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The Himalayas, 1932

Yee Wang stamped his feet and rubbed his handtherg® fight off the cold of the caverns. He
watched with chattering teeth as Doctor Indianadqicked up another of the odd stone disks fram th
cave floor.

The archeologist held his lamp closer to the disgét a better look at it. He didn’t seem to retice
cold, which annoyed Wang no end. The occidental el@arly mad to want to come up here. And Wang
was even madder for agreeing to lead him. Thewss/good, but that wouldn’t matter if Wang wound up
frozen in a block of ice.

“Incredible.” Indy muttered beneath his breatthagan his thumb over the stone disk. It was round
with a perfect circle hole right in the middle. tiin line was cut into the stone and spiraled outfthe
middle.

“You satisfy?” Wang tucked his frozen hands urfisrarmpits.

“This is an amazing find.” Indy glanced about them. More stone disks lay scattered about thar flo
“I can’t place the style, but these things are oAhd you're sure no one else knows about them?”

“No else. No cares.” Wang shrugged. “Why conteold rocks in cold mountain when can be by warm
fire.”

“Hm?” Indy looked over at Wang as if just realigihow cold the place was. Then he surveyed the
stones again. “There’s too many here for us te takem all. We'll need to arrange a proper exdéamaif
this.”

“We go then?”

“Yeah.” Indy spoke slowly, then nodded. “Yeah,lgo. I'll get in touch with my college. They'l
need to wire me more funds.”

Almost reverently, Indy placed the disk he was hgdback on the floor with the other ones. He dtoo
up and brushed his hands off.

“You not take?” Wang frowned at the archeologidad they come all this way for nothing?

“I don't want to risk damaging any of them.” Indgttled the fedora he wore more firmly on his head.
“It's hard to make out, but those little spiralsseasomething carved in them. Could be some kind of
writing.”

Indy started out of the caverns, still mumbling atthe stupid stones. Wang chose to look on thgghbr
side of all this. At least now they’d be headiraghto some place warm.

They followed the tunnels back through several reofhe occidental was even fascinated by these
tunnels. They weren’t regular caves but seemédvte been carved out of the very rock of the monsta
That gave Wang chills beyond just the cold. Hecdttio think of all the money that he’'d get whernythet
back down the mountains.

As they came out of the tunnels back onto the n@nside, Wang almost bumped into Indy. The
archeologist had come to a dead stop and was lgofisnhands out to his sides.

Wang stepped further out of the cave and came #@baupt halt as well. Another man stood several
yards away wrapped in a thick coat that went nearhyis feet. Wang would have envied the strahger
cigarette if it weren't for the gun he was holding.

“Torelli.” Indy grimaced. “What're you doing he?&

The stranger grinned around his cigarette. “Oét, following a lead, my friend.”

“What lead?”

“Why you, of course.” Torelli laughed. His voiess tinged with an Italian accent. “After all, theeat
Indiana Jones is so very good at finding thingmterest. Too bad you're not so skilled at brimgthem
back.”

“Sorry to disappoint you.” Indy smiled lopsidedI{This one’s a dry hole. There’s nothing here but
snow and rock.”

“Then you won't mind if | examine the cave for mifSe Torelli waved his gun at the archeologist.
“Stand aside, Doctor Jones.”

Indy’s eyes flicked to Wang then back to the Italidl'm telling you, there’s nothing here.”

“We'll see.” Torelli laughed again. The Italianamdished his gun at Indy and Wang and the two
shuffled to one side away from the cave entrance.

Torelli moved up to the cave, his gun trained aiylnThe entrance wasn’t very wide and he warily
sidled past the archeologist. For the barest momereyes flicked to the cave.

It was the opening Indy needed.
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Indy slammed his fist towards Torelli's gun harnthe gun went off, but not before Indy had shoved it
away from himself. The crack of the shot was deiafg this close to the cave and Indy, Wang, ancellior
all froze.

