion and hysteria.
Now, if it were admitted, argue these sceptics, that the bulk of so-called
werwolves were impostors, is it not reasonable to suppose that all so-called
werwolves were either voluntary or involuntary impostors?--the latter, “i.e.”,
those who were not self-accused, being falsely accused by persons whose motive
for so doing was revenge. For parallel cases one has only to refer to the trials for

sorcery and witchcraft in England. And with regard to false accusations of
lycanthropy--accusations founded entirely on hatred of the accused person--how
easy it was to trump up testimony and get the accused convicted. The witnesses
were rarely, if ever, subjected to a searching examination; the court was always
biased, and a confession of guilt, when not voluntary--as in the case of the
prominent citizen, when it was invariably pronounced due to hysteria or
delusion--could always be obtained by means of torture, though a confession
thus obtained, needless to say, is completely nullified. Moreover, we have no
record of metamorphosis taking place in court, or before witnesses chosen for
their impartiality. On the contrary, the alleged transmutations always occurred in
obscure places, and in the presence of people who, one has reason to believe,
were both hysterical and imaginative, and therefore predisposed to see wonders.
So says this order of sceptic, and, to my mind, he says a great deal more than his
facts justify; for although contemporary writers generally are agreed that a large
percentage of those people who voluntarily confessed they were werwolves were
mere dissemblers, there is no recorded conclusive testimony to show that all
such self-accused persons were shams and delusionaries. Besides, even if such
testimony were forthcoming, it would in nowise preclude the existence of the
werwolf.
Nor does the fact that all the accused persons submitted to the rack, or other
modes of torture, confessed themselves werwolves prove that all such
confessions were false.
Granted also that some of the charges of lycanthropy were groundless, being
based on malice--which, by the by, is no argument for the non-existence of
lycanthropy, since it is acknowledged that accusations of all sorts, having been
based on malice, have been equally groundless--there is nothing in the nature of
written evidence that would justify one in assuming that all such charges were
traceable to the same cause, “i.e.”, a malicious agency. Neither can one dismiss
the testimony of those who swore they were actual eye-witnesses of
metamorphoses, on the mere assumption that all such witnesses were liable to
hallucination or hysteria, or were hyper-imaginative.
Testimony to an event having taken place must be regarded as positive evidence
of such an occurrence, until it can be satisfactorily proved to be otherwise--and
this is where the case of the sceptic breaks down; he can only offer assumption,
not proof.

Another view, advanced by those who discredit werwolves, is that belief in the
existence of such an anomaly originates in the impression made on man in early
times by the great elemental powers of nature. It was, they say, man's
contemplation of the changes of these great elemental powers of nature, “i.e.”,
the changes of the sun and moon, wind, thunder and lightning, of the day and
night, sunshine and rain, of the seasons, and of life and death, and his deductions
therefrom, that led to his belief in and worship of gods that could assume
varying shapes, such, for example, as India (who occasionally took the form of a
bull), Derketo (who sometimes metamorphosed into a fish), Poseidon, Jupiter
Ammon, Milosh Kobilitch, Minerva, and countless others--and that it is to this
particular belief and worship, which is to be found in the mythology of every
race, that all religions, as well as belief in fairies, demons, werwolves, and
phantasms, may be traced.
Well, this might be so, if there were not, in my opinion, sufficient accumulative
corroborative evidence to show that not only were there such anomalies as
werwolves formerly, but that, in certain restricted areas, they are even yet to be
encountered.
Taking, then, the actual existence of werwolves to be an established fact, it is, of
course, just as impossible to state their origin as it is to state the origin of any
other extraordinary form of creation.
Every religious creed, every Occult sect, advances its own respective views--and
has a perfect right to do so, as long as it advances them as views and not
dogmatisms.
I, for my part, bearing in mind that everything appertaining to the creation of
man and the universe is a profound mystery, cannot see the object on the part of
religionists and scientists in being arbitrary with regard to a subject which any
child of ten will apprehend to be one whereon it is futile to do other than
theorize. My own theory, or rather one of my own theories, is that the property
of transmutation, “i.e.”, the power of assuming any animal guise, was one of the
many properties--including second sight, the property of becoming invisible at
will, of divining the presence of water, metals, the advent of death, and of
projecting the etherical body--which were bestowed on man at the time of his
creation; and that although mankind in general is no longer possessed of them, a
few of these properties are still, in a lesser degree, to be found among those of us
who are termed psychic.

The history of the Jews is full of references to certain of these properties. The
greatest of all the Superphysical Forces--the creating Force (the Hebrew Jah,
Jehovah)--so says the Bible, constantly held direct communication with His
elect--with Adam, Noah, Abraham, and Moses, while His emissaries, the angels,
or what modern Occultists would term Benevolent Elementals, conversed with
Abraham, Sarah, Jacob, and hosts of others. In this same history, too, there is no
lack of reference to sorcery; and whilst Black Magic is illustrated in the tricks
wrought by the magicians before Pharaoh, and the infliction of all manner of
plagues upon the Egyptians, one is rather inclined to attribute to White Magic
Daniel's safety among the lions; Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-nego's
preservation from the flames; Elijah's miraculous spinning out of the barrel of
meal and cruse of oil, in the days of famine, and his raising of the widow's son.
Also, to the account of White Magic--and should anyone dispute this point let
me remind him that it is merely a difference in the point of view--I would add
Elisha's calling up of the bears that made such short work of the naughty
children who tormented him. There are, too, many examples of divination
recorded in the Bible. In Genesis, chapter xxx., verses 27-43, a description is
given of a divining rod and its influence over sheep and other animals; in
Exodus, chapter xvii., verse 15, Moses with the aid of a rod discovers water in
the rock at Rephidim, and for similar instances one has only to refer to Exodus,
chapter xiv., verse 16, and chapter xvii., verses 9-11. The calling up of the
phantasm of Samuel at Endor more than suggests a biblical precedent for the
modern practice of spiritualism; and it was, undoubtedly, the abuse of such
power as that possessed by the witch of Endor, and the prevalence of sorcery,
such as she practised, that finally led to the decree delivered by Moses to the
Children of Israel, that on no account were they to suffer a witch to live.
Reference to yet another property of the occult--namely, Etherical Projection-which is clearly exemplified in the Scriptures, may be found in Numbers,
chapter xii., verse 6; in Job, chapter xxxiii., verse 15; in the First Book of Kings,
chapter iii., verse 5; in Genesis, chapter xx., verses 3 and 6, and chapter xxxi.,
verse 24; in Isaiah, Jeremiah, Nahum, and Zechariah; and more particularly in
the Acts of the Apostles, and in the Revelation of St.
John. Lastly, in this history of the Jews, which is surely neither more nor less
authenticated than any other well established history, testimony as to the
existence of one species of Elemental of much the same order as the werwolf is
recorded by Isaiah. In chapter xiii., verse 21, we read: "And their houses shall be
full of doleful creatures, and owls shall dwell there, and satyrs shall dance there."
Satyrs! we repeat; are not satyrs every whit as grotesque and outrageous as
werwolves? Why, then, should those who, regarding the Scriptures as infallible,

confess to a belief in the satyr, reject the possibility of a werwolf? And for those
who are more logically sceptical--who question the veracity of the Bible and are
dubious as to its authenticity--there are the chronicles of Herodotus, Petronius
Arbiter, Baronius, Dôle, Olaus Magnus, Marie de France, Thomas Aquinas,
Richard Verstegan, and many other recognized historians and classics, covering
a large area in the history of man, all of whom specially testify to the existence-in their own respective periods--of werwolves.
And if any further evidence of this once near relationship with the Other World
is required, one has only to turn to Aristotle, who wrote so voluminously on
psychic dreams (most of which I am inclined to think were due to projection); to
the teachings of Pythagoras and his followers, Empedocles and Apollonius; to
Cicero and Tacitus; to Virgil, who frequently talks of ghosts and seers of Tyana;
to Plato, the exponent of magic; and to Plutarch, whose works swarm with
allusions to Occultism of all kinds--phantasms of the dead, satyrs, and numerous
other species of Elementals.
I say, then, that in ages past, before any of the artificialities appertaining to our
present mode of living were introduced; when the world was but thinly
populated and there were vast regions of wild wastes and silent forests, the
Known and Unknown walked hand in hand. It was seclusion of this kind, the
seclusion of nature, that spirits loved, and it was in this seclusion they were
always to be found whenever man wanted to hold communication with them. To
such silent spots--to the woods and wildernesses--Buddha, Mohammed, the
Hebrew Patriarchs and Prophets, all, in their turn, resorted, to solicit the
companionship of benevolently disposed spirits, to be tutored by them, and, in
all probability, to receive from them additional powers. To these wastes and
forests, too, went all those who wished to do ill. There they communed with the
spirits of darkness, “i.e.”, demons, or what are also termed Vice Elementals; and
from the latter they acquired--possibly in exchange for some of their own
vitality, for spirits of this order are said to have envied man his material body-tuition in sorcery, and such properties as second sight, invisibility, and
lycanthropy.
This property of lycanthropy, or metamorphosing into a beast, probably dates
back to man's creation. It was, I am inclined to believe, conferred on man at his
creation by Malevolent Forces that were antagonistic to man's progress; and that
these Malevolent Forces had a large share in the creation of this universe is, to
my mind, extremely probable. But, however that may be, I cannot believe that

the creation of man and the universe were due entirely to one Creator--there are
assuredly too many inconsistencies in all we see around us to justify belief in
only one Creative Force. The Creator who inspired man with love--love for his
fellow beings and love of the beautiful--could not be the same Creator who
framed that irredeemably cruel principle observable throughout nature, “i.e.”, the
survival of the fittest; the preying of the stronger on the weaker--of the tiger on
the feebler beasts of the jungle; the eagle on the smaller birds of the air; the wolf
on the sheep; the shark on the poor, defenceless fish, and so on; neither could He
be the Creator that deals in diseases--foul and filthy diseases, common, not only
to all divisions of the human species, but to quadrupeds, birds, fish, and even
flora; that brings into existence cripples and idiots, the blind, the deaf and dumb;
and watches with passive inertness the most acute sufferings, not only of adults,
but of sinless children and all manner of helpless animals. No! It is impossible to
conceive that such incompatibilities can be the work of one Creator. But,
supposing, for the sake of argument, we may admit the possibility of only one
Creator, we cannot concede that this Creator is at the same time both omnipotent
and merciful. My own belief, which is merely based on common sense and
observation, is that this earth was created by many Forces--that everything that
makes for man's welfare is due to Benevolent Forces; and that everything that
tends to his detriment is due to antagonistic Malevolent Forces; and that the
Malevolent Forces exist for the very simple reason that the Benevolent Forces
are not sufficiently powerful to destroy them.
These Malevolent Forces, then--the originators of all evil--created werwolves;
and the property of lycanthropy becoming in many cases hereditary, there were
families that could look back upon countless generations possessed of it. But
lycanthropy did not remain in the exclusive possession of a few families; the
bestowal of it continued long after its original creation, and I doubt if this
bestowal has, even now, become entirely a thing of the past. There are still a few
regions--desolate and isolated regions in Europe (in Russia, Scandinavia, and
even France), to say nothing of Asia, Africa and America, Australasia and
Polynesia--which are unquestionably the haunts of Vagrarians, Barrowvians, and
other kinds of undesirable Elementals, and it is quite possible that, through the
agency of these spirits, the property of lycanthropy might be acquired by those
who have learned in solitude how to commune with them.
I have already referred to the werwolf as an anomaly, and for its designation I do
not think I could have chosen a more suitable term.
Though its movements and actions are physical--for what could be more

material than the act of devouring flesh and blood?--the actual process of the
metamorphosis savours of the superphysical; whilst to still further strengthen its
relationship with the latter, its appearance is sometimes half man and half wolf,
which is certainly more than suggestive of the semi-human and by no means
uncommon type of Elemental.
Its inconsistency, too, which is a striking characteristic of all psychic
phenomena, is also suggestive of the superphysical; and there is certainly neither
consistency as to the nature of the metamorphosis--which is sometimes brought
about at will and sometimes entirely controlled by the hour of day, or by the
seasons--nor as to the outward form of the werwolf, which is sometimes merely
that of a wolf, and sometimes partly wolf and partly human; nor as to its shape at
the moment of death, when in some cases there is metamorphosis, whilst in other
cases there is no metamorphosis. Nor is this inconsistency only characteristic of
the movements, actions, and shape of the werwolf. It is also characteristic of it
psychologically. When the metamorphosis is involuntary, and is enforced by
agencies over which the subject has no control, the werwolf, though filled with
all the passions characteristic of a beast of prey, when a wolf, is not of necessity
cruel and savage when a human being, that is to say, before the transmutations
take place. There are many instances of such werwolves being, as people,
affectionate and kindly disposed. On the other hand, in some cases of
involuntary metamorphosis, and in the majority of cases of voluntary
metamorphosis--that is to say, when the transmutation is compassed by means of
magic--the werwolf, as a person, is evilly disposed, and as a wolf shows a
distinct blending of the beast with the passions, subtle ingenuity, and reasoning
powers of the human being. From this it is obvious, then, that the werwolf is a
hybrid of the material and immaterial--of man and Elemental, known and
Unknown. The latter term does not, of course, meet with acceptance at the hands
of the Rationalists, who profess to believe that all phenomena can be explained
by perfectly natural causes. They suggest that belief in the werwolf (as indeed in
all other forms of lycanthropy) is traceable to the craving for blood which is
innate in certain natures and is sometimes accompanied by hallucination, the
subject genuinely believing himself to be a wolf (or whatever beast of prey is
most common in the district), and, in imitation of that animal's habits,
committing acts of devastation at night, selecting his victims principally from
among women and children--those, in fact, who are too feeble to resist him.
Often, however, say these Rationalists, there is no suggestion of hallucination,
the question resolving itself into one of vulgar trickery. The anthropophagi,
unable to suppress their appetite for human food, taking advantage of the general

awe in which the wolf is held by their neighbours, dress themselves up in the
skins of that beast, and prowling about lonely, isolated spots at night, pounce
upon those people they can most easily overpower. Rumours (most probably
started by the murderers themselves) speedily get in circulation that the mangled
and half-eaten remains of the villagers are attributable to creatures, half human
and half wolf, that have been seen gliding about certain places after dark. The
simple country-folk, among whom superstitions are rife, are only too ready to
give credence to such reports; the existence of the monsters becomes an
established thing, whilst the localities that harbour them are regarded with
horror, and looked upon as the happy hunting ground of every imaginable occult
power of evil.
Now, although such an explanation of werwolves might be applicable in certain
districts of West Africa, where the native population is excessively bloodthirsty
and ignorant, it could not for one moment be applied to werwolfery in Germany,
France, or Scandinavia, where the peasantry are, generally speaking, kindly and
intelligent people, whom one could certainly accuse neither of being sanguinary
nor of possessing any natural taste for cannibalism.
The rationalist view can therefore only be said to be feasible in certain limited
spheres, outside of which it is grotesque and ridiculous.
Now a question that has occurred to me, and which, I fancy, may give rise to
some interesting speculation, is, whether some of the werwolves stated to have
been seen may not have been some peculiar type of phantasm. I make this
suggestion because I have seen several sub-human and sub-animal occult
phenomena in England, and have, too, met other people who have had similar
experiences.
With our limited knowledge of the Unknown it is, of course, impossible to be
arbitrary as to the class of spirits to which such phenomena belong. They may be
Vice Elementals, “i.e.”, spirits that have never inhabited any material body,
whether human or animal, and which are wholly inimical to man's progress-such spirits assume an infinite number of shapes, agreeable and otherwise; or
they may be phantasms of dead human beings--vicious and carnal-minded
people, idiots, and imbecile epileptics. It is an old belief that the souls of
cataleptic and epileptic people, during the body's unconsciousness, adjourned
temporarily to animals, and it is therefore only in keeping with such a view to
suggest that on the deaths of such people their spirits take permanently the form

of animals. This would account for the fact that places where cataleptics and
idiots have died are often haunted by semi and by wholly animal types of
phantasms.
According to Paracelsus Man has in him two spirits--an animal spirit and a
human spirit--and that in after life he appears in the shape of whichever of these
two spirits he has allowed to dominate him. If, for example, he has obeyed the
spirit that prompts him to be sober and temperate, then his phantasm resembles a
man; but on the other hand, if he has given way to his carnal and bestial
cravings, then his phantasm is earthbound, in the guise of some terrifying and
repellent animal--maybe a wolf, bear, dog, or cat--all of which shapes are far
from uncommon in psychic manifestations.
This view has been held either “in toto”, or with certain reservations, by many
other writers on the subject, and I, too, in a great measure endorse it--its
pronouncement of a limit to man's phantasms being, perhaps, the only important
point to which I cannot accede. My own view is that so complex a creature as
man--complex both physically and psychologically--may have a representative
spirit for each of his personalities. Hence on man's physical dissolution there
may emanate from him a host of phantasms, each with a shape most fitting the
personality it represents. And what more thoroughly representative of cruelty,
savageness, and treachery than a wolf, or even something partly lupine!
Therefore, as I have suggested elsewhere, in some instances, but emphatically
not in all, what were thought to have been werwolves may only have been
phantasms of the dead, or Elementals.

CHAPTER II - WERWOLF METAMORPHOSIS
COMPARED WITH OTHER BRANCHES OF
LYCANTHROPY
The wolf is not the only animal whose shape, it is stated, man may possess the
power of assuming; and it may be of some interest to inquire briefly into the
varying branches of lycanthropy, comparing them with the one already under
discussion.
In Orissa, the power of metamorphosing into a tiger is asserted by the Kandhs to
be hereditary, and also to be acquired through the practice of magic; many who
have travelled in this country have assured me that there is a very great amount
of truth in this assertion; and that although there are, without doubt, a number of
impostors among those designated wer-tigers, there are most certainly many who
are genuine.
As with the werwolf, so with the wer-tiger, the metamorphosis is usually
dependent on the hour of the day, and generally occurs cotemporaneous with the
setting of the sun.
But the lycanthropy of the wer-tiger differs from that of the werwolf inasmuch
as there is a definite god or spirit, in the shape of a tiger, that is directly
responsible for the bestowal of the property. This tiger deity is looked upon and
worshipped as a totem or national deity--that is to say, as a divine being that has
the welfare of the Kandh nation especially at heart. It is communed with at
home, but more particularly in the wild dreariness of the jungle, where, on the
condition that the prayers of its devotees are sufficiently concentrated and in
earnest, it confers--as an honour and privilege--the power of transmutation into
its own shape. Some idea of its appearance may perhaps be gathered from the
following description of it given me by a Mr. K----, whose name I see in the list
of passengers reported "missing"
in the deplorable disaster to the "Titanic."
"Anxious to see," Mr. K---- stated, "if there was anything of truth in the alleged
materialization of the tiger totem to those supplicating it, I went one evening to a

spot in the jungle--some two or three miles from the village--where I had been
informed the manifestations took place. As the jungle was universally held to be
haunted I met no one; and in spite of my dread of the snakes, big cats, wild
boars, scorpions, and other poisonous vermin with which the place was
swarming, arrived without mishap at the place that had been so carefully
described to me--a circular clearing of about twenty feet in diameter, surrounded
on all sides by rank grass of a prodigious height, trolsee shrubs, kulpa and
tamarind-trees. Quickly concealing myself, I waited the coming of the would-be
tiger-man.
"He was hardly more than a boy--slim and almost feminine--and came
gallivanting along the narrow path through the brushwood, like some careless,
high-spirited, brown-skinned hoyden.
"The moment he reached the edge of the mystic circle, however, his behaviour
changed; the light of laughter died from his eyes, his lips straightened, his limbs
stiffened, and his whole demeanour became one of respect and humility.
"Advancing with bare head and feet some three or so feet into the clearing, he
knelt down, and, touching the ground three times in succession with his
forehead, looked up at a giant kulpa-tree opposite him, chanting as he did so
some weird and monotonous refrain, the meaning of which was unintelligible to
me. Up to then it had been light--the sky, like all Indian skies at that season, one
blaze of moonbeams and stars; but now it gradually grew dark. An unnatural,
awe-inspiring shade seemed to swoop down from the far distant mountains and
to hush into breathless silence everything it touched. Not a bird sang, not an
insect ticked, not a leaf stirred. One might have said all nature slept, had it not
been for an uncomfortable sensation that the silence was but the silence of
intense expectation--merely the prelude to some unpleasant revelation that was
to follow. At this juncture my feelings were certainly novel--entirely different
from any I had hitherto experienced.
"I had not believed in the supernatural, and had had absolutely no apprehensions
of coming across anything of a ghostly character--all my fears had been of
malicious natives and tigers; they now, however, changed, and I was confronted
with a dread of what I could not understand and could not analyse--of something
that suggested an appearance, alarming on account of its very vagueness.
"The pulsations of my heart became irregular, I grew faint and sick, and

painfully susceptible to a sensation of excessive coldness, which instinct told me
was quite independent of any actual change in the atmosphere.
"I made several attempts to remove my gaze from the kulpa-tree, which intuition
told me would be the spot where the something, whatever it was, that was going
to happen would manifest itself. My eyes, however, refused to obey, and I was
obliged to keep them steadily fixed on this spot, which grew more and more
gloomy. All of a sudden the silence was broken, and a cry, half human and half
animal, but horribly ominous, sounding at first faint and distant, speedily grew
louder and louder.
Soon I heard footsteps, the footsteps of something running towards us and
covering the ground with huge, light strides. Nearer and nearer it came, till, with
a sudden spring, it burst into view--the giant reeds and trolsees were dashed
aside, and I saw standing in front of the kulpa-tree a vertical column of crimson
light of perhaps seven feet in height and one or so in width. A column--only a
column, though the suggestion conveyed to me by the column was nasty--nasty
with a nastiness that baffles description. I looked at the native, and the
expression in his eyes and mouth assured me he saw more--a very great deal
more. For some seconds he only gasped; then, by degrees, the rolling of his eyes
and twitching of his lips ceased. He stretched out a hand and made some sign on
the ground. Then he produced a string of beads, and after placing it over the
scratchings he had made on the soil, jerked out some strange incantation in a
voice that thickened and quivered with terror. I then saw a stream of red light
steal from the base of the column and dart like forked lightning to the beads,
which instantly shone a luminous red. The native now picked them up, and,
putting them round his neck, clapped the palms of his hands vigorously together,
uttering as he did so a succession of shrill cries, that gradually became more and
more animal in tone, and finally ended in a roar that converted every particle of
blood in my veins into ice. The crimson colour now abruptly vanished--whither
it went I know not--the shade that had been veiling the jungle was dissipated,
and in the burst of brilliant moonlight that succeeded I saw, peering up at me,
from the spot where the native had lain, the yellow, glittering, malevolent eyes,
not of a man, but a tiger--a tiger thirsting for human blood. The shock was so
great that for a second or two I was paralysed, and could only stare back at the
thing in fascinated helplessness. Then a big bird close at hand screeched, and
some small quadruped flew past me terrified; and with these awakenings of
nature all my faculties revived, and I simply jumped on my feet and--fled!
"Some fifty yards ahead of me, and showing their tops well above the moon-

kissed reeds and bushes, were two trees--a tamarind and a kulpa briksha. God
knows why I decided on the latter! Probably through a mere fluke, for I hadn't
the remotest idea which of the trees offered the best facilities to a poor climber.
My mind once made up, there was no time to alter. The wer-tiger was already
terribly close behind. I could gauge its distance by the patter of its feet-apparently the metamorphosis had only been in part--and by the steadily
intensifying purr, purr; so unmistakably interpretative of the brute's utter
satisfaction in its power to overtake me, as well as at the prospect of so good a
meal. I was just thirteen stone, seemingly a most unlucky number even in
weight! Had the tiger wanted, I am sure he could have caught me at once, but I
fancy it wished to play with me a little first--to let me think I was going to
escape, and then, when it had got all the amusement possible out of me, just to
give a little sprint and haul me over. Perhaps it was my anger at such undignified
treatment of the human race that gave a kind of sting to my running, for I
certainly got over the ground at twice the speed I had ever done before, or ever
thought myself capable of doing. At times my limbs were on the verge of
mutiny, but I forced them onward, and though my lungs seemed bursting, I never
paused. At last a clearing was reached and the kulpa-tree stood fully revealed. I
glanced at once at the trunk. The lowest branch of any size was some eight feet
from the ground. . . . Could I reach it?
Summoning up all my efforts for this final, and in all probability fatal, rush, I
hurled myself forward. There was a low exultant roar, a soft, almost feminine
purr, and a long hairy paw, with black, gleaming claws shot past my cheek. I
gave a great gasp of anguish, and with all the pent-up force of despair clutched at
the branch overhead. My finger-tips just curled over it; I tightened them, but, at
the most, it was a very feeble, puny grasp, and totally insufficient to enable me
to swing my body out of reach of the tiger. I immediately gave myself up as lost,
and was endeavouring to reconcile myself to the idea of being slowly chewed
alive, when an extraordinary thing happened. The wer-tiger gave a low growl of
terror and, bounding away, was speedily lost in the jungle. Fearing it might
return, I waited for some time in the tree, and then, as there were no signs of it,
descended, and very cautiously made my way back to the village.
"That night an entire family, father, mother, son, and daughter, were murdered,
and their mutilated and half-eaten bodies were discovered on the floor of their
hut in the morning. Evidence pointed to their having been killed by a tiger; and
as they had been the sworn enemies of the young man whose metamorphosis I
had witnessed, it was not difficult to guess at the identity of their destroyer.

"I related my adventure to one of the chief people, and he informed me he knew
that particular kulpa-tree well. 'You undoubtedly owe your salvation to having
touched it,' he said. 'The original kulpa, which now stands in the first heaven, is
said to have been one of the fourteen remarkable things turned up by the
churning of the ocean by the gods and demons; and the name of Ram and his
consort Seeter are written on the silvery trunks of all its earthly descendants. If
once you touch any portion of a kulpa briksha tree, you are quite safe from any
animal--that is why the wer-tiger snarled and ran away! But take my advice,
sahib, and leave the village.'
"I did so, and on the way to my home in the hills visited the tree.
There, sure enough, plainly visible on the silvery surface in the twilight, was the
name of the incarnation of Vishnu, written in Sanskrit characters, and apparently
by some supernatural hand; that is to say, there was a softness in the impression,
as if the finger of some supernatural being had traced the characters. I did not
want any further proofs--I had had enough; and taking good care to see my gun
was loaded, I hurried off. Nor have I ever ventured into that neighbourhood
since."
Mr. K----, continuing, informed me that from what he had been told by his friend
in the Kandh village, he concluded that only those who had been initiated into
the full rites of magic in their early youth could see the totem in its full state of
materialization, “i.e.”, an enormous tiger--half man and half beast. To those who
were in some degree clairvoyant it would appear as it had appeared to him, a
mere column of crimson light (crimson on account of its association with Black
Magic); whilst to those who were not in any way clairvoyant it would remain
entirely invisible. The young Kandh had prayed for the property of lycanthropy
solely as a means of revenge on those whom he imagined had wronged him; and
as a wer-tiger he was able to destroy them in the most cruel manner possible.
The property when once acquired, however, could never be cast off, and the
young man would, willy-nilly, undergo transmutation every night, and in all
probability continue killing and eating people till some one plucked up the
courage--for wer-tigers were not only dreaded, but held in the greatest awe--to
shoot him.
There are certain tribes in India known to be adepts in Occultism, and therefore
one is not surprised to find lycanthropy linked with the mysterious jugglery,
etherical projection, and other psychic feats accomplished by these tribesmen.
The wer-tiger is not confined to the Kandhs: it is met with in Malaysia, in the

gorgeous tropical forests of Java and Sumatra, where it is feared more than
anything on earth by the gentle and intelligent natives; and, if rumour be true, in
the great, lone mountains and dense jungles, and along the hot, unhealthy riverbanks of New Guinea.
In Arawak, it gives place to the wer-jaguar; in Ashangoland, and many parts of
West Africa, to the wer-leopard. Of course, there are cases of charlatanism in
lycanthropy as in medicine, politics, palmistry, and in every other science. But
most, if not all, of these cases of sham lycanthropy seem to come from West
Africa, where leopard societies are from time to time formed by young savages
unable to restrain their craving for cannibalism. These human vampires dress up
in leopard-skins, and stealing stealthily through the woods at night, attack stray
pedestrians or isolated households. After killing their victims, they cut off any
portions of the body--usually the breasts and thighs--they fancy most for eating,
and then mutilate the rest with the signia of their society, “i.e.”, long and deep
scratchings, which are made either with the claws of a leopard or some other
beast, or with sharp iron nails. Whole districts are often put in a state of panic by
these marauders, who, retiring to their retreat in the heart of some little known,
vast, and almost impenetrable forest, successfully defy capture.
But the fact of there being pseudo-wer-leopards by no means disposes of the fact
that there are genuine ones, any more than the fact that there are charlatan
palmists precludes the possibility of there being “bona fide” palmists; and I am
inclined to believe lycanthropy exists in certain parts of West Africa (“i.e.”,
where primitive conditions are most in evidence), although not, perhaps, to the
same extent as it does in Asia and Europe. I do not think the negro's relationship
to the Occult Forces is quite the same as that of other races. He is often
clairvoyant and clairaudiant, and always very much in awe of the superphysical;
but it is rarely he can ever claim close intimacy with it--not close enough, at all
events, to be the recipient of its special gifts.
In werwolfery there is no "totem." The property of metamorphosis, in this
branch of lycanthropy, is not deemed the gift of a national deity, but either of the
Occult Powers in general or of some particular local phantasm. In other branches
of lycanthropy, viz., that of the wer-tiger and wer-leopard--I am doubtful about
the wer-jaguar--the property of transmutation is said to be conferred solely by
the god, or a god, of the tribe.
But although these various properties of lycanthropy are apparently derived from
different sources, the difference is only in outward form; and I have no hesitation

in saying that the occult power from which all lycanthropy proceeds, whether in
the form of a wolf, tiger, leopard, or any other beast, is in reality the same
species of Elemental.[32:1] But whether a Vagrarian, Vice, or some other
Elemental, I cannot possibly say.
I have stated that I am doubtful as to whether totemism exists in Arawak. The
truth is, with regard to this question, I am in receipt of somewhat conflicting
testimony. Some say that the natives have as their god a deity in the form of a
jaguar, to whom they pray for vengeance on their foes and for the property of
lycanthropy; which property (“vide”
the case of the Kandhs) would give them the additional pleasure of executing
vengeance in their own person. On the other hand, I have heard that the form of
a jaguar is the form most commonly assumed by spirits in Arawak, particularly
by those invoked at séances. Hence it is extremely difficult to arrive at the truth.
From the corroborating testimony of various people, however, I conclude that
whereas among the Kandhs and West African negroes the property of
lycanthropy (unless, of course, hereditary) is rarely conferred on females, or on
anyone younger than sixteen, in Arawak and Malaysia it is awarded regardless
of sex or age.
Some years ago there was current, among certain tribes of the natives in Arawak,
a story to this effect:-A Dutch trader, of the name of Van Hielen, was visiting for purely business
purposes an Indian settlement in a very remote part of the colony. Roaming
about the village one evening, he came to a hut standing alone on the outskirts of
one of those dense forests that are so characteristic of Arawak. Van Hielen
paused, and was marvelling how anyone could choose to live in so outlandish
and lonely a spot, when a shrill scream, followed by a series of violent guttural
ejaculations, came from the interior of the building, and the next moment a little
boy--some seven or eight years of age--rushed out of the house, pursued by a
prodigiously fat woman, who whacked him soundly across the shoulders with a
knotted club and then halted for want of breath. Van Hielen, who was well
versed in the native language, politely asked her what the boy had done to
deserve so severe a chastisement.
"Done!" the woman replied, opening her beady little eyes to their full extent;
"why, he's not done anything--that's why I beat him--he's incorrigibly idle. He
and his sister spend all their time amid the trees yonder conversing with the bad

spirits. They learned that trick from Guska, with the evil eye. She has bewitched
them. She was shot to death with arrows in the market-place last year, and my
only regret is that she wasn't put out of the way ten years sooner. Ah! there's that
wicked girl Yarakna--she's been hiding from me all the day. I must punish her,
too!" and before Van Hielen could speak the indignant parent waddled off--with
surprising swiftness for one of her vast proportions--and reappeared dragging by
the wrist an elfish-looking girl of about ten.
She gave the urchin one blow, and was about to give her another, when Van
Hielen, whose heart was particularly tender where children were concerned,
interfered, and by dint of bribery persuaded her to desist.
She retired indoors, and Van Hielen found himself alone with the child.
"May the spirit of the woods for ever be your friend!" the maiden said.
"But for you my poor back would have been beaten to a tonka bean. My brother
and I have suffered enough at the hands of the old woman--we'll suffer no
more."
"What will you do then?" Van Hielen asked, shocked at the revengeful
expression that marred the otherwise pretty features of the child.
"Remember, she is your mother, and has every right to expect you to be obedient
and industrious."
"She is not our mother!" the girl answered. "Our mother is the spirit of the
woods. We work for her--not for this old woman, and in return she tells us tales
and amuses us."
"You work for her!" Van Hielen said in amazement. "What do you mean?"
The child smiled--the ignorance of the white man tickled her. "We gather aloes
for medicine for her sick children; the core of the lechugilla for their food, yucca
leaves for plumes for their heads, and scarlet panicles of the “Fouquiera
splendens” for their clothes. My brother and I will go to her to-night when the
old woman is sleeping. Where? Ah! we do not tell anyone that. Do we see her?
The spirit of the woods, you mean? Yes, we see her, but it is not every one who
can see her--only those who have sight like ours. But I must go now--my brother
is calling me."
Van Hielen could hear nothing; though he did not doubt, from the child's
behaviour, that she had been called. She ran merrily away, and he watched her

black head disappear in the thick undergrowth facing him.
Van Hielen's curiosity was roused. What the child had said impressed him
deeply; and against his saner judgment he resolved to secrete himself near the
hut and watch. After it had been dusk some time, and all sounds had ceased, he
saw the two children emerge from the hut, and, tiptoeing softly towards the trees,
fall on their hands and knees and crawl along a tiny, deviating path. Hardly
knowing what he was doing, but impelled by a force he could not resist, Van
Hielen followed them. It was a delicious night--at that time of year every night
in Arawak is delicious--and Van Hielen, who was very simple in his love of
nature, imbibed delight through every pore in his body. As he trod gently along,
pushing first this branch and then that out of the way, and stooping down to half
his height to creep under a formidable bramble, countless voices from animal
land fell on his ears. From a glimmering patch of water, away on his left, came
the trump of a bull-frog and the wail of the whip-poor-will; a monkey chattered,
a parrot screeched, whilst a shrill cry of terror, accompanied by a savage growl,
plainly told of the surprise and slaughter of some defenceless animal by one of
the many big beasts of prey that made every tree their lurking place.
On any other occasion Van Hielen would have thought twice before embarking
on such an expedition; but that night he seemed to be labouring under some
charm which had lulled to sleep all sense of insecurity. It was true he was armed,
but of what avail is a rifle against the unexpected spring of a jaguar or leopard-from a bough some ten or twenty feet directly over one's head--or the sudden
lunge of a boa constrictor!
At first, the path wound its way through a dense chapparal consisting of the
various shrubs and plants rarely to be met with in other parts of Arawak, namely,
acacias, aloes, lechuguillas, and the “Fouquiera splendens”. But after a short
time this kind of vegetation was succeeded by something far more imposing--by
dense masses of trees, many of them at the least one hundred and fifty feet in
height: the mora, which from a distance appears like a hillock clothed with the
brightest vegetation; the ayucari, or red cedar; and the cuamara, laden with tonka
beans. So thick was their foliage overhead that one by one Van Hielen watched
the stars disappear; and the path ahead of him darkened till it was as much as he
could do to grope along. Still he was not afraid. The thought of that elfish little
maiden with the luminous eyes crawling along in front of him inspired him with
extraordinary confidence and he plunged on, anxious only to catch another
glimpse of her and see the play out. Once his progress was interrupted by
something hot and leathery, that pushed him nearly off his feet and puffed rudely

