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Pierre de Lancre, Monday, March 10, 1610: early morning

It was a rainy day and I had been asked to step out onto the second-story balcony to wait for the friary’s guardian. I stood looking at the old countryside of our glorious country of France. My boots had gotten muddy during my walk from the carriage to the doors of the friary. My light brown hair had stayed dry under the black cloak I wore over my fine linen shirt. I looked at the lush fields and green grasses under the darkened sky. It was enough to distract me from what I came here to do.

I had no fears of encountering a real loup-garou; I had no expectations to see the same monster they saw in the thirteen-year-old boy five years ago. I was a man of reason and did not truly believe in witches and werewolves; they sounded as absurd as vampires and wizards. Most absurd things are works of fiction or of a scared and confused mind in a state of panic.

The guardian was a rather scrawny man with chiseled facial features and bony limbs. He still had the stature of a strong man of spirit, and though he was old, he wore his age well. He didn’t keep me waiting long; it was still fairly early when he came out onto the old balcony and walked me down an old stone corridor.

I must admit the thunderstorm added an eerie atmosphere to the old friary. The stone walls were illuminated by torches held in iron holders; they provided just enough light to see around the old place. The corridor was lined with doors on each side of the grand hallway.

We came to an old tower only accessible by a narrow stairwell. The stairwell had crucifixes lined along the spiral walls of the tower. It was odd that they hung crosses on the wall leading up to the old stone door with the engraving:

“Here resides the loup-garou!”

The door was made of thick stone, unlike the other doors I saw in the friary. This door looked like it was meant to trap something inside and keep it there. It had to be pushed out of the way; rather than opening it on hinges, one had to slide it aside. As we made our way closer to the door, sounds of howling and moans of pain filled the air.

The thirteen-year-old was now twenty-three, and it was my job to spend two months talking with him daily to determine if he was fit to rejoin society or if he should be kept here at the friary. The Parliament of Bordeaux already didn’t think he would ever be fit, but that was up to me. I had to decide.

“Do you believe in werewolves, Mr. de Lancre?” the friary’s guardian asked as we came closer to the door.

“I can’t say that I do,” I replied truthfully.

The guardian opened the door and showed me into the room. It was furnished with an armchair near an unlit fireplace and a bed on which the subject in question sat. He was in poor shape, and the boy before me looked nothing like the thirteen-year-old they had described. His brown hair fell messily over his face; his brown eyes were now a deep black. His teeth looked sharp, almost fang-like. He lay on his bed like one would expect a sleeping wolf or dog to lie. His skin was like fine caramel and it was clear to see he had African roots mixed with his French ones.

“If you need anything else, please let one of the friars know. I’m going to be leading mass,” said the guardian.

He left the room, shutting the door behind him, and it was then I saw the first grim detail of my visit. A painting of the Crucifixion had been hung on the stone door. It wasn’t in the best condition. Three rips, resembling the claw marks of a wolf, ran diagonally across the entirety of the painting, leaving little space between each mark, giving it a frightening look and adding a disturbing feel to the old tower room.

More religious paintings hung on the thick stone walls, some of them bearing the same markings as the Crucifixion on the door. The one near the bed was the most horrifying: it was a picture of Zeus turning King Lycaon into a werewolf. I found it odd that it had no scratches or claw marks on it and it hung neatly right above the young boy.

“May I ask you a question?” asked the boy as he sat up on the bed.

“I’m sure you have many questions for me, so I’m going to pull the armchair closer so I can answer those for you,” I said, trying to be as pleasant as I could.

I pulled the chair near the bed, sat down, opened my book, and began writing my name and the date. I knew later I’d ask him to tell me his story so I could write it down—the story of how the events that got him here had gone.

“What is your name again?” I asked, trying to make sure I got it right.

“Jean Grenier, birthplace Saint-Antoine-de-Pizon, France,” replied the boy.

“Now, what did you want to ask me?” I said as I finished writing the first bit of information.

“I was wondering who you are and why you have come all this way for me,” asked the boy as he looked at me.

I saw the extent of his condition. His eyes had sunken in like a wolf’s; his fingernails had turned black and grew to a point; and I hadn’t noticed it until now, but his speech was rather guttural. It sounded as if he wasn’t fluent in English, French, or any language for that matter. He was rather anorexic, and it showed
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