The echo of the gunshot died away into silence.

Torelli launched himself at Indy. The Italian wasy but very strong. Unlike Indy, he was also
properly dressed for the cold.

Indy hadn’t noticed the chill before, but now hé feslowing his movements. He tried to block
Torelli's attack, but the Italian punched Indy retstomach.

Indy doubled over, gasping. The sharp cold ofainenade it difficult to get his breath.

Torelli brought his knee up into Indy’s chin. Iriglyeeth clicked together and he narrowly avoided
biting his tongue off. He fell back into the snaw Torelli advanced towards him.

Wang came out of nowhere swinging a tree branthealtalian. Wang didn’t particularly care for the
downed archeologist, but he needed the man alive Vfias going to get paid for all this.

As Torelli fell back before Wang's onslaught, Indgid up a hand. He managed to wheeze out, “Wait.
What's that sound?.”

Wang and Torelli stopped moving and glanced armergiously. There was an ominous rumbling about
them. As one, the three men glanced up.

Small streamers of snow we're falling from thefdlibove. Then a sheet of white came flowing down.

“Avalanche!” Indy called to the others. They s@amd started running down the mountainside. “Damn
you, Torelli!”

“Me!” Torelli looked askance at Indy as they rdty.ou’re the one who had to try for my gun!”

Wang shook his head and concentrated on runnirg gwough he knew it was futile. The snow was
almost upon them. There’'d be no money now.

Indy abruptly yanked Wang off to the left. TheydHzeen running down a slope with a large cliff
towering up over them to their left.

“Stop struggling, damn it!” Indy pulled Wang intioe lee of the cliff as the sheet of snow burst pas
down the mountain behind them.

The snow fanned out, bubbling around the edgekeotliff. Some started pouring down from above,
splattering on Indy and Wang.

The last thing Wang heard just before the snow l/bim was the man Torelli screaming,
“Joooonnnnneesss!”

Half an hour later all of the snow and debris hettlesd. All of it, except for one small patch nélae
base of a tall cliff. The mound of snow was muuhner here, as most of the avalanche had fourddige
above it, instead of dropping straight down.

A hand pushed its way up into the air. It flailgabut for a few moments, scattering the snow.

Indiana Jones, feeling colder than he’'d ever bednidi life, pulled himself out of the hole. Wang
clambered up after him.

Both men were half-frozen and puffing hard. Waaglack on the cold ground. Funny, it didn't feel
cold anymore. In fact it was actually startingeel pleasantly warm. He probably didn’t even nted
thick coat and vest he was wearing.

As Wang started to unbutton his coat, Indy hauledtiack to his feet. Indy slapped Wang across the
face to bring him back to his senses.

“We've gotta get off this mountain.”

Wang nodded mutely. He turned to start makingngg back down the mountain. He paused after a
few steps, sensing that the archeologist wasrtvdhg. He turned to see Indy peering up at the
mountainside.

There was no sign of the cave anymore. It wasdrndibmewhere beneath all the snow and rock. The
mountainside looked so different now that it wapassible even to tell where the cave had been.

“Doctor Jones.” Wang spoke hesitantly. “You &ht?”

“Yeah.” Indy sighed and turned to face Wang. “Ngefine.”

* * *
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France, Three Weeks Later

Indiana Jones watched the cab drive off back tpusréHe hiked his rucksack up on his back andezhnt
his fedora against the wind before turning to sytbe village.

Brignoles was a small village near the Mediterranieahe southeast corner of France. Narrow street
cut their way through the squat stone buildingtwein. Here and there the odd tree had been sahatl
plots of dirt to add a bit of color to the grayustiures.

Indy rooted around an inner pocket of his leathek¢t and pulled out a creased piece of paper. He
unfolded the letter one-handed and ran his eyesdigvext until he found the passage he wanted.

Following the directions on the letter he headéd fown, glancing at buildings and people he passed
Brignoles was a mining village. It was the middfehe afternoon and there were only a few womeh an
old men moving about, shopping and gossiping. &eyed Indy curiously, but passed on their way.