in his face. It was on the tip of his tongue to give vent to his ruffled feelings in
forcible language, but the knowledge that this would assuredly warn the children
of his proximity kept him quiet, and he contented himself with striking a
vigorous blow. There was a loud snort, a crashing and breaking of brushwood,
and the thing, whatever it was, rushed away. Another time he stumbled over a
snake which was gliding from one side of the path to the other. The creature
hissed, and Van Hielen, giving himself up for lost, jumped for all he was worth.
As luck would have it the snake missed, and Van Hielen, escaping with nothing
more serious than a few scratches and a bump or two, was able to continue his
course. After long gropings the path at length came to an end, the trees cleared,
and Van Hielen saw before him a pool, radiantly illuminated by the moon, and in
the very centre--an immense Victoria Regia water-lily.
Though accustomed to the fine species of this plant in Guiana--which is the
home of the Victoria Regia--Van Hielen was doubtful if he had ever before
beheld such a magnificent specimen. The silvery moonlight, falling on its white
and pink petals, threw into relief all the exquisite delicacy of their composition,
and gave to them a glow which could only have been rivalled in Elysium.
Indeed, the whole scene, enhanced by the glamour of the hour and the sweet
scent of plants and flowers, was so reminiscent of fairyland that Van Hielen-enraptured beyond description--stood and gazed in open-mouthed ecstasy.
Then his eyes fell on the children and he noiselessly slipped back under cover of
a tree.
Hand in hand the boy and girl advanced to the water's edge, and kneeling,
commenced to recite some strange incantation, which Van Hielen tried in vain to
interpret. Sometimes their voices reached a high, plaintive key; sometimes they
sank to a low murmur, strangely musical, and strangely suggestive of the
babbling of brook water over stones and pebbles. When they had finished their
incantation, they got up, and running to some bushes, returned in a few seconds
with their arms full of flowers, which they threw with great dexterity on to the
leaves of the giant lily. With their faces still turned to the water they remained
standing, side by side, whilst a silence--deep and impressive, and shared, so it
appeared to Van Hielen, by all nature--fell upon them.
A cold current of air, rising apparently from the pool, blew across the opening,
and sweeping past Van Hielen, set all the leaves in motion. It rustled on till its
echoes gradually ceased, and all was still again. It now seemed to Van Hielen

that the character of everything around underwent a subtle change; and the
feeling that every object around him was indulging in a hearty laugh at his
expense intensified with every breath he drew. For the first time Van Hielen was
afraid. He could not define the cause of his fear--but that only made his fear the
more acute. He was frightened of the wind and darkness, and of something more
than the wind and darkness--something concealed in--something cloaked by the
wind and darkness. Even the atmosphere had altered--it, too, was making game
of him. It distorted his vision. The things he saw around him were no longer
stationary--they moved. They twirled and twisted themselves into all sorts of
grotesque and fanciful attitudes; grew large, then small; nearer and then more
distant. The plot of ground in front of which the children knelt played all manner
of pranks--pranks Van Hielen did not at all like. It moved round and round-faster and faster, until it eventually became a whirlpool; which suddenly
reversed and assumed the appearance of a pyramid revolving on its apex.
Quicker and quicker it spun round--closer and closer it drew; until, without
warning, it suddenly stopped and disappeared; whilst its place was taken by an
oddly shaped bulge in the ground, which, swaying backward and forward,
increased and increased in stature, till it attained the height of some seven or
eight feet. Van Hielen could not compare this with anything he had ever seen. It
was monstrous but shapeless--a mere mass of irregular lumps, a dull leadish
white, and vibrating horribly in the moonlight. He thought of the children; but
where they had stood he saw only two greenish-yellow spheres that, twirling
round and round, suddenly approached him. As he started back to escape them,
all was again changed. The lumpy figure had vanished, the atmosphere cleared,
and everything was absolutely normal. There were now, however, solid grounds
for fear. Advancing on him with flashing eyes and scintillating teeth were two
vividly marked jaguars--a male and female. Van Hielen, usually calm and
collected in the face of danger, on this occasion lost his presence of mind: his
gun dropped from his hands, his knees quivered, and, helpless and inert, he
reeled against the tree under which he had been standing. The jaguars--which
seemed to be unusually savage even for jaguars--prepared to spring, and Van
Hielen, certain his hour had come, was about to close his eyes and resign himself
to his fate, when the female brute, although the bigger and more formidable,
hesitated--thrust its dark, handsomely spotted head almost in its victim's face,
and then, lashing its companion sharply with its tail, swerved aside and was off
like a dart.
It took Van Hielen some minutes to realize his escape, and then, more in a dream
than awake, he mechanically shouldered his rifle and slowly followed in the

beasts' wake.
An hour's walking brought him to the end of the forest. The dawn was breaking,
and the track leading to the settlement was just beginning to exhibit the
mellowing influence of the first rays of the sun. There was an exhilarating
freshness in the air that made Van Hielen keenly sensitive to the ambitious
demands of a newly awakened stomach. Opposite him was the hut of the old
woman, the entrance somewhat clumsily blocked with a makeshift door. As Van
Hielen looked at it curiously, wondering if the woman was in the habit of
barricading it in this fashion on account of her proximity to the forest, sounds
greeted him from within.
Stepping lightly up to the hut, Van Hielen listened attentively. Some big animal-a hound most probably--was gnawing a bone--crunch, crunch, crunch!
Van Hielen moved away, but hadn't gone very far before an indefinable
something made him turn back. That crunching, was it a dog or was it----? His
heart turned sick within him at the bare thought. Again he listened at the
threshold, and again he heard the sounds--gnaw, gnaw, gnaw--crunch, crunch,
crunch! He rapped at first gently, and then loudly, ever so loudly.
The gnawing at once stopped, but no one answered him. Then he called--once,
twice, thrice: there was no reply. Assured now there was something amiss, he
gripped his rifle, and putting his shoulder to the door, burst it open. A flood of
daylight rushed in, and he saw before him on the floor the mutilated and halfeaten remains of a woman, and--did his eyes deceive him or did he see?-crouching in a corner all ready to spring, two magnificent jaguars. Van Hielen
raised his rifle, but--in less than a second--it fell from his grasp.
Towards him, from the same spot--their small mouths and slender hands
smeared with blood--ran Yarakna and her brother.

FOOTNOTES:
[32:1] A spirit that has never inhabited any material body. Elementals are a
genus of a large order, and include innumerable species.

CHAPTER III - THE SPIRITS OF WERWOLVES
It seems that there is a disposition in certain minds to associate lycanthropy with
the doctrine of the transmigration of souls. A brief examination of the latter will,
however, suffice to show there is very little analogy between the two.
Transmigration of souls, a metempsychosis, deals solely with the passing of the
soul after death into another mortal form. Lycanthropy confines itself to the
metamorphosis of physical man to animal form only during man's physical
lifetime.
Metempsychosis is a change of condition dependent on the principle of
evolution (i.e. evolution upward and retrogressive). Lycanthropy is a change of
condition relative to a property, entirely independent of evolution. The one is
wholly determined by man's spiritual state at the time of his physical dissolution;
the other is simply a faculty of sense, either handed down to man by his
forefathers or acquired by man, during his lifetime, through the knowledge and
practice of magic.
There are absolutely no grounds, other than purely hypothetical ones, for
supposing a werwolf to be a reincarnation; but on the other hand there is reason
to believe that the wolf personality of the werwolf, at the latter's physical
dissolution, remains earthbound in the form of a lupine phantasm. So that
although there is nothing to associate lycanthropy with metempsychosis, there is,
at all events, something in common between lycanthropy and animism.
Animism, be it understood, holds that every living thing, whether man, beast,
reptile, insect, or vegetable, has a representative spirit.
As an example of a lupine phantasm representing the personality of the werwolf,
I will quote a case, reported to me some years ago as having occurred in Estonia,
on the shores of the Baltic. A gentleman and his sister, whom I will call
Stanislaus and Anno D'Adhemar, were invited to spend a few weeks with their
old friends, the Baron and Baroness Von A----, at their country home in Estonia.
On the day arranged, they set out for their friends' house, and alighting at a little
station, within twenty miles of their destination, were met by the Baron's
droshky. It was one of those exquisite evenings--a night light without moon, a

day shady without clouds--peculiar to that clime. Indeed, it seemed as if the last
glow of the evening and the first grey of the morning had melted together, and as
if all the luminaries of the sky merely rested their beams without withdrawing
them. To Stanislaus and Anno, jaded with the wear and tear of life in a big city,
the calm and quiet of the country-side was most refreshing, and they heaved
great sighs of contentment as they leaned far back amid the luxurious upholstery
of the carriage, and drew in deep breaths of the smokeless, pure, scented air.
Their surroundings modelled their thoughts. Instead of discussing monetary
matters, which had so long been uppermost in their minds, they discoursed on
the wonderful economy of happiness in a world full of toil and struggle; the
fewer the joys, they argued, the higher the enjoyment, till the last and highest joy
of all, true peace of mind, “i.e.”, content, was the one joy found to contain every
other joy. Occasionally they paused to remark on the brilliant lustre of the stars,
and, not infrequently, alluded to the Creator's graciousness in allowing them to
behold such beauty. Occasionally, too, they would break off in the midst of their
conversation to listen to the plaintive utterings of some night bird or the shrill
cry of a startled hare. The rate at which they were progressing--for the horses
were young and fresh--speedily brought them to an end of the open country, and
they found themselves suddenly immersed in the deepening gloom of a dense
and extensive forest of pines. The track now was not quite so smooth; here and
there were big ruts, and Stanislaus and his sister were subjected to such a
vigorous bumping that they had to hold on to the sides of the droshky, and to one
another. In the altered conditions of their travel, conversation was well-nigh
impossible. The little they attempted was unceremoniously jerked out of them,
and the nature of it--I am loath to admit--had somewhat deteriorated. It had, in
fact, in accordance with their surroundings, undergone a considerable change.
"What a vile road!" Stanislaus exclaimed, clutching the side of the droshky with
both hands to save himself from being precipitated into space.
"Yes--isn't--it?" gasped Anno, as she lunged forward, and in a vain attempt to
regain her seat fell on their handbag, which gave an ominous squish. "I declare
there--there--will be--nothing left of me--by the--by the time we get there. Oh
dear! Whatever shall I do? Wherever have you got to, Stanislaus?"
The upper half of Stanislaus was nowhere to be seen! His lower half, however,
was discovered by his sister convulsively pressed against the side of the droshky.
In another moment this, too, would undoubtedly have disappeared, and the lower
extremities would have gone in pursuit of the upper, had not Anno with

admirable presence of mind effected a rescue.
She tugged at her brother's coat-tails in the very nick of time, with the result that
his whole body once again hove into view.
Just then a bird sang its final song before retiring for the night, and Stanislaus,
hot and trembling all over, shouted out: "What a hideous noise! I declare it quite
frightened me"; whilst Anno shuddered and put her fingers in her ears. They
once more abused the road; then the trees.
"Great ugly things," they said; "they shut out all the light." And then they abused
the driver for not looking out where he was going, and finally they began to
abuse one another. Anno abused Stanislaus, because he had disarranged her hat
and hair, and Stanislaus, Anno, because he couldn't hear all she said, and
because what he did hear was silly. Then the Stygian darkness of the great pines
grew; and the silence of wonder fell on the two quarrellers. On, on, on rolled the
droshky, a monotonous rumble, rumble, that sounded very loud amid the intense
hush that had suddenly fallen on the forest. Stanislaus and Anno grew drowsy;
the cold night air, crowning their exertions of the day, induced sleep, and they
were soon very much in the land of nods: Stanislaus with his head thrust back as
far as it would go, and Anno with her head leaning slightly forward and her chin
deeply rooted in the silvery recesses of her rich fur coat.
The driver stopped for a moment. He had to attend to his lights, which, he
reflected, were behaving in rather an odd manner. Then, scratching his head
thoughtfully, he cracked his whip and drove hurriedly on. Once again, rumble,
rumble, rumble; and no other sounds but far away echoes and the gentle cooing
of a soft night breeze through the forked and ragged branches of the sad and
stately pines. On, on, on, the light uncertain and the horses brisk. Suddenly the
driver hears something--he strains his ears to catch the meaning of the sounds--a
peculiar, quick patter, patter--coming from far away in the droshky's wake.
There is something--he can't exactly tell what--in those sounds he doesn't like;
they are human, and yet not human; they may proceed from some one running-some one tall and lithe, with an unusually long stride. They may--and he casts a
shuddering look over his shoulder as the thought strikes him--they may be
nothing human--they may be the patter of a wolf! A huge, gaunt, hungry wolf!
an abnormally big wolf! a wolf with a gallop like that of a horse! The driver was
new to these parts; he had but lately come from the Baron's establishment in St.
Petersburg. He had never been in this wood after dark, and he had never seen a
wolf save in the Zoological Gardens. The atmosphere now began to sharpen.
From being merely cold it became positively icy, and muttering, "I never felt

anything like this in St. Petersburg," the driver shrank into the depths of his furs,
and tried to settle himself more comfortably in his seat.
The horses, too, four in number, were strangers in Estonia, the Baron having
only recently paid a heavy price for them in Nava on account of their beauty.
Not that they were merely handsome; despite their small and graceful build, and
the glossy sleekness of their coats, they were both strong and spirited, and could
cover twenty-five versts without a pause. But now they, too, heard the sounds-there was no doubt of that--and felt the cold. At first they shivered, then whined,
and then came to an abrupt halt; and then, without the slightest warning, tore the
shifting tag and rag tight around them, and bounding forward, were off like the
wind. Then, away in their rear, and plainly audible above the thunder of their
hoofs, came a moaning, snarling, drawn-out cry, which was almost instantly
repeated, not once, but again and again.
Stanislaus and Anno, who had been rudely awakened from their slumbers by the
unusual behaviour of the horses, were now on the “qui vive”.
"Good heavens! What's that?" they cried in chorus.
"What's that, coachman?" shrieked Anno, digging the shivering driver in the
back.
"Volki, mistress, volki!" was the reply, and on flew the droshky faster, faster,
faster!
To Stanislaus and Anno the word "wolves" came as a stunning shock. All the
tales they had ever heard of these ferocious beasts crowded their minds at once.
Wolves! was it possible that those dreadful bogies of their childhood--those grim
and awful creatures, grotesquely but none the less vividly portrayed in their
imagination by horror-loving nurses--were actually close at hand! Supposing the
brutes caught them, who would be eaten first? Anno, Stanislaus, or the driver?
Would they devour them with their clothes on? If not, how would they get them
off?
Then, filled with morbid curiosity, they strained their ears and listened. Again-this time nearer, much nearer--came that cry, dismal, protracted, nerve-racking.
Nor was that all, for they could now discern the pat-pat, pat-pat of footsteps-long, soft, loping footsteps, as of huge furry paws or naked human feet.
However, they could see nothing--nothing but blackness, intensified by the
feeble flickering of the droshky's lanterns.

"Faster! drive faster!" Anno shouted, turning round and poking the coachman in
the ribs with her umbrella. "Do you want us all to be eaten?"
"I can't mistress, I can't!" the man expostulated; "the horses are outstripping the
wind as it is. They can't go quicker." And the driver, consigning Stanislaus and
his sister to the innermost recesses of hell, prayed to the Virgin to save him.
Nearer and nearer drew the steps, and again a cry--a cry close behind them,
perhaps fifty yards--fifty yards at the most. And as they were trying to locate it
there burst into view a gigantic figure--nude and luminous, a figure that glowed
like a glow-worm and bent slightly forward as it ran. It covered the ground with
long, easy, swinging strides, without any apparent effort. In general form its
body was like that of a man, saving that the limbs were longer and covered with
short hair, and the feet and hands, besides being larger as a whole, had longer
toes and fingers. Its head was partly human, partly lupine--the skull, ears, teeth,
and eyes were those of a wolf, whilst the remaining features were those of a
man. Its complexion was devoid of colour, startlingly white; its eyes green and
lurid, its expression hellish.
Stanislaus and Anno did not know what to make of it. Was it some terrible
monstrosity that had escaped from a show, or something that was peculiar to the
forest itself, something generated by the giant trees and dark, silent road? In their
sublime terror they shrieked aloud, beat the air with their hands to ward it off,
and finally left their seats to cling on to the back of the driver's box.
But it came nearer, nearer, and nearer, until they were almost within reach of its
arms. They read death in the glinting greenness of its eyes and in the flashing of
its long bared teeth. The climax of their agony, they argued, could no longer be
postponed. The thing had only to make a grab at them and they would die of
horror--die even before it touched them. But this was not to be.
They were still staring into the pale malevolent face drawing nearer and nearer,
and wondering when the long twitching fingers would catch them by the throats,
when the droshky with a mad swirl forward cleared the forest, and they found
themselves gazing wildly into empty moonlit space, with no sign of their pursuer
anywhere.
An hour later they narrated their adventure to the Baron. Nothing could have

exceeded his distress. "My dear friends!" he said, "I owe you a profound
apology. I ought to have told my man to choose any other road rather than that
through the forest, which is well known to be haunted.
According to rumour, a werwolf--we have good reason to believe in werwolfs
here--was killed there many years ago."

CHAPTER IV - HOW TO BECOME A WERWOLF
As I have already stated, in some people lycanthropy is hereditary; and when it
is not hereditary it may be acquired through the performance of certain of the
rites ordained by Black Magic. For the present I can only deal with the more
general features of these rites (which vary according to locality) and the
conditions of mind essential to those who would successfully practise these rites.
In the first place, it is necessary that the person desirous of acquiring the
property of lycanthropy should be in earnest and a believer in those
superphysical powers whose favour he is about to ask.
Assuming we have such an individual he must, first of all, betake himself to a
spot remote from the haunts of men. The powers to be petitioned are not to be
found promiscuously--anywhere. They favour only such waste and solitary
places as the deserts, woods, and mountain-tops.
The locality chosen, our candidate must next select a night when the moon is
new and strong.[56:1] He must then choose a perfectly level piece of ground,
and on it, at midnight, he must mark, either with chalk or string--it really does
not matter which--a circle of not less than seven feet in radius, and within this,
and from the same centre, another circle of three feet in radius. Then, in the
centre of this inner circle he must kindle a fire, and over the fire place an iron
tripod containing an iron vessel of water. As soon as the water begins to boil the
would-be lycanthropist must throw into it handfuls of any three of the following
substances: Asafoetida, parsley, opium, hemlock, henbane, saffron, aloe, poppyseed and solanum; repeating as he does so these words:-"Spirits from the deep
Who never sleep,
Be kind to me.
"Spirits from the grave
Without a soul to save,
Be kind to me.
"Spirits of the trees

That grow upon the leas,
Be kind to me.
"Spirits of the air,
Foul and black, not fair,
Be kind to me.
"Water spirits hateful,
To ships and bathers fateful,
Be kind to me.
"Spirits of earthbound dead
That glide with noiseless tread, Be kind to me.
"Spirits of heat and fire,
Destructive in your ire,
Be kind to me.
"Spirits of cold and ice,
Patrons of crime and vice,
Be kind to me.
"Wolves, vampires, satyrs, ghosts!
Elect of all the devilish hosts!
I pray you send hither,
Send hither, send hither,
The great grey shape that makes men shiver!
Shiver, shiver, shiver!
Come! Come! Come!"
The supplicant then takes off his vest and shirt and smears his body with the fat
of some newly killed animal (preferably a cat), mixed with aniseed, camphor,
and opium. Then he binds round his loins a girdle made of wolf's-skin, and
kneeling down within the circumference of the first circle, waits for the advent
of the Unknown. When the fire burns blue and quickly dies out, the Unknown is
about to manifest itself; if it does not then actually appear it will make its
presence felt.
There is little consistency in the various methods of the spirit's advent:

sometimes a deep unnatural silence immediately precedes it; sometimes crashes
and bangs, groanings and shriekings, herald its approach. When it remains
invisible its presence is indicated and accompanied by a sensation of abnormal
cold and the most acute terror.
It is sometimes visible in the guise of a huntsman--which is, perhaps, its most
popular shape--sometimes in the form of a monstrosity, partly man and partly
beast--and sometimes it is seen ill defined and only partially materialized. To
what order of spirits it belongs is, of course, purely a matter of conjecture. I
believe it to be some malevolent, superphysical, creative power, such as, in my
opinion, participated largely in the creation of this and other planets. I do not
believe it to be the Devil, because I do not believe in the existence of only one
devil, but in countless devils. It is difficult to say to what extent the Unknown is
believed to be powerful by those who approach it for the purpose of acquiring
the gift of lycanthropy; but I am inclined to think that the majority of these, at all
events, do not ascribe to it any supreme power, but regard it merely as a local
spirit--the spirit of some particular wilderness or forest.
Of course, it is quite possible that the property of werwolfery might be acquired
by other than a direct personal communication with the Unknown, as, for
example, by eating a wolf's brains, by drinking water out of a wolf's footprints,
or by drinking out of a stream from which three or more wolves have been seen
to drink; but as most of the stories I have heard of werwolfery acquired in this
way are of a wild and improbable nature, I think there is little to be learned from
the “modus operandi”
they advocate. The following story, which I believe to be true in the main, was
told me by a Dr. Broniervski, whom I met in Boulogne.
"Ten years ago," my informant began, "I was engaged in a geological expedition
in Montenegro. I left Cetinge in company with my escort, Dugald Dalghetty, a
Dalmatian who had served me on many former occasions; but owing to an
accident I was compelled to leave him behind at a village about thirty miles east
of the capital. As it was absolutely necessary for me to have a guide, I chose a
Montenegrin called Kniaz. Dalghetty warned me against him. 'Kniaz has the evil
eye,'
he said; 'he will bring misfortune on you. Choose some one else.'
"Kniaz was certainly not particularly prepossessing. He was tall and angular, and
pock-marked and sandy-haired; and his eyes had a peculiar cast--only a cast, of
course, nothing more. To balance these detractions he was civil in his manners

and extremely moderate in his terms.
Dalghetty, faithful fellow, almost wept as he watched us depart. 'I shall never see
you again,' he said. 'Never!'
"Just outside the last cottage in the village we passed a gigantic, broadshouldered man, clad in the usual clothes of frieze, a black skullcap, wide
trousers, and tights from the knee to the ankle. Over his shoulders was a new
white strookah, of which he seemed very proud; whilst he had a perfect
armament of weapons--rifles, pistols, yatagan--polished up to the knocker--and
cartouche-box. He was conversing with a girl at one of the windows, but turned
as we came up to him and leered impudently at Kniaz. The sallow in Kniaz's
cheeks turned to white, and the cast in his eyes became ten times more
pronounced. But he said nothing--only drooped his head and shuffled a little
closer to me.
"For the rest of the day he spoke little; and I could tell from his expression and
general air of dejection that he was still brooding over the incident. The
following morning--we stayed the night in a wayside inn--Kniaz informed me
that the route we had intended taking to Skaravoski--the town I meant to make
the head quarters for my daily excursions--was blocked (a blood feud had
suddenly been declared between two tribes), and that consequently we should
have to go by some other way. I inquired who had told him and whether he was
sure the information was correct. He replied that our host had given him the
warning, and that the possibility of such an occurrence had been suggested to
him before leaving Cetinge. 'But,' he added, 'there is no need to worry, for the
other road, though somewhat wild and rough, is, in reality, quite as safe, and
certainly a good league and a half shorter.' As it made no very great difference to
me which way I went, I acquiesced. There was no reason to suspect Kniaz of any
sinister motive--cases of treachery on the part of escorts are practically unknown
in Montenegro--and if it were true that some of the tribes were engaged in a
vendetta, then I certainly agreed that we could not give them too wide a berth. At
the same time I could not help observing a strange innovation in Kniaz's
character. Besides the sullenness that had laid hold of him since his encounter
with the man and girl, he now exhibited a restless eagerness--his eyes were never
still, his lips constantly moved, and I could frequently hear him muttering to
himself as we trudged along. He asked me several times if I believed in the
supernatural, and when I laughingly replied 'No, I am far too practical and levelheaded,' he said 'Wait. We are now in the land of spirits. You will soon change
your opinion.'

"The country we were traversing was certainly forbidding--forbidding enough to
be the hunting ground of legions of ferocious animals. But the supernatural!
Bah! I flouted such an idea. All day we journeyed along a lofty ridge, from
which, shortly before dusk, it became necessary to descend by a narrow and
precipitous declivity, full of danger and difficulty. At the bottom we halted three
or four hours, to wait for the moon, in a position sufficiently romantic and
uncomfortable. A north-east wind, cold and biting, came whistling over the hills,
and seemed to be sucked down into the hollow where we sat on the chilly stones.
The moment we sighted the slightly depressed orb of the moon over the vast hill
of rocks, and the Milky Way spanning the heavens with a brilliancy seen only in
the East, we pushed on again. On, along a painfully rough and uneven track,
flanked on either side by perpendicular masses of rock that reared themselves,
black and frowning, like some huge ruined wall. On, till we eventually came to
the end of the defile. Then an extraordinary scene burst upon us.
"Whilst the irregular line of rocks continued close on our left, beyond it-glittering in the miraculously magnifying moonlight with more gigantic
proportions than nature had afforded--was a huge pile of white rocks, looking
like the fortifications of some vast fabulous city. There were yawning gateways
flanked by bastions of great altitude; towers and pyramids; crescents and domes;
and dizzy pinnacles; and castellated heights; all invested with the unearthly
grandeur of the moon, yet showing in their wide breaches and indescribable ruin
sure proofs that during a long course of ages they had been battered and
undermined by rain, hurricane, and lightning, and all the mighty artillery of time.
Piled on one another, and repeated over and over again, these strangely contorted
rocks stretched as far as the eye could reach, sinking, however, as they receded,
and leading the mind, though not the eye, down to the plain below, through
which a turbid stream wound its way rebelliously, like some great twisting,
twirling, silvery-scaled serpent.
"It was into this gorge that Kniaz in a voice thrilling with excitement informed
me we must plunge.
"'It is called,' he explained to me, 'the haunted valley, and it is said to have been
from time immemorial under the spell of the grey spirits--a species of phantasm,
half man and half animal, that have the power of metamorphosing men into wild
beasts.' Horses, he went on to inform me, showed the greatest reluctance to enter
the valley, which was a sure proof that the place was in very truth phantom-

ridden. I must say its appearance favoured that theory. The path by which we
descended was almost perpendicular, and filled with shadows. Precipices
hemmed us in on every side; and here and there a huge fragment of rock,
standing like a petrified giant, its summit gleaming white in the moonbeams,
barred our way.
"On reaching the bottom we found ourselves exactly opposite the pile of white
rocks, at the base of which roared the stream. Kniaz now declared that our best
plan was to halt and bivouac here for the night. I expostulated, saying that I did
not feel in the least degree tired, that the spot was far from comfortable, and that
I preferred to push on.
Kniaz then pleaded that he was too exhausted to proceed, and, in fact, whined to
such an extent that in the end I gave way, and lying down under cover of a
boulder, tried to imagine myself in bed. I did actually fall asleep, and awoke
with the sensation of something crawling over my face. Sitting up, I looked
around for Kniaz--he was nowhere to be seen.
The oddness of his behaviour, his alternate talkativeness and sullenness, and the
anxiety he had manifested to come by this route, made me at last suspicious. Had
he any ulterior motive in leading me hither? What had become of him? Where
was he? I got up and approached the margin of the stream, and then for the first
time I felt frightened.
The illimitable possibilities of that enormous mass of castellated rocks towering
above me both quelled and fascinated me. Were these flickering shadows
shadows, or--or had Kniaz, after all, spoken the truth when he said this valley
was haunted? The moonlight rendered every object I looked upon so startlingly
vivid, that not even the most trivial detail escaped my notice, and the more I
scrutinized the more firmly the conviction grew on me that I was in a
neighbourhood differing essentially from any spot I had hitherto visited. I saw
nothing with which I had been formerly conversant. The few trees at hand
resembled no growth of either the torrid, temperate, or northern frigid zones, and
were altogether unlike those of the southern latitudes with which I was most
familiar. The very rocks were novel in their mass, their colour, and their
stratification; and the stream itself, utterly incredible as it may appear, had so
little in common with the streams of other countries that I shrank away from it in
alarm. I am at a loss to give any distinct idea of the nature of the water. I can
only say it was not like ordinary water, either in appearance or behaviour. Even
in the moonlight it was not colourless, nor was it of any one colour, presenting to
the eye every variety of green and blue. Although it fell over stones and rocks
with the same rapid descent as ordinary water, it made no sound, neither splash

nor gurgle. Summoning up courage, I dipped my fingers in the stream; it was
quite cold and limpid. The difference did not lie there. I was still puzzling over
this phenomenon, still debating in my mind the possibility of the valley being
haunted, when I heard a cry--a peculiarly ominous cry--human and yet animal.
For a few seconds I was too overcome with fear to move. At last, however,
having in some measure pulled myself together, I ventured cautiously in the
direction of the noise, and after treading as lightly as I could over the rough and
rocky soil for some couple of hundred yards, suddenly came to an abrupt
standstill.
"Kneeling beside the stream with its back turned to me was an extraordinary
figure--a thing with a man's body and an animal's head--a dark, shaggy head
with unmistakable prick ears. I gazed at it aghast.
What was it? What was it doing? As I stared it bent down, lapped the water, and
raising its head, uttered the same harrowing sound that had brought me thither. I
then saw, with a fresh start of wonder, that its hands, which shone very white in
the moonlight, were undergoing a gradual metamorphosis. I watched carefully,
and first one finger, and then another, became amalgamated in a long, furry paw,
armed with sharp, formidable talons.
"I suppose that in my fear and astonishment I made some sound of sufficient
magnitude to attract attention; anyhow, the creature at once swung round, and,
with a snarl of rage, rushed savagely at me. Being unarmed, and also, I confess,
unnerved, I completely lost my presence of mind, and not attempting to escape-though flight would have been futile, for I was nothing of a runner--shrieked
aloud for help. The thing sprang at me, its jaws wide open, its eyes red with rage.
I struck at it wildly, and have dim recollections of my puny blows landing on its
face. It closed in on me, and gripping me tightly round the body with its sinewy
arms, hurled me to the ground. My head came in violent contact with a stone,
and I lost consciousness. On recovering my senses, I was immeasurably
surprised to find Dalghetty sitting on a rock watching me, whilst close beside
him was Kniaz, bloodstained and motionless.
"Dalghetty explained the situation. 'Convinced that evil would befall you in the
company of such a man,' he said, pointing to the figure at his feet, 'I determined
to set out in pursuit of you. By a miracle, which I attribute to Our Lady, the
effects of my accident suddenly wore off, and I felt absolutely well. I borrowed a
horse, and, starting from Cetinge at nine this morning, reached the inn where you
passed last night at eleven. There I learned the route you had taken, and leaving

the horse behind--on such a road I was safer on my legs--I pressed on.
The ground, being moist in places, revealed your footprints, and I had no
difficulty at all in tracing you to the bottom of the declivity.
There I was at sea for some moments, since the rocky soil was too hard to
receive any impressions. But hearing the howl of some wild animal, I concluded
you were attacked, and, guided by the sound, I arrived here to find a werwolf
actually preparing to devour you. A bullet from my rifle speedily rendered the
creature harmless, and a close inspection of it proved that my surmises were only
too correct. It was none other than our friend here with the evil eye--Kniaz!'
"'Kniaz a werwolf!' I ejaculated.
"'Yes! he inveigled you here because he had made up his mind to drink the water
of the enchanted stream, and so become metamorphosed from a man to a wild
beast. His object in doing so was to destroy a young farmer who had stolen his
sweetheart, and for whom he, as a man, was no match. However, he is harmless
now, but it is a warning to you in future to trust no one who has the evil eye.'"
Belief in the evil eye is everywhere prevalent in the East, and it is undoubtedly
true that people who have certain peculiarities in their eyes, both with regard to
expression, colour, and formation, are people to be avoided. If malevolently
inclined, they invariably bring ill-luck on all who become acquainted with them.
I have followed the careers of several people in whom I have noticed this
baneful feature, and their histories have been one long tale of sin or sorrow-often both.
But though the evil eye denotes an evil superphysical influence, the werwolf is
not necessarily possessed of it. Sometimes a werwolf may be told by the long,
straight, slanting eyebrows, which meet in an angle over the nose; sometimes by
the hands, the third finger of which is a trifle the longest; or by the finger-nails,
which are red, almond-shaped, and curved; sometimes by the ears, which are set
rather low, and far back on their heads; and sometimes by a noticeably long,
swinging stride, which is strongly suggestive of some animal. Either one or other
of these features is always present in hereditary werwolves, and is also
frequently developed in those people who become werwolves, either at the same
time as or soon after they acquire the property.

FOOTNOTES:

[56:1] Psychic influences are demonstrated by the position of the planets. For
instance, at a new moon, cusp of Seventh House, and cojoined with Saturn in
opposition to Jupiter, sinister superphysical presences are much in evidence on
the earth.

CHAPTER V - WERWOLVES AND EXORCISM
In the preceding chapter I touched on one or two modes of evoking the spirits
that have it in their power to confer the property of lycanthropy; I now pass on to
the question of exorcism in relation to werwolves.
Is it possible to exorcize the evil power of metamorphosis possessed by the
werwolf, or, as those would say who see in the werwolf, not the possession of a
property, but a spirit, "to exorcize the evil spirit"?
For my own part, and basing my opinion on my own experiences with other
forms of the superphysical, with regard to the success of exorcism I am
sceptical. I have been present when exorcism has been tried--tried on people
supposed to be obsessed with demoniacal spirits, and tried on spontaneous
psychic phenomena in haunted houses--and in both cases it has failed. Now,
although, as I have said, I regard lycanthropy in the light of a property, and do
not believe in the lycanthropist being possessed of a separate individual spirit, I
am inclined to think, were exorcism efficacious at all, that it would take effect on
werwolves, since the property of werwolfery is a gift which is, more or less,
directly acquired from the malevolent spirits.
But I am not only dubious as to the powers of exorcism generally, I am also
dubious as to its effect on werwolves. I have come across a good many alleged
cases of its having been successfully practised on werwolves, but in regard to
these cases, the authority is not very reliable, nor the corroborative evidence
strong.
Nearly all the methods prescribed embrace the use of some potion; such, for
example, as sulphur, asafœtida, and castoreum, mixed with clear spring water; or
hypericum, compounded with vinegar--which two potions seem to have been
(and to be still) the most favoured recipes for removing the devilish power.
The ceremony of exorcism proceeded as follows: The werwolf was sprinkled
three times with one of the above solutions, and saluted with the sign of the
cross, or addressed thrice by his baptismal name, each address being
accompanied by a blow on the forehead with a knife; or he was sprinkled, whilst

at the same time his girdle was removed; or in lieu of being sprinkled, he had
three drops of blood drawn from his chest, or was compelled to kneel in one spot
for a great number of years.
A full description of the practice and failure of exorcism was cited to me the
other day in connexion with a comparatively recent happening in Asiatic
Russia:-Tina Peroviskei, a wealthy young widow, who lived in St. Nicholas Street,
Moscow--not a hundred yards from the house of Herr Schauman, the wellknown German banker and horticulturist (every one in Russia has heard of the
Schauman tulips)--met a gentleman named Ivan Baranoff at a friend's house,
and, despite the warning of her brother, married him.
Ivan Baranoff did not look more than thirty years of age. He was usually dressed
in grey furs--a grey fur coat, grey fur leggings, and a grey fur cap. His features
were very handsome--at least, so Tina thought--his hair was flaxen, glossy, and
bright as a mirror; and his mouth, when open, displayed a most brilliant set of
even, white teeth. Tina had three children by her first husband, and the fuss Ivan
Baranoff made of them pleased her immensely. Their own father never evinced a
greater anxiety for their welfare. Ivan brought them the most expensive toys and
sweetmeats--particularly sweetmeats--and would insist on seeing for himself that
they had plenty of rich, creamy milk, fresh eggs, and the best of butter.
"You'll kill them with kindness," Tina often remonstrated. "They are too fat by
half now."
"They can't be too fat," Ivan would reply. "No one is too fat. I love to see rosy
cheeks and stout limbs. Wait till you're in the country! Then you may talk about
putting on flesh. The air there will fatten you even more than the food."
"Then we shall burst, and there will be an end of us," Tina would laughingly say.
But despite all this, despite the way in which he fondled and caressed them, the
children involuntarily shrank away from Ivan; and on Tina angrily demanding
the reason, they told her they could not help it--there was something in his bright
eyes and touch that frightened them. When Tina's brothers and sisters heard of
this, they upheld the children.