When Indy had returned to his college after thediain the Himalayas, his long time friend Marcus
Brody had given him the letter he now carriedwdts from one Michelle Getaund, the curator of aenus
here in Brignoles. Seeing the size of the village, Indy was surprised to hear it even had a nmaseu

The letter had been sent care of the college, ditdeen intended specifically for Indy. The ardbgist
couldn’t image why. The letter had requested Iagyresence urgently over some fantastic find curato
Getaund had made. Indy didn’t know why the curatmin’t called upon the French archeological
community and the letter didn’t say.

The archeologist had still been stinging from t&slin the Himalayas. He was only too happy taoget
from the scrutiny of the college’s board.

Indy turned down one last side street and slowedhalt. He glanced up and down the road he was on
looking for anything that seemed like a museume $tneet was lined with the same little buildingstee
rest of the village.

He double checked the letter and followed the streatching the address numbers. Finally he stdppe
before a door looking identical to the ones oftthédings on either side. A small blue sign, fadtean
years of wind, rain, and sun, was mounted on thet fof the building. In flaking yellow paint it
proclaimed this the Brignoles Museum of Antiquity.

Indy glanced up at the old building one more tigetfing a sinking feeling. He sighed and tried the
door. It was locked. He frowned and knocked s@vwémes but there was no answer. It seemed tike t
museum was closed.

Indy glanced around. One of the first story windomas slightly ajar.

Checking quickly to make sure no one was in silgiity hastened over to the window. He pushed it
open more fully and tossed his rucksack insideentie pulled himself up and clambered into the dark
room beyond.

Indy was just picking himself up when he hearduhaistakable sound of a revolver cocking. A voice
spoke out of the gloom in French, “Stay where yml @on’'t move!”

* * *

Guy held the gun loosely in his hand. He licked lgys and glanced again at the headlines of the
village’s little newspaper sitting on the woodehléabefore him. The poor girl. Four going on five

Guy swallowed and screwed up his courage. Heddisegun to his temple with a shaky hand. Tears
began trickling down his face.

He looked guiltily at the newspaper one last tirséowly, carefully he started to squeeze the tnigge

A knock came at the door of Guy’s little homealinost startled him enough to fire. Almost.

Shakily he laid the gun back on the table and dule newspaper over top of it. Then he pushed
himself up and headed to the door.

“Turn around,” the voice commanded Indy from thekdass.

“Which is it?” Indy stood still, his hands raisgdthe air.

“What?” The voice was puzzled.

“You told me not to move. Now you want me to tamound.” Indy grinned despite the seriousness of
the situation. “So which is it?”
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“Turn around.” The voice sounded annoyed as Indsted to turn. “Slowly!”

Indy finished his turn and ran an appraising eyer de woman standing before him. She wore a tan
jacket open over a tight gray shirt. Cream colgogthpurs clung to her shapely legs down into hacl
high boots. Her face was pretty, if a bit plainthwurly dark brown hair pouring over her shoukland
down her back.

She held a revolver in her right-hand, late ninetteeentury by the look of it. It was trained stiaon
Indy’s chest.

The woman arched an annoyed eyebrow at Indy. ‘Moot from around here. And your accent...
Where are you from?”

“You mind putting the gun down?” Indy waved theders of one hand in a lowering motion.

The woman raised the gun to Indy’s temple. “| @skehere are you from?”

“I'm from the U.S.” Indy shrugged fractionally.My name’s Indiana Jones. | got a letter from the
curator of this...museum. He wanted to see me.”

Now it was the woman'’s turn to look Indy up and dowl he gun in her hand never wavered. “Let me
see this letter.”

Indy started to reach for his inside jacket pockétere the letter was kept. The woman tightened he
grip on the gun. Slowly Indy pulled the letter aumd held it towards her between two fingers.