"We are not in the least surprised," they said; "his eyes are cruel--so are his lips;
and as for his eyebrows--those dark, straight eyebrows that meet in a point over
the nose--why, every one knows what a bad sign that is!"
But Tina grew so angry they had to desist. "You are jealous," she said to her
brothers. "You envy him his looks and money." And to her sisters she said, "You
only wish you could have had him yourselves. You know I love him already far
more than I ever loved Rupert." (Rupert was her first husband.)
And within a month or so of the marriage Tina left all her relatives in Moscow,
and, accompanied by her children and dogs--some people hinted that Tina was
fonder of her dogs than of her children--went with Ivan Baranoff to his ancestral
home near Orsk.
Though accustomed to the cold, Tina found the climate of Orsk almost more
than she could bear. Her husband's house, which occupied an extremely solitary
position on the confines of a gloomy forest, some few miles from the town, was
a large, grey stone building full of dark winding passages and dungeon-like
rooms. The furniture was scant, and the rooms, with the exception of those
devoted to herself, her husband and the children, which were covered with
crimson drugget, were carpetless. A more barren, inhospitable looking house
could not be imagined, and the moment Tina entered it, her spirits sank to zero.
The atmosphere of the place frightened her the most. It was not that it was
merely forlorn and cheerless, but there was a something in it that reminded her
of the smell of the animal houses in the Zoological Gardens in Moscow, and a
something she could not analyse--a something which she concluded must be
peculiar to the house. The children were very much upset. The sight of the dark
entrance hall and wide, silent staircases, bathed in gloom, terrified them.
"Oh, mother!" they cried, clutching hold of Tina Baranoff and dragging her
back, "we can never live here. Take us away at once. Look at those things.
Whatever are they?" And they pointed to the shadows--queerly shaped shadows-that lay in thick clusters on the stairs and all around them.
Tina did not know what to say. Her own apprehensions and the only too obvious
terror of the dogs, whom she had literally to drive across the threshold, and who
whined and cringed at her feet, confirming the children's fears, made it
impossible for her to check them. Moreover, since leaving Moscow the warnings
of her friends and relations had often come back to her. Though Ivan had never

ceased to be kind, his conduct roused her suspicions. During the journey, which
he had insisted should be performed in a droshky, he halted every evening
directly the moon became invisible, and used to disappear regularly between
dusk and sunrise. He would never tell her where he went or attempt to explain
the oddness of his conduct, but when pressed by her would merely say: "It is a
habit. I always like to roam abroad in the night-time--it would be very bad for
my health if I did not."
And this was all Tina could get out of him. She noticed, too, what her blind
infatuation had prevented her observing before, that there was a fierce
expression in his eyes when he set out on these nocturnal rambles, and that on
his return the corners of his mouth and his long finger-nails were always
smeared with blood. Furthermore, she noticed that although he was concerned
about the appetites of herself and the children, he ate very little cooked food
himself--never vegetables or bread--and would often furtively put a raw piece of
meat into his mouth when he thought no one was looking.
Tina hoped that these irregularities would cease on their arrival at the château,
but, on the contrary, they rather increased, and she became greatly perturbed.
The second night after their arrival, when she had been in bed some time and
was nearly asleep, Tina, between her half-closed eyelids, watched her husband
get out of bed, stealthily open the window, and drop from the sill. Some hours
later she was again aroused. She heard the growl of a wolf--and immediately
afterwards saw Ivan's grey-clad head at the window. He came softly into the
room, and as he tiptoed across the floor to the washstand, Tina saw splashes of
blood on his face and coat, whilst it dripped freely from his finger-tips. In the
morning the news was brought her by the children that one of her favourite dogs
was dead--eaten by some wild animal, presumably a wolf. Tina's position now
became painful in the extreme. She was more than suspicious of her husband,
and had no one--saving her children--in whom she could confide.
The house seemed to be under a ban; no one, not even a postman or tradesman,
ever came near it, and with the exception of the two servants, whose silent,
gliding movements and light glittering eyes filled both her and her children with
infinite dread, she did not see a soul.
On four consecutive nights one of her four dogs was killed, each in precisely the
same manner; and on each of these consecutive nights Tina watched Ivan
surreptitiously leave the house and return all bloodstained, and accompanied by

the distant howl of wolves. And on the day following the death of each dog
respectively, Tina noticed the grey glinting eyes of the two servants become
more and more earnestly fixed on the children and herself. At meal-times the
eyes never left her; she was conscious of their scrutiny at every mouthful she
took; and when she passed them in the passages, she instinctively felt their gaze
following her steadily till she was out of sight. Sometimes, hearing a stealthy
breathing outside her room, she would quickly open the door, demanding who
was there; and she invariably caught one or other of the servants slinking away
disconcerted, but still peeping at her furtively from under his long pointed
eyebrows. When she spoke to them they answered her in harsh, curiously
discordant tones, and usually only in monosyllables; but she never heard them
converse with one another save in whispers--always in whispers. The house was
now full of shadows--and whispers. They haunted her even in her sleep. For the
first two or three days her husband had been communicative; but he gradually
grew more and more taciturn, until at last he rarely said anything at all. He
merely watched her--watched her wherever she went, and whatever she did; and
he watched the children--particularly the children--with the same expression, the
same undefinable secretive expression that harmonized so well with the shadows
and whispers. And it was this treatment--the treatment she now received from
her husband--that made Tina appreciate the company of her children. Before,
they had been quite a tertiary consideration--Ivan had come first; then the dogs;
and lastly, Hilda, Olga, and Peter. But this order was at length reversed; and on
the death of the last of her pets, Hilda, Olga and Peter stood first. She spent
practically every minute of the day with them; and, despite the protestations of
her husband, converted her dressing-room into a bedroom for them. The first
evening of their removal to their new quarters, Tina sat and played with them till
one after another they fell asleep from sheer exhaustion. Then she sat beside
them and examined them curiously.
Hilda, the eldest, was lying composed and orderly, with pale cheek and smooth
hair, her limbs straight, her head slightly bent, the bedclothes unruffled upon the
regularly heaving chest. How pretty Hilda looked, and how odd it was that she,
Tina, had never noticed the beauty of the child before! Why, with her fair
complexion, delicate features, and perfectly shaped arms and hands she would
undoubtedly one day take all Moscow by storm; and every one would say, "Do
you know who that lovely girl is?
She is the daughter of Tina--Tina Baranoff. [She shuddered at the name
Baranoff.] No wonder she is beautiful!"
Tina turned from Hilda to Olga. What a contrast, but not an unpleasant one--for

Olga was pretty, too, though in a different style. What a sight!--defying all order
and bursting all bounds, flushed, tumbled and awry--the round arms tossed up,
the rosy face flung back, the bedclothes pushed off, the pillow flung out, the
nightcap one way, the hair another--all that was disorderly and lovely by night,
all that was unruly and winning by day. Tina--dainty, elegant, perfumed,
manicured Tina--bent over untidy little Olga and kissed her.
Then she turned to Peter, and, unable to resist the temptation, tickled his toes and
woke him. When she had at last sent him to sleep again, it was almost dinnertime; and she had barely got into her dress when one of the servants rapped at
the door to say that the meal was ready. The house was very large, and Tina had
to pass through two halls and down a long corridor before reaching the room
where the dinner was served.
Rather to her relief than otherwise, her husband did not put in an appearance,
and a note from him informed her that he had unexpectedly been called away on
business and would not be able to return till late the following day.
Tina did not enjoy her dinner. The soup had rather a peculiar flavour, but she
knew it was useless to make any comment. The servants either could not or
would not understand, and Ivan invariably upheld them in everything they did.
Unable to bear the man's eyes continually fixed on her, she told him not to wait,
and hurried through the meal so as to get him out of the way, and be left for the
rest of the evening in peace.
The big wood fire appealed to Tina--it was the only thing in that part of the
house that seemed to have any life--and she resolved to sit by it, and, perhaps,
skim through a book. Tina seldom read--in Moscow, all her evenings were spent
at cards. She remembered, however, that somebody had told her repeatedly, and
emphatically, that she ought to read Tolstoy's "Resurrection," and she had
actually brought it with her. Now she would wade through it. But whether it was
the heat of the fire, or the lateness of the hour, or both, her senses grew more and
more drowsy, and before she had begun to read, she fell asleep.
She was, at length, partially awakened by a loud noise. At first her sleepy senses
paid little attention and she dozed on. But again she was roused. A noise which
grew louder and louder at last compelled her to shake off sleep, and starting up,
she opened the door and looked into the passage. A few streaks of moonlight,
streaming through an iron grating high up in the wall, enabled her to see a tall
figure stealing softly along the corridor, with its back towards her. The thing was
so extraordinary that for a moment or so she fancied she must still be dreaming;

but the cold night air blowing freely in her face speedily assured her that what
she saw was grim reality. The thing was a monstrosity, a hideous hybrid of man
and beast, and as she gazed at it, too horror-stricken to move, a second and third
form exactly similar to it crept out from among the shadows against the wall and
joined it. And Tina, yielding to a sudden fascination, followed in their wake. In
this fashion they crossed the hall and ascended the staircase, Tina keeping well
behind them. She knew where they were aiming for, and any little doubt that she
might have had was set at rest, when they turned into the passage leading to her
bedroom. A moaning cry of fear from one of the children told her that they, too,
knew by intuition of their coming danger. Tina was now in an agony of mind as
to what to do for the best.
That the intention of these hideous creatures--be they what they might-phantasms or things of flesh and blood--was sinister, she had not the slightest
doubt; but how could she prevent them getting at her children? The most she
could do would be to shout to Hilda and tell her to lock the two doors. But would
that keep them out? She opened her mouth and jerked out "Hilda!" She tried
again, but her throat had completely dried up, and she could not articulate
another syllable. The sound, however, though faint, had been sufficient to attract
the attention of the hindermost creature. It turned, and the light from the moon,
coming through the half-open door of her bedroom, shone on its glittering eyes
and white teeth. It sprang towards her. With one convulsive bound Tina cleared
the threshold of a room immediately behind her, dashed the door to--locked it-barred it--flung a chair against it; and stood in an agony, for which no words
exist. She seemed to see, all in a moment, herself safe, and her children--not a
door closed between them and those dreadful jaws! She then became stupefied
with terror, and a strange, dinning sound, like the pulsation of her heart, filled
her ears and shut out every sense.
"It is a devil! a devil!" she repeated mechanically; and then, forcing herself out
of the trance-like feeling that oppressed her, she combated with the cowardice
that prevented her rushing out--if only to die in an attempt to save her children.
She had not realized till then that it was possible to care for them more even-much more even--than she had cared for her dogs. She placed one hand on the
lock, and looked round for some weapon of defence. There was not a thing she
could use--not a stanchion to the window, not a rod to the bed. And even if there
had been, how futile in her puny grip! She glanced at her tiny white fingers with
their carefully trimmed and polished nails, and smiled--a grim smile of irony.
Then she placed her ear against the panels of the door and listened--and from the
other side came the sound of heavy panting and the stealthy movement of hands.

Suddenly a scream rang out, so clear and vibrating, so full of terror, that her
heart stood still and her blood congealed. It was Hilda! Hilda shrieking
"Mother!" There it was again, "Mother! Mother! Help! Help!" Then a series of
savage snarls and growls and more shrieks--the combined shrieks of all three
children. Shrieks and growls were then mingled together in one dreadful,
hideous pandemonium, which all of a sudden ceased, and was succeeded by the
loud crunching and cracking of bones. At last that, too, ceased, and Tina heard
footsteps rapidly approaching her door. For a moment the room and everything
in it swam round her. She felt choked; the dinning in her ears came again, it beat
louder and louder and completely paralysed her.
A crash on the door panel, however, abruptly restored her faculties, and the idea
of escaping by the window for the first time entered her mind.
If her husband could use the window as a means of exit, why couldn't she? Not a
second was to be lost--the creatures outside were now striving their utmost to get
in. It was the work of a moment to throw open the window, and almost before
she knew she had opened it, she found herself standing on the ground beneath.
The night had grown darker; she could not see the path; she knew that she was
losing time, and yet that all depended on her haste; she felt fevered with
impatience, yet torpid with terror. At length she disengaged herself from the
broken, uneven soil on to which she had dropped, and struggled forward. On and
on she went, not knowing where her next step would land her, and dreading
every moment to hear the steps of her pursuers. The darkness of the night
favoured her, and by dodging in and out the bushes and never keeping to the
same track, although still keeping a forward course, she successfully eluded her
enemies, whose hoarse cries gradually grew fainter and fainter. By good luck she
reached the high road, which eventually brought her to Orsk; and there she
sought shelter in a hotel.
In the morning, on learning from the landlord that a friend of hers, a Colonel
Majendie, was in the town, Tina sought him out, and into his sympathizing ears
poured the story of her adventures.
Now it so happened that a priest of the name of Rappaport, a friend of the
Colonel's, came in before Tina had finished her story, and on being told what
had happened, declared that Ivan Baranoff and his servants had long been
suspected of being werwolves. He then begged that before anything was done to
them he might be allowed to try his powers of exorcism. The Colonel ridiculed
the idea, but in the end was persuaded to postpone his visit to the château till the
evening, and to go there with an escort, a quartette of his most trusted soldiers,
and accompanied by his friend the Rev. Father Rappaport. Accordingly, at about

nine o'clock the party set out, and, on arriving at the house, found it in total
darkness and apparently deserted.
But they had not waited long before a series of savage growls from the adjacent
thicket put them on their guard, and almost immediately afterwards three
werwolves stalked across the path and prepared to enter the house. At a word
from the Colonel the soldiers leaped forward, and after a most desperate scuffle,
in which they were all more or less badly mauled, succeeded in securing their
quarry. In more civilized parts of the country the police would have been called
in, but here, where that good old law, "Might is right," still held good, a man in
the Colonel's position could do whatever he deemed most expedient, and
Colonel Majendie had made up his mind that justice should no longer be
delayed. The château had borne an ill reputation for generations. From time
immemorial Ivan Baranoff's ancestors had been suspected of lycanthropy, and
this last deed of the family was their crowning atrocity.
"You may exorcize the devils first," the Colonel grimly remarked to the priest,
wiping the blood off his sleeves. "We will hang and quarter the brutes
afterwards."
To this the holy Father willingly agreed, for he did not care what happened so
long as his exorcism was successful.
The rites that were performed in connexion with this ceremony (and which I
understand are those most commonly observed in exorcizing all manner of evil
spirits) were as follows:-A circle of seven feet radius was drawn on the ground in white chalk. At the
centre of the circle were inscribed, in yellow chalk, certain magical figures
representing Mercury, and about them was drawn, in white chalk, a triangle
within a circle of three feet radius--the centre of the circle being the same as that
of the outer circle. Within this inner circle were then placed the three captive
werwolves. It would be well to explain here that in exorcism, as well as in the
evocation of spirits, great attention must be paid to the position of the stars, as
astrology exercises the greatest influence on the spirit world. The present
occasion, the reverend Father pointed out, was specially favourable for the
casting out of devils, since from 8.32 p.m. to 9.16 p.m. was under the dominion
of the great angel Mercury--the most bitter opponent of all evil spirits; that is to
say, Mercury was in 17° ♊ . on the cusp of Seventh House, slightly to south of

due west.
☽ going to ♂ with ☿ in 14° ♊ .
☿ to ♂ ♆ ☿ 130° ♄
Round the outer circle the reverend Father now proceeded to place, at equal
intervals, hand-lamps, burning olive oil. He then erected a rude altar of wood,
about a foot to the southeast of the circumference of the inner circle. Exactly
opposite this altar, and about 1-1/2 feet to the far side of the circumference of the
inner circle, he ordered the soldiers to build a fire, and to place over it a tripod
and pot, the latter containing two pints of pure spring water.
He then prepared a mixture consisting of these ingredients:-2 drachms of sulphur.
1/2 oz. of castoreum.
6 drachms of opium.
3 drachms of asafœtida.
1/2 oz. of hypericum.
3/4 oz. of ammonia.
1/2 oz. of camphor.
When this was thoroughly mixed he put it in the water in the pot, adding to it a
portion of a mandrake root, a live snake, two live toads in linen bags, and a
fungus. He then bound together, with red tape, a wand consisting of three sprigs
taken, respectively, from an ash, birch, and white poplar.
He next proceeded to pray, kneeling in front of the altar; and continued praying
till the unearthly cries of the toads announced the fact that the water, in which
they were immersed, was beginning to boil. Slowly getting up and crossing
himself, he went to the fire, and dipping a cup in the pot, solemnly approached
the werwolves, and slashing them severely across the head with his wand,
dashed in their faces the seething liquid, calling out as he did so: "In the name of
Our Blessed Lady I command thee to depart. Black, evil devils from hell,
begone!
Begone! Again I say, Begone!" He repeated this three times to the vociferous
yells of the smarting werwolves, who struggled so frantically that they
succeeded in bursting their bonds, and, leaping to their feet, endeavoured to
escape into the bushes. The soldiers at once rose in pursuit and the priest was left

alone. He had got rid of the flesh and blood, and he presumed he had got rid of
the devils. But that remained to be proved.
In the chase that ensued one of the werwolves was shot, and, simultaneously
with death, metamorphosis into the complete form of a huge grey wolf took
place. The other two eluded their pursuers for some time, but were eventually
tracked owing to the discovery of the half-eaten remains of an old woman and
two children in a cave. True to their lupine natures,[91:1] they showed no fight
when cornered, and a couple of well-directed bullets put an end to their
existence--the same metamorphosis occurring in their case as in the case of their
companion.
With the death of the three werwolves the château, one would naturally have
thought, might have emerged from its ban. But no such thing. It speedily
acquired a reputation for being haunted.
And that it was haunted--haunted not only by werwolves but by all sorts of
ghastly phantasms--I have no doubt.
I was told, not long ago, that Tina, whose property it became, pulled it down,
and that another house, replete with every modern luxury--but equally
haunted[91:2]--now marks the site of the old château.

FOOTNOTES:
[91:1] The wolf and puma, alone among savage animals, give in directly they are
brought to bay.
[91:2] The hauntings in houses are often due to something connected with the
ground on which the houses are built.

CHAPTER VI - THE WERWOLF IN THE BRITISH
ISLES
It is commonly known that there were once wolves in Great Britain and
Scotland. Whilst history tells us of a king who tried to get rid of them by
offering so much for every wolf's head that was brought to him, we read in
romance how Llewellyn slew Gelert, the faithful hound that, having slain the
wolf, saved his infant's life; and tradition has handed down to us many other
stories of them. But the news that werwolves, too, once flourished in these
climes will come as a surprise to many.
Yet Halliwell, quoting from a Bodleian MS., says: "Ther ben somme that eten
chyldren and men, and eteth noon other flesh fro that tyme that thei be acharmed with mannys flesh for rather thei wolde be deed; and thei be cleped
werewolfes for men shulde be war of them."
Nor is this the only reference to them in ancient chronicles, for Gervase of
Tilbury, in his "Otia Imperiala," writes:-"Vidimus enim frequenter in Anglia per lunationes homines in lupos mutari,
quod hominum genus gerulphos Galli nominant, Angli vero were-wulf dicunt."
And Richard Verstegan, in his "Restitution of Decayed Intelligence," 1605, says:
"The were-wolves are certain sorcerers who having anointed their bodies with an
ointment which they make by the instinct of the devil, and putting on a certain
enchanted girdle, do not only unto the view of others seem as wolves, but to
their own thinking have both the shape and nature of wolves, so long as they
wear the said girdle; and they do dispose themselves as very wolves in worrying
and killing, and eating most of human creatures."
In my investigations of haunted houses and my psychical research work
generally, I have come across much that I believe to be good evidence in support
of the testimony of these writers. For instance, in localities once known to have
been the favourite haunts of wolves, I have met people who have informed me
they have seen phantasms, in shape half human and half beast, that might well be
the earthbound spirits of werwolves.

A Miss St. Denis told me she was once staying on a farm, in Merionethshire,
where she witnessed a phenomenon of this class. The farm, though some
distance from the village, was not far off the railway station, a very diminutive
affair, with only one platform and a mere box that served as a waiting-room and
booking-office combined. It was, moreover, one of those stations where the
separate duties of station-master, porter, booking-clerk, and ticket-collector are
performed by one and the same person, and where the signal always appears to
be down. As the platform commanded the only paintable view in the
neighbourhood, Miss St. Denis often used to resort there with her sketch-book.
On one occasion she had stayed rather later than usual, and on rising hurriedly
from her camp-stool saw, to her surprise, a figure which she took to be that of a
man, sitting on a truck a few yards distant, peering at her. I say to her surprise,
because, excepting on the rare occasion of a train arriving, she had never seen
anyone at the station besides the station-master, and in the evening the platform
was invariably deserted. The loneliness of the place was for the first time
brought forcibly home to her. The station-master's tiny house was at least some
hundred yards away, and beyond that there was not another habitation nearer
than the farm. On all sides of her, too, were black, frowning precipices, full of
seams and fissures and inequalities, showing vague and shadowy in the fading
rays of the sun. Here and there were the huge, gaping mouths of gloomy slate
quarries that had long been disused, and were now half full of foul water.
Around them the earth was heaped with loose fragments of rock which had
evidently been detached from the principal mass and shivered to pieces in the
fall. A few trees, among which were the black walnut, the slippery elm, and here
and there an oak, grew among the rocks, and attested by their dwarfish stature
the ungrateful soil in which they had taken root. It was not an exhilarating scene,
but it was one that had a peculiar fascination for Miss St.
Denis--a fascination she could not explain, and which she now began to regret.
The darkness had come on very rapidly, and was especially concentrated, so it
seemed to her, round the spot where she sat, and she could make nothing out of
the silent figure on the truck, save that it had unpleasantly bright eyes and there
was something queer about it. She coughed to see if that would have any effect,
and as it had none she coughed again. Then she spoke and said, "Can you tell me
the time, please?" But there was no reply, and the figure still sat there staring at
her. Then she grew uneasy and, packing up her things, walked out of the station,
trying her best to look as if nothing had occurred. She glanced over her shoulder;
the figure was following her. Quickening her pace, she assumed a jaunty air and
whistled, and turning round again, saw the strange figure still coming after her.
The road would soon be at its worst stage of loneliness, and, owing to the cliffs

on either side of it, almost pitch dark. Indeed, the spot positively invited murder,
and she might shriek herself hoarse without the remotest chance of making
herself heard. To go on with this “outré” figure so unmistakably and persistently
stalking her, was out of the question. Screwing up courage, she swung round,
and, raising herself to her full height, cried: "What do you want? How dare
you?"--She got no further, for a sudden spurt of dying sunlight, playing over the
figure, showed her it was nothing human, nothing she had ever conceived
possible. It was a nude grey thing, not unlike a man in body, but with a wolf's
head. As it sprang forward, its light eyes ablaze with ferocity, she instinctively
felt in her pocket, whipped out a pocket flash-light, and pressed the button. The
effect was magical; the creature shrank back, and putting two paw-like hands in
front of its face to protect its eyes, faded into nothingness.
She subsequently made inquiries, but could learn nothing beyond the fact that, in
one of the quarries close to the place where the phantasm had vanished, some
curious bones, partly human and partly animal, had been unearthed, and that the
locality was always shunned after dusk.
Miss St. Denis thought as I did, that what she had seen might very well have
been the earthbound spirit of a werwolf.
The case of another haunting of this nature was related to me last year.
A young married couple of the name of Anderson, having acquired, through the
death of a relative, a snug fortune, resolved to retire from business and spend the
rest of their lives in indolence and ease. Being fond of the country, they bought
some land in Cumberland, at the foot of some hills, far away from any town, and
built on it a large two-storied villa.
They soon, however, began to experience trouble with their servants, who left
them on the pretext that the place was lonely, and that they could not put up with
the noises that they heard at night. The Andersons ridiculed their servants, but
when their children remarked on the same thing they viewed the matter more
seriously. "What are the noises like?"
they inquired. "Wild animals," Willie, the eldest child, replied. "They come
howling round the window at night and we hear their feet patter along the
passage and stop at our door." Much mystified, Mr. and Mrs.
Anderson decided to sit up with the children and listen. They did so, and
between two and three in the morning were much startled by a noise that
sounded like the growling of a wolf--Mr. Anderson had heard wolves in Canada-immediately beneath the window. Throwing open the window, he peered out;

the moon was fully up and every stick and stone was plainly discernible; but
there was now no sound and no sign of any animal. When he had closed the
window the growling at once recommenced, yet when he looked again nothing
was to be seen. After a while the growling ceased, and they heard the front door,
which they had locked before coming upstairs, open, and the footsteps of some
big, soft-footed animal ascend the stairs. Mr. Anderson waited till the steps were
just outside the room and then flung open the door, but the light from his
acetylene lamp revealed a passage full of moonbeams--nothing else.
He and his wife were now thoroughly mystified. In the morning they explored
the grounds, but could find no trace of footmarks, nothing to indicate the nature
of their visitant. It was now close on Christmas, and as the noises had not been
heard for some time, it was hoped that the disturbances would not occur again.
The Andersons, like all modern parents, made idols of their children. They never
did wrong, nothing was too good for them, and everything they wanted they had.
At Christmas, perhaps, their authority was more particularly in evidence; at any
rate, it was then that the greatest care was taken that the menu should be in strict
accordance with their instructions. "What shall Santa Claus bring you this time,
my darlings?" Mr. Anderson asked, a week or so before the great day arrived;
and Willie, aged six, at once cried out: "What a fool you are, daddy! It is all tosh
about old Claus, there's no such person!"
"Wait and see!" Mr. Anderson meekly replied. "You mark my words, he will
come into your room on Christmas Eve laden with presents."
"I don't believe it!" Willie retorted. "You told us that silly tale last year and I
never saw any Claus!"
"He came when you were asleep, dearie," Mrs. Anderson ventured to remark.
"Well! I'll keep awake this time!" Willie shouted.
"And we'll take the presents first and pinch old Claus afterwards,"
Violet Evelyn, the second child, joined in.
"And I'll prick his towsers wif pins!" Horace, aged three and a half, echoed. "I
don't care nothink for old Santa Claus!" and he pulled a long nose in the manner
his doting father had taught him.

Christmas Eve came at last--a typical old-fashioned Christmas with heaps of
snow on the ground and frost on the window-panes and trees. The Andersons'
house was warm and comfortable--for once in a way the windows were shut-and enormous fires blazed merrily away in the grates. Whilst the children spent
most of the day viewing the good things in the larder and speculating how much
they could eat of each, and which would taste the nicest, Mr. Anderson rehearsed
in full costume the rôle of Santa Claus. He had an enormous sack full of
presents--everything the children had demanded--and he meant to enter their
room with it on his shoulder at about twelve o'clock.
Tea-time came, and during the interval between that meal and supper all hands-even Horace's--were at work, decorating the hall and staircases with holly and
mistletoe. After supper "Good King Wencelas," "Noël," and one or two other
carols were sung, and the children then decided to go to bed.
It was then ten o'clock; and exactly two hours later their father, elaborately clad
as Santa Claus, and staggering, in the orthodox fashion, beneath a load of
presents, shuffled softly down the passage leading to their room. The snow had
ceased falling, the moon was out, and the passage flooded with a soft,
phosphorescent glow that threw into strong relief every minute object. Mr.
Anderson had got half-way along it when on his ears there suddenly fell a faint
sound of yelping! His whole frame thrilled and his mind reverted to the scenes of
his youth--to the prairies in the far-off West, where, over and over again, he had
heard these sounds, and his faithful Winchester repeater had stood him in good
service. Again the yelping--this time nearer. Yes! it was undoubtedly a wolf; and
yet there was an intonation in that yelping not altogether wolfish--something Mr.
Anderson had never heard before, and which he was consequently at a loss to
define. Again it rang out--much nearer this time--much more trying to the
nerves, and the cold sweat of fear burst out all over him. Again--close under the
wall of the house--a moaning, snarling, drawn-out cry that ended in a whine so
piercing that Mr. Anderson's knees shook. One of the children, Violet Evelyn he
thought, stirred in her bed and muttered: "Santa Claus! Santa Claus!" and Mr.
Anderson, with a desperate effort, staggered on under his load and opened their
door. The clock in the hall beneath began to strike twelve. Santa Claus, striving
hard to appear jolly and genial, entered the room, and a huge grey, shadowy
figure entered with him. A slipper thrown by Willie whizzed through the air,
and, narrowly missing Santa Claus, fell to the ground with a clatter. There was
then a deathly silence, and Violet and Horace, raising their heads, saw two
strange figures standing in the centre of the room staring at one another--the one

figure they at once identified by the costume. He was Santa Claus--but not the
genial, rosy-cheeked Santa Claus their father had depicted. On the contrary, it
was a Santa Claus with a very white face and frightened eyes--a Santa Claus that
shook as if the snow and ice had given him the ague. But the other figure--what
was it? Something very tall, far taller than their father, nude and grey, something
like a man with the head of a wolf--a wolf with white pointed teeth and horrid,
light eyes. Then they understood why it was that Santa Claus trembled; and
Willie stood by the side of his bed, white and silent. It is impossible to say how
long this state of things would have lasted, or what would eventually have
happened, had not Mrs. Anderson, anxious to see how Santa Claus was faring,
and rather wondering why he was gone so long, resolved herself to visit the
children's room. As the light from her candle appeared on the threshold of the
room the thing with the wolf's head vanished.
"Why, whatever were you all doing?" she began. Then Santa Claus and the
children all spoke at once--whilst the sack of presents tumbled unheeded on the
floor. Every available candle was soon lighted, and mother and father and
Willie, Violet and Horace all spent the remainder of that night in close company.
On the following day it was proposed, and carried unanimously, that the house
should be put up for sale. This was done at the earliest opportunity, and
fortunately for the Andersons suitable tenants were soon found. Before leaving,
however, Mr. Anderson made another and more exhaustive search of the
grounds, and discovered, in a cave in the hills immediately behind the house, a
number of bones.
Amongst them was the skull of a wolf, and lying close beside it a human
skeleton, with only the skull missing. Mr. Anderson burnt the bones, hoping that
by so doing he would rid the house of its unwelcome visitor; and, as his tenants
so far have not complained, he believes that the hauntings have actually ceased.
A lady whom I met at Tavistock some years ago told me that she had seen a
phantasm, which she believed to be that of a werwolf, in the Valley of the
Doones, Exmoor. She was walking home alone, late one evening, when she saw
on the path directly in front of her the tall grey figure of a man with a wolf's
head. Advancing stealthily forward, this creature was preparing to spring on a
large rabbit that was crouching on the ground, apparently too terror-stricken to
move, when the abrupt appearance of a stag bursting through the bushes in a
wild state of stampede caused it to vanish. Prior to this occurrence, my informant
had never seen a ghost, nor had she, indeed, believed in them; but now, she
assures me, she is quite convinced as to their existence, and is of the opinion that

the sub-human phenomenon she had witnessed was the spirit of one of those
werwolves referred to by Gervase of Tilbury and Richard Verstegan--werwolves
who were still earthbound owing to their incorrigible ferocity.
This opinion I can readily endorse, adding only that, considering the number of
werwolves there must once have been in England, it is a matter of some surprise
to me that phantasms are not more frequently seen.
Here is another account of this type of haunting narrated to me some summers
ago by a Mr. Warren, who at the time he saw the phenomenon was staying in the
Hebrides, which part of the British Isles is probably richer than any other in
spooks of all sorts.
"I was about fifteen years of age at the time," Mr. Warren said, "and had for
several years been residing with my grandfather, who was an elder in the Kirk of
Scotland. He was much interested in geology, and literally filled the house with
fossils from the pits and caves round where we dwelt. One morning he came
home in a great state of excitement, and made me go with him to look at some
ancient remains he had found at the bottom of a dried-up tarn. 'Look!' he cried,
bending down and pointing at them, 'here is a human skeleton with a wolf's
head. What do you make of it?' I told him I did not know, but supposed it must
be some kind of monstrosity. 'It's a werwolf!' he rejoined, 'that's what it is.
A werwolf! This island was once overrun with satyrs and werwolves! Help me
carry it to the house.' I did as he bid me, and we placed it on the table in the back
kitchen. That evening I was left alone in the house, my grandfather and the other
members of the household having gone to the kirk. For some time I amused
myself reading, and then, fancying I heard a noise in the back premises, I went
into the kitchen. There was no one about, and becoming convinced that it could
only have been a rat that had disturbed me, I sat on the table alongside the
alleged remains of the werwolf, and waited to see if the noises would
recommence. I was thus waiting in a listless sort of way, my back bent, my
elbows on my knees, looking at the floor and thinking of nothing in particular,
when there came a loud rat, tat, tat of knuckles on the window-pane. I
immediately turned in the direction of the noise and encountered, to my alarm, a
dark face looking in at me. At first dim and indistinct, it became more and more
complete, until it developed into a very perfectly defined head of a wolf
terminating in the neck of a human being. Though greatly shocked, my first act
was to look in every direction for a possible reflection--but in vain. There was no
light either without or within, other than that from the setting sun--nothing that

could in any way have produced an illusion. I looked at the face and marked
each feature intently. It was unmistakably a wolf's face, the jaws slightly
distended; the lips wreathed in a savage snarl; the teeth sharp and white; the eyes
light green; the ears pointed. The expression of the face was diabolically
malignant, and as it gazed straight at me my horror was as intense as my wonder.
This it seemed to notice, for a look of savage exultation crept into its eyes, and it
raised one hand--a slender hand, like that of a woman, though with prodigiously
long and curved finger-nails--menacingly, as if about to dash in the windowpane.
Remembering what my grandfather had told me about evil spirits, I crossed
myself; but as this had no effect, and I really feared the thing would get at me, I
ran out of the kitchen and shut and locked the door, remaining in the hall till the
family returned. My grandfather was much upset when I told him what had
happened, and attributed my failure to make the spirit depart to my want of faith.
Had he been there, he assured me, he would soon have got rid of it; but he
nevertheless made me help him remove the bones from the kitchen, and we
reinterred them in the very spot where we had found them, and where, for aught
I know to the contrary, they still lie."
The peasant class in all parts of the British Isles are so sensitive to ridicule, and
so suspicious of being "got at," that it is very difficult to extract any information
from them with regard to the superphysical.
At first they invariably deny their belief in spirits, and it is only by dint of the
utmost persuasion unaccompanied by any air of patronage--which the Celtic
peasant detests--that one is finally able to loosen their tongues as to uncanny
occurrences, hauntings, and rumours of hauntings, in their neighbourhood. In
eliciting information of this nature, I have, I think, by reason of my tactful
manner, often succeeded where others have failed.
In a village at the foot of Ben MacDhui a shepherd of the name of Colin Graeme
informed me that he remembered hearing his grandfather, who died at the age of
ninety, speak of an old man called Tam McPherson whom he--the grandfather-had known intimately as a boy. This old man, so Colin's grandfather said, had
perfect recollections of a man in the village called Saunderson being suspected
of being a werwolf. He used to describe Saunderson as "a mon with evil, leerie
eyes, and eyebrows that met in a point over his nose"; and went on to say that
Saunderson lived in a cave in the mountains where his forefathers, also
suspected of being werwolves, had lived before him, and that when on his-Saunderson's--death this cave was visited by some of the villagers, a quantity of

queer bones--some human and some belonging to wolves--were discovered lying
in corners, partially covered with stones and loose earth.
I have heard similar stories in Wales, and have been conducted to one or two
spots, one near Iremadac and the other on the Epynt Hills, where, local tradition
still has it, werwolves once flourished.
According to legend St. Patrick turned Vereticus, a Welsh king, into a wolf,
whilst the werwolf daughter of a Welsh prince was said to have destroyed her
father's enemies during her nocturnal metamorphoses. In Ireland, too, are many
legends of werwolves; and it is said of at least some half-dozen of the old
families that at some period--as the result of a curse--each member of the clan
was doomed to be a wolf for seven years.

CHAPTER VII - THE WERWOLF IN FRANCE
In no country has the werwolf flourished as in France, where it is known as the
“loup garou”; where it has existed in all parts, in every age, and where it is even
yet to be found in the more remote districts. Hence one could fill a dozen
volumes with the stories, many of them well authenticated, of French
werwolves. As far back as the sixth century we hear of them infesting the woods
and valleys of Brittany and Burgundy, the Landes, and the mountainous regions
of the Côte d'Or and the Cevennes.
Occasionally a werwolf would break into a convent and make its meal off the
defenceless nuns; occasionally it would select for its repast some nice fat abbot
waddling unsuspectingly home to his monastery.
Not all these werwolves were evilly disposed people; many, on the contrary,
were exceedingly virtuous, and owed their metamorphosis to the vengeance of
witch or wizard. When this was the case their piety sometimes prevailed to such
an extent that not even metamorphosis into wolfish form could render it
ineffective; and there are instances where werwolves of this type have not only
refrained from taking human life, but have actually gone out of their way to
protect it. Of such instances, well authenticated, probably none would be more
remarkable than those I am about to narrate.