The woman grabbed the letter with her free hand stepped back out of Indy’s reach. She flipped th
letter open and her eyes flicked to it briefly.

Finally, the woman uncocked the gun and placed & oearby table amidst several similar weapons.
Indy frowned as he realized the table was a dispéesg.

“Was that thing loaded?” Indy gestured to the gare lowered his hands.

“Do you keep loaded guns your museum, Mister Jones?”

“Good point.” Indy grinned lopsidedly. “And itBoctor actually.”

“Or course itis.” The woman passed Indy and hdatkeper into the house, still clutching the letter
The archeologist scooped up his rucksack and feltbher.

“I didn't catchyour name.” Indy caught up to the woman in a smalhraduttered with display tables.

The woman pursed her lips in annoyance as sheddtack at Indy. She sighed. “Jeanette. Jeanette
Getaund.”

“Getaund? Then you're the curator’s...?”

“Niece.” Jeanette leaned back against a tablé@asvatched Indy. “He’s my uncle.”

“And you're uncle’s where exactly?” Indy adjustis Fedora on his head. “His letter said he hageso
great find he wanted my help with.”

Jeanette didn’t say anything. Instead she scoapedthin weekly newspaper from the table nexteto h
and tossed it to Indy. The archeologist read tleméh headlineLITTLE GIRL KILLED IN VICIOUS
ATTACK.

Michelle staggered through the narrow streets ajri@les clutching at his chest. His breath came in
ragged gasps and once or twice he fell to the grolBomehow he found the strength to push himselk b
up and keep moving.

Blood seeped through his long coat and down owefilgers. He was having trouble focussing. He'd
been attacked shortly after leaving Guy’s place.

The curator berated himself for his impatience. sHeuld have waited for Doctor Jones. But the goun
girl's death had changed things. There wasn't tinevait anymore.

It was out there stalking him. Michelle didn’t kmavhy it hadn’t killed him outright. Was this some
sport for it?

All Michelle knew now was that he had to get bazkis niece.

* * *

Indy scanned over the newspaper article quicklg. heinded it back to Jeanette. “So you've got some
kind of wildlife problem here. What's that gotdo with me?”

Jeanette looked appraisingly at Indy. She’'d réaddtter her uncle had sent to him while he'd been
perusing the paper. “Uncle Michelle didn't tellyahy he sent for you.”
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Indy noted that it wasn't a question, but he ansdemyway. “No, he didn’t. Look, what's going on
here?”

Jeanette bit her lip. For the first time she labkeacertain about something. “My uncle, well, bkl tme
the most fantastic story. And he told me that las twying to get help.”

“Meaning me?”

Jeanette laughed. “Typical. Arrogant Americaro, Not you. He tried with our own government first
And with our military. And with anyone else he tthink of here in France. You were just the iast
very long list.”

“List for what?” Indy frowned.

“I can't believe he decided to send for some stuypiterican archeologist.”

“Tell me,” Indy growled. Jeanette was attractiwe i wasn't enough to keep him from getting anribye
at her. “What's this story you said your uncle wgagg on about?”

“You wouldn't believe me.” Jeanette pushed padyIn

“Where are you going?”

“To find my uncle.”

“Yeah? Where're you gonna look?” Indy crossedanins over his chest.

“Somewhere.” Jeanette waved dismissively oversheulder as she left the room.

Indy shook his head and muttered under his breldthturned to survey the room he was in. Michelle
Getaund obviously ran the “museum” out of his owngde. There were a few pieces of mild interest to
Indy, but most of the stuff was just old junk fradhe Great War. Very little of it looked to be ofdban
fifty years or so.

Indy heard the front door of the little home opémen he heard Jeanette scream.

* * *

It had trailed the old man to his little curio shdpvery step of the way it had wanted to sprindhion
and finish the job. And it was so very hungry.eTittle girl the other night had hardly been mtiran a
shack.