THE CASE OF THE ABBOT GILBERT, OF THE ARC MONASTERY, ON
THE BANKS OF THE
LOIRE
Gilbert had been to a village fair, where the good vintage and hot sun combined
had proved so trying that on his way home, through a dense and lonely forest, he
had gone to sleep and been thrown from his horse. In falling he had bruised and
cut himself so prodigiously that the blood from his wounds attracted to the spot a
number of big wild cats. Taken at a strong disadvantage, and without any
weapons to defend himself, Gilbert would soon have fallen a victim to the
ferocity of these savage creatures had it not been for the opportune arrival of a
werwolf. A desperate battle at once ensued, in which the werwolf eventually

gained the victory, though not without being severely lacerated.
Despite Gilbert's protestations, for he was loath to be seen in such strange
company, the werwolf accompanied him back to the monastery, where, upon
hearing the Abbot's story, it was enthusiastically welcomed and its wounds
attended to. At dawn it was restored to its natural shape, and the monks, one and
all, were startled out of their senses to find themselves in the presence of a stern
and awesome dignitary of the Church, who immediately began to lecture the
Abbot for his unseemly conduct the previous day, ordering him to undergo such
penance as eventually, robbing him of half his size and all his self-importance,
led to his resignation.

THE CASE OF ROLAND BERTIN
André Bonivon, the hero of the other incident, was eminently a man of war. He
commanded a schooner called the "Bonaventure," which was engaged in
harassing the Huguenot settlements along the shores of the Gulf of Lions, during
the reign of Louis XIV. On one of his marauding expeditions Bonivon sailed up
an estuary of the Rhone rather further than he had intended, and having no pilot
on board, ran ashore in the darkness. A thunderstorm came on; a general panic
ensued; and Bonivon soon found himself struggling in a whirlpool. Powerful
swimmer though he was, he would most certainly have been drowned had not
some one come to his assistance, and, freeing him from the heavy clothes which
weighed him down, dragged him on dry land. The moment Bonivon got on
“terra firma”, sailor-like, he extended his hand to grip that of his rescuer, when,
to his dismay and terror, instead of a hand he grasped a huge hairy paw.
Convinced that he was in the presence of the Devil, who doubtless highly
approved of the thousand and one atrocities he had perpetrated on the helpless
Huguenots, he threw himself on his knees and implored the forgiveness of
Heaven.
His rescuer waited awhile in grim silence, and then, lifting him gently to his feet,
led him some considerable distance inland till they arrived at a house on the
outskirts of a small town.
Here Bonivon's conductor halted, and, opening the door, signed to the captain to
enter. All within was dark and silent, and the air was tainted with a sickly,

pungent odour that filled Bonivon with the gravest apprehensions. Dragging him
along, Bonivon's guide took him into a room, and leaving him there for some
seconds, reappeared carrying a lantern. Bonivon now saw for the first time the
face of his conductor--it was that of a werwolf. With a shriek of terror Bonivon
turned to run, but, catching his foot on a mat, fell sprawling on the floor.
Here he remained sobbing and shaking with fear till he was once more taken by
the werwolf and set gently on his feet.
To Bonivon's surprise a tray full of eatables was standing on the table, and the
werwolf, motioning to him to sit down, signed to him to eat.
Being ravenously hungry, Bonivon "fell to," and, despite his fears--for being by
nature alive to, and, by reason of his calling, forced to guard against the
treachery of his fellow creatures, he more than half suspected some subtle design
underlying this act of kindness--demolished every particle of food. The meal
thus concluded, Bonivon's benefactor retired, locking the door after him.
No sooner had the sound of his steps in the stone hall ceased than Bonivon ran to
the window, hoping thereby to make his escape. But the iron bars were too
firmly fixed--no matter how hard he pulled, tugged and wrenched, they remained
as immovable as ever. Then his heart began to palpitate, his hair to bristle up,
and his knees to totter; his thoughts were full of speculations as to how he would
be killed and what it would feel like to be eaten alive. His conscience, too, rising
up in judgment against him, added its own paroxysms of dismay, paroxysms
which were still further augmented by the finding of the dead body of a woman,
nude and horribly mutilated, lying doubled up and partly concealed by a curtain.
Such a discovery could not fail to fill his heart with unspeakable horror; for he
concluded that he himself, unless saved by a miracle--a favour he could hardly
hope for, considering his past conduct--would undergo the same fate before
morning. At a loss to know what else to do, he sat upon the corner of the table,
resting his chin on the palms of his hands, and engaged in anticipations of the
most frightful nature.
Shortly after dawn he heard the sound of footsteps approaching the room; the
door slowly began to open: a little wider and a little wider, and then, when
Bonivon's heart was on the point of bursting, it suddenly swung open wide, and
the cold, grey dawn falling on the threshold revealed not a werwolf, but--a
human being: a man in the unmistakable garb of a Huguenot minister!

The reaction was so great that Bonivon rolled off the table and went into
paroxysms of ungovernable laughter.
At length, when he had sobered down, the Huguenot, laying a hand on his
shoulder, said: "Do you know now where you are? Do you recognize this room?
No! Well, I will explain. You are in the house of Roland Bertin, and the body
lying over yonder is that of my wife, whom your crew barbarously murdered
yesterday when they sacked this village. They took me with them, and it was
your intention to have me tortured and then drowned as soon as you got to sea.
Do you know me now?"
Bonivon nodded--he could not have spoken to save his life.
"Bien!" the minister went on. "I am a werwolf--I was bewitched some years ago
by the woman Grénier, Mère Grénier, who lives in the forest at the back of our
village. As soon as it was dark I metamorphosed; then the ship ran ashore, and
every one leaped overboard. I saw you drowning.
I saved you."
The captain again made a fruitless effort to speak, and the Huguenot continued:-"Why did I save you?--you, who had been instrumental in murdering my wife
and ruining my home! Why? I do not know! Had I preferred for you a less
pleasant death than drowning, I could have taken you ashore and killed you. Yet-I did not, because it is not in my nature to destroy anything. I have never in my
life killed an animal, nor, to my knowledge, an insect; I love all life--animal life
and vegetable life--everything that breathes and grows. Yet I am a Huguenot!-one of the race you hate and despise and are paid to exterminate. Assassin, I
have spared you. Be not ungenerous. Spare others."
The captain was moved. Still speechless, he seized the minister's hands and
wrung them. And from that hour to the day of his death--which was not for many
years afterwards--the Huguenots had no truer friend than André Bonivon.

WERWOLVES AND WITCHES
Other instances of werwolves of a benignant nature are to be found in the

"Bisclaveret" in Marie de France's poem, composed in 1200 A.D.; and in the
hero of "William and the Werwolf" (translated from the French about 1350).
To inflict the evil property of werwolfery upon those against whom they--or
some other--bore a grudge was, in the Middle Ages, a method of revenge
frequently resorted to by witches; and countless knights and ladies were thus
victimized. Nor were such practices confined to ancient times; for as late as the
eighteenth century a case of this kind of witchcraft is reported to have happened
in the vicinity of Blois.
In a village some three miles from Blois, on the outskirts of a forest, dwelt an
innkeeper called Antonio Cellini, who, as the name suggests, was of Italian
origin. Antonio had only one child, Beatrice, a very pretty girl, who at the time
of this story was about nineteen years of age. As might be expected, Beatrice had
many admirers; but none were so passionately attached to her as Herbert Poyer,
a handsome youth, and one Henri Sangfeu, an extremely plain youth. Beatrice-and one can scarcely blame her for it--preferred Herbert, and with the wholehearted approval of her father consented to marry him. Sangfeu was not
unnaturally upset; but, in all probability, he would have eventually resigned
himself to the inevitable, had it not been for a village wag, who in an idle
moment wrote a poem and entitled it
"“Sansfeu the Ugly; or, Love Unrequited.”"
The poem, which was illustrated with several clever caricatures of the
unfortunate Henri and contained much caustic wit, took like wildfire in the
village; and Henri, in consequence, had a very bad time. Eventually it was
shown to Beatrice, and it was then that the climax was reached.
Although Henri was present at the moment, unable to restrain herself, she went
into peals of laughter at the drawings, saying over and over again: "How like
him--how very like! His nose to a nicety! It is certainly correct to style him
Sansfeu--for no one could call him Sansnez!"
Her mirth was infectious; every one joined in; only Henri slunk away, crimson
with rage and mortification. He hated Beatrice now as much as he had loved her
before; and he thirsted only for revenge.
Some distance from the village and in the heart of the forest lived an old woman
known as Mère Maxim, who was said to be a witch, and, therefore, shunned by

every one. All sorts of unsavoury stories were told of her, and she was held
responsible for several outbreaks of epidemics--hitherto unknown in the
neighbourhood--many accidents, and more than one death.
The spot where she lived was carefully avoided. Those who ventured far in the
forest after nightfall either never came back at all or returned half imbecile with
terror, and afterwards poured out to their affrighted friends incoherent stories of
the strange lights and terrible forms they had encountered, moving about amid
the trees. Up to the present Henri had been just as scared by these tales as the
rest of the villagers; but so intense was his longing for revenge that he at length
resolved to visit Mère Maxim and solicit her assistance. Choosing a morning
when the sun was shining brightly, he screwed up his courage, and after many
bad scares finally succeeded in reaching her dwelling--or, I might say, her
shanty, for by a more appropriate term than the latter such a queer-looking
untidy habitation could not be described. To his astonishment Mère Maxim was
by no means so unprepossessing as he had imagined. On the contrary, she was
more than passably good-looking, with black hair, rosy cheeks, and exceedingly
white teeth. What he did not altogether like were her eyes--which, though large
and well shaped, had in them an occasional glitter--and her hands, which, though
remarkably white and slender, had very long and curved nails, that to his mind
suggested all sorts of unpleasant ideas. She was becomingly dressed in brown-brown woolly garments, with a brown fur cap, brown stockings, and brown
shoes ornamented with very bright silver buckles. Altogether she was decidedly
chic; and if a little incongruous in her surroundings, such incongruity only made
her the more alluring; and as far as Henri was concerned rather added to her
charms.
At all events, he needed no second invitation to seat himself by her side in the
chimney-corner, and his heart thumped as it had never thumped before when she
encouraged him to put his arm round her waist and kiss her. It was the first time
a woman had ever suffered him to kiss her without violent protestations and
avowals of disgust.
"You are not very handsome, it is true," Mère Maxim remarked, "but you are fat-and I like fat young men," and she pinched his cheeks playfully and patted his
hands. "Are you sure no one knows you have come to see me?" she asked.
"Certain!" Henri replied; "I haven't confided in a soul; I haven't even so much as
dropped a hint that I intended seeing you."

"That is good!" Mère Maxim said. "Tell no one, otherwise I shall not be able to
help you. Also, on no account let the girl Beatrice think you bear her animosity.
Be civil and friendly to her whenever you meet; then give her, as a wedding
present, this belt and box of bonbons." So saying, she handed him a beautiful
belt composed of the skin of some wild animal and fastened with a gold buckle,
and a box of delicious pink and white sugarplums. "Do not give her these things
till the marriage eve," she added, "and directly you have given them come and
see me--always observing the greatest secrecy." She then kissed him, and he
went away brimming over with passion for her, and longing feverishly for the
hour to arrive when he could be with her again.
All day and all night he thought of her--of her gay and sparkling beauty, of her
kisses and caresses, and the delightful coolness of her thin and supple hands. His
mad infatuation for her made him oblivious to the taunts and jeers of the
villagers, who seldom saw him without making ribald allusion to the poem.
"There goes Sansfeu! alias Monsieur Grosnez!" they called out. "Why don't you
cut off your nose for a present to mademoiselle? She would then have no need to
buy a kitchen poker. Ha! ha! ha!" But their coarse wit fell flat. Henri hardly
heard it--all his thoughts, his burning love, his unquenchable passion, were
centred in Mère Maxim: in spirit he was with her, alone with her, in the
innermost recesses of the grim, silent forest.
The marriage eve came; he handed Beatrice the presents, and ere she had time to
thank him--for the magnificence of the belt rendered her momentarily
speechless--he had flown from the house, and was hurrying as fast as his legs
could carry him to his tryst. The shadows of night were already on the forest
when he entered it; and the silence and solitude of the place, the indistinct
images of the trees, and their dismal sighing, that seemed to foretell a storm, all
combined to disturb his fancy and raise strange spectres in his imagination. The
shrill hooting of an owl, as it rustled overhead, caused him an unprecedented
shock, and the great rush of blood to his head made him stagger and clutch hold
of the nearest object for support. He had barely recovered from this alarm when
his eyes almost started out of their sockets with fright as he caught sight of a
queer shape gliding silently from tree to tree; and shortly afterwards he was
again terrified--this time by a pale face, whether of a human being or animal he
could not say, peering down at him from the gnarled and fantastic branches of a
gigantic oak. He was now so frightened that he ran, and queer--indefinably queer

footsteps ran after him, and followed him persistently until he reached the
shanty, when he heard them turn and leap lightly away.
On this occasion, the occurrence of Henri's second visit, Mère Maxim was more
captivating than ever. She was dressed with wonderful effect all in white. She
wore sparkling jewels at her throat and waist, buckles of burnished gold on her
shoes; her teeth flashed like polished ivory, and her nails like agates. Henri was
enraptured. He fell on his knees before her, he caught her hands and covered
them with kisses.
"How nice you look to-day, my sweetheart," she said; "and how fat! It does my
heart good to see you. Come in, and sit close to me, and tell me how you have
fared."
She led him in, and after locking and barring the door, conducted him to the
chimney-corner. And there he lay in her arms. She fondled him; she pressed her
lips on his, and gleefully felt his cheeks and arms. And after a time, when,
intoxicated with the joy of it all, he lay still and quiet, wishing only to remain
like that for eternity, she stooped down, and, fetching a knot of cord from under
the seat, began laughingly to bind his hands and feet. And at each turn and twist
of the rope she laughed the louder. And when she had finished binding his arms
and legs she made him lie on his back, and lashed him so tightly to the seat that,
had he possessed the strength of six men, he could not have freed himself.
Then she sat beside him, and moving aside the clothes that covered his chest and
throat, said:-"By this time Beatrice--pretty Beatrice, vain and sensual Beatrice, the Beatrice
you once loved and admired so much--will have worn the belt, will have eaten
the sweets. She is now a werwolf. Every night at twelve o'clock she will creep
out of bed and glide about the house and village in search of human prey, some
bonny babe, or weak, defenceless woman, but always some one fat, tender, and
juicy--some one like you." And bending low over him, she bared her teeth, and
dug her cruel nails deep into his flesh. A flame from the wood fire suddenly shot
up. It flickered oddly on the figure of Mère Maxim--so oddly that Henri received
a shock. He realized with an awful thrill that the face into which he peered was
no longer that of a human being; it was--but he could no longer think--he could
only gaze.

CHAPTER VIII - WERWOLVES AND VAMPIRES
AND GHOULS
Throughout the Middle Ages, and even in the seventeenth century, trials for
lycanthropy were of common occurrence in France. Among the most famous
were those of the Grandillon family in the Jura, in 1598; that of the tailor of
Châlons; of Roulet, in Angers; of Gilles Garnier, in Dôle, in 1573; and of Jean
Garnier, at Bordeaux, in 1603. The last case was, perhaps, the most remarkable
of all. Garnier, who was only fourteen years of age, was employed in looking
after cattle. He was a handsome lad, with dark, flashing eyes and very white
teeth. As soon as it was time for the metamorphosis to take place he used to go
into some lonely spot, and then, in the guise of a wolf, return, and run to earth
isolated women and children. One of his favourite haunts was a thicket close to a
pool of water. Here he used to lie and watch for hours at a time. Once he
surprised two girls bathing. One escaped, and fled home naked, but the other he
flung on the ground, and having shaken her into submission, devoured a portion
of her one day, and the rest of her the next. He confessed to having eaten over
fifty children. Nor did he always confine himself to attacking the solitary few
and defenceless; for on several occasions, when hard pressed by hunger, he
assailed a whole crowd, and was once severely handled by a pack of young girls
who successfully drove him off with sharply pointed stakes. Far from wishing to
conceal his guilt, Jean Garnier was most eager to tell everything, and to a court
thronged with eager, attentive people, he related in the most graphic manner
possible his sanguinary experiences. One old woman, he said, whom he found
alone in a cottage, showed extraordinary agility in trying to escape. She raced
round tables, clambered over chairs, crawled under a bed, and finally hid in a
cupboard and held the door so fast that he had to exert all his force to open it.
"And then," he added, "in spite of all my trouble she proved to be as tough as
leather----" and he made a grimace that provoked much laughter.
He complained bitterly of one child. "It made such a dreadful noise,"
he said, "when I lifted it out of its crib, and when I got ready for my first bite it
shrieked so loud it almost deafened me."
The name Grénier, like that of Garnier, was closely associated with lycanthropy,
and in Blois, where there were more instances of lycanthropy than in any other

part of France, every one called Grénier or Garnier was set down as a werwolf.
Amongst the Vaudois lycanthropy was also widely prevalent, and many of these
werwolves were brought to trial and executed.

THE CASE OF SERGEANT BERTRAND
The case of Sergeant Bertrand, which is the last authenticated case of this kind,
occurred in 1847, when, on the 10th of July, an investigation was held before a
military council presided over by Colonel Manselon.
For some months the cemeteries in and around Paris had been the scenes of
frightful violations, the culprits (or culprit), in some extraordinary manner,
eluding every attempt made to ensnare them. At one time the custodians of the
cemeteries were suspected, then the local police, and for a brief space suspicion
fell even on the relations of the dead. The first burial-place to be so mysteriously
visited was the Cemetery of Père Lachaise. Here, at night, those in charge
declared they saw a strange form, partly human and partly animal, glide about
from tomb to tomb. Try how they would they could not catch it--it always
vanished--vanished just like a phantom directly they came up to it; and the dogs
when urged to seize it would only bark and howl, and show indications of the
most abject terror.
Always when morning broke the ravages of this unsavoury visitant were only
too plainly visible--graves had been dug up, coffins burst open, and the contents
nibbled, and gnawed, and scattered all over the ground.
Expert medical opinion was sought, but with no fresh result. The doctors, too,
were agreed that the mutilations of the dead were produced by the bites of what
certainly seemed to be human teeth.
The sensation caused by this announcement was without parallel; and one and
all, old and young, rich and poor, were wanting to know whatever sort of being it
could be that possessed so foul an appetite. The watch was doubled; all to no
purpose. A young soldier was arrested, but on declaring he had merely entered
the cemetery to meet a friend, and exhibiting no evidences of guilt, was let go.
At length the violation ceased in Père Lachaise and broke out elsewhere.
A little girl, greatly beloved by her relatives and friends, died, and a big
concourse of people attended the funeral. On the following morning, to the

intense indignation of every one, the grave was discovered dug up, the coffin
forced open, and the body half eaten. In its wild fury at such an unheard-of
atrocity the public called loudly for the culprit. The father of the dead girl was
first of all arrested, but his innocence being quickly established, he was set free.
Every means was then taken to guard against any recurrence, but in spite of all
precautions the same thing happened again shortly afterwards; and happened
repeatedly. The fact that the cemetery was surrounded by very high walls, and
that iron gates, which were always kept shut, formed the only legitimate
entrance, added to the mystery, and made it seem impossible that any creature of
solid flesh and blood could be responsible for the outrages.
Having observed that at one place, in particular, the wall, though nearly ten feet
high, showed signs of having been frequently scaled, an old army officer set a
trap there, consisting of a wire connected with an explosive, which was so
arranged that no one could climb over the wall without treading on the wire and
causing an explosion.
A strong posse of detectives kept watch, and at midnight a loud report was
heard. The detectives were not, however, as quick as their quarry.
They saw a man, or what they took to be a man, and fired at him, but he was
gone like a flash of lightning, scaling the wall with the agility of a monkey.
Finding a trail of blood, however, and pieces of torn uniform accompanying the
bloodstains, they concluded that the enemy was wounded, and that the marauder
was, moreover, a soldier.
Still, it is doubtful whether his identity would have been proved, had not one of
the grave-diggers of the cemetery chanced to overhear some sappers of the 74th
Regiment remark that on the preceding night one of their comrades--a sergeant-had been conveyed to the military hospital of Val de Grâce badly wounded. The
matter was at once inquired into, and the wounded soldier, Sergeant Bertrand,
was found to be the author of the long series of hideous violations. Bertrand
freely confessed his guilt, declaring that he was driven to it against his own will
by some external force he could not define, and which allowed him no peace. He
had, he said, in one night exhumed and bitten as many as fifteen bodies.
He employed no implements, but tore up the soil after the manner of a wild
beast, paying no heed to the bruising and laceration of his hands so long as he
could get at the dead. He could not describe what his sensations were like when
he was thus occupied; he only knew that he was not himself but some ravenous,
ferocious animal. He added, that after these nocturnal expeditions he invariably

fell into a profound sleep, often before he could get home, and that always,
during that sleep, he was conscious of undergoing peculiar metamorphosis.
When interrogated, he informed the court of inquiry that, as a child, he preferred
the company of all kinds of animals to that of his fellow creatures, and that in
order to get in close touch with his four-footed friends he used to frequent the
most solitary and out-of-the-way places--moors, woods, and deserts. He said that
it was immediately after one of these excursions that he first experienced the
sensation of undergoing some great change in his sleep, and that the following
evening, when passing close to a cemetery where the grave-diggers were
covering a body that had just been interred, yielding to a sudden impulse, he
crept in and watched them. A sharp shower of rain interrupting their labours,
they went away, leaving their task unfinished. "At the sight of the coffin,"
Bertrand said, "horrible desires seized me; my head throbbed, my heart
palpitated, and had it not been for the timely arrival of friends I should have then
and there yielded to my inclinations. From that time forth I was never free--these
terrible cravings invariably came on directly after sunset."
Medical men who examined Bertram unanimously gave it as their opinion that
he was sane, and could only account for his extraordinary nocturnal actions by
the supposition that he must be the victim of some strange monomania. His
companions, with whom he was most popular, all testified to his amiability and
lovable disposition. In the end he was sentenced to a year's imprisonment, and
after his release was never again heard of. There can, I think, be little doubt,
from what he himself said, that he was in reality a werwolf. His preference for
the society of animals and love of isolated regions; his sudden fallings asleep
and sensations of undergoing metamorphosis, though that metamorphosis was
spiritual and metaphysical only, which is very often the case, all help to
substantiate that belief.

VAMPIRISM AND LYCANTHROPY
It has been asserted that Bertrand was a vampire; but there are absolutely no
grounds for associating him with vampirism. A vampire is an Elemental that
under certain conditions inhabits a dead body, whether human or otherwise; and,
thus incarcerated, comes out of a grave at night to suck the blood of a living
person. It never touches the dead.
A werwolf has already been defined. It has an existence entirely separate from

the vampire. The werwolf feeds on both the living and dead, which it bites and
mangles after the nature of all beasts of prey.
Vampirism is infectious; every one who has been sucked by a vampire, on
physical dissolution, becomes a vampire, and remains one until his corpse is
destroyed in a certain prescribed manner. Lycanthropy is not infectious.
There are many well-authenticated cases of vampirism in France and Germany.
In a newspaper published in the reign of Louis XV there appeared an
announcement to the effect that Arnold Paul, a native of Madveiga, being
crushed to death by a wagon and buried, had since become a vampire, and that
he had been previously bitten by one. The authorities being informed of the
terror his visits were occasioning, and several people having died with all the
symptoms of vampirism, his grave was opened; and although he had been dead
forty days his body was like that of a very full-blooded, living man.
Following the mode of exorcism traditionally observed on such occasions, a
stake was driven into the corpse, whereupon it uttered a frightful cry--half
human and half animal; after which its head was cut off, and trunk and head
burned. Four other bodies which had died from the consequences of the bites,
and which were found in the same perfectly healthy condition, were served in a
similar manner; and it was hoped these vigorous measures would end the
mischief. But no such thing; cases of deaths from the same cause--”i.e.”, loss of
blood--still continued, and five years afterwards became so rife that the
authorities were compelled to take the matter up for the second time. On this
occasion the graves of many people, of all ages and both sexes, were opened,
and the bodies of all those suspected of plaguing the living by their nocturnal
visits were found in the vampire state--full almost to overflowing with blood,
and free from every symptom of death. On their being served in the same
manner as the corpse of Arnold Paul the epidemic of vampirism ceased, and no
more cases of it have since been reported as occurring in that district. A rumour
of these proceedings reaching the ears of Louis XV, he at once ordered his
Minister at Vienna to report upon them. This was done. The documents
forwarded to the King (and which are still in existence) give a detailed account
of all the occurrences to which I have referred. They bear the date of June 7,
1732, and are signed and witnessed by three surgeons and several other persons.
The facts, which are indubitable, point to no other satisfactory explanation
saving that of vampirism--an explanation that finds ample corroboration in

thousands of like cases reported, at one time or another, in every country in
Eastern Europe.

GHOULISM AND LYCANTHROPY
Sergeant Bertrand has also been declared a ghoul. Ghoulism bears a somewhat
closer resemblance than vampirism to lycanthropy. A ghoul is an Elemental that
visits any place where human or animal remains have been interred. It digs them
up and bites them, showing a keen liking for brains, which it sucks in the same
manner as a vampire sucks blood.
Ghouls either remain in spirit form or steal the bodies of living beings--living
beings only--either human or animal. They can only do this when the spirit of
the living person, during sleep (either natural or induced hypnotically), is
separated from the material body; or, in other words, when the spirit is projected.
The ghoul then pounces on the physical body, and, often refusing to restore it to
its rightful owner, the latter is compelled to roam about as a phantasm for just so
long a time as the ghoul chooses to inhabit the body it has stolen.

THE CASE OF CONSTANCE ARMANDE, GHOUL
“À propos” of ghouls, the following incident was related to me as having
occurred recently in Brittany. A young girl named Constance Armande, in a
good station of life, much against the wishes of her family, took up spiritualism
and constantly attended séances. At these séances she witnessed all sorts of
phenomena--some in all probability produced by mere trickery on the part of the
medium or a confederate, whilst others were, without doubt, the manifestations
of “bona fide”
spirits--earthbound phantasms of the lowest and most undesirable order-murderers, lunatics, Vice Elementals, and ghouls. It is most unwise to risk
coming in contact with such spirits, for when they have once made your
acquaintance they will attach themselves to you, and are got rid of only with the
greatest difficulty. They were most unremitting in their persecution of Constance
Armande; they followed her home, and were always rapping on the walls of her
room and disturbing and annoying her. In short, she got no peace, either asleep
or awake. In the night she would often wake up screaming, and in an agony of
mind rush into her parents' room and implore their protection, declaring she had

dreamed in the most vivid manner possible that frightful-looking creatures, too
awful for her to describe, were trying to prevent her awaking in order to keep her
with them always. She told a spiritualist, and he informed her that such dreams
were not in reality dreams at all, but projections--that she had, at séances,
acquired the power of projection; and, having no control over that power, she
projected herself unconsciously, the projection almost always taking place in her
sleep.
A medical expert was also consulted, and in accordance with his advice
Constance Armande went to the seaside and resorted to every kind of pleasure-balls, concerts, and theatres. But the annoyances still continued, and she was
seldom permitted to rest a whole night without being disturbed in a most
harrowing manner.
Being a really beautiful girl, she had countless admirers, and eventually she
became engaged to Alphonse Mabane, the only son of a very wealthy widow.
Shortly before the day fixed for their marriage Madame Mabane was seized with
a fit of apoplexy and died. Every one, especially Constance Armande, was
overwhelmed with grief, whilst preparations were made for a most impressive
funeral.
On the afternoon of the day preceding that on which the funeral was to take
place Constance, complaining of a bad headache, went to lie down on her bed,
and two hours later strange footsteps were heard coming out of her room and
bounding down the stairs. Wondering who it could be, Madame Armande ran to
look, and was astonished beyond measure to see Constance--but a Constance she
hardly knew--a Constance with the glitter of a ferocious beast in her eyes, and a
grim, savage expression in the corners of her mouth. She did not appear to notice
her mother, but passed her by with a light, stealthy tread, utterly unlike her usual
walk, crossed the hall, and went out at the front door. Madame Armande was too
startled to try and intercept her, or even to make any remark, and returned to the
drawing-room greatly agitated. As hour after hour passed and Constance did not
come home, her alarm increased, and she mentioned the incident to her husband,
who caused immediate inquiries to be made. Just about the hour the family
usually retired to rest there came a violent ring at the front-door bell. It was
Alphonse Mabane, pale and ghastly.
"Have you found her?" Monsieur and Madame Armande cried, catching hold of

him in their agitation, and dragging him into the hall.
Alphonse nodded. "Let me sit down a moment first," he gasped. "It will give me
time to collect my senses. My nerves are all to pieces!"
He sank into a chair, and, burying his face in his hands, shook convulsively.
Monsieur and Madame Armande stood and watched him in agonized silence.
After some minutes--to the Armandes it seemed an eternity--spent in this
fashion, Alphonse raised his head. "Your servant," he said, "came to my house at
nine o'clock and asked if Mademoiselle Constance was with me. I said 'No,' that
I had not seen her all day, and was much alarmed when I was informed that she
had left home early in the afternoon and had not yet returned. I said I would join
in the search for her, and was in my bedroom putting on my overcoat, when
there came a tap at my door, and Jacques, my valet, with a face as white as a
sheet, begged me to go with him upstairs. He led me to the door of my mother's
room, where she lay in her coffin, not yet screwed down.
'Hark!' he whispered, touching me on the sleeve, 'do you hear that?'
"I listened, and from the interior of the room came a curious noise like
munching--a steady gnaw, gnaw, gnaw. 'I heard it just now,' he whispered, 'when
I was going to shut the landing window--and other sounds, too. Hush!'
"I held my breath, and heard distinctly the swishing and rustling of a dress.
"'Have you been in?' I asked.
"He shook his head. 'I daren't,' he whispered. 'I wouldn't go in by myself if you
were to offer me a million pounds,' and he trembled so violently that he had to
lean against me for support.
"A great terror then seized me, and bidding Jacques follow, I crept downstairs
and summoned the rest of the servants. Armed with sticks and lights, we then
went in a body to my mother's room, and throwing open the door, rushed in.
"The lid of the coffin was off, the corpse was lying huddled up on the floor, and
crouching over it was Constance. For God's sake don't ask me to describe more-the sounds we heard explained everything. When she saw us she emitted a series
of savage snarls, sprang at one of the maids, scratched her in the face, and before
we could stop her, flew downstairs and out into the street. As soon as our

shocked senses had sufficiently recovered we started off in pursuit, but have not
been able to find the slightest trace of her."
At the conclusion of Monsieur Mabane's story the search was continued.
The police were summoned, and a general hue and cry raised, with the result that
Constance was eventually found in a cemetery digging frantically at a newly
made grave.
At last brought to bay in the chase that ensued, fortunately for her and for all
concerned, she plunged into a river, was swept away by the current, and
drowned.
This case of Constance Armande seems to me to be clearly a case of ghoulism.
What the spiritualist had told her was correct--she had projected herself
unconsciously, and the hideous things she imagined were phantoms in a dream
were Elementals--ghouls--her projected spirit encountered on the superphysical
plane.
After sundry efforts to steal her body when she was thus separated from it, one
of them had at length succeeded, and, incarcerated in her beautiful frame, had
hastened to satisfy its craving for human carrion.

CHAPTER IX - WERWOLVES IN GERMANY
No country in the world is richer in stories of everything appertaining to the
supernatural than Germany. The Rhine is the favourite river of nymphs and
sirens, to whose irresistible and fatal fascinations so many men have fallen
victims. Along its shores are countless haunted castles, in its woods innumerable
terrifying phantoms.
The werwolf, however, seems to have confined itself almost entirely to the Harz
Mountains, where it was formerly most common and more dreaded than any
other visitant from the Unknown. But of these werwolves many of the best
authenticated cases have been told so often, that it is difficult for me to alight on
any that is not already well known.
Perhaps the following, though as striking as any, may be new to at least a few of
my readers.

THE CASE OF HERR HELLEN AND THE WERWOLVES OF THE HARZ
MOUNTAINS
Two gentlemen, named respectively Hellen and Schiller, were on a walking tour
in the Harz Mountains, in the early summer of the year 1840, when Schiller,
slipping down, sprained his ankle and was unable to go on.
They were some miles from any village, in the centre of an extensive forest, and
it was beginning to get dark.
"Leave me here," cried the injured man to his friend, "while you see if you can
discover any habitation. I have been told these woods are full of charcoalburners' and wood-cutters' huts, so that if you walk straight ahead for a mile or
two, you are very likely to come across one. Do go, there's a good fellow, and if
you are too tired to return yourself, send some one to carry me."
Hellen did not like leaving his comrade in such a dreary spot, alone and helpless,
but as Schiller was persistent he at length yielded, and stepping briskly out,
advanced along the track that had brought them hither. Once or twice he halted,
fancying he heard voices, and several times his heart pulsated wildly at what he

took to be the cry of a wolf--for neither Schiller nor he had no weapons
excepting sheath-knives. At last he came to an open spot hedged in on all sides
by gloomy pines, the shadows from which were beginning to fall thick and fast
athwart the vivid greensward. It was one of those places--they are to be found in
pretty nearly every country--studiously avoided by local woodsmen as the haunt
of all manner of evil influences. Hellen recognized it as such the moment he saw
it, but as it lay right across his path, and time was pressing, he had no alternative
but to keep boldly on. He was half-way across the spot when he was startled by a
groan, and looking in the direction of the sound, he saw a man seated on the
ground endeavouring to bandage his hand. Wondering why he had not observed
him before, but thankful to meet some one at last, Hellen went up to him and
asked what was the matter.
"I've broken my wrist," the man replied. "I was gathering sticks for my fire tomorrow when I heard the howl of a wolf, and in my anxiety to escape a conflict
with the brute I climbed this tree. As I descended one of the branches gave way,
and I fell down with all my weight on my right arm. Will you see if you can bind
it for me? I'm a bit awkward with my left hand."
"I will do my best," Hellen said, and kneeling beside the man, he took off the
bandages and wrapped them round again. "There," he exclaimed, "I think that is
better--at least it is the best I can do."
The stranger was now most profuse in his thanks, and when Hellen informed
him of Schiller's condition, at once cried out, "You must both come to my
cottage; it is only a short distance from here. Let us hasten thither now, and my
daughter, who is very strong, shall go back with you and help you carry your
friend. We are not rich, but we can make you both fairly comfortable, and all we
have shall be at your disposal. But I wonder if you know what you have incurred
by coming to this spot at this hour?"
"Why, no," Hellen said, laughing. "What?"
"The gratification of two wishes--the first two wishes you make! Of course, you
will say it is all humbug, but, believe me, very queer things do happen in this
forest. I have experienced them myself."
"Well!" Hellen replied, laughing more heartily than before, "if I wish anything at
all it is that my wife were here to see how beautifully I have bandaged your

wrist."
"Where is your wife?" the stranger inquired.
"At Frankfort, most likely taking a final peep at the children in bed before
retiring to rest herself!" Hellen said, still laughing.
"Then you have children!" the stranger ejaculated, evidently interested.
"Yes, three--all girls--and such bonny girls, too. Marcella, Christina, and
Fredericka. I wish I had them here for you to see."
"I should much like to see them, certainly," the stranger said. "And now you
have told me so much of interest about yourself, let me tell you something of my
own history in exchange. My name is Wilfred Gaverstein.
I am an artist by profession, and have come to live here during the summer
months in order to paint nature--nature as it really is--in all its varying moods.
Nature is my only god--I adore it. I don't believe in souls. I love the trees and
flowers and shrubs, the rivulets, the fountains, the birds and insects."
"Everything but the wolves!" Hellen remarked jocularly. Hardly, however, had
he spoken these words before he had reason to alter his tone. "Great heavens! do
you hear that?" he cried. "There is no mistake about it this time. It is a wolf, or
may I never live to hear one again."
"You are right, friend," Wilfred said. "It is a wolf, and not very far away, either.
Come, we must be quick," and thrusting his arm through that of Hellen, he
hurried him along. After some minutes' fast walking they came in sight of a
neatly thatched whitewashed cottage, at the entrance to which two women and
several children were collected. "That's my home," Wilfred said.
"And that's my wife!" Hellen cried, rubbing his eyes to make sure he was not
dreaming. "God in heaven, what's the meaning of it all? My wife and children-all three of them! Am I mad?"
"It is merely the answer to your wishes," Wilfred rejoined calmly. "See, they
recognize you and are waving."
As one in a sleep Hellen now staggered forward, and was soon in the midst of

his family, who, rushing up to him, implored him to explain what had happened,
and how on earth they came to be there.
"I am just as much at sea as you are," Hellen said, feeling them each in turn to
make sure it was really they. "It's an insoluble mystery to me."
"And to us, too," they all cried. "A few minutes ago we were in our beds in
Frankfort, and then suddenly we found ourselves here--here in this dreadful
looking forest. Oh, take us away, take us home, do!"
Hellen was in despair. It was all like a hideous nightmare to him. What was he to
do?
"You must be my guests for to-night, at all events," Wilfred said; "and in the
morning we will discuss what is to be done. Fortunately we have enough room
to accommodate you all. There is food in abundance. Let me introduce you to
my daughter Marguerite," and the next moment Hellen found himself shaking
hands with a girl of about twenty years of age.
She was clad in what appeared to be a travelling dress, deeply bordered with
white fur, and wore a most becoming cap of white ermine. Her feet were shod in
long, pointed, and very elegant buckskin shoes, adorned with bright silver
buckles. Her hair, which was yellow and glossy, was parted down the middle,
and waved in a most becoming fashion low over the forehead and ears; and her
features--at least so Hellen thought--were very beautiful. Her mouth, though a
trifle large, had very daintily cut lips, and was furnished with unusually white
and even teeth. But there was a peculiar furtive expression in her eyes, which
were of a very pretty shape and colour, that aroused Hellen's curiosity, and made
him scrutinize her carefully. Her hands were noticeably long and slender, with
tapering fingers and long, almond-shaped, rosy nails, that glittered each time
they caught the rays of the fast fading sunlight. Hellen's first impression of her
was that she was marvellously beautiful, but that there was a something about
her that he did not understand--a something he had never seen in anyone before,
a something that in an ugly woman might have put him on his guard, but in this
face of such surpassing beauty a something he seemed only too ready to ignore.
Hellen was a good, and up to the present, certainly, a faithful husband, but he
was only a man after all, and the more he looked at the girl the more he admired
her.
At a word from Wilfred, Marguerite smilingly led the way indoors, and showed

the guests two bedrooms, small but exquisitely clean. There was a double bed in
one, and two single ones in the other. The bed-linen was of the very finest
material, and white as snow.
"I think," Wilfred remarked, "two of the girls can squeeze in one bed--they are
neither of them very big--though it does my heart good to see them so bonny."
"And mine, too," Marguerite joined in, patting the three children on the cheeks
in turn, and drawing them to her and caressing them.
Mrs. Hellen, still dazed, and apparently hardly realizing what was happening,
stammered out her thanks, and the party then descended to the kitchen to partake
of a substantial supper that was speedily prepared for them.
"Had you not better go and look for your friend now?" Wilfred observed, just as
Hellen was about to seat himself beside his wife and children.
"Marguerite will go with you, and on your return the three of you can have your
meal in here after the children have gone to bed."
Hellen readily assented, and kissing his wife and little ones, who tearfully
implored him not to be gone long, set out, accompanied by Marguerite.
At each step they took, Marguerite's beauty became more irresistible.
The soft rays of the moon falling directly on her features enhanced their
loveliness, and Hellen could not keep his eyes off her. The ominous cry of a
night bird startled her; she edged timidly up to him; and he had to exert all his
self-control, so eager was he to clasp her to him. In a strained, unnatural manner
he kept up a flow of small-talk, eliciting the information that she was an art
student, and that she had studied in Paris and Antwerp, had exhibited in Munich
and Turin, and was contemplating visiting London the following spring. They
talked on in this strain until Hellen, remembering their mission, exclaimed:-"We must be very close to where I left Schiller. I will call to him."
He did so--not once, but many times; and the reverberation of his voice rang out
loud and clear in the silence of the vast, moon-kissed forest.
But there was no response, nothing but the rustling of branches and the shivering
of leaves.

"What's that?" Marguerite suddenly cried, clutching hold of Hellen's arm.
"There! right in front of us, lying on the ground. There!" and she indicated the
object with her gleaming finger-tip.
"It looks remarkably like Schiller," Hellen said. "Can he be asleep?"
Quickening their pace, they speedily arrived at the spot. It was Schiller, or rather
what had once been Schiller, for there was now very little left of him but the face
and hands and feet; the rest had only too obviously been eaten. The spectacle
was so shocking that for some minutes Hellen was too overcome to speak.
"It must have been wolves!" he said at length. "I fancied I heard them several
times. Would to God I had never left him! What a death!"
"Horrible!" Marguerite whispered, and she turned her head away to avoid so
harrowing a sight.
"Well," Hellen observed in a voice broken with emotion, "it's no use staying
here. We can't be of any service to him now. I will gather the remains together in
the morning, and with the assistance of your father see that they are decently
interred. Come! let us be going." And offering Marguerite his arm, they began to
retrace their steps.
For some time Hellen was too occupied with thoughts of his friend's cruel death
to think of anything else, but the close proximity of Marguerite gradually made
itself felt, and by the time they had reached the open clearing--the spot where he
had encountered Wilfred--his passion completely overpowered him. Throwing
discretion to the winds, and oblivious of wife, children, home, honour,
everything save Marguerite--the lustre of her eyes and the dainty curving of her
lips--he slipped his arm round her waist, and pressing her close to him,
smothered her in kisses.
"How dare you, sir!" she panted, slowly shaking herself free. "Aren't you
ashamed of such behaviour? What would your wife say, if she knew?"
"I couldn't help it," Hellen pleaded. "I'm not myself to-night. Your beauty has
bewitched me, and I would risk anything to have you in my arms." He spoke so
earnestly and looked at her so appealingly that she smiled.

"I know I am beautiful," she said, and the intonation of her voice thrilled him to
the very marrow of his bones. "Dozens of men have told me so. Consequently,
since there seems to have been some excuse for you, I forgive you, only----," but
before she could say another word, Hellen had again seized her, and this time he
did not loosen his hold till from sheer exhaustion he could kiss her no more.
"It's no use!" he panted. "I can't help it. I love you as I never loved a woman
before, and if you were to ask me to do so I would go to Hell with you this very
minute."
"It is dangerous to express such sentiments here," Marguerite said.
"Don't you know this spot is full of supernatural influences, and that the first two
things you wish for will be granted?"
"I have already wished," Hellen said. "I wished when I was here with your
father."
"Then wish again," Marguerite replied; "I assure you your wishes will be
fulfilled." And again she looked at him in a way that sent all the blood in his
body surging wildly to his head, and roused his passion in hot and furious
rebellion against his reason.
"I wish, then," he cried, seizing hold of her hands and pressing them to his lips-"I wish every obstacle removed that prevents my having you always with me-that is wish number one."
"And wish number two?" the girl interrogated, her warm, scented breath fanning
his cheeks and nostrils. "Won't you wish that you may be mine for ever? Always
mine, mine to eternity!"
"I will!" Hellen cried. "May I be yours always--yours to do what you like with-in this life and the next."
"And now you shall have your reward," Marguerite exclaimed, clapping her
hands gleefully. "I will kiss you of my own free will," and throwing her arms
round his neck, she drew his head down to hers, and kissed him, kissed him not
once but many times.
*

An hour later they left the spot and slowly made their way to the cottage. As
they neared it, loud screams for help rent the air, and Hellen, to his horror, heard
his wife and children--he could recognize their individual voices--shrieking to
him to save them.
In an instant he was himself again. All his old affection for home and family was
restored, and with a loud answering shout he started to rush to their assistance.
But Marguerite willed otherwise. With a dexterous movement of her feet she got
in his way and tripped him, and before he had time to realize what was
happening, she had flung herself on the top of him and pinioned him down.
"No!" she said playfully, "you shall not go! You are mine, mine always,
remember, and if I choose to keep you here with me, here you must remain."
He strove to push her off, but he strove in vain; for the slender, rounded limbs he
had admired so much possessed sinews of steel, and he was speedily reduced to
a state of utter impotence.
The shrieks from the cottage were gradually lapsing into groans and gurgles, all
horribly suggestive of what was taking place, but it was not until every sound
had ceased that Marguerite permitted Hellen to rise.
"You may go now," she said with a mischievous smile, kissing him gaily on the
forehead and giving his cheeks a gentle slap. "Go--and see what a lucky man you
are, and how speedily your first wish has been gratified."
Sick with apprehension, Hellen flew to the cottage. His worst forebodings were
realized. Stretched on the floor of their respective rooms, with big, gaping
wounds in their chests and throats, lay his wife and children; whilst cross-legged,
on a chest in the kitchen, his dark saturnine face suffused with glee, squatted
Wilfred.
"Fiend!" shouted Hellen. "I understand it all now. I have been dealing with the
Spirits of the Harz Mountains. But be you the Devil himself you shan't escape
me," and snatching an axe from the wall, he aimed a terrific blow at Wilfred's
head.
The weapon passed right through the form of Wilfred, and Hellen, losing his

balance, fell heavily to the ground. At this moment Marguerite entered.
"Fool!" she cried; "fool, to think any weapon can harm either Wilfred or me. We
are phantasms--phantasms beyond the power of either Heaven or Hell. Come
here!"
Impelled by a force he could not resist, Hellen obeyed--and as he gazed into her
eyes all his blind infatuation for her came back.
"We must part now," she said; "but only for a while--for remember, you belong
to me. Here is a token"--and she thrust into his hand a wisp of her long, golden
hair. "Sleep on it and dream of me. Do not look so sad.
I shall come for you without fail, and by this sign you shall know when I am
coming. When this mark begins to heal," she said, as, with the nail on the
forefinger of the right hand, she scratched his forehead, "get ready!"
There was then a loud crash--the room and everything in it swam before Hellen's
eyes, the floor rose and fell, and sinking backwards he remembered no more.
*
When he recovered he was lying in the centre of the haunted plot. There was
nothing to be seen around him except the trees--dark lofty pines that, swaying to
and fro in the chill night breeze, shook their sombre heads at him. A great sigh of
relief broke from him--his experiences of course had only been a dream. He was
trying to collect his thoughts, when he discovered that he was holding something
tightly clasped in one of his hands. Unable to think what it could be, he rose, and
held it in the full light of the moon. He then saw that it was a tuft of white fur-the fur of some animal. Much puzzled, he put it in his pocket, and suddenly
recollecting his friend, set out for the place where he had left him. "I shall soon
know," he said to himself, "whether I have been asleep all this time--God grant it
may be so!" His heart beat fearfully as he pressed forward, and he shouted out
"Schiller" several times. But there was no reply, and presently he came upon the
remains, just as he had seen them when accompanied by Marguerite. Convinced
now that all that had taken place was grim reality, he went back along the route
Schiller and he had taken the preceding day, and in due time reached the village.
To the landlord of the inn where they had stayed he related what had happened.
"I am truly sorry for you," the landlord said; "your experience has indeed been a
terrible one. Every one here knows the forest is haunted in that particular spot,

and we all give it as wide a berth as possible. But you have been most
unfortunate, for Wilfred and Marguerite, who are werwolves, only visit these
parts periodically. I last heard of them being seen when I was about ten years of
age, and they then ate a pedlar called Schwann and his wife."
As soon as Schiller's remains had been brought to the village and interred in the
cemetery, Hellen, armed to the teeth and accompanied by several of the biggest
and strongest hounds he could hire--for he could get none of the villagers to go
with him--spent a whole day searching for Wilfred's cottage. But although he
was convinced he had found the exact spot where it had stood, there were now
no traces of it to be seen.
At length he returned to the village, and on the following morning set out for
Frankfort. On his arrival home he was immediately apprised of the fact that a
terrible tragedy had occurred in his house. His wife and children had been found
dead in their beds, with their throats cut and dreadful wounds in their chests, and
the police had not been able to find the slightest clue to the murderers. With a
terrible sinking at the heart Hellen asked for particulars, and learned, as he knew
only too well he would learn, that the date of the tragedy was identical with that
of his adventure in the forest.
He tried hard to persuade himself that the coincidence was a mere coincidence;
but--he knew better. Besides, there was the scratch!--the scratch on his forehead.
Moreover, the scratch remained. It remained fresh and raw till a few days prior
to his death, when it began to heal. And on the day he died it had completely
healed.

CHAPTER X - A LYCANTHROPOUS BROOK IN
THE HARZ MOUNTAINS; OR, THE CASE OF
THE COUNTESS HILDA VON BREBER
Another case of lycanthropy in Germany, connected with the Harz Mountains,
occurred somewhere about the beginning of the last century.
Count Von Breber, chief of the police of Magdeburg, whilst away from home on
a holiday with his young and beautiful wife, the Countess Hilda, happened to
pass a night in the village of Grautz, in the centre of the Harz Mountains.
In the course of a conversation with the innkeeper, the Countess remarked: "On
our way here this morning we crossed a brook, and experienced the greatest
difficulty in persuading our dogs to go into the water. It is most unusual, as they
are generally only too ready for a dip. Can you in any way account for it?"
"Were there two very tall poplars, one on either side of the brook?" the
innkeeper asked; "and did you notice a peculiar--one cannot describe it as
altogether unpleasant--smell there?"
"We did!" the Count and Countess exclaimed in chorus.
"Then it was the spot locally known as Wolf Hollow," the innkeeper said.
"No one ventures there after dark, as it has a very evil reputation."
"Stuff and nonsense!" the Count snapped.
"That is as your honour pleases," the innkeeper said humbly. "We village folk
believe it to be haunted; but, of course, if the subject appears ridiculous to you, I
will take care I do not refer to it again."
"Please do!" the Countess cried. "I love anything to do with the supernatural.
Tell us all about it."
The innkeeper gave a little nervous cough, and glancing uneasily at the Count,

whose face looked more than usually stern in the fading sunlight, observed:
"They do say, madam, that whoever drinks the water of that stream----"
"Yes, yes?" the Countess cried eagerly.
"Suffers a grave misfortune."
"Of what nature?" the Countess demanded; but before the innkeeper could
answer, the Count cut in:-"I forbid you to say another word. The Countess has drunk the water there, and
your cock-and-bull stories will frighten her into fits.
Confess it is all made up for the benefit of travellers like ourselves."
"Yes, your honour!" the innkeeper stammered, his knees shaking; "I confess it is
mere talk, but we all be--be--lieve it."
"That will do--go!" the Count cried; and the innkeeper, terrified out of his wits,
flew out of the room.
Some minutes later mine host received a peremptory summons to appear before
the Count, who was alone and scowling horribly, in the best parlour. He had
barely got inside the room before the Count burst out wrathfully:-"I've sent for you, sir, in order to impress upon you the fact that if either you or
your minions mention one word about that brook to the Countess, or to her
servants--mark that--I will have the breath flogged out of your body and your
tongue snipped. Do you hear?"
"Y--yes, your honour," the innkeeper cried. "I ful--fully un--understand, and if
her ladyship asks me any--anything abou--out the br--br--brook, I will lie."
"Which won't trouble you much, eh?"
"N--n--o, your honour! I mean y--yes, your honour! It will be a burden on my
con--conscience, but I will do anything to pl--please your honour."
The interview then terminated, and the innkeeper, bathed in perspiration and
wishing his lot in life anything but what it was, hastened to prepare dinner.

"I hope nothing dreadful will happen to me; I feel that something will,"
the Countess said, as she let down her long beautiful hair that night.
"Carl, why did you let me drink the water?"
"The water be ----!" the Count growled. "Didn't you hear what the innkeeper
said?--that the story was mere invention! If you believe all the idle tales you
hear, you will soon be in an asylum. Hilda, I'm ashamed of you!"
"And I'm ashamed of myself," the Countess cried, "so there!" and she flung her
arms round his neck and kissed him.
The following morning they left the inn, and, retracing their steps, journeyed
homewards. The Count looked at his wife somewhat critically; she was very
pale, and there were dark rims under her eyes.
"I do believe, Hilda," he observed with an assumed gaiety, "you are still
worrying about that water!"
"I am," she replied; "I had such queer dreams."
He asked her to narrate them, but she refused; and as her sleep now became
constantly disturbed, and she was getting thin and worried, the Count determined
that as soon as he reached home he would call in a doctor. The latter, examining
the Countess, attributed the cause of her indisposition to dyspepsia, and ordered
her a diet of milk food. But she did not get better, and now insisted upon
sleeping alone, choosing a bedroom situated in a secluded part of the house,
where there was absolute silence.
The Count remonstrated. "You might at least let me occupy the room next to
you!" he said.
"No," she replied; "I should hear you if you did. I am sensible now of the very
slightest sounds, and besides disturbing me, they are a source of the greatest
annoyance. I feel I shall never get well again unless I can have complete rest and
quiet. Do let me!" and she fixed her big blue eyes on him so earnestly, that he
vowed he would see that all her wishes, no matter how fanciful, were gratified.
"I hope she won't go mad!" he said to himself; "her behaviour is odd, to say the

least of it. Odd!--wholly inexplicable."
It was rather too bad that just now, when his mind was harassed with misgivings
at home, he should also be bothered with disturbances outside his own home.
But so it was. Events of an unprecedented nature were taking place in the town,
and it fell to his lot to cope with them.
Night after night children--mostly of the poorer class--disappeared, and despite
frantic yet careful and thorough searches, no clue as to what had befallen them
had, so far, been discovered. The Count doubled the men on night duty, but in
spite of these and other extraordinary precautions the disappearances continued,
and the affair--already of the utmost gravity--promised to be one that would
prove disastrous, not merely to the heads of families, but to the head of the
police himself.
So long as the missing ones had been of the lower orders only, the Count had not
had much to fear--the murmurings of their parents could easily be held in check-but now that a few of the children of the rich had been spirited away, there was
every likelihood of the matter reaching the ears of the Court. One evening, when
the Count had hardly recovered his equanimity after a stormy interview with
Herr Meichen, the banker, whose three-year-old daughter had vanished, and a
still more distressing scene with Otto Schmidt, the lawyer, whose six-year-old
daughter had disappeared, his patience was called upon to undergo a still further
trial in consequence of a visit from General Carl Rittenberg, a person of the
greatest importance, not only in the town, but in the whole province. Purple in
the face with suppressed fury, the General burst into the room where the head of
the police sat.
"Count!" he cried, striking the table with his fist, "this is beyond a joke. My
child--my only child--Elizabeth, whom my wife and I passionately love, has
been stolen. She was walking by my side in Frederick Street this afternoon, and
as it suddenly became foggy, I left her a moment to hail a vehicle to take us
home. I wasn't gone from her more than half a minute at the most, but when I
returned she had gone. I searched everywhere, shouting her name; and passers
by, compassionate strangers, joined me in my search; but though we have looked
high and low not a trace of her have we been able to discover. I have not told her
mother yet. God help me--I dare not! I dare not even show my face at home
without her--my wife will never forgive me----"; and so great was his emotion
that he buried his face in his hands, and his great body heaved and shook. Then
he started to his feet, his eyes bulging and lurid. "Curse you!" he shrieked; "curse
you, Count! it's all your fault!

Day after day you've sat here, when you ought to have been hunting up these
rascally police of yours. You've no right to rest one second--not one second, do
you hear?--till the mystery surrounding these poor lost children has been cleared
up, and, living or dead--God forbid it should prove to be the latter!--they are
restored to their parents. Now, mark my words, Count, unless my child Elizabeth
is found, I'll make your name a byword throughout the length and breadth of the
country--I'll----"; but words failed him, and, shaking his fist, he staggered out of
the room.
The Count was much perturbed. The General was one of the few people in the
town who really had it in their power to do him harm--the one man above all
others with whom he had hitherto made it his business to keep in. He had not the
least doubt but that the General meant all he said, and he recognized only too
well that his one and only hope of salvation lay in the recovery of Elizabeth. But,
God in heaven, where could he look for her? Sick at heart, he marshalled every
policeman in the force, and within an hour every street in Magdeburg was being
subjected to a most rigorous search. The Count was just quitting his office,
resolved to join in the hunt himself, when a shabbily dressed woman brushed
past the custodian at the door, and racing up to him, flung herself at his feet.
"What the devil does she want?" the Count demanded savagely. "Who is she?"
"Martha Brochel, your honour, a poor half-witted creature, who was one of the
first in the town to lose a child," the door-porter replied; "and the shock of it has
driven her mad!"
"Mad! mad! Yes! that is just what I am--mad!" the woman broke out.
"Everything is in darkness. It is always night! There are no houses, no chimneys,
no lanterns, only trees--big, black trees that rustle in the wind, and shake their
heads mockingly. And then something hideous comes!
What is it? Take it away! Take it away! Give her back to me!" And as Martha's
voice rose to a shriek, she threw her hands over her head, and, clenching them,
growled and snarled like a wild animal.
"Put her outside!" the Count said with an impatient gesture; "and take good care
she does not get in here again."
"No! Don't turn me away! Don't! don't!" Martha screamed; "I forgot what it was
I wanted to tell you--but I remember now. I've seen it!--seen the thing that stole

my child. There is light--light again! Oh! hear me!"
"Where have you seen it, Martha?" the porter inquired; and looking at the Count,
he said respectfully: "It is just possible, your honour, this woman might be of use
to us, and that she has actually seen the person who stole her child."
"Rubbish! What right has she to have children?" the Count snapped, and he
spurned the supplicant with his boot.
The moment she was in the street, however, the head of the police was after her.
Keeping close behind her, he resolutely dogged her steps. The evening was now
far advanced, and the fog so dense that the Count, though he knew the city, was
soon at a total loss as to his whereabouts.
But on and on the woman went, now deviating to the right, now to the left;
sometimes pausing as if listening, then tearing on again at such a rate that the
Count was obliged to run to keep up with her. Suddenly she uttered a shrill cry:
"There it is! There it is! The thing that took my child!" and the figure of what
certainly appeared to be a woman, muffled, and carrying a sack on her shoulder,
glided across the road just in front of them and disappeared in the impenetrable
darkness. Martha sped after her, and the Count, his hopes raised high, followed
in hot pursuit. He failed to recognize the ground they were traversing, and
presently they came to a high wall, over which Martha scrambled with the agility
of an acrobat.
The Count, in attempting to imitate her, damaged his knee and tore his clothes,
but he also landed safely on the other side. Then on they went, Martha with
unabated energy, the Count horribly exhausted, and beginning to think of turning
back, when they were abruptly brought to a standstill. The walls of some
building loomed right ahead of them. The object of their pursuit, again visible,
darted through a doorway; whilst Martha, with a loud cry of triumph, sprang in
after her; but before the Count could cross the threshold the door was slammed
and locked in his face. Then he heard a chorus of the most appalling sounds-sounds so strange and unearthly that his blood turned to ice and his hair rose
straight on end. Rushing footsteps mingled with peculiar soft patterings;
agonized human screams coupled with the growls and snappings of an animal; a
heavy thud; gurgles; and then silence.
The Count's courage revived: he hurled himself against the door; it gave with a
crash, and the next moment he was inside. But what a sight met his eyes! The

place, which somehow or the other seemed oddly familiar to him, was a
veritable shambles--floor, walls, and furniture were sodden with blood. In every
corner were mangled human remains; whilst stretched on the ground, opposite
the doorway, lay the body of Martha, her face unrecognizable and her breast and
stomach ripped right open. This was terrible enough, but more terrible by far
was the author of it all, who, having cast aside wraps, now stood fully revealed
in the yellow glow of a lantern. What the Count saw was a monstrosity--a thing
with a woman's breast, a woman's hair, golden and curly, but the face and feet
were those of a wolf; whilst the hands, white and slender, were armed with long,
glittering nails, cruelly sharp and dripping with blood.
To the Count's astonishment the creature did not attack him, but uttering a low
plaintive cry, veered round and endeavoured to escape.
But escape was the very last thing Van Breber would permit. Whatever the thing
was--beast or devil--it had caused him endless trouble, and if allowed to get
away now, would go on with its escapades, and so bring about his ruin. No! he
must kill it. Kill it even at the risk of his own life. With a shout of wrath he
plunged his sword up to its hilt in the thing's back.
It fell to the floor and the Count bent over it curiously. Something was
happening--something strange and terrifying; but he could not look--he was
forced to shut his eyes. When he opened them he no longer saw the hairy visage
of a wolf--he was gazing fondly into the dying eyes of his beautiful and muchloved wife. With a rapidity like lightning, he recognized his surroundings. He
was in a long disused summer-house that stood in a remote corner of his own
grounds!
"God help me and you, too!" the Countess Hilda whispered, clasping him fondly
in her arms. "It was the water!--the water I drank in the Harz Mountains! I have
been bewitched----"; and kissing him feverishly on the lips, she sank back--dead.

CHAPTER XI - WERWOLVES IN AUSTRIAHUNGARY AND THE BALKAN PENINSULA
THE CASE OF THE FAMILY OF KLOSKA AND THE LYCANTHROPOUS
FLOWER
In the mountainous regions of Austria-Hungary and the Balkan Peninsula are
certain flowers credited with the property of converting into werwolves whoever
plucks and wears them. Needless to say, these flowers are very rare, but I have
heard of their having been found, comparatively recently, both in the
Transylvanian Alps and the Balkans.
A story “à propos” of one of these discoveries was told me last summer.
Ivan and Olga were the children of Otto and Vera Kloska--the former a
storekeeper of Kerovitch, a village on the Roumanian side of the Transylvanian
Alps. One morning they were out with their mother, watching her wash clothes
in a brook at the back of their house, when, getting tired of their occupation, they
wandered into a thicket.
"Let's make a chaplet of flowers," Olga said, plucking a daisy. "You gather the
flowers and I'll weave them together."
"It's not much of a game," Ivan grumbled, "but I can't think of anything more
exciting just now, so I'll play it. But let's both make wreaths and see which
makes the best."
To this Olga agreed, and they were soon busily hunting amidst the grass and
undergrowth, and scrambling into all sorts of possible and impossible places.
Presently Ivan heard a scream, followed by a heavy thud, and running in the
direction of the noise, narrowly avoided falling into a pit, the sides of which
were partly overgrown with weeds and brambles.
"It's all right," Olga shouted; "I'm not hurt. I landed on soft ground.
It's not very deep, and there's such a queer flower here--I don't know what it is;
I've never seen one like it before."

Ivan's curiosity thus aroused, he carefully examined the sides of the pit, and,
selecting the shallowest spot, lowered himself slowly over and then dropped. It
was nothing of a distance, seven or eight feet at the most, and he alighted
without mishap on a clump of rank, luxuriant grass. "See! here it is," his sister
cried, pointing to a large, very vivid white flower, shaped something like a
sunflower, but soft and pulpy, and full of a sweet, nauseating odour. "It's too big
to put in a wreath, so I'll wear it in my buttonhole."
"Better not," Ivan said, snatching it from her; "I don't like it. It's a nasty-looking
thing. I believe it's a sort of fungus."
Olga then began to cry, and as Ivan was desirous of keeping the peace, he gave
her back the flower. She was a prepossessing child, with black hair and large
dark eyes, pretty teeth and plump, sunburnt cheeks. Nor was she altogether
unaware of her attractions, for even at so early an age she had a goodly share of
the inordinate vanity common to her sex, and liked nothing better than appearing
out-of-doors in a new frock plentifully besprinkled with rosettes and ribbons.
The flower, she told herself, would look well on her scarlet bodice, and would be
a good set-off to her black hair and olive complexion. All this was, of course,
beyond the comprehension of Ivan, who regarded his sister's weakness with the
most supreme contempt, and for his own part was never so happy as when
skylarking with other boys and getting into every conceivable kind of mischief.
Yet for all that he was in the main sensible, almost beyond his years, and
extremely fond, and--though he would not admit it--proud of Olga.
She fixed the flower in her dress, and imitating to the best of her knowledge the
carriage of royalty, strutted up and down, saying "Am I not grand? Don't I look
nice? Ivan--salute me!"
And Ivan was preparing to salute her in the proper military style, taught him by a
great friend of his in the village, a soldier in the carabineers for whom he had an
intense admiration, when his jaw suddenly fell and his eyes bulged.
"Whatever is the matter with you?" Olga asked.
"There's nothing the matter with me," Ivan cried, shrinking away from her; "but
there is with you. Don't! don't make such faces--they frighten me," and turning
round, he ran to the place where he had made his descent and tried to climb up.

Some minutes later the mother of the children, hearing piercing shrieks for help,
flew to the pit, and, missing her footing, slipped over the brink, and falling some
ten or more feet, broke one of her legs and otherwise bruised herself. For some
seconds she was unconscious, and the first sight that met her eyes on coming to
was Ivan kneeling on the ground, feebly endeavouring to hold at bay a gaunt
grey wolf that had already bitten him about the legs and thigh, and was now
trying hard to fix its wicked white fangs into his throat.
"Help me, mother!" Ivan gasped; "I'm getting exhausted. It's Olga."
"Olga!" the mother screamed, making frantic efforts to come to his assistance.
"Olga! what do you mean?"
"It's all owing to a flower--a white flower," Ivan panted; "Olga would pluck it,
and no sooner had she fixed it on her dress than she turned into a wolf! Quick,
quick! I can't hold it off any longer."
Thus adjured the wretched woman made a terrific effort to rise, and failing in
this, clenched her teeth, and, lying down, rolled over and over till she arrived at
the spot where the struggle was taking place.
By this time, however, the wolf had broken through Ivan's guard, and he was
now on his back with his right arm in the grip of his ferocious enemy.
The mother had not a knife, but she had a long steel skewer she used for sticking
into a tree as a means of fastening one end of her washing line. She wore it
hanging to her girdle, and it was quite by a miracle it had not run into her when
she fell.
"Take care, mother," Ivan cried, as she raised it ready to strike; "remember, it is
Olga."
This indeed was an ugly fact that the woman in her anxiety to save the boy had
forgotten. What should she do? To merely wound the animal would be to make
it ten times more savage, in which case it would almost inevitably destroy them
both. To kill it would mean killing Olga. Which did she love the most, the boy or
the girl? Never was a mother placed in such a dilemma. And she had no time to
deliberate, not even a second.
God help her, she chose. And like ninety-nine out of a hundred mothers would

have done, she chose the boy; he--he at all costs must be saved.
She struck, struck with all the pent-up energy of despair, and in her blind, mad
zeal she struck again.
The first blow, penetrating the werwolf's eye, sank deep into its brain, but the
second blow missed--missed, and falling aslant, alighted on the form beneath.
An hour later a villager on his way home, hearing extraordinary sounds of mirth,
went to the side of the pit and peeped over.
"Vera Kloska!" he screamed; "Heaven have mercy on us, what have you there?"
"He! he! he!" came the answer. "He! he! he! My children! Don't they look
funny? Olga has such a pretty white flower in her buttonhole, and Ivan a red
stain on his forehead. They are deaf--they won't reply when I speak to them. See
if you can make them hear."
But the villager shook his head. "They'll never hear again in this world, mad
soul," he muttered. "You've murdered them."
*
Besides this white flower there is a yellow one, of the same shape and size as a
snapdragon; and a red one, something similar to an ox-eyed daisy, both of which
have the power of metamorphosing the plucker and wearer into a werwolf. Both
have the same peculiar vividness of colour, the same thick, sticky sap, and the
same sickly, faint odour. They are both natives of Austria-Hungary and the
Balkan Peninsula, and are occasionally to be met with in damp, marshy places.
Certain flowers (lilies-of-the-valley, marigolds, and azaleas), as also diamonds,
are said to attract werwolves, thus proving a source of danger to those who wear
them. And “à propos” of this magnetic property of diamonds the following
anecdote comes to me from the Tyrol:--

A WERWOLF IN INNSBRUCK
Madame Mildau was one of the prettiest women in Innsbruck. She had golden
hair, large violet eyes, a smile that would melt a Loyola, and diamonds that set

every woman's mouth watering. With such inducements to seduction, how could
Madame Mildau help delighting in balls and fêtes, and in promenading
constantly before the public? She revelled in a universal admiration--she aimed
at a monopoly--and she lived wholly and solely to exact homage. To be deprived
of any single opportunity of displaying her charms and consequent triumphs
would indeed have been a hardship, and to nothing short of a very serious
indisposition would Madame Mildau have sacrificed her pleasure.
Now it so happened that three of the most brilliant entertainments of the season
fell on the same night, and Madame Mildau, with all the unreason of her sex,
desired to attend each one of them.
"I have accepted these three invitations," she informed her husband, "and to
these three balls I mean to go. I shall apportion the time equally between them.
You forget," she added, "that the success of these entertainments really depends
on me. Crowds go only to see me, and I should never forgive myself if I
disappointed them."
But her husband, with the perversity characteristic of gout and middle age,
combined, no doubt, with a not unnatural modicum of jealousy, maintained that
one such fête should be sufficient amusement for one night. She might take her
choice of one; he would on no account permit her to attend all three. Much to his
surprise and delight Madame Mildau made no scene, but graciously submitted
after a few mild protestations.
A little later her husband remarked encouragingly:-"I congratulate you, Julia, on your philosophy and self-restraint. In yielding to
my wishes you have pleased me immeasurably, and I should like to show my
gratification in some substantial manner. As it is some months since I gave you a
present, I have resolved to make you one now.
You may choose what you like."
"I have chosen," Madame Mildau replied calmly.
"What, already!" her husband cried. "You sly creature. You have been keeping
this up your sleeve. What is it?"
"A diamond tiara," was the cool reply. "The one you said you could not afford
last Christmas."

"Mon Dieu!" her husband gasped. "I shall be ruined."
"You will be ruined if you do not give it to me," Madame Mildau replied, "for in
that case I should leave you. I couldn't live with a liar."
Her husband wrung his hands. He implored her to choose something else, but it
was of no avail, and within two hours Madame Mildau had visited the jeweller
and the tiara was hers.
The eventful day came at last, and Madame Mildau, escorted by her husband,
attended one of the most popular balls of the season. She did not wear her tiara.
There had been several highway jewellery robberies in the neighbourhood of
late, and she pleased her husband immensely by leaving her diamonds carefully
locked up at home.
"You are prudence itself," he said, gazing at her in admiration. "And as a reward
you shall dance all the evening whilst I look on and admire you."
But soon Madame Mildau could dance no longer. She had a very bad headache,
and begged her husband to take her home. M. Mildau was very sympathetic. He
was very sorry for his wife, and suggested that she should take some brandy. She
readily agreed that a little brandy might do her good, and they took some
together in their bedroom, after which madame's husband remembered little
more. He had a vague notion that his wife was rolling his neck-handkerchief
round his forehead in the form of a Turkish turban, and patting him on the
cheeks and smilingly wishing him a thousand pleasant dreams, and then--all was
a blank. He might as well have been dead. With madame it was otherwise. The
headache was, of course, a ruse. The brandy she had given her husband had been
well drugged, and no sooner had she made sure it had taken effect than she
snapped her daintily manicured finger-tips in the air, and retiring to her dressingroom, changed the dress she was wearing for one ten times more costly and
beautiful--a dress of rose-coloured gauze, upon which a drapery of lace was
suspended by agraffes of diamonds. A wreath of pale roses, that seemed to have
been bathed in the dew of the morning, the better to harmonize with the delicate
complexion of her lovely face, nestled in her hair, and above it, more
magnificent than anything yet seen in Innsbruck, and setting off to perfection the
dazzling lustre of her yellow curls, the tiara of diamonds.