But every time it had moved to pounce on the old niaat annoying little whisper at the back of its
mind had stopped it. It hated that whisper. Tésper that told it to stop, that told it to ruhat told it to
hide.

It glanced up at the sky. The sun was finally sBigkowards the horizon, but it would still be sotime
before it set. That was when the voice went tegsleThat was when it was free.

It had been following the old man along the roofta the village. Few people ever came up here and
no one walking below ever bothered looking up.

It watched the old man stumble up the steps tartheeum door. Again it wanted to pounce and again
the voice held it back.

The door opened just before the old man reached tall woman was standing there. She saw the old
man and screamed.

It almost leapt down then. The cry of panic frdra tvoman driving it nearly to bloodlust. The voice
reigned it in, but only just. The voice wheedled @rodded and finally convinced it to withdraw. |
turned its head towards the nearby forest andtfiacrds the trees.

* * *

Indy was at the front door in an instant. Jearstied there unsteadily, clutching the body of lehnsan
with wispy gray hair in her arms. Tears were striég down her face, but aside from her originaledar
of panic she was silent.

Indy gently pulled the old man away from Jeanetied @was surprised to find him still alive. Indy dad
the old man back into the house and laid him dowthe floor.

The old man was in bad shape. His clothes wereitoseveral places, as was the flesh beneath. His
lined face was ashen gray and his breath cameeigular wheezes.

“Uncle!” Jeanette knelt next to the old man. $mched a tentative hand out and ran it throughdiis

Indy wasn't sure if it was Jeanette’s touch orvVmce, but something reached the old man and lgs ey
fluttered open. He glanced up at Jeanette andhisezyes moved to Indy.
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“Doctor Jones?” Getaund’s voice was weak, buioldeman suddenly reached up and grabbed a fistful
of Indy’s shirt. He pulled the archeologist towstdm. “You are...Doctor Jones?”

“That’s right. Try not to move.” Indy tried todsen Getaund’s grip. He turned to face Jeanette.
“Jeanette. Jeanette! Go and get a doctor.”

Jeanette dragged her gaze away from her uncletaratidlankly at Indy for a moment. Then she
nodded and started pushing herself to her feet.

“No. Notime.” Getaund shook his head weeklyeddette. It's true. What | told you. All true.”

Jeanette shook her head as if trying to dispelihele’s words.

“What's true?” Indy leaned closer to the old maréar him better.

“Knew...if | told you truth...” Getaund looked intady’s eyes. “You...you wouldn’'t come.”

“What truth? What truth, Getaund?”

“Lou...Loup...” The old man’s eyes dimmed.

Indy and Jeanette sat silently next to the old foaia few moments. Jeanette bit her lip to holdkba
more tears. Indy closed the old man’s eyes andlgllowered him to the floor.

Indy got back to his feet and pulled Jeanette tgr &fim, his hands on her shoulders. She shrugged
of his grasp and disappeared into a nearby roome. c&me back a moment later, with a knitted blairket
her hands that she lay gently over her uncle’s body

* * *

Getaund’s death had shaken his niece, but Indydadmire her for getting all the details takenecair
so quickly. Within a couple of hours the villagectbr had come and then later the undertaker. '@hey
taken Getaund’s body away and now only a few staiifdood were left on the floor to indicate anytti
unusual had happened.

While she’'d been busy making arrangements, Indyididter be. He’d gone foraging through
Getaund’s kitchen and had pulled together a medigeer. It didn't taste very good but Jeanettentid
seem to have much appetite anyway. She listlgasliied her meal about on her plate.

Indy pushed his own plate away and leaned forwardss the table. The old man had been tryinglto te
Indy something when he died. Something he’d alya¢afdi his niece. Indy needed to know what it was.
“Jeanette.” Indy’s voice was soft. “Jeanetteeéd to know. Your uncle? What was he going to tel

me? Why did he send for me?”

“He thought you were the only one who might believm.” Jeanette stared at her plate.

“Believe him about what?”