After a final survey of herself in the glass, she slipped on her cloak, and stole
softly out to join her intimate friend, the Countess Linitz, who was also going to
the ball. All things so far had worked wonderfully well; not even a servant
suspected her. In order to avoid trusting her secret to anyone in the house, she
had employed a stranger to hire an elegant carriage, which was in waiting for her
at a discreet distance from the front door. The ball at which Madame Mildau
soon arrived with her friend was much more to her liking than the one to which
she had been previously escorted by her husband. The music was more
harmonious, the conversation more amiable, the dresses more elaborate, and,
what was more important than all, Madame Mildau's success was even more
instantaneous and complete. The whole room--host, guests, musicians, even
waiters--one and all were literally dumbfounded at the extraordinary beauty of
her face and costume, to say nothing of her jewels. Such an entrancing spectacle
was without parallel in a ballroom in Innsbruck; and when she left, before the
entertainment was over, all the life, the light, the gaiety went with her.
But it was at the third ball, to which the same equipage surreptitiously bore her,
that Madame Mildau's enjoyment and triumphs reached their zenith; and it was
only towards the close of that entertainment--when she felt, by that revelation of
instinct which never deceives women on similar occasions, that it was time to
depart; that the brilliancy of her eyes, no less than the beauty of her dress, was
fading; that her lips, parched with fatigue, had lost that humid red which
rendered them so pretty and inviting, and that the dust had taken the beautiful
gloss off her hair--that she experienced, for the first time, a sentiment of
uneasiness in reviewing the rashness of her conduct. How was it possible, she
asked herself, to prevent a casual acquaintance--her friends she could warn-letting out in conversation before her husband that she had been to these balls.
And supposing he thus got to know of her deceit, what then?
This idea--the idea of being found out--with all its consequences, rose before
her. Her exhausted imagination could find nothing to oppose it, nothing to
relieve the feeling of depression which took possession of her, and she almost
felt remorse when she threw herself into her carriage. It was a very dark night,
cold and windy, and she was only too thankful to nestle close into the soft
cushions at her back, and bury her face in the warm fur of her costly wrap. For
some minutes she remained absorbed in thought; but it was not long before the
monotonous rumble, rumble of the carriage produced a sensation of drowsiness,
from which she was rudely awakened by the sound of a cough. Glancing in the
direction from whence it came, to her utmost dismay and astonishment she saw,

seated in the opposite corner of the vehicle, a young man of good, if somewhat
peculiar appearance, and extremely well dressed. Madame Mildau instantly took
in all the disadvantages of her situation, and, overwhelmed by the imprudence of
her conduct, exclaimed in a tone in which dignity and terror struggled for
mastery, "Sir, what audacity!"
"Yes, indeed, what audacity!" the stranger replied, affecting to be shocked.
"What pride! What a love of display!" and he rolled his big eyes at her and bared
his teeth.
"But, sir," Madame Mildau cried in horror, concluding that the unknown was a
madman, "this is “my” carriage. I beg you will depart--I beseech you--I
command you. I will summon my servants."
"That will be a vain waste of valuable breath," replied the young man coolly.
"You may call your servants--but there is only one, and he is mine. He will not
answer you."
"Where am I, then? How infamous!" exclaimed Madame Mildau, and she burst
into tears. "Oh, how cruelly punished I am!"
"It is true, madame, you will be punished for having been agreeable, gay, and
brilliant to-night without the consent of your husband; but at present he knows
nothing about it, for at this moment he reposes in the sleep of the just, confident
that you are enjoying the same repose close to him. As to yourself, madame,
why this fear? You will have nothing to dread, I assure you, from my
indiscretion; but, as you may be aware, there is no fault, however small, that has
not its expiation. Nay, do not weep. Am I so ugly? Why should you dread me so,
madame? I am a great admirer of your charms, desirous to know you better.
Nay, have no suspicions as to my morality--I am no profligate. I came to the ball
to-night for quite another purpose."
"Sir, I understand you. You are employed by my husband. A spy!
Detestable!"
"Stop, madame," the stranger said, laying his hand gently on hers.
"Debase not the dignity of man by imagining for one instant that there is anyone
who would lend himself so readily to act the odious part you impute to me. I am
no spy."

"In Heaven's name, then," Madame Mildau exclaimed, "what brings you here?
What do you want? Who are you?"
"One at a time, madame," the young man ejaculated. "To begin with, it was
those diamonds of yours--those rings on your soft and delicate fingers, those
bracelets on your slender rounded wrists, that necklace and pendant on your
snowy breast, and over and above all that splendid tiara on your matchless hair.
It was the sight of all those bright and gleaming stars that attracted me, just as
the light of a candle attracts a moth. I could not resist them."
"Then you--you are a robber!" stammered the lady, ready to faint with terror.
"Wrong again!" the young man said; "I admire your jewels, it is true, but I am no
thief."
"Then, in mercy's name, what are you?" demanded the lady.
"Well!" the stranger replied, speaking with a slight snarl, "I am a man now, but I
shall soon change."
"A man and will soon change?" Madame Mildau cried; "oh, you're mad, mad-and I'm shut up in here with a lunatic! Help! help!"
"Calmly, calmly," the stranger exclaimed, lifting her hands to his lips and kissing
them. "I'm perfectly sane, and at present perfectly harmless. Now tell me,
madame--and mind, be candid with me--why don't you love your husband?"
"How do you know I don't?" Madame Mildau faltered.
"Tut, tut!" the young man said. "Anyone could see that with half an eye.
Besides, consider your conduct to-night! Answer my questions."
"Well, you see!" Madame Mildau stammered, having come to the conclusion
that even if the man were not mad it would be highly impolitic to provoke him,
"I'm so much younger than he is. I'm only twenty-three, whereas he is forty-five.
Besides, he detests all amusements, and I love them--especially dances. He is too
fat to----"

"Are you sure he is fat? Will you swear he is fat?" the stranger asked, grasping
her hands so tightly that she screamed.
"I swear it!" she said, "he is quite the fattest man I know."
"And tender! But no, he can't be very tender!"
"What questions to ask!" Madame Mildau said. "How do I know whether he is
tender! Besides, what does it concern you?"
"It concerns me much," the young man retorted; "and you, too, madame.
You asked me just now a question concerning myself. Your curiosity shall be
satisfied. I am a werwolf. My servant on the box who took the place of your
employé is a werwolf. In an hour the metamorphosis will take place. You are out
here in the Wood of Arlan alone with us."
"In the Wood of Arlan!"
"Yes, madame, in the Wood of Arlan, which is, as you know, one of the wildest
and least frequented spots in this part of the Tyrol. We are both ravenously
hungry, and--well, you can judge the rest!"
Madame Mildau, who regarded werwolves in the same category as satyrs and
mermaids, was once more convinced that she had to deal with a lunatic, but
thinking it wisest to humour him, she said, "I shouldn't advise you to eat me. I'm
not at all nice. I'm dreadfully tough."
"You're not that," the young man said, "but I'm not at all sure that the paint and
powder on your cheeks might not prove injurious. Anyhow, I have decided to
spare you on one condition!"
"Yes! and that is?" Madame Mildau exclaimed, clapping her hands joyfully.
"That you let me have your husband instead. Give me the keys of your house,
and my man and I will fetch him. Did you leave him sound asleep?"
"Yes!" Madame Mildau faltered.
"In other words you drugged him! I knew it! I can read it in your eyes.

Well--so much the better. Your foresight has proved quite providential.
We will bind you securely and leave you here whilst we are gone, and when we
return with your husband you shall be freed, and my man shall drive you home.
The key?"
Madame Mildau gave it him. With the aid of his servant--a huge man, well over
six feet and with the chest and limbs of a Hercules--the stranger then proceeded
to gag and bind Madame Mildau hand and foot, and lifting her gently on to the
road, fastened her securely to the trunk of a tree.
"Au revoir!" he exclaimed, kissing her lightly on the forehead. "We shan't be
long! These horses go like the wind."
The next moment he was gone. For some seconds Madame Mildau struggled
desperately to free herself; then, recognizing the futility of her efforts, resigned
herself to her fate. At last she heard the clatter of horses' hoofs and the rumble of
wheels, and in a few minutes she was once again free.
"Quick!" the stranger said, leading her by the arm, "there's not a moment to lose.
The transmutation has already begun. In a few seconds we shall both be wolves
and your fate will be sealed. We've got your husband, and, fortunately for you,
he is as you described him, nice and plump. If you want to take a final peep at
him, do so at once; it's your last chance."
But Madame Mildau had no such desire. She moved aside as her husband, clad
in his pyjamas and still sleeping soundly, was lifted out of the vehicle and placed
on the ground, and then, hurriedly brushing past him, was about to enter the
carriage, when the young man interposed.
"On the box, madame. We could not find you a coachman--you must drive
yourself; and as you value your life, drive like the----"
But madame did not wait for further instructions. Springing lightly on the box,
she picked up the reins, and with a crack of the whip the horses were off. A
minute later, and the wild howl of wolves, followed by a piercing human scream,
rang out in the still morning air.
"That's my husband! I recognize his voice," Madame Mildau sighed. "Ah, well!
thank God, the man wasn't a robber. My diamonds are safe."

CHAPTER XII - THE WERWOLF IN SPAIN
Werwolves are, perhaps, rather less common in Spain than in any other part of
Europe. They are there almost entirely confined to the mountainous regions
(more particularly to the Sierra de Guadarrama, the Cantabrian, and the
Pyrenees), and are usually of the male species.
Generally speaking the property of lycanthropy in Spain appears to be
hereditary; and, as one would naturally expect in a country so pronouncedly
Roman Catholic, to rid the lycanthropist of his unenviable property it is the
custom to resort to exorcism. Though they are extremely rare, both flowers and
streams possessing the power of transmitting the property of werwolfery are to
be found in the Cantabrian mountains and the Pyrenees.
And in Spain, as in Austria-Hungary, precious stones--particularly rubies--not
infrequently, and often with disastrous results, attract the werwolf.
The following case of a Spanish werwolf may be taken as typical:-In the month of September, 1853, a young man, one Paul Nicholas, arrived from
Paris at Pamplona, and took up his abode at l'Hôtel Hervada.
He was rich, idle, sleek; and the sole object of his stay at Pamplona was the
pursuit of some little adventure wherewith he might be temporarily employed,
and whereof perchance he might afterwards boast.
Well, in the hotel there had arrived, a day or two before Monsieur Nicholas, a
young and beautiful lady, the effect of whose personal attractions was intensified
by certain mysterious circumstances. No one knew her; she had no one with her-not even a servant to be bribed--and although eminently fitted to shine in
society, she went neither to the opera nor the dance. As may be readily
understood, she was soon the sole topic of conversation in the hotel. Every one
talked of her rare beauty, elegance, and musical genius, and immediately after
dinner, when she retired to her room, many of the guests would steal upstairs
after her, and, stationing themselves outside her door, would remain there for
hours to listen to her singing.
Paul Nicholas's head was completely turned. To have such a neighbour, with the

face and voice of an angel, and yet not to know her! It was enough to drive him
wild. At last, to every one's surprise, the mysterious lady, apparently so
exclusive, permitted the advances of a very commonplace, middle-aged
gentleman with hardly a hair on his head and a paunch that was voted quite
disgusting.
The friendship between the two ripened fast. In defiance of all conventionality,
the lady took to sitting out late at night with her elderly admirer, and, with an
absolute disregard of decorum, accompanied him on long excursions. Finally,
she went away with him altogether. On the occasion of this latter event every
one in the hotel heaved a sigh of relief, saving Paul.
Paul was disconsolate. He stayed on, hovering about the places she had most
frequented, and hoping to see in every fresh arrival at the hotel his adored one
come back. His pitiable condition gained no sympathy.
"Silly fellow!" was the general comment. "He is desperately in love! And with
such a creature! What an idiot!"
But Paul's patience was at length rewarded, his devotion apparently justified, for
the lady returned, unaccompanied; and so great was the charm of her personality
that within two days of her reappearance she had completely won back the hearts
of her fellow-guests. Again every one raved of her.
Meanwhile, Paul Nicholas became more enamoured than ever. He bought a
guitar, and composed love lyrics--which he sang outside her door, from morning
till night, with all that wealth of tenderness so uniquely expressible in a human
voice--but it was all in vain. For the lady, whose name had at last leaked out--it
was Isabelle de Nurrez--had yielded to the attentions of another stout, middleaged gentleman, with whom in due course she departed.
This was too much even for her most ardent admirers. Every guest in the hotel
protested, and petitioned that she might not be readmitted.
But mine host shook his head with scant apology. "I cannot help it," he said.
"The lady pays more for her rooms than all the rest of you put together, so why
should I turn her out? After all, if she likes to have many sweethearts, why
shouldn't she? It is her own concern, neither yours nor mine. It harms no one!"

And some of the guests, seeing logic in their landlord's views, remained; others
went. As for Paul, he was immeasurably shocked at the bad taste of his adored
one; but he stayed on, and within a few days, as he had fondly hoped, the fickle
creature returned--and, as before, returned alone. It was then that he resolved on
writing to her. With a crow-quill almost as fine as the long silky eyelashes of
Isabella, on a sheet of paper whose border of Cupids, grapes, vases, and roses
left little--too little--space for writing, he indited his letter, which, when
completed, he sealed with a seal of azure blue wax, bearing the device of a dove
ready for flight. And so scented was this epistle that it perfumed the entire hotel
in its transit by means of a servant (well paid for the purpose) to mademoiselle's
room. Again--this time for an endless amount of trouble and expense--Paul was
rewarded. When next he met mademoiselle, and an opportune moment arrived,
she looked at him, and as her lovely eyes scanned his manly, if somewhat portly
figure, she smiled--smiled a smile of satisfaction which meant much. Paul
Nicholas was in ecstasies. He hardly knew how to contain himself; he sighed,
radiated, and wriggled about to such an extent that the attention of every one in
the place was directed to him; whereupon Mlle de Nurrez turned very red and
frowned. Paul's expectations now sank to zero; for the rest of the day he was
almost too miserable to live. But Mlle de Nurrez, no doubt perceiving him to be
truly penitent for having so embarrassed her, forgave him, and on his way to
dinner he received a note in her own pretty handwriting giving him permission
to make her acquaintance without any further introduction. The way thus paved,
Monsieur Paul Nicholas, overjoyed, lost no time in seeking out the lady.
She was singing a wild sweet song as he entered her sitting-room, and her back,
turned to the door, gave him an opportunity of observing, as she leant over her
guitar, the most exquisite shoulders and the prettiest-shaped head in the world.
With graceful confusion she rose to greet him, and her long eyelashes fell over
eyes black and brilliant as those that awakened the furore of two continents--the
eyes of Lola Montez. She was dressed in white; her rich dark hair was held in
place with combs of gold; her girdle was of gold, and so also were the massive
bracelets on her arms, which--so perfect was their symmetry--might well have
been fashioned by a sculptor.
Monsieur Paul Nicholas, with the air of a prince, escorted her to the diningroom; and over champagne, coffee, and liqueurs their friendship grew apace.
Some hours later, when ensconced together in a cosy retreat on the terrace, and
the fast disappearing lights in the hotel windows warned them it would soon be
prudent to retire, Mlle de Nurrez exclaimed with a sigh:--

"You have told me so much about yourself, whilst I--I have told you nothing in
return. Alas! I have a history. My parents are dead--my mother died when I was
a baby, and my father, who was a very wealthy man--having accumulated his
money in the business of a cork merchant which he carried on for years in
Portugal--died just six months ago. He was on a voyage for his health in the
Mediterranean, when he formed an acquaintance with a young Hindu, Prince
Dajarah who soon acquired unbounded influence over him. My father died on
this voyage, and--God forgive my suspicions!--but his death was strange and
sudden. On opening his will, it was found that all his property was left to me-but only on the condition that I married Prince Dajarah."
"Marry a black man! Mon Dieu, how terrible!" Paul Nicholas cried.
"You are right. It was terrible!" Mlle de Nurrez went on. "And if I refused to
marry Prince Dajarah, he, according to the will, would inherit everything. Well,
Prince Dajarah was persistent; he declared that it was my duty to marry him, to
fulfil my father's dying wish. It was in vain that I implored his mercy--that I told
him I could never return his affections. And at last, finding that upon Prince
Dajarah neither remonstrance nor reproach had any effect, I fled to a town some
ten miles distant from this hotel, taking with me what money and jewellery I
possessed.
"Alas! he soon discovered my whereabouts, and with the sole object of
continuing his persecution of me, speedily established himself in the house-which, unfortunately for me, happened to be vacant--next to mine.
My money is nearly exhausted, I have no resources, and unless some one
intervenes, some one brave and fearless, some one who really loves me, I shall
undoubtedly be forced into a marriage with this odious wretch.
Heavens, the bare idea of it is poisonous! You remember the two men who paid
such marked attentions to me a short time ago?"
Paul Nicholas nodded. His emotion was such he could not speak.
"They both imagined they were in love with me. They swore they would
confront the black tyrant and kill him; but when they were put to the test--when I
took them and pointed him out to them--they went white as a sheet, and--fled."
"Why torture me thus?" Paul Nicholas cried. "Tell me--only tell me what it is
you want me to do!"

"Do you love me?"
"More than my life."
"More than your soul?"
"More than my soul."
"Will you save me from a fate more horrible than death?"
"If I go to Hell for you--yes!" Paul said, gazing on a face lovely as a dream.
"You must come with me to his house to-morrow then! You must come armed.
You must kill him."
"Kill him!" Paul cried, turning pale.
"Well?"
"But it will be murder--assassination."
"Murder, to kill him--a tyrant--a black man! Bah! Are you too a coward?"
And she sprang to her feet, the veins swelling on her white brow, her cheeks
colouring, her eyes flashing fire, as if she, at least, knew not the meaning of fear.
"Sooner than let such a wretch inherit my father's wealth," she cried out, "I will
kill him myself--kill him, or perish in the attempt."
Paul Nicholas encountered the earnest gaze of her large, bright eyes, the
pleading of her beautiful mouth, and the sweetness of her breath fanned his
nostrils. A terrific wave of passion swept over him. He loved as he had never
loved before--as he had never deemed it possible to love: and in his mad worship
of the woman he believed to be as pure as she was fair, he forgot that the devil
hides safest where he is least suspected. Seizing her small white hands in his, he
swore upon them to do her will; and he would have gone on making all sorts of
wild, impassioned speeches had not Mlle de Nurrez reminded him that it was
past locking-up time.
She crossed the main hall of the hotel with him, and as she turned to bid him

good night prior to ascending to her quarters, her eyes met his--met his in one
long, lingering glance that he assured himself could only have meant love.
Next morning the guests in the hotel received another shock. Mlle de Nurrez had
gone off again--this time with Monsieur Paul Nicholas--that good-looking, wellto-do young man, at whom all the matrons with marriageable daughters had in
vain cast longing eyes.
Now, although Paul Nicholas had little knowledge of geography, he could not
help remarking, as he journeyed with Mlle Nurrez, that their route was in an
exactly opposite direction to that leading to the town which his companion had
named to him as her place of residence. He pointed out his difficulty, but Mlle
de Nurrez only laughed.
"Wait!" she said. "Wait and see. We shall get there all right. You must trust to
my wit."
Paul Nicholas made no further comment. He was already in the seventh heaven-that was enough for him; and leaning back, he continued gazing at her profile.
The afternoon passed away, the sun sank, and night and its shadows moved
solemnly on them. Gradually the roadside trees became distinguishable only as
deeper masses of shadow, and Paul Nicholas could only tell they were trees by
the peculiar sodden odour that, from time to time, sluggishly flowed in at the
open window of the carriage. Of necessity, they were proceeding slowly--the
road was for the most part uphill, and the horses, though tough and hardy natives
of the mountains, had begun to show signs of flagging. They did not pass by a
soul, and even the sighs of astonished cattle, whose ruminating slumbers they
had routed, at last became events of the greatest rarity. At each yard they
advanced the wildness of the country increased, and although the landscape was
hidden, its influence was felt. Paul Nicholas knew, as well as if he had seen
them, that he was in the presence of grotesque, isolated boulders, wide patches
of bare, desolate soil, gaunt trees, and profound straggling fissures.
Being so long confined in a limited space, although in that space was a paradise,
he felt the exquisite agony of cramp, and when, after sundry attempts to stretch
himself, he at length found a position that afforded him temporary relief, it was
only to become aware of a more refined species of torture. The springs of the
carriage rising and falling regularly, produced a rhythmical beat, which began to

painfully absorb his attention, and to slowly merge into a senseless echo of one
of his observations to Mlle de Nurrez. And when he was becoming reconciled to
this inferno, another forced itself upon him. How quiet the driver was!
Was there any driver? He couldn't see any. Possibly, nay, probably--why not?-the driver was lying gagged and bound on the roadside, and a bandit, one of the
notorious Spanish bandits, against whom his friends in Paris had so emphatically
warned him, was on the box driving him to his obscure lair in the heart of the
mountains. Or was the original driver himself a bandit, and the beautiful girl
reclining on the cushions a bandit's daughter? He dozed, and on coming to his
waking senses again, discovered that the darkness had slightly lifted. He could
see the distant horizon, defined by inky woods, outlined on a lighter sky. A few
stars, scattered here and there in this tableau, whilst emphasizing the vastness of
the space overhead--a vastness that was positively annihilating--at the same time
conveyed a sense of solitude and loneliness, in perfect harmony with the trees,
and rocks, and gorges. The effect was only transitory, for with a suddenness
almost reminding one of stage mechanism, the moon burst through its temporary
covering of clouds, and in a moment the whole country-side was illumined with
a soft white glow. It was a warm night, and the breeze that rolled down from the
mountain peaks, so remote and passionless, was charged to overflowing with
resinous odours, mingled with which, and just strong enough to be recognizable,
was the faint, pungent smell of decay. A couple of hares, looking somewhat
ashamed of themselves, sprang into upright positions, and with frightened
whisks of their tails disappeared into a clump of ferns. With a startled hiss a big
snake drew back under cover of a boulder, and a hawk, balked of its prey by the
sudden brilliant metamorphosis, uttered an indignant croak. But none of these
protests against the moon's innocent behaviour were heeded by Paul Nicholas,
whose whole attention was riveted on a large sombre building standing close by
the side of the road. At the first glimpse of the place, so huge, grim, and silent,
he was seized with a sensation of absolute terror. Nothing mortal could surely
inhabit such a house. The dark, frowning walls and vacant, eye-like windows
threw back a thousand shadows, and suggested as many eerie fancies--fancies
that were corroborated by a few rank sedges and two or three white trunks of
decayed trees that rose up on either side of the building; but of life--human life-there was not the barest suspicion.
"What a nightmare of a house!" Paul Nicholas exclaimed, gazing with a shudder
upon the remodelled and inverted images of the grey sedge, the ghastly treestems, and the vacant, eye-like windows in a black and lurid tarn that lay in
unruffled lustre along the edge of the wood.

"It's where he lives!" Mlle de Nurrez whispered.
"What! do you mean to say that it is to this house you have brought me?"
Paul shrieked. "To this awful, deserted ghostly mansion! Why have you lied to
me?"
"I was afraid you wouldn't care to come if I described the place too accurately,"
Mlle de Nurrez said. "Forgive me--and pity me, too, for it is here that Prince
Dajarah would have me spend my life."
Paul trembled.
"For God's sake, don't desert me!" Mlle de Nurrez exclaimed, laying her hand
softly on his shoulder. "Think of the terrible fate that will befall me! Think of
your promises, your vows!"
But Paul Nicholas did not respond all at once. His brain was in a whirl. He had
been deceived, cruelly deceived! And with what motive? Was Mlle de Nurrez's
explanation genuine? Could there be anything genuine about a girl who told an
untruth? Once a liar always a liar! Did not that maxim hold good? Was it not one
he had heard repeatedly from childhood? What should he do? What could he do?
He was here, alone with this woman and her coachman, in one of the wildest and
most outlandish regions of Spain. God alone knew where! To attempt to return
would be hopeless--sheer imbecility; he would most certainly get lost on the
mountains, and perish from hunger and thirst, or fall over some precipice, or into
the jaws of a bear; or, at all events, come to some kind of an untimely end. No!
there was no alternative, he must remain and trust in Mlle de Nurrez. But the
house was appalling; he did not like looking at it, and the bare thought of its
interior froze his blood. Then he awoke to the fact that she was still addressing
him, that her soft hands were lying on his, that her beautiful eyes were gazing
entreatingly at him, that her full ripe lips were within a few inches of his own.
The moon lent her its glamour, and his old love reasserting itself with quick,
tempestuous force, he drew her into his arms and kissed her repeatedly. Some
minutes later and they had crossed the threshold of the mansion. All was as he
had pictured it--grim and hushed, and bathed in moonbeams.
The coachman led the way, and with muffled, stealthy footstep conducted them
across dark halls and along intricate passages, up long and winding staircases--

all bare and cold; through vast gloomy rooms, the walls and floors of which
were of black oak, the former richly carved, and in places hung with ancient
tapestry, displaying the most grotesque and startling devices. The windows,
long, narrow, and pointed, with trellised panes, were at so great a height from the
ground that the light was limited, and whilst certain spots were illuminated,
many of the remoter angles and recesses were left in total darkness. Monsieur
Paul Nicholas did not attempt to explore. At each step he took he fully
anticipated a something, too dreadful to imagine, would spring out on him. The
rustling of drapery and the rattling of phantasmagoric armorial trophies, in
response to the vibration of their footsteps, made his hair stand on end, and he
was reduced to a state of the most abject terror long before they arrived at their
destination.
At last he was ushered into a small, bare, dimly lighted room. From the centre of
the ceiling was suspended an oil lamp, and immediately under it was a marble
table. Walls and floor were composed of rough uncovered granite. The
atmosphere was fetid, and tainted with the same peculiar, pungent odour
noticeable outside.
"This is the room," Mlle de Nurrez said. "Prince Dajarah will be here in a
minute. Have you your pistol ready?"
"Yes, see!" and Paul Nicholas pulled it out from his coat-pocket and showed it
her.
"Have you any other weapons?" she asked, examining it curiously.
"Yes, a sheath-knife," Paul Nicholas replied a trifle nervously.
"Let me look at it," Mlle de Nurrez exclaimed. "I have a weakness for knives--a
rather uncommon trait in a woman, isn't it?"
He handed it to her, and she fingered the blade cautiously. Then with a sudden
movement she leaped away from him.
"Fool!" she cried. "Do you think I could ever love a man as fat as you?
The story I told you was a lie from beginning to end. I don't remember either of
my parents--my mother ran away from home when I was two, and my father
died the following year. I married entirely of my own free will--married the man

I loved, and he--happened to be a werwolf!"
"A werwolf!" Paul Nicholas shrieked. "God help me! I thought there were no
such things!"
"Not in France, perhaps," Mlle de Nurrez said derisively; "but in Spain, in the
Pyrenees, many! At certain times of the year my husband won't touch animal
food, and if I didn't procure him human flesh he would die of starvation, or in
sheer despair eat me. Here he is."
And as she spoke the door opened, and on the threshold stood a singularly
handsome young man clad in the gay uniform of a Carlist general.
"Capital!" he exclaimed, as his eyes fell on Paul. "Magnificent! He is quite as fat
as the other two. How clever of you, darling!" and throwing his arms round her,
he embraced her tenderly. A few seconds later and he suddenly thrust her from
him.
"Quick! quick!" he cried. "Run away, darling! run away instantly. I can feel
myself changing!" and he pushed her gently to the door.
Mlle de Nurrez took one glance at Paul as she left the room. "Poor fool!" she
said, half pityingly, half mockingly. "Poor fat fool! Though you may no longer
believe in women you will certainly believe in werwolves--now." And as the
door slammed after her, the wildest of shrieks from within demonstrated that, for
once in her life, Mlle de Nurrez had spoken the truth.

CHAPTER XIII - THE WERWOLF IN BELGIUM
AND THE NETHERLANDS
Belgium abounds in stories of werwolves, all more or less of the same type. As
in France, the werwolf, in Belgium, is not restricted to one sex, but is, in an
equal proportion, common to both.
By far the greater number of werwolfery cases in this country are to be met with
amongst the sand-dunes on the sea coast. They also occur in the district of the
Sambre; but I have never heard of any lycanthropous streams or pools in
Belgium, nor yet of any wolf-producing flowers, such as are, at times, found in
the Balkan Peninsula.
Though the property of lycanthropy here as elsewhere has been acquired through
the invocation of spirits--the ceremony being much the same as that described in
an earlier chapter--nearly all the cases of werwolfery in Belgium are hereditary.
In Belgium, as in other Roman Catholic countries, great faith is attached to
exorcism, and for the expulsion of every sort of "evil spirit" various methods of
exorcism are employed. For example, a werwolf is sprinkled with a compound
either of 1/2 ounce of sulphur, 4 drachms of asafœtida, 1/4 ounce of castoreum;
or of 3/4 ounce of hypericum in 3 ounces of vinegar; or with a solution of
carbolic acid further diluted with a pint of clear spring water. The sprinkling
must be done over the head and shoulders, and the werwolf must at the same
time be addressed in his Christian name. But as to the success or non-success of
these various methods of exorcism I cannot make any positive statement. I have
neither sufficient evidence to affirm their efficacy nor to deny it. Rye and
mistletoe are considered safeguards against werwolves, as is also a sprig from a
mountain ash. This latter tree, by the way, attracts evil spirits in some countries-Ireland, India, Spain, for instance--and repels them in others. It was held in high
esteem, as a preservative against phantasms and witches, by the Druids, and it
may to this day be seen growing, more frequently than any other, in the
neighbourhood of Druidical circles, both in Great Britain and on the Continent.
In many parts of Belgium the peasantry would not consider their house safe
unless a mountain ash were growing within a few feet of it.

A CASE OF WERWOLVES IN THE ARDENNES
A case of werwolfery is reported to have happened, not so long ago, in the
Ardennes. A young man, named Bernard Vernand, was returning home one
night from his work in the fields, when his dog suddenly began to bark savagely,
whilst its hair stood on end. The next moment there was a crackle in the hedge
by the roadside, and three trampish-looking men slouched out. They looked at
Vernand, and, remarking that it was beautiful weather, followed closely at his
heels.
Vernand noticed that the eyebrows of all three met in a point over their noses, a
peculiarity which gave them a very singular and unpleasant appearance. When
he quickened his pace, they quickened theirs; whilst his dog still continued to
bark and show every indication of excessive fear. In this way they all four
proceeded till they came to a very dark spot in the road, where the trees nearly
met overhead. The sound of their footsteps then suddenly ceased, and Vernand,
peeping stealthily round, perceived to his horror lurid eyes--that were not the
eyes of human beings--glaring after him. His dog took to its heels and fled, and,
ignominious though he felt it to be, Vernand followed suit. The next moment
there was a chorus of piercing whines, and a loud pattering of heavy feet
announced the fact that he was pursued.
Fortunately Vernand was a fast runner--he had carried off many prizes in races
at the village fair--and now that he was running for his life, he went like the
wind.
But his pursuers were fleet of foot, too, and, despite his pace, they gradually
gained on him. Happily for Vernand, he retained a certain amount of presence of
mind, and possessing rather more wit than many of the peasants, he suddenly
bethought him of a possible avenue of escape.
In a conversation with the pastor of the village some months before, the latter
had told him how an old woman had once escaped from a wode[215:1]
by climbing up a mountain ash. And if, reasoned Vernand, the ash is a protection
against one form of evil spirits, why not against another? He recollected that
there was an ash-tree close at hand, and diverting his course, he instantly headed
for it. Not a moment too soon. As he swarmed up the slender trunk, his pursuers-three monstrous werwolves--came to a dead halt at the foot of the tree.

However, after giving vent to the disappointment of losing their supper in a
series of prodigious howls, they veered round and bounded off, doubtless in
pursuit of a less knowing prey.

A SIMILAR CASE NEAR WATERLOO
A similar case once happened to a young man when returning from Quatre Bras
to Waterloo. He was attacked by three werwolves and saved himself by leaping
into a rye-field.

A CASE ON THE SAND-DUNES
The following story of werwolfery is of traditional authenticity only:-Von Grumboldt, a young man of good appearance, and his sweetheart, Nina
Gosset, were out walking together one evening on the sand-dunes near Nina's
home, when Von Grumboldt uttered an exclamation of astonishment, and
bending down, picked up something which he excitedly showed to Nina.
It was a girdle composed of dark, plaited hair fastened with a plain gold buckle.
To the young man's surprise Nina shrank away from it.
"Oh!" she cried, "don't touch it! I don't know why--but it gives me such a horrid
impression. I'm sure there is an unpleasant history attached to it."
"Pooh!" Von Grumboldt said laughingly; "that's only your fancy. I think it would
look remarkably well round your waist," and he made pretence to encircle her
with it.
Nina, turning very white, fainted, and Von Grumboldt, who was really very
much in love with her, was greatly alarmed. He ran to a brook, fetched some
water, and sprinkled her forehead with it. To his intense relief his sweetheart
soon came to. As soon as she could speak she implored him, as he valued her
life, on no account to touch her with the girdle. To this request Von Grumboldt
readily assented, and whistling to his dog--a big collie--in spite of Nina's protests
and the animal's frantic struggles, he playfully fastened the belt round the
creature's body. Then turning to Nina he began: "Doesn't Nippo (that was the
collie's name) look fine----" and suddenly left off. The expression in Nina's eyes

made his blood run cold.
"For Heaven's sake," he cried, "what is it? What's the matter?"
White as death again, Nina pointed a finger, and Von Grumboldt, looking in the
direction she indicated, saw--not Nippo, but an awful-looking thing in Nippo's
place--a big black object, partly dog and partly some other animal, that grew and
grew until, within a few seconds, it had grown to at least thrice Nippo's size.
With a hideous howl it rushed at Von Grumboldt. The latter, though a strong
athletic young man, was speedily overcome, and being dashed to the ground,
would soon have been torn to pieces had not Nina, recovering from a temporary
helplessness, come to the rescue.
Catching hold of the girdle round the creature's body, she unclasped the buckle,
and in a trice the evil thing had vanished; and there was Nippo, his own self,
standing before them.
"It is a werwolf belt!" Nina exclaimed, throwing it away from her. "You see, I
was right; it is devilish, and no doubt belongs to some one near here who
practises Black Magic--Mad Valerie, perhaps. This cross that I wear round my
neck, which is made of yew, no doubt warned me of this danger and so saved me
from an awful fate. You smile!--but I am certain of it. The yew-tree is just as
efficacious in the case of evil spirits as the ash!"
"What shall we do with the beastly thing?" Von Grumboldt asked. "It doesn't
seem right to leave it here, in case some one else, with less sense than you,
should find it and a dreadful catastrophe result."
"We must burn it," Nina said. "That's the only way of getting rid of the evil
influence. Let us do so at once."
Von Grumboldt was nothing loath, and in a few minutes all that remained of the
lycanthropous girdle was a tiny heap of ashes.
To burn the object to which the lycanthropous property is attached is the only
recognized method of destroying that property. I have had many proofs, too, of
the efficacy of burning in the case of superphysical influences other than
lycanthropy; such, for example, as haunted furniture, trees, and buildings; and I
am quite sure the one and only way to get rid of an occult presence attached to

any particular object is to burn that object.
I have been told of "burning" having been successfully practised in the following
cases:-“Case No. 1.”--A barrow in the North of England that had long been haunted
by a Barrowian order of Elemental. (The barrow was excavated, and when the
remains therein had been burnt, the hauntings ceased.)
“Case No. 2.”--A cave in Wales haunted by the phantasm of a horse, though,
whether the real spirit of the horse or merely an Elemental I cannot say. (On the
soil in the cave being excavated, and the several skeletons, presumably of
prehistoric animals, found being burnt, there were no longer any disturbances.)
“Case No. 3.”--A house in London containing an oak chest, attached to which
was the phantasm of an old woman, who used to disturb the inmates of the place
nightly. (On the chest being burnt she was seen no more.)
“Case No. 4.”--A tree in Ireland, haunted every night by a Vagrarian.
(Immediately after the tree had been burnt the manifestations ceased.)
Burial is a great mistake. As long as a single bone remains, the spirit of the dead
person may still be attracted to it, and consequently remain earthbound; but
when the corpse is cremated, and the ashes scattered abroad, then the spirit is set
free. And, for this reason alone, I advocate cremation as the best method possible
of dealing with a corpse.
Before concluding this chapter on the werwolf in Belgium, let me add that
werwolfery was not the only form of lycanthropy in that country.
According to Grimm, in his "Deutsche Sagen," two warlocks who were executed
in the year 1810 at Liége for having, under the form of werwolves, killed and
eaten several children, had as their colleague a boy of twelve years of age. The
boy, in the form of a raven, consumed those portions of the prey which the
warlocks left.

WERWOLVES IN THE NETHERLANDS
Cases of werwolves are of less frequent occurrence in Holland than in either

France or Belgium. Also, they are almost entirely restricted to the male sex.
Exorcism here is seldom practised, the working of a spell being the usual means
employed for getting rid of the evil property. The procedure in working the spell
is as follows:-First of all, a night when the moon is in the full is selected. Then at twelve
o'clock the werwolf is seized, securely bound, and taken to an isolated spot.
Here, a circle of about seven feet in diameter is carefully inscribed on the
ground, and in the exact centre of it the werwolf is placed, and so fastened that
he cannot possibly get away.
Then three girls--always girls--come forward armed with ash twigs with which
they flog him most unmercifully, calling out as they do so:-"Greywolf ugly, greywolf old,
Do at once as you are told.
Leave this man and fly away-Right away, far away,
Where 'tis night and never day."
They keep on repeating these words and whipping him; and it is not until the
face, back, and limbs of the werwolf are covered with blood that they desist.
The oldest person present then comes forward and gives the werwolf a hearty
kick, saying as he (or she) does so:-"Go, fly, away to the sky;
Devil of greywolf, thee we defy.
Out, out, with a howl and yell,
'Twill carry thee faster and surer to hell."
Every one present then dips a cup or mug in a concoction of sulphur, tar,
vinegar, and castoreum, just removed from boiling-point, and, forming a circle
round the werwolf, they souse him all over with this unpleasant and painfully hot
mixture, calling out as they do so:-"Away, away, shoo, shoo, shoo!
Do you think we care a jot for you?
We'll whip thee again, with a crack, crack, crack!

Scourge thee and beat thee till thou art black; Fool of a greywolf, we have
thee at last, Back to thy hell home, out of him fast-Fast, fast, fast!
Our patience won't last.
We'll scratch thee, we'll prick thee, We'll prod thee, we'll scald thee.
Fast, fast, out of him, fast!"
They keep on shouting these words over and over again till the liquid has given
out and the clock strikes one; when, with a final blow or kick at the prostrate
werwolf, they run away.
The evil spirit is then said to leave the man, who quickly recovers his proper
shape, and with a loud cry of joy rushes after his friends and relations.
When the Spaniards invaded Holland they resorted to a surer, if a somewhat
more drastic, mode of getting rid of lycanthropy--they burned the subject
possessed of it.
One of the best known cases of a werwolf in the Netherlands is as follows:-A young man, whilst on his way to a shooting match at Rousse, was suddenly
startled by hearing loud screams for help proceeding from a field a few yards
distant. To jump a dike and scramble over a low wall was but the work of a few
seconds, and in less time than it takes to tell, the young man, whose name was
Van Renner, found himself face to face with a huge grey wolf. Quick as thought,
he fitted an arrow to his bow, and shot. The missile struck the wolf in the side,
and with a howl of pain the wounded creature turned tail and fled for his life.
All might now have ended like some delightful romance, for the rescued one
proved to be an exceedingly attractive maiden, with bright yellow hair and big
blue eyes; but unfortunately--or perhaps fortunately, who knows?--the girl had a
husband, and Van Renner a wife; and so, instead of the incident being the
prelude to a love affair, it was merely an occasion for grateful acknowledgment-and--farewell. On his return home that evening Van Renner was met with an
urgent request to visit his friend, the Burgomaster. He hastened to obey the
summons, and found the Burgomaster in bed, suffering agonies of pain from a
wound which he had received in his side some hours previously.
"I can't die without telling you," he whispered, clutching Van Renner by the

hand. "God help me, I'm a werwolf! I've always been one. It's in my family--it's
hereditary. It was your arrow that has wounded me fatally."
Van Renner was too aghast to speak. He was really fond of the Burgomaster, and
to think of him a werwolf--well! it was too dreadful to contemplate. The dying
man gazed eagerly, hungrily, piteously into his friend's face.
"Don't say you hate me," he cried. "There is little hope for me, if any, in the next
world; and in all probability I shall either go direct to hell or remain earthbound;
but, for God's sake, let me die in the knowledge that I leave behind me at least
one friend!"
Van Renner tried hard to speak; he made every effort to speak; his lungs
swelled, his tongue wobbled, the muscles of his lips twitched; but not a syllable
could he utter--and the Burgomaster died.

FOOTNOTES:
[215:1] A phantom horseman, that goes hunting on certain nights in the year,
accompanied by phantom dogs. The author has witnessed the phenomenon
himself.

CHAPTER XIV - THE
MARAS OF DENMARK

WERWOLVES

AND

Since so much has already been written upon the subject of werwolves in
Denmark, it is my intention only to touch upon it briefly. It is, I believe,
generally acknowledged that, at one time, werwolves were to be met with almost
daily in Denmark, and that they were almost always of the male sex; but I can
find no records of any particular form of exorcism practised by the Danes with
the object of getting rid of the werwolf, nor of any spell used by them for the
same purpose; neither does there appear to be, amongst their traditions, any
reference to a lycanthropous flower or stream. Opinions differ as to whether
werwolves are yet to be found in Denmark, but, from all I have heard, I am
inclined to think that they still exist in the more remote districts of that country.
The following case may be regarded as illustrative of a typical Danish werwolf:-

THE CASE OF PETER ANDERSEN, WERWOLF
Peter Andersen, who was a werwolf by descent, his ancestors having been
werwolves for countless generations, fell in love with a beautiful young girl
named Elisa, and without telling her he was a werwolf, for fear that she would
give him up, married her.
Shortly after his marriage, he was returning home one evening with Elisa from a
neighbouring fair, where there had been much merrymaking, when, suddenly
feeling that the metamorphosis was coming on, he got down from the cart in
which they were driving, and said to his wife, very earnestly, "If anything comes
towards you, do not be afraid, and do not hurt it; merely strike it with your
apron." He then ran off at a great rate into the fields, leaving Elisa very much
surprised and impressed. A few minutes afterwards she heard the howl of a wild
animal, and, while she was holding in the horse and endeavouring to pacify it, a
huge grey wolf suddenly leaped into the road and sprang at her.
Recollecting what her husband had told her, with wonderful presence of mind

she whipped off her apron and struck the wolf in the face with it.
The animal tore at the apron, and biting a piece out of it, turned tail and ran
away. Some time afterwards Andersen returned, and holding out to Elisa the
missing piece of her apron, asked if she guessed how he came by it.
"Good God, man!" Elisa cried, the pupils of her eyes dilating with terror, "it was
you! I know it by the expression in your face. Heaven preserve me! You're a
werwolf!"
"I was a werwolf," Peter said, "but thanks to your brave action in throwing the
apron in my face, I am one no longer. I know I did wrong in not telling you of
my misfortune before we were married, but I dreaded the idea of losing you.
Forgive me, forgive me, I implore you!" and Elisa, after some slight hesitation,
granted his request.
This method of getting rid of the lycanthropous spirit seems to have been (and
still to be) the one most in vogue in Denmark.
Another well-known story, of a similar kind, is to the effect that while a party of
haymakers were at work in a field, a man, who, like Andersen, had kept the fact
of his being a werwolf from his family, feeling that he was about to be
transmuted, gave his son injunctions that if an animal approached him he was on
no account to hurt it, but merely to throw his hat at it. The boy promising to
obey, the father hastily left the field. Some minutes later a grey wolf appeared,
swimming a stream.
It rushed at the boy, who, mad with terror, forgot his father's instructions, and
struck at it with a pitchfork.
The prongs of the fork, entering the wolf's side, pierced its heart; and
transmutation again taking place, to the horror of all present there lay on the
ground, not the body of a beast, but the corpse of the boy's father.
In Denmark it is said that if a woman stretches between four sticks the
membrane of a newly born foal, and creeps through it naked, she will bring forth
children without pain, but all the boys will be werwolves and the girls maras.
As is the case with the werwolf of other countries, the Danish werwolf retains its
human form by day; but after sunset, unlike the werwolf of any other nationality,
it sometimes adopts the shape of a dog on three legs before it finally

metamorphoses into a wolf.
In addition to these methods (alluded to above) of expelling a lycanthropous
spirit in Denmark, there may be added that of addressing the obsessed person as
a werwolf and reproaching him roundly. But as I have no proof of the
effectiveness of this crude mode of exorcism, I cannot commit myself to any
verdict with regard to it.

MARAS
The mara, to which I have briefly alluded in a foregoing chapter, is to be met
with in Denmark almost as often as the werwolf; and the superphysical property,
characteristic of the mara no less than of the werwolf, justifies me in a somewhat
detailed description of the former here.
A mara is popularly understood to be a woman by day and at night a spirit that
torments human beings and horses by sitting astride them and causing them
nightmare.
In the main I agree with this definition; though I am inclined to think that the
mara is, in reality, less hoydenish and more subtle and complex than public
opinion would have us believe. In all probability maras are women who have
either inherited or, by the practice of Black Magic, acquired the faculty of a
certain species of projection--differing from the projection which is common to
both sexes in the following points, viz., that it can always be accomplished
(during certain hours) at will; that it is invariably practised with the sole desire to
do ill; that the projected spirit is fully conscious of all that is happening around
it; and that it possesses most--if not all--of the faculties, motives, and nervous
susceptibilities of the physical body.
Whatever may be the character of the mara by day, she is essentially
mischievous by night--owing, no doubt, to the fact that this faculty of projection
has come to her through the occult powers inimical to man.
From the complexity of their nature, maras present the same difficulty of
classification as werwolves--both are human, both are Elemental, and
consequently both are an anomaly.

The belief in maras is still prevalent in all parts of Scandinavia, including
Jutland, whence comes the following case which I quote for the purpose of
comparison.

A CASE OF A MARA IN JUTLAND
Some reapers in a field, near a village in Jutland, came one evening upon a
naked woman lying under a hedge, apparently asleep. Much surprised, they
regarded her closely, and at length coming to the conclusion that her sleep was
not natural, they summoned a shepherd who was generally regarded as very
intelligent. On seeing the woman the shepherd at once said, "She is not a real
person, though she looks like one. She is a mara, and has stripped for the
purpose of riding some one to-night." At this there was loud laughter, and the
reapers said, "Tell us another, Eric. A mara indeed! If this isn't a woman, our
mothers are not women, for she is just as much of flesh and blood as they are."
"All right," the shepherd replied, "wait and see." And bending over her, he
whispered something in her ear, whereupon a queer little animal about two
inches long came out of the grass, and running up her body, disappeared in her
mouth. Then Eric pushed her, and she rolled over three times, then sprang to her
feet, and with a wild startled cry leaped a high bush and disappeared. Nor could
they, when they ran to the other side of the bush, find any traces of her.
Another recorded case is the following: THE MARA OF VILVORDE
Christine Jansen had two lovers--Nielsen and Osdeven. Nielsen, who was a very
good-looking young man, began to suffer from nightmare. He had the most
appalling dreams of being strangled and suffocated, and they at last grew so
frightful, and proved such a strain on his nerves, that he was forced to consult a
doctor. The doctor attributed the cause to indigestion, and prescribed a special
diet for him. But it was all of no avail; the bad dreams still continued, and
Nielsen's health became more and more impaired.
At length, when he was almost worn out, having spent the greater part of many
nights reading instead of sleeping, in order to avoid the frightful visions, he
happened to mention his insufferable condition to Osdeven. Far from ridiculing
his rival, Osdeven, with great earnestness, encouraged him to relate everything
that had happened to him in his sleep; and when Nielsen had done so, exclaimed,
"I'll tell you what it is--these dreams you have are not ordinary nightmares; they

are due to a mara--I know their type well."
"To a mara!" Nielsen cried; "how ridiculous! Why not say to a mise--or--grim?
It would be equally sensible; they are all idle superstitions."
"So you say now," Osdeven rejoined, "but wait! When you get into bed to-night,
lie on your back, and in your right hand hold a sharp knife on your breast, the
point upwards. Remain in this attitude from between eleven o'clock till two, and
see what happens."
Nielsen laughed, but all the same decided to do as Osdeven suggested.
Night came, and, knife in hand, he lay in his bed.
Minutes passed, and nothing happening, he was beginning to think what a fool
he was for wasting his time thus, when suddenly he perceived bending over him
the luminous figure of a beautiful nude woman, whom, to his utter astonishment,
he identified as Christine Jansen--Christine Jansen in all but expression. The
expression in the eyes he now looked into was not human--it was hellish. The
figure got on the bed and was in the act of sitting astride him, when it came in
contact with the knife. Then it uttered a frightful scream of baffled rage and pain,
and vanished.
Nielsen, shaking with terror and dreading another visitation, struck a light. The
point of his knife was dripping with blood.
An hour later, overcome with weariness, he fell asleep, and for the first time for
weeks his slumber was sound and undisturbed. Awaking in the morning much
refreshed, he would have attributed his experience to imagination or to a dream,
had it not been for the spots of blood on the bedclothes and the stains on his
knife, and this evidence, as to the reality of what had happened, was
strengthened by his discovery of certain circumstances in connexion with Miss
Jansen, towards whom his sentiments had now undergone a complete change.
Curious to learn if anything had befallen her, he made cautious inquiries, and
was informed that owing to a sudden indisposition--the nature of which was
carefully hidden from him--she had been ordered abroad, where, in all
probability, she would remain indefinitely.
Nielsen now had no more nightmare, and he and Osdeven, becoming firm

friends, agreed that the next time they fell in love they would take good care it
was not with a mara.
Another method of getting rid of maras was to sprinkle the air with sand, at the
same time uttering a brief incantation. For example, in a village on the borders of
Schleswig-Holstein, a woman who suffered agonies from nightmare consulted a
man locally reported to be well versed in occult matters.
"Make your mind easy," said this man, after she had described her dreams to
him; "I will soon put an end to your disturbances. It is a mara that is tormenting
you. Don't be frightened if she suddenly manifests herself when I sprinkle this
sand, for there will be nothing very alarming in her appearance, and she won't be
able to harm you." He then proceeded to scatter several handfuls about the room,
repeating as he did so a brief incantation.
He was still occupied thus, when, without a moment's warning, the figure of a
very tall, naked woman appeared crouching on the bed. With a yell of rage she
leaped on to the floor, her eyes flashing, and her lips twitching convulsively; and
raising her hands as if she would like to scratch the incantator's face to pieces,
she rushed furiously at him.
Far from being intimidated, however, he quite coolly dashed a handful of sand in
her eyes, whereupon she instantly disappeared. "Now," he said, turning to the
lady, who was half dead with terror, "you won't have the nightmare again"-which prophecy proved to be correct.
These instances will, I think, suffice to show the similarity between werwolves
and maras. Both anomalies are dependent on properties of an entirely baneful
nature; and both properties are either hereditary, having been established in
families through the intercourse of those families in ages past with the
superphysical Powers inimical to man; or are capable of being acquired through
the practice of Black Magic.

CHAPTER XV - WERWOLVES IN NORWAY AND
SWEDEN
As in Denmark, werwolves were once so numerous in Norway and Sweden, that
these countries naturally came to be regarded as the true home of lycanthropy.
With the advent of the tourist, however, and the consequent springing up of fresh
villages, together with the gradual increase of native population, Norway and
Sweden have slowly undergone a metamorphosis, with the result that it is now
only in the most remote districts, such as the northern portion of the Kiolen
Mountains and the borders of Lapland, that werwolves are to be found.
Here, amid the primitive solitude of vast pine forests, flow lycanthropous rivers;
here, too, grow lycanthropous shrubs and flowers.
Werwolfery in Norway and Sweden is not confined to one sex; it is common to
both; and in these countries various forms of spells, both for invoking and
expelling lycanthropous spirits, are current.
As far as I can gather, a Norwegian or Swedish peasant, when he wishes to
become a werwolf, kneels by the side of a lycanthropous stream at midnight,
having chosen a night when the moon is in the full, and incants some such words
as these:-"'Tis night! 'tis night! and the moon shines white Over pine and snow-capped
hill;
The shadows stray through burn and brae And dance in the sparkling rill.
"'Tis night! 'tis night! and the devil's light Casts glimmering beams around.
The maras dance, the nisses prance
On the flower-enamelled ground.
"'Tis night! 'tis night! and the werwolf's might Makes man and nature shiver.
Yet its fierce grey head and stealthy tread Are nought to thee, oh river!
River, river, river.

"Oh water strong, that swirls along,
I prithee a werwolf make me.
Of all things dear, my soul, I swear,
In death shall not forsake thee."
The supplicant then strikes the banks of the river three times with his forehead;
then dips his head into the river thrice, at each dip gulping down a mouthful of
the water. This concludes the ceremony--he has become a werwolf, and twentyfour hours later will undergo the first metamorphosis.
Lycanthropous water is said, by those who dwell near to it, to differ from other
water in subtle details only--details that would, in all probability, escape the
notice of all who were not connoisseurs of the superphysical. A strange, faint
odour, comparable with nothing, distinguishes lycanthropous water; there is a
lurid sparkle in it, strongly suggestive of some peculiar, individual life; the noise
it makes, as it rushes along, so closely resembles the muttering and whispering
of human voices as to be often mistaken for them; whilst at night it sometimes
utters piercing screams, and howls, and groans, in such a manner as to terrify all
who pass near it. Dogs and horses, in particular, are susceptible to its influence,
and they exhibit the greatest signs of terror at the mere sound of it.
Another means of becoming a werwolf, resorted to by the Swedish and
Norwegian peasant, consists in the plucking and wearing of a lycanthropous
flower after sunset, and on a night when the moon is in the full. Lycanthropous
flowers, no less than lycanthropous water, possess properties peculiar to
themselves; properties which are, probably, only discernible to those who are
well acquainted with them.
Their scent is described as faint and subtly suggestive of death, whilst their sap
is rather offensively white and sticky. In appearance they are much the same as
other flowers, and are usually white and yellow.
Yet another method of acquiring the property of lycanthropy consists in making:
first, a magic circle on the ground, at twelve o'clock, on a night when the moon
is in the full (there is no strict rule as to the magnitude of the circle, though one
of about seven feet in diameter would seem to be the size most commonly
adopted); then, in the centre of the circle, a wood fire, heating thereon an iron
vessel containing one pint of clear spring water, and any seven of the following
ingredients: hemlock (1/2 ounce to 1 ounce), aloe (30 grains), opium (2 to 4-1/2
drachms), mandrake (1 ounce to 1-1/2 ounces), solanum (1/2 ounce), poppy seed

(1/2 ounce to 1 ounce), asafœtida (3/4 ounce to 1 ounce), and parsley (2 to 3
ounces).
Whilst the mixture is heating, the experimenter prostrates himself in front of the
fire and prays to the Great Spirit of the Unknown to confer on him the property
of metamorphosing, nocturnally, into a werwolf. His prayers take no one
particular form, but are quite extempore; though he usually adds to them some
such recognised incantation as:-"Come, spirit so powerful! come, spirit so dread, From the home of the
werwolf, the home of the dead.
Come, give me thy blessing! come, lend me thine ear!
Oh spirit of darkness! oh spirit so drear!
"Come, mighty phantom! come, great Unknown!
Come from thy dwelling so gloomy and lone.
Come, I beseech thee; depart from thy lair, And body and soul shall be thine,
I declare.
"Haste, haste, haste, horrid spirit, haste!
Speed, speed, speed, scaring spirit, speed!
Fast, fast, fast, fateful spirit, fast!"
He then makes the following formal declaration:-"I (here insert name) offer to thee, Great Spirit of the Unknown, this night (here
insert date), my body and soul, on condition that thou grantest me, from this
night to the hour of my death, the power of metamorphosing, nocturnally, into a
wolf. I beg, I pray, I implore thee--thee, unparalleled Phantom of Darkness, to
make me a werwolf--a werwolf!"--and striking the ground three times with his
forehead, he gets up. As soon as the concoction in the vessel is boiling, he dips a
cup into it, and sprinkles the contents on the ground, repeating the action until he
has sprinkled the whole interior of the circle.
Then he kneels on the ground close to the fire, and in a loud voice cries out,
"Come, oh come!" and, if he is fortunate, a phantom suddenly manifests itself
over the fire. Sometimes the phantom is indefinite--a cylindrical, luminous,
pillar-like thing, about seven feet in height, having no discernible features;
sometimes it assumes a definite shape, and appears either as a monstrous hooded

figure with a death's head, or as a sub-human, sub-animal type of Elemental.
Whatever form the Unknown adopts, it is invariably terrifying. It never speaks,
but indicates its assent by stretching out an arm, or what serves as an arm, and
then disappears. It never remains visible for more than half a minute. As soon as
it vanishes the supplicant, who is always half mad with terror, springs from the
ground and rushes home--or anywhere to get again within reach of human
beings. By the morning, however, all his fears have departed; and at sunset he
creeps off into the forest, or into some equally secluded spot, to experience, for
the first time, the extraordinary sensations of metamorphosing into a wolf, or,
perhaps, a semi-wolf, “i.e.”, a creature half man and half wolf; for the degree of
metamorphosis varies according to locality. The hour of metamorphosis also
varies according to locality--though it is at sunset that the change most usually
takes place, the transmutation back to man generally occurring at dawn.
When a werwolf, in human shape at the time, is killed, he sometimes (not
always) metamorphoses into a wolf, and if in wolf's form at the time he is killed
he sometimes (not always) metamorphoses into a human being--here again the
nature of the transmutation depending on locality.
In certain of the forests of Sweden dwell old women called Vargamors, who are
closely allied to werwolves, and exercise complete control over all the wolves in
the neighbourhood, keeping the latter well supplied in food. As an illustration of
the Vargamor I have chosen the following story:--

LISO OF SOROA
Liso was thoroughly spoilt. Every one had told her how beautiful she was from
the day she had first learned to walk, and, consequently, it was only natural that
when she grew up she cared for no one but herself, and for nothing so much as
gazing at herself in the looking-glass and expatiating on the loveliness of her
own reflection. As a girl at home she was allowed to do precisely what she liked-neither father nor mother, relatives (with one exception) nor friends ever
thwarted her; and when she married it was the same: her husband bowed down
to her, and was always ready to indulge her every wish and whim.
She had three children, two boys and a girl, whom she occasionally
condescended to notice; but only when there was nothing else at hand to

entertain her.
The one person of whom Liso stood in awe was her aunt, a rich old lady with
distinct views of her own, and a vigorous method of expressing them. Now, one
of the old lady's peculiar ideas--at least peculiar in Liso's estimation--was that
woman was made to be man's helpmate, and that married women should think of
their husbands first, their children next, and themselves last--an order of
consideration which Liso thought was exactly the reverse of what it should be.
Had her aunt been poor, it is quite certain that Liso would have had nothing
whatsoever to do with her. But circumstances alter cases. This aunt was rich,
and, moreover, had no one more nearly related to her than Liso.
One day, in the depth of winter, Liso received a letter from her aunt containing a
pressing invitation to start off at once on a visit to the latter at Skatea, a small
town some twelve miles from Soroa. "Bring your children," so the letter ran, "I
should so love to see them, and stay the night." Liso was greatly annoyed. She
had just arranged a meeting with one of her numerous lovers, and this invitation
upset everything.
However, as it was of vital importance to her to keep in with her aunt, she at
once decided to put off her previous engagement and take her children to see
their rich old relative.
Hoping that her lover might perhaps join her on the road and thus convert a
boring journey into a pleasant pastime, Liso, in spite of her husband's entreaties,
refused to take a servant, and insisted upon driving herself. As she had
anticipated, her lover met her on the outskirts of the town, but, to her chagrin,
was unable to accompany her any part of the way to Skatea. He was most
profuse in his apologies, adding, "I wish you weren't going; I hear the road you
will be traversing is infested with bears and wolves."
"Thank you!" she exclaimed mockingly, "I am not afraid, if you are. I can quite
understand now why you cannot come. Good-bye!" And with a haughty
inclination of her head she drove off, without deigning to notice the young man's
outstretched hand. Liso was now in a very bad temper; and, having no other
means of venting it, savagely silenced the children whenever they attempted to
speak.
The vehicle in which the party travelled was a light sledge, drawn by one horse

only--a beast of matchless beauty and size, which, under ordinary circumstances,
could cover twelve miles in an almost inconceivably short space of time. But
now, owing to a heavy fall of snow, the track, though well beaten, was heavy,
and the piled-up snow on each side so deep that to turn back, without the risk of
sticking fast, was an impossibility.
The first half of the journey passed without accident, and they were skirting the
borders of a pine forest when Liso suddenly became conscious of a suspicious
noise behind her. Looking round, she saw, to her horror, a troop of gaunt grey
wolves issue from the forest and commence running after the sledge. She
instantly slashed the horse with her whip, and the next moment the chase began
in grim earnest. But, gallop as fast as it would, the horse could not outpace the
wolves, whom hunger had made fleet as the wind, and it was not many minutes
before two of the biggest of them appeared on either side of the vehicle.
Though their intention was, in all probability, only to attack the horse, yet the
safety both of Liso and the children depended on the preservation of the animal.
It was indeed a beautiful creature, and the danger only enhanced its value; it
seemed, in fact, almost entitled to claim for its preservation an extraordinary
sacrifice. And Liso did not hesitate. It was one life against three--the world
would excuse her, if God did not.
"You, Charles," she said hoarsely, "you are the eldest; it is your duty to go first"-and before Charles had time to realize what was happening, she had gripped
him round the waist, and with strength generated by the crisis hurled him into
the snow. She did not see where he fell--the sledge was moving far too fast for
that; but she heard the sound of the concussion, and then frantic screaming,
accompanied by howls of triumph and joyful yapping. There was a momentary
lull--only momentary--and then the patting footsteps recommenced.
Nearer and nearer they came, until she could hear a deep and regular pant, pant,
pant, drowned every now and then by prolonged howls and piercing, nerveracking whines. Once again two murder-breathing forms are racing along at the
side of the sledge, biting and snapping at the horse's legs with their gleaming,
foam-flecked jaws.
"George," Liso shouted, "you must go now. You are a boy, and boys and men
should always die to save their sisters." But George, though younger, was not so
easy to dispose of as Charles. Charles had been taken unawares, but George

guessed what was coming and was on his guard.
"No, no," he cried, clinging on to the sledge with both his chubby hands. "The
wolves will eat me! Take sissy."
"Wretch!" shrieked Liso, boxing his ears furiously. "Selfish little wretch! So this
is the result of all the kindness I have lavished on you. Let go at once"--and
tearing at his baby wrists with all her might, she succeeded in loosening them,
and the next instant he was in the road.
Then there was a repetition of what had happened before--a few wild screeches,
savage howls of triumph, and snarls and grunts that suggested much. Then-comparative quiet, and then--patterings. Mad with fear, Liso stood up and lashed
the horse. God of mercy! there was now only one more life between hers and the
fate that, of all fates in the world, seemed to her just then to be the most dreadful.
With the thick and gloomy forest before and behind her, and the nearer and
nearer trampling of her ravenous pursuers, she almost collapsed from sheer
anguish; but the thought of all her beauty perishing in such an ignominious and
painful fashion braced her up. Perhaps, too--at least, let us hope so--underlying it
all, though so much in the background, there was a genuine longing to save the
little mite--her exact counterpart, so people said--that nestled its sunny head in
the folds of her soft and costly sealskin coat.
She did not venture to look behind her, only in front--at the seemingly neverending white track; at the dense mass of trees--trees that shook their heads
mockingly at her as the wind rustled through them; at the great splash of red
right across the sky, so horribly remindful of blood that she shuddered. Night
birds hoot; wild cats glare down at her; and shadows of every kind glide
noiselessly out from behind the great trunks, and await her approach with
inexplicable flickerings and flutterings.
All at once two rough paws are laid on her shoulders, and the wide-open, bloody
jaws of an enormous wolf hang over her head. It is the most ferocious beast of
the troop, which, having partly missed its leap at the sledge, is dragged along
with it, in vain seeking with its hinder legs for a resting-place to enable it to get
wholly on to the frail vehicle. Liso looks down at the little girl beside her and
their eyes meet.
"Not me! not me!" the tiny one cried, clutching hold of her wrist in its anxiety. "I

have been good, have I not? You will not throw me into the snow like the
others?" Liso's lips tightened. The weight of the body of the wolf drew her
gradually backwards--another minute and she would be out of the sledge. Her
life was of assuredly more value than that of the child. Besides, one so young
would not feel the horrors of death so acutely as she would, who was grown up.
Anything rather than such a devilish ending. Providence willed it--Providence
must bear the responsibility. And, steeling her soul to pity, she snatches up her
daughter and throws her into the gleaming jaws of the wolf, which, springing off
the sledge, hastily departs with its prey into the forest, where it is followed by
hosts of other wolves. Exhausted, stunned, senseless--for her escape has been
extremely narrow--Liso drops the reins, and, sinking back into the luxurious
cushions of the vehicle, gives a great sigh of relief and shuts her eyes.
Meantime the trees grow thinner, and an isolated house, to which a side-road
leads, appears at no great distance off. The horse, left to itself, follows this new
path; it enters through an open gate, and, panting and foaming, comes to a dead
halt before a ponderous oak door studded with huge iron nails. Presently Liso
recovers. She finds herself seated before a roaring fire; and a woman with a
white face, dark, piercing eyes, and a beak-like nose, is bending over her. The
woman presents such an extraordinary spectacle that Liso is oblivious of
everything else, and gazes at her with a cold sensation of fear creeping down her
spine.
"You've had a narrow escape," the woman presently exclaims in peculiarly
hoarse tones. "And the danger is not over yet! Listen!" To Liso's terror an
inferno of howls and whines sounds from the yard outside, and she sees,
gleaming in at her through the window-panes, scores of wild, hairy faces with
pale, lurid eyes. "They are there!" the woman remarks, a saturnine smile in her
eyes and playing round her lips. "There--all ready to rend and tear you to pieces
as they did your children--your three pretty, loving children. I've only to open
the door, and in they will rush!"
"But you won't," Liso gasped feebly. "You won't be so cruel. Besides, they could
eat you, too."
"Oh no, they couldn't," the woman laughed. "I'm a Vargamor. Every one of these
wolves knows me and loves me as a mother. With you it is very different. Shall
I----?"

"Oh no! for pity's sake spare me!" Liso cried, throwing herself at the woman's
feet and catching hold of her hands. "Spare me, and I will do anything you
want."
"Well," said the woman, after some consideration, "I will spare you on one
condition, namely, that you live with me and do the housework; I'm getting too
old for it."
"I suppose I may see my family occasionally?" Liso said.
"No!" the old woman snapped, "you may not. You must never go out of sight of
this house. Now, what do you say? Recollect, it is either that or the wolves!
Quick," and she hobbled to the door as she spoke.
"I've chosen!" Liso shrieked. "I'll stay with you. Anything rather than such an
awful death. Tell me what I have to do and I'll begin at once."
The old woman took her at her word. She speedily set Liso a task, and from that
time onward, kept her so continuously employed, not allowing her a moment to
herself, that her life soon became unbearable. She tried to escape, but each time
she left the house the fierce howling of the wolves sent her back to it in terror,
and she discovered that, night and day, certain of the beasts were supervising her
movements. After she had been there a week the old woman said to her, "I fear it
is useless to think of keeping you any longer! Times are bad--food is scarce. The
wolves are hungry--I must give you to them."
But Liso fell on her knees and pleaded so hard that the Vargamor relented,
"Well, well!" she said, "I will spare you, provided you can procure me a
substitute. If you like to sit down and write to some one I will see that the note is
delivered."
Then Liso, almost beside herself at the thought of the hungry wolves, sat down
and wrote a letter to her husband, telling him she had met with an accident, and
desiring him to come to her at once. She dared not give him the slightest hint as
to what had actually befallen her, as she knew the old woman would read the
letter.
When she had finished her note, the Vargamor took it, and for the next twelve
hours Liso had a very anxious time.

"If he doesn't come soon," the old woman at length said to her, with an evil
chuckle, "I shall have to let the wolves in. They are famishing; and I, too, want
something tastier than rabbits and squirrels."
The minutes passed, and Liso was nearly fainting with suspense, when there
suddenly broke on her ears the distant tramp of horses' feet; and in a very few
moments a droshky dashed up to the door.
"Call him in here," the Vargamor said, "and run up and hide in your bedroom.
My pets and I will enjoy him all the better by the fire, and there won't be so
much risk of them being hurt."
Liso, afraid to do otherwise, ran up the rickety ladder leading to her room,
shouting as she did so, "Oscar! Oscar! come in, come in."
The joyful note in her husband's voice as he replied to her invitation struck a
new chord in Liso's nature--a chord which had been there all the time, but had
got choked and clogged through over-indulgence. Full of a courage that dared
anything in its determination to save him, she crept cautiously down the stairs,
and just as he crossed the threshold, and the Vargamor was about to summon the
wolves, she dashed up to the old woman and struck her with all her might. Then,
seizing her husband, she dragged him out of the house, and, hustling him into the
carriage, jumped in by his side and told the coachman to drive home with the
utmost speed.
All this was done in less time than it takes to tell, and once again the familiar
sounds of pattering--patterings on the snow in the wake of the carriage--fell on
Liso's ears, and all the old horrors of the preceding journey came back to her
with full force.
Slowly, despite the fact that there were two horses now, the wolves gained on
them, and once again the same harrowing question arose in Liso's mind. Some
one must be sacrificed. Which should it be? The coachman! without doubt the
coachman. He was only a poor, uneducated man, a hireling, and his life was as
nothing compared either with that of her husband or her own.
But she now remembered that Oscar, though usually a mere straw in her hands,
and ready to do anything she asked him, had one or two peculiarities--fondness

for children and animals, and a great respect for life--life in every grade. Would
he consent to sacrifice the coachman? And as she glanced at him, a feeling of
awe came over her.
What a big, strong man this husband of hers was, and what strength he had-strength of all kinds, physical as well as mental--if he cared to exert it. But then
he loved, worshipped, and adored her; he would never treat her with anything
but the utmost deference and kindness, no matter what she said or did. Still,
when she got ready to whisper the fatal suggestion in his ear, her heart failed her.
And then the new something within her--that something that had already spoken
and seemed inclined to be painfully officious--once more asserted itself. The
coachman was married, he had children--four people dependent on him, four
hearts that loved him! With her it was different: no one was actually dependent
on her--there were no children now! Nothing but the memory of them!
Memory--what a hateful thing it was! She had forced them to give her their
lives; would it not be some atonement for her act if she were now to offer hers?
She made the offer--breathed it with a shuddering soul into her husband's ears-and with a great round oath he rejected it.
"What! You! Let you be thrown to the wolves?" he roared. "No--sooner than
that, ten thousand times sooner, I will jump out! But I don't think there is any
need. Knowing there were wolves about, I brought arms. If occasion arises we
can easily account for half of them. But we shall outdistance them yet."
He spoke the truth. Bit by bit the powerful horses drew away from the pack, and
ere the last trees of the forest were passed, the howlings were no longer heard
and all danger was at an end.
Then, and not till then, did Oscar learn what had become of the children.
He listened to Liso's explanation in silence, and it was not until she had finished
that the surprise came. She was anticipating commiseration--commiseration for
the awful hell she had undergone. She little guessed the struggle that was taking
place beneath her husband's seemingly calm exterior. The revelation came with
an abruptness that staggered her. "Woman!" he cried, "you are a murderess.
Sooner than have sacrificed your children you should have suffered three deaths
yourself--that is the elementary instinct of all mothers, human and otherwise.
You are below the standard of a beast--of the Vargamor you slew. Go! go back
to those parents who bore you, and tell them I'll have nought to do with you--that
I want a woman for my wife, not a monstrosity."

He bade the coachman pull up, and, alighting, told the man to drive Liso to the
home of her parents.
But Liso did not hear him--she sat huddled up on the seat with her eyes staring
blankly before her. For the first time in her life she was conscious that she loved!

CHAPTER XVI - WERWOLVES IN ICELAND,
LAPLAND, AND FINLAND
The Bersekir of Iceland are credited with the rare property of dual
metamorphosis--that is to say, they are credited with the power of being able to
adopt the individual forms of two animals--the bear and the wolf.
For substantiation as to the “bona-fide” existence of this rare property of dual
metamorphosis one has only to refer to the historical literature of the country
(the authenticity of which is beyond dispute), wherein many cases of it are
recorded.
The following story, illustrative of dual metamorphosis, was told to me on fairly
good authority.
A very unprepossessing Bersekir, named Rerir, falling in love with Signi, the
beautiful daughter of a neighbouring Bersekir, proposed to her and was
scornfully rejected. Smarting under the many insults that had been heaped on
him--for Signi had a most cutting tongue--Rerir, who, like most of the Bersekir,
was both a werwolf and a wer-bear, resolved to be revenged. Assuming the
shape of a bear--the animal he deemed the more formidable--Rerir stole to the
house where Signi and her parents lived, and climbing on the roof, tore away at
it with his claws till he had made a hole big enough to admit him. Dropping
through the aperture he had thus effected, he alighted on the top of some one in
bed--one of the servants of the house--whom he hugged to death before she had
time to utter a cry. He then stole out into the passage and made his way,
cautiously and noiselessly, to the room in which he imagined Signi slept. Here,
however, instead of finding the object of his passions, he came upon her parents,
one of whom--the mother--was awake; and aiming a blow at the latter's head, he
crushed in her skull with one stroke of his powerful paw. The noise awoke
Signi's father, who, taking in the situation at a glance, also metamorphosed into a
bear and straightway closed with his assailant. A desperate encounter between
the two wer-animals now commenced, and the whole household, aroused from
their slumber, came trooping in. For some time the issue of the combat was
dubious, both adversaries being fairly well matched. But at length Rerir began to
prevail, and Signi's father cried out for some one to help him. Then Signi,

anxious to save her parent's life, seized a knife, and, aiming a frantic blow,
inadvertently struck her father, who instantly sank on the ground, leaving her at
the mercy of his furious opponent.
With a loud snarl of triumph, Rerir rushed at the girl, and was bearing her
triumphantly away, when the cook--an old woman who had followed the
fortunes of the Bersekir all her life--had a sudden inspiration.
Standing on a shelf in the corner of the room was a jar containing a preparation
of sulphur, asafœtida, and castoreum, which her mistress had always given her to
understand was a preventive against evil spirits. Snatching it up, she darted after
the wer-bear and flung the contents of it in its face, just as it was about to
descend the stairs with Signi. In a moment there was a sudden and startling
metamorphosis, and in the place of the bear stood the ugly, misshapen man,
Rerir.
The hunchback now would gladly have departed without attempting further
mischief; for although the household boasted no man apart from its incapacitated
master, there were still three formidable women and some big dogs to be faced.
But to let him escape, after the irreparable harm he had done, was the very last
thing Signi would permit; and with an air of stern authority she commanded the
servants to fall on him with any weapons they could find, whilst she would
summon the hounds.
Now, indeed, the tables were completely turned. Rerir was easily overpowered
and bound securely hand and foot by Signi and her servants, and after
undergoing a brief trial the following morning he was summarily executed.
Those Icelanders who possessed the property of metamorphosis into wolves and
bears (they were always of the male sex), more often than not used it for the
purpose of either wreaking vengeance or of executing justice.
The terrible temper--for the rage of the Bersekir has been a byword for
centuries--commonly attributed to Icelanders and Scandinavians in general, is
undoubtedly traceable to the werwolves and wer-bears into which the Bersekirs
metamorphosed.
It is said that in Iceland there are both lycanthropous streams and flowers, and
that they differ little if at all from those to be met with in other countries.

THE WERWOLVES OF LAPLAND
In Lapland werwolves are still much to the fore. In many families the property is
hereditary, whilst it is not infrequently sought and acquired through the practice
of Black Magic. Though, perhaps, more common among males, there are,
nevertheless, many instances of it among females.
The following case comes from the country bordering on Lake Enara.
The child of a peasant woman named Martha, just able to trot alone, and
consequently left to wander just where it pleased, came home one morning with
its forehead apparently licked raw, all its fingers more or less injured, and two of
them seemingly sucked and mumbled to a mere pulp.
On being interrogated as to what had happened, it told a most astounding tale: A
very beautiful lady had picked it up and carried it away to her house, where she
had put it in a room with her three children, who were all very pretty and daintily
dressed. At sunset, however, both the lady and her children metamorphosed into
wolves, and would undoubtedly have eaten it, had they not satiated their
appetites on a portion of a girl which had been kept over from the preceding day.
The newcomer was intended for their meal on the morrow, and obeying the
injunctions of their mother, the young werwolves had forborne to devour the
child, though they had all tasted it.
The child's parents were simply dumbfounded--they could scarcely credit their
senses--and made their offspring repeat its narrative over and over again. And as
it stuck to what it had said, they ultimately concluded that it was true, and that
the lady described could be none other than Madame Tonno, the wife of their
landlord and patron--a person of immense importance in the neighbourhood.
But what could they do? How could they protect their children from another
raid?
To accuse the lady, who was rich and influential, of being a werwolf would be
useless. No one would believe them--no one dare believe them--and they would
be severely punished for their indiscretion. Being poor, they were entirely at her
mercy, and if she chose to eat their children, they could not prevent her, unless
they could catch her in the act.

One evening the mother was washing clothes before the door of her house, with
her second child, a little girl of four years of age, playing about close by. The
cottage stood in a lonely part of the estate, forming almost an island in the midst
of low boggy ground; and there was no house nearer than that of M. Tonno.
Martha, bending over her wash-tub, was making every effort to complete her
task, when a fearful cry made her look up, and there was the child, gripped by
one shoulder, in the jaws of a great she-wolf, the arm that was free extended
towards her.
Martha was so close that she managed to clutch a bit of the child's clothing in
one hand, whilst with the other she beat the brute with all her might to make it
let go its hold. But all in vain: the relentless jaws did not show the slightest sign
of relaxing, and with a saturnine glitter in its deep-set eyes it emitted a hoarse
burr-burr, and set off at full speed towards the forest, dragging the mother, who
was still clinging to the garment of her child, with it.
But they did not long continue thus. The wolf turned into some low-lying uneven
track, and Martha, falling over the jagged trunk of a tree, found herself lying on
the ground with only a little piece of torn clothing tightly clasped in her hand.
Hitherto, comforted by Martha's presence, the little one had not uttered a sound;
but now, feeling itself deserted, it gave vent to the most heartrending screams-screams that abruptly disturbed the silence of that lonely spot and pierced to the
depths of Martha's soul. In an instant she rose, and, dashing on, bounded over
stock and stone, tearing herself pitiably, but heeding it not in her intense anxiety
to save her child. But the wolf had now increased its speed; the undergrowth was
thick, the ground heavier, and soon screams became her only guide. Still on and
on she dashed, now snatching up a little shoe which was clinging to the bushes,
now shrieking with agony as she saw fragments of the child's hair and clothes on
the low jagged boughs obstructing her path. On, on, on, until the screams grew
fainter, then louder, and then ceased altogether.
Late that night the husband, Max, found his wife lying dead, just outside the
grounds of his patron's château. Guessing what had happened, and having but
one thought in his mind--namely, revenge--Max, arming himself with the branch
of a tree, marched boldly up to the house, and rapped loudly at the door.
M. Tonno answered this peremptory summons himself, and demanded in an
angry voice what Max meant by daring to announce himself thus.

Max pointed in the direction of the corpse. "That!" he shrieked; "that is the
reason of my visit. Madame Tonno is a werwolf--she has murdered both my wife
and child, and I am here to demand justice."
"Come inside," M. Tonno said, the tone of his voice suddenly changing.
"We can discuss the matter indoors in the privacy of my study." And he
conducted Max to a room in the rear of the house.
But no sooner had Max crossed the threshold than the door was slammed on
him, and he found himself a prisoner. He turned to the window, but there was no
hope there--it was heavily barred. But although a peasant--and a fool, so he told
himself, to have thus deliberately walked into a trap--Max was not altogether
without wits, and he searched the room thoroughly, eventually discovering a
loose board. Tearing it up, he saw that the space under the floor--that is to say,
between the floor and the foundation of the house--was just deep enough for him
to lie there at full length. Here, then, was a possible avenue of escape.
Setting to work, he succeeded, after much effort, in wrenching up another board,
and then another, and getting into the excavation thus made, he worked his way
along on his stomach, until he came to a grating, which, to his utmost joy,
proved to be loose. It was but the work of a few minutes to force it out and to
dislodge a few bricks, and Max was once again free. His one idea now was to
tell his tale to his brother peasants and rouse them to immediate action, and with
this end in view he set off running at full speed to the nearest settlement.
The peasants of Lapland are slow and stolid and take a lot of rousing, but when
once they are roused, few people are so terrible.
Fortunately for Max, he was not the only sufferer; several other people in the
neighbourhood had lately lost their children, and the story he told found ready
credence. In less than an hour a large body of men and women, armed with
every variety of weapon, from a sword to a pitchfork, had gathered together, and
setting off direct to the château, they surrounded it on all sides, and forcing an
entrance, seized M. Tonno and his werwolf wife and werwolf children, and
binding them hand and foot, led them to the shores of Lake Enara and drowned
them. They then went back to the house and, setting fire to it, burned it to the
ground, thus making certain of destroying any werwolf influence it might still
contain.
With this wholesale extermination a case that may be taken as a characteristic

type of Lapland lycanthropy in all its grim and sordid details concludes.

FINLAND WERWOLVES
Finland teems with stories of werwolves--stories ancient and modern, for the
werwolf is said to still flourish in various parts of the country.
The property is not restricted to one sex; it is equally common to both.
Spells and various forms of exorcism are used, and certain streams are held to be
lycanthropous.
However, in Finland as in Scandinavia, it is very difficult to procure information
as to werwolves. The common peasant, who alone knows anything about the
anomaly, is withheld by superstition from even mentioning its name; and if he
mentions a werwolf at all, designates him only as the "old one," or the "grey
one," or the "great dog," feeling that to call this terror by its true name is a sure
way to exasperate it. It is only by strategy one learns from a peasant that when a
fine young ox is found in the morning breathing hard, his hide bathed in foam,
and with every sign of fright and exhaustion, while, perhaps, only one trifling
wound is discovered on the whole body, which swells and inflames as if poison
had been infused, the animal generally dying before night; and that when, on
examination of the corpse, the intestines are found to be torn as with the claws of
a wolf, and the whole body is in a state of inflammation, it is accounted certain
that the mischief has been caused by a werwolf.
It is thus a werwolf serves his quarry when he kills for the mere love of killing,
and not for food.
In Finland, perhaps more than in other countries, werwolves are credited with
demoniacal power, and old women who possess the property of metamorphosing
into wolves are said to be able to paralyse cattle and children with their eyes, and
to have poison in their nails, one wound from which causes certain death.
To illustrate the foregoing I have selected an incident which happened near
Diolen, a village on the eastern shore of the Gulf of Finland, at the distance of
about a hundred wersts from the ancient city of Mawa.
Here vegetation is of a more varied and luxuriant kind than is usually found in
the Northern latitude; the oak and the bela, intermingled with rich plots of grass,

grow at the very edge of the sea--a phenomenon accountable for by the fact that
the Baltic is tideless.
For about half a werst in breadth, the shore continues a level, luxuriant stretch,
when it suddenly rises in three successive cliffs, each about a hundred feet in
height, and placed about the same space of half a werst, one behind the other,
like huge steps leading to the table-land above. In some places the rocks are
completely hidden from the view by a thick fence of trees, which take root at
their base, while each level is covered by a minute forest of firs, in which grow a
variety of herbs and shrubs, including the English whitethorn, and wild
strawberries.
It was to gather the latter that Savanich and his seven-year-old son, Peter, came
one afternoon early in summer. They had filled two baskets and were
contemplating returning home with their spoil, when Caspan, the big sheepdog,
uttered a low growl.
"Hey, Caspan, what is it?" Peter cried. "Footsteps! And such curious ones!"
"They are curious," Savanich said, bending down to examine them. "They are
larger and coarser than those of Caspan, longer in shape, and with a deep
indentation of the ball of the foot. They are those of a wolf--an old one, because
of the deepness of the tracks. Old wolves walk heavy.
And here's a wound the brute has got in its paw. See! there is a slight irregularity
on the print of the hind feet, as if from a dislocated claw. We must be on our
guard. Wolves are hungry now: the waters have driven them up together, and the
cattle are not let out yet. The beast is not far off, either. An old wolf like this will
prowl about for days together, round the same place, till he picks up something."
"I hope it won't attack us, father," Peter said, catching hold of Savanich by the
hand. "What should you do if it did?"
But before Savanich could reply, Caspan gave a loud bark and dashed into the
thicket, and the next moment a terrible pandemonium of yells, and snorts, and
sharp howls filled the air. Drawing his knife from its sheath, and telling Peter to
keep close at his heels, Savanich followed Caspan and speedily came upon the
scene of the encounter. Caspan had hold of a huge grey wolf by the neck, and
was hanging on to it like grim death, in spite of the brute's frantic efforts to free
itself.

There was but little doubt that the brave dog would have, eventually, paid the
penalty for its rashness--for the wolf had mauled it badly, and it was beginning
to show signs of exhaustion through loss of blood--had not Savanich arrived in
the nick of time. A couple of thrusts from his knife stretched the wolf on the
ground, when, to his utmost horror, it suddenly metamorphosed into a hideous
old hag.
"A werwolf!" Savanich gasped, crossing himself. "Get out of her way, Peter,
quick!"
But it was too late. Thrusting out a skinny hand, the hag scratched Peter on the
ankle with the long curved, poisonous nail of her forefinger. Then, with an evil
smile on her lips, she turned over on her back, and expired. And before Peter
could be got home he, too, was dead.

CHAPTER XVII - THE WERWOLF IN RUSSIA
AND SIBERIA
The ideal home of all things weird and uncanny--is cold, grey, gaunt, and giant
Russia. Nowhere is the werwolf so much in evidence to-day as in the land of the
Czar, where all the primitive conditions favourable to such anomalies, still exist,
and where they have undergone but little change in the last ten thousand years.
A thinly-populated country--vast stretches of wild uncultivated land, full of
dense forests, rich in trees most favourable to Elementals, and watered by deep,
silent tarns, and stealthily moving streams,--its very atmosphere is impregnated
with lycanthropy.
At the base of giant firs and poplars, or poking out their heads impudently, from
amidst brambles and ferns, are werwolf flowers--flowers with all the
characteristics of those found in Hungary and the Balkan Peninsula, but of a
greater variety. There are, for example, in addition to the white, yellow, and red
species, those of a bluish-white hue, that emit a glow at night like the
phosphorescent glow emanating from decaying animal and vegetable matter; and
those of a brilliant orange, covered with black, protruding spots, suggestive of
some particularly offensive disease, that show a marked preference for damp
places, and are specially to be met with growing in the slime and mud at the
edge of a pool, or in the soft, rotten mould of morasses.
Werwolves haunt the plains, too--the great barren, undulating deserts that roll up
to the foot of the Urals, Caucasus, Altai, Yablonoi, and Stanovoi Mountains--and
the Tundras along the shores of the Arctic Ocean--dreary swamps in summer and
ice-covered wastes in winter. Here, at night, they wander over the rough, stony,
arid ground, picking their way surreptitiously through the scant vegetation, and
avoiding all frequented localities; pausing, every now and then, to slake their
thirst in deep sunk wells, or to listen for the sounds of quarry. Hazel hen, swans,
duck, geese, squirrels, hares, elk, reindeer, roes, fallowdeer, and wild sheep, all
are food to the werwolf, though nothing is so heartily appreciated by it as fat
tender children or young and plump women.
In its nocturnal ramblings the werwolf often encounters enemies--bears, wolves,

and panthers--with which it struggles for dominion--dominion of forest, plain
and mountain; and when the combat ends to its disadvantage, its metamorphosed
corpse is at once devoured by its conqueror.
Of all parts of Russia, the werwolf loves best the Caucasus and Ural Mountains.
They are to Russia what the Harz Mountains were to Germany, centuries ago-the head-quarters of all manner of psychic phenomena, the happy hunting
ground of phantom and fairy; and over them still lingers, almost, if not quite, as
forcibly as ever, the glamour and mystery inseparable from the superphysical.
Times without number have the great black beetling crags of these mountains
been scaled by the furry, sinewy feet of werwolves; times without number have
the shadows of these anomalies fallen on the moon-kissed, snowy peaks,
towering high into the sky, or mingled with the rank and dewy herbage in the
pine-clad valleys, and narrow abysmal gorges deep down below.
It was here, in these lone Russian mountains, so legend relates, that Peter and
Paul turned an impious wife and husband, who refused them shelter, into
wolves: but Peter and Paul, apparently, had not the monopoly of this power; for
it was here, too, in a Ural village, that the Devil is alleged to have
metamorphosed half a dozen men into wolves for not paying him sufficient
homage.
There is no restriction as to the sex of werwolves in Russia and Siberia--male
and female werwolves are about equal in number, though perhaps there is a
slight preponderance in favour of the female.
Vargamors are to be encountered in almost all the less frequented woody
regions, but more especially in those in the immediate vicinity of the Urals and
Caucasus.
Though many of the werwolves inherit the property, many, too, have acquired it
through direct intercourse with the superphysical; and the invocation of spirits,
whether performed individually or collectively, is far from uncommon.
Black Magic is said to be practised in the Urals, Caucasus, Yerkhoiansk, and
Stanovoi Mountains; in the Tundras, the Plains of East Russia, the Timan Range,
the Kola Peninsula, and various parts of Siberia.
I am told that the usual initiating ceremony consists of drawing a circle, from

seven to nine feet in radius, in the centre of which circle a wood fire is kindled-the wood selected being black poplar, pine or larch, never ash. A fumigation in
an iron vessel, heated over the fire, is then made out of a mixture of any four or
five of the following substances: Hemlock (2 to 3 ounces), henbane (1 ounce to
1-1/2 ounces), saffron (3 ounces), poppy seed (any amount), aloe (3 drachms),
opium (1/4 ounce), asafœtida (2 ounces), solanum (2 to 3 drachms), parsley (any
amount).
As soon as the vessel is placed over the fire so that it can heat, the person who
would invoke the spirit that can bestow upon him the property of
metamorphosing into a wolf kneels within the circle, and prays a preliminary
impromptu prayer. He then resorts to an incantation, which runs, so I have been
told, as follows:-"Hail, hail, hail, great wolf spirit, hail!
A boon I ask thee, mighty shade. Within this circle I have made, Make me a
werwolf strong and bold, The terror alike of young and old.
Grant me a figure tall and spare; The speed of the elk, the claws of the bear;
The poison of snakes, the wit of the fox; The stealth of the wolf, the strength of
the ox; The jaws of the tiger, the teeth of the shark; The eyes of a cat that sees in
the dark.
Make me climb like a monkey, scent like a dog, Swim like a fish, and eat
like a hog.
Haste, haste, haste, lonely spirit, haste!
Here, wan and drear, magic spell making, Findest thou me--shaking,
quaking.
Softly fan me as I lie,
And thy mystic touch apply-Touch apply, and I swear that when I die, When I die, I will serve thee
evermore, Evermore, in grey wolf land, cold and raw."
The incantation concluded, the supplicant then kisses the ground three times, and
advancing to the fire, takes off the iron vessel, and whirling it smoking round his
head, cries out:-"Make me a werwolf! make me a man-eater!
Make me a werwolf! make me a woman-eater!
Make me a werwolf! make me a child-eater!
I pine for blood! human blood!

Give it me! give it me to-night!
Great Wolf Spirit! give it me, and Heart, body, and soul, I am yours."
The trees then begin to rustle, and the wind to moan, and out of the sudden
darkness that envelops everything glows the tall, cylindrical, pillar-like phantom
of the Unknown, seven or eight feet in height. It sometimes develops further, and
assumes the form of a tall, thin monstrosity, half human and half animal, grey
and nude, with very long legs and arms, and the feet and claws of a wolf. Its
head is shaped like that of a wolf, but surrounded with the hair of a woman, that
falls about its bare shoulders in yellow ringlets. It has wolf's ears and a wolf's
mouth. Its aquiline nose and pale eyes are fashioned like those of a human being,
but animated with an expression too diabolically malignant to proceed from
anything but the superphysical.
It seldom if ever speaks, but either utters some extraordinary noise--a prolonged
howl that seems to proceed from the bowels of the earth, a piercing, harrowing
whine, or a low laugh full of hellish glee, any of which sounds may be taken to
express its assent to the favour asked.
It only remains visible for a minute at the most, and then disappears with
startling abruptness. The supplicant is now a werwolf. He undergoes his first
metamorphosis into wolf form the following evening at sunset, reassuming his
human shape at dawn; and so on, day after day, till his death, when he may once
more metamorphose either from man form to wolf form, or vice versa, his
corpse retaining whichever form has been assumed at the moment of death.
However, with regard to this final metamorphosis there is no consistency: it may
or may not take place. In the practice of exorcism, for the purpose of eradicating
the evil property of werwolfery, all manner of methods are employed.
Sometimes the werwolf is soundly whipped with ash twigs, and saturated with a
potion such as I described in a previous chapter; sometimes he is made to lie or
sit over, or lie or stand close beside, a vessel containing a fumigation mixture
composed of sulphur, asafœtida, and castoreum, or hypericum and vinegar; or
sometimes, again, he is well whipped and rubbed all over with the juice of the
mistletoe berry. Occasionally a priest is summoned, and then a formal ceremony
takes place.
An altar is erected. On it are placed lighted candles, a Bible, a crucifix. The
werwolf, in wolf form, bound hand and foot, is then placed on the ground at the
foot of the altar, and fumigated with incense and sprinkled with holy water. The

sign of the cross is made on his forehead, chest, back, and on the palms of his
hands. Various prayers are read, and the affair concludes when the priest in a
loud voice adjures the evil influence to depart, in the name of God the Father,
the Son, the Holy Ghost, and the Virgin Mary.
I have never, however, heard of any well-authenticated case testifying to the
efficacy of this or of any other mode of exorcism. As far as I know, once a
werwolf always a werwolf is an inviolable rule.
Apparently women are more desirous of becoming werwolves than men, more
women than men having acquired the property of werwolfery through their own
act. In the case of women candidates for this evil property, the inspiring motive
is almost always one of revenge, sometimes on a faithless lover, but more often
on another woman; and when once women metamorphose thus, their craving for
human flesh is simply insatiable--in fact, they are far more cruel and daring, and
much more to be dreaded, than male werwolves. The following story seems to
bear out the truth of this assertion:--

THE CASE OF IVAN OF SHIGANSKA
Shiganska was--for it no longer exists, having been obliterated about fifty years
ago by a blizzard--a small village on the left bank of the Petchora, about a
hundred miles from its mouth.
Owing chiefly to the character of the adjacent country, Shiganska was wanting
in every beauty and variety that charms the eye. It was situated on a stretch of
flat land between two mountain ranges, “i.e.”, the Ural on one side and the
Taman on the other, and surrounded by a wood so thick that it was with the
greatest difficulty anyone could force a way into it, supposing they had been
sufficiently fortunate to escape sticking fast in the morasses of soft, rotten
mould, that lie hidden in the least suspicious looking places, on its borders. Here
were to be found lycanthropous blue and white flowers, which those desirous of
becoming werwolves sought from far and wide, some even coming from Siberia,
and some from away down South as far as Astrakan. And the woods abounded
not only in werwolves, but in all sorts of supernatural horrors--phantoms of the
dead, “i.e.” (of murderers and suicides) Vice Elementals and Vagrarians,
vampires and ghouls; no region in Russia boasted so many, and for this reason it
was scrupulously avoided by all sensible people after sunset.

Ivan, like most of the male inhabitants of Shiganska, lived by the chase: the
black fox, the sable, the fox with the dark-coloured throat, the red fox, white fox,
squirrel, ermine, and black bear alike fell victims to his gun; whilst in the
Petchora, when the weather permitted it, he caught, besides many other kinds of
fish, a goodly proportion of salmon, nelma (a kind of salmon trout), bleak,
sturgeon, sterlet, tochü, muksun, omul, and “Salmo Lavaretus”.
It was a good living, that of the chase, albeit fraught with grave dangers; and
Ivan, thanks to his exceptional powers with the rod as well as the rifle, was on
the high road to prosperity.
He lived with his mother and two sisters in a pretty house about a kös from
Shiganska, and facing it was a level stretch of reed-grass terminating in the
hemlock-covered banks of the Petchora. A few trees, chiefly birch and larch,
dotted about the reed-grass afforded a delightful shade from the fierce heat of the
short summer sun; and birds of all sorts, whose singing was a source of the
keenest delight to Ivan and his sisters, made their homes in them.
Unlike any other hunter in Shiganska, Ivan was fond of poetry and music;
moreover, he had a dreamy disposition, and when his day's work was done he
was content--nay, more than content--to watch the changing colours in the sky,
or see in the glowing embers of the charcoal fire strange scenes and wildly
familiar faces.
One morning, in the month of April, Ivan set off to the woods, gun in hand,
accompanied by his old and faithful dog, Dolk, in search of big game. He paused
every now and then to look at the ice on the summits of the distant mountains.
The sunlight falling on it imparted to it many different hues, and made it sparkle
like flaming jewels. He stopped repeatedly to listen to the croaking of the raven,
the cawing of the crows, and the piping of the bullfinches--sounds of which he
was never weary, and never tired of trying to interpret.
On this occasion, as usual, it was not until long after noon that he began
seriously to think of looking for his quarry, and it was not until he had searched
for some time that he at length came upon the tracks of a wild reindeer. Loosing
Dolk, and tightening the buckles of his snow-shoes, he set to work to stalk the
animal, and eventually sighted it browsing on a clump of reed-grass that grew on
the bank of a mountain stream. The chase now began in earnest. It was a

beautiful animal, and Ivan strained every effort to get within shooting range by
leaping from rock to rock, and springing over stream after stream. In this manner
he had progressed for more than a kös, when blood from the feet of the reindeer
began to be visible on the fresh frozen snow; from its faltering pace the poor
creature was evidently tired out, and Dolk was drawing closer and closer to it. In
these circumstances Ivan was counting on the likelihood of his soon being near
enough to fire, when suddenly the joyful barking of the dog changed to a
prodigious howl of agony. With redoubled speed Ivan pushed ahead, and,
presently, at a distance of about two gunshots, he saw two small black objects
lying on the snow covered with blood.
They were the remains of Dolk, who, having come up with the reindeer and
driven it into a small brook, was keeping it there until Ivan arrived, when a
hungry wolf had leaped down the side of a rock and, seizing him in his powerful
jaws, had bitten him in half. The wolf had evidently intended to eat Dolk, but,
catching sight of Ivan, had made off.
Ivan was inconsolable. Dolk had hunted with him as a puppy of six months old,
and for eight years the dog had never let him know a hungry day.
Ivan had been offered ten reindeer for him, but he would not have parted with
him for any number, and without Dolk he knew not how to show himself at
home, for both his mother and sisters were devoted to the faithful animal.
Determined on vengeance, Ivan followed the wolf's tracks, which led, by an
unfamiliar path, to the mouth of a vast and gloomy cavern. There he lost sight of
them, and he was deliberating what to do next, when a loud peal of silvery
laughter broke on his ears and awoke the silent echoes of the grim walls around
him. Ivan started in open-mouthed astonishment.
Standing before him was a girl more lovely--ten thousand times more lovely-than any woman he had hitherto seen. To the magic of a beautiful form in
woman--the necromancy of female grace--there was no more ready and willing
subject than Ivan; and here, at last, he had found grace personified, incarnate, the
highest ideal of all his wildest and most cherished dreams. His most magnificent
"castle" had never contained a princess half as fair as this one. Her figure was
rather above the medium height, supple and slender. Her feet and hands were
small, her wrists well rounded, her fingers long and white, and tipped with pink
and glossy almond-shaped nails--if anything a trifle too long. But it was her face
that so attracted Ivan as to almost hold him spellbound--the neat and delicately
moulded features all in perfect harmony; the daintily cut lips; the white gleaming

teeth; the low forehead crowned with golden curls; the long, thick-lashed, blue
eyes that looked steadily into his, and seemed to read his very soul.
Moreover, in her blue eyes there was bewildering depth; a sense of coldness that
was positively benumbing, and which was reminiscent of the blue petrifying
waters of the Ural Lakes; a magnetism that was paralysing, that held in complete
obeisance both mind and limb, and was comparable to nothing so nearly as the
hypnotic influence of the tiger or snake, but which differed from the latter
inasmuch as its inspirations were just as delightful as those of the tiger and snake
are harrowing and terrifying.
She was clad from head to foot in fur--white fur--but neither her dress nor her
presence excited any other thoughts in Ivan except those of intense admiration-admiration which surged through every pore of his skin.
"Well!" she demanded, "what brings you here, my good man? There is no game
in this cave."
"Isn't there?" Ivan stammered, his eyes looking at her adoringly. "All the same I
would cheerfully forgo all the pleasures of the chase to come here."
"You are very gallant for a huntsman, sir," the girl replied with a smile; "but for
your own sake I must urge you to go away at once. I live here with my father--a
confirmed recluse who detests the sight of human beings; were he to discover
me talking to one I should get into sad trouble, and with regard to you I could
not say what might happen."
But Ivan came of a race that paid little heed to any warning when once their
blood was fired; consequently, despite the repeated admonitions of his beautiful
companion--admonitions which her eyes seemed to contradict--he stayed and
stayed, whilst--forgetful of mother and sisters, home, and even Dolk--he made a
passionate avowal of his love.
The afternoon quickly passed, and the sun was beginning to set, when the girl,
whose name he had learned was Breda, almost pushed him out of the cavern.
"If you don't go now," she urged, "I may never see you again."
"And would you care?" he asked.

"Perhaps," she replied; "perhaps, just a little--a wee, wee bit. You see, I don't get
the opportunity of meeting many people!"
He caught her by the hand and kissed it passionately; and with the sound of her
light, intoxicating laughter thrilling through his soul, he descended to the bed of
the mountain streamlet, and turned his steps blithely towards home.
That was the beginning, but not the end. He courted her--he married her and she
came to live with his mother and sisters, who for his sake tried to like her and
even pretended that they did like her. But in secret they said to one another, "She
has no heart; she is cold as an icicle; her lips are thin and cruel. She would serve
Ivan badly if we were not here to check her."
And Breda certainly had her idiosyncrasies. She preferred raw to cooked meat,
and would not sleep in the same room as her husband. She grew very angry
when Ivan expostulated, saying, "You promised you would never thwart me. If
you do not keep your word, I shall despise you, scorn you, hate you." And Ivan,
who loved his wife beyond anything, yielded.
Some weeks after their marriage, neighbours complained of losing cattle and
horses. They said there was a wolf about, and that its tracks, which they had
followed, always ended under the walls of Ivan's house. They asked Ivan if he
had not heard the brute. But he had heard nothing, he slept very soundly. Then
they inquired of Ivan's sisters and mother, who also replied in the negative; but
there was hesitation in their voices, and they looked very frightened and
ashamed. And then people began to talk. They looked at Breda curiously, and
finally they cut her. One night, when there was a downfall of snow, and the wind
howled down the chimneys of Ivan's house and blew the snow, with heavy
thumps against the window-panes, Ivan, who could not sleep for the storm,
heard the door of Breda's room open very softly, and light steps steal stealthily
down the passage. Then there came a half-suppressed, half-smothered cry, a
groan, and all was still. Ivan got out of bed and opened his door, but his wife's
voice called to him from the darkness and bade him go back.
"Do not be alarmed and make a fuss," she said; "I was ill a moment ago, but am
quite well again now. Go back to bed at once, or I shall be very angry." And
Ivan obeyed her.
In the morning his eldest sister, Beata, was found dead in bed, her throat, breast,

and stomach slit open, as is the custom with wolves, and her flesh all mangled
and eaten.
Breda took no food that day, and Ivan's mother and other sister, Malvina, looked
at her out of the corner of their eyes and shuddered.
But Ivan said nothing. A week later the same fate befell Malvina. Then Ivan's
mother spoke. She told him that he must assuredly be under some evil spell, or
he would never remain idle whilst his sisters' destroyer was at large, and she
adjured him, by all that he held holy, not to allow himself a moment's rest till he
had had ample vengeance for the loss of two such valuable lives.
Roused at last, Ivan, instead of going to bed, sat up, gun in hand, and watched.
He passed many nights thus, and his patience was well nigh exhausted when,
during one of the vigils, he fell asleep, dreaming as usual of the blue eyes and
golden curls of Breda, whose beauty held him just as much enthralled as ever.
From this slumber he was awakened by loud screams for help. Seizing his gun,
and taking a random aim at a huge white wolf as he went (though without
stopping to see the effects of the shot), he ran to his mother's bedside. She was
dead. Her throat and body were slit; but she was not eaten.
Wild with grief and thirsting for revenge, Ivan started off in pursuit of the wolf,
and discovered, in the passage, a track of blood which terminated at his wife's
door. Receiving no reply when he asked for admittance, he entered the room and
found Breda lying on the floor, in her nightdress, the blood streaming from a
wound in her shoulder. Ivan knelt down and examined her. She had been struck
by a bullet, and the bullet fitted the bore of his gun.
He knew the truth then--the truth he might have known all along, had he not, in
his blind love, thrust it far from him--and, in the sudden alteration of his feeling,
he raised his knife to kill her. But Breda opened her eyes, and the weapon fell
from his hand.
"You know part of my secret now," she whispered, "but you don't know
everything. I am a werwolf, not by inheritance, but of my own free will.
In order to become one I ate the blue flowers in the wood. I did so to be avenged
on my husband."
"Your husband!" Ivan cried; "good God! then you were a widow when I met
you?"

"Yes," Breda said slowly and with apparent effort. "I was forced into my first
marriage by my all too worldly parents, and my husband ill-used and beat me!"
"The devil! the cold-hearted, cowardly devil!" Ivan ejaculated, "I would have
killed him."
"That is what I did," Breda remarked; "I did kill him, and it was in order to make
certain of killing him that I became a werwolf."
"Did you eat him?" Ivan asked, horribly fascinated.
"Don't ask questions," Breda said, averting her eyes, "and for God's sake don't
lose any more time. As you love me, screen me from detection; hide all traces of
to-night's handiwork as quickly as possible."
As usual, Ivan did as she requested him, and giving out that his mother had died
suddenly, from heart failure, he had her interred with as little publicity as
possible.
Before very long, however, the neighbours began to ask such pointed questions,
that Ivan now lived in a state of chronic suspense. He feared every moment that
the truth would leak out, and that his beautiful young wife would receive
condign punishment.
At last, finding such a state of apprehension intolerable, he confided in an old
man who was reputed a sage and metaphysician--one who was extremely well
versed in all matters appertaining to the spiritual world. "There is only one
course to pursue," the old man said, "you must have the evil spirit in her
exorcized, and you must have it done immediately. Otherwise, she will continue
her depredations, and your good neighbours will find her out and kill her. They
more than half suspect her now, and are talking of paying a visit some night,
when you are snug and safe in bed, to the cemetery, to see if the story you told
them about your mother's and sisters' sudden deaths is correct."
"What kind of exorcism would you use?" Ivan inquired nervously. "You would
not hurt her?"
"The form of exorcism I should make use of would do her no lasting harm," the

old man said feelingly; "you can rely on me for that."
"But is exorcism always effectual?" Ivan persisted.
"When exorcism is ineffectual it is the exception, not the rule," the old man
replied, "and there are very few cases of exorcism being employed ineffectually
upon those who have become werwolves through the practice of magic, or the
medium of flowers or of water."
"Should my wife refuse to undergo the ceremony, what would you advise then?"
Ivan asked.
"Strategy and force," the old man said, "anything to prevent her continuing in
her demoniacal ways, and being burned or drowned by an infuriated mob."
Thus admonished, Ivan, without delay, broached the matter to Breda. But she
was so angry with him for having dared even to mention exorcism, that he
thought it best to act on the advice of the old occultist and to catch her unawares.
Consequently, one evening, when the moon was in the full, and she had just
changed into wolf form, he stole into her room accompanied by the old man and
two assistants. After a desperate struggle, Ivan and the three exorcists
overpowered her, and bound her so securely that she could not move.
They then took her out of doors, to a lonely spot at the back of the house, and
placed her in the centre of an equilateral triangle that had been carefully marked
on the ground, in red chalk. At seven or eight feet to the west of the triangle they
then kindled a wood fire, and placed over it a vessel containing a fumigation
mixture of hypericum, vinegar, sulphur, cayenne, and mountain ash berries.
The old man then knelt down, and crossing himself on his forehead and chest,
prayed vigorously, until the preparation in the pot began to give off strong
fumes. He then arose, and both he and his assistants took up specially prepared
switches, cut from a mountain ash, and gripping them tightly in their hands,
approached the recumbent form of the werwolf.
This, however, was more than Ivan could stand--he had objected strongly
enough to the fumigation, which, being nauseous and irritating, had made his
wolf-wife gasp and choke; but when it came to flogging her--well, it turned him
sick and cold. He forgot discretion, prudence, everything, saving the one great
fact--monstrous, incredible, abominable--that the being he loved, adored, and

worshipped was about to be beaten with rods!
With a shout of wrath he rushed at the trio, and snatching their wands from
them, laid them so soundly about their backs that they all three fled from the
ground, shrieking with pain and terror. Then he knelt by his prostrate wife, and
cutting the thongs that bound her, set her free.
She rose on her feet a huge, white wolf. Regarding him steadily for a moment
from out of her gleaming grey eyes, she swung slowly round, and with one more
look, more human than animal, she darted swiftly away, and was speedily lost in
the gloom.