Jeanette chuckled sourly. “About what's been hapge Here. In Brignoles. | know | didn't.”

“Didn’t what?”

“Didn’t believe him.” Jeanette shut her eyes. f@aybe | didn't want to believe him.”

“Tell me!” Indy took Jeanette’s hand roughly. tas getting tired of all this piece-meal nonsense.

“About the deaths.” Jeanette finally looked atyin&he pulled her hand free of his. “It startfdwa
weeks ago. Animals were turning up dead. Petdlyn@dthough some of the miners found others dead
out in the forest.

“And there were the sightings.” Jeanette turnedhiead to stare out the little kitchen’s window.
“People were catching flashes of...something ouhéwoods. No one ever got a good look at it.”

“A wolf or something?”

Jeanette smiled sickly as if Indy had told an ofbc joke. “Then things came to a head two days"ag

“The little girl from the paper.” Indy leaned baitkhis chair.

“She was stolen from right out of her bedroom.ardiette shook her head before looking back at Indy.
“They found her the next day. Or rather, they fbwhat was left of her. Well, you read the paper.

“And now it’s killed my uncle.” A spark of angentered into Jeanette’s eyes.

“Yeah, but what exactly is?” Indy frowned at Jeanette.

“A loup-garou, Doctor Jones.” Jeanette stared intty’'s eyes. “A werewolf.”

* * *

Sun had set and the voice in its head had finaligtgd. It sniffed at the air. It could smell tiear of
the village. First the child, then the old marheTvillagers were becoming frightened. Delicious.
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It sniffed the air again. There was the baresfivafisomething new. A stranger. A stranger vitib
old man’s daughter. The stranger didn't fear. ¥t Not yet.
It wound its way through the trees back towardsvitege. Back towards the museum.

* * *

Indy would have laughed had Jeanette’s face not beearnest. Instead he rubbed at the stubble
forming on his chin. “A werewolf?”

“You don't believe me.” Jeanette shook her heddinderstand. | didn’t believe my uncle when bélt
me.”

“Werewolves are just a lot of superstition.” Inslyrugged. “Creatures from myth. That's all. Mayb
you've got some king of large wolf or some otheinzal around here. People catch glimpses of itt Ge
spooked. Someone remembers a story they heardtivagnvere a kid. Next thing you know, the village
is being overrun by werewolves.”

“Come with me.” Jeanette took Indy’s hand andguihim to his feet. She guided him down a narrow
hallway to the back of the house. It opened insonall room that must have been Getaund'’s study.

“My uncle has...had been researching all this.” é&arwaved her hand vaguely at a number of books
and old documents on a desk. She lit an oil lané@d set it on the desk so Indy could see.

Indy glanced sidelong at Jeanette then lowereddifritgo the chair in front of the desk. He began
looking over the texts but Jeanette was impati&tite started pointing out particular items she ghou
important.

“1693 in Benais.” Jeanette tapped a paragraphu@dthad copied out from one book into a little
journal. “Over 100 people were killed in the aréacals described seeing creatures like wolvesibtit
wolves, with large teeth and tails.

“1764 to 1767 in Gévaudan.” Jeanette pointed tilaer paragraph. “More detailed descriptions about
large creatures with ferocious teeth and lashiilg t&€oarse red fur with a terrible smell. Thetaaked
more than 200 people and —”

“The Beasts of Gévaudan.” Indy looked closer atjturnal.

“You've heard of them?”

“Yeah. Yeah a bit.” Indy spoke slowly. He scadimer the little journal. “Yeah, thought so. You
uncle’s also got stuff here on the attacks in Vagsibetween 1809 and 1813.

“Still.” Indy pushed the journal away. “Doesnitgqve that what you're dealing with is a werewoOr
even one of the Beasts of Gévaudan for that matter.

“Then how do explain my uncle being attacked?”

“What do you mean?”

“He thought he knew who the werewolf was.” Jeanptanted her fists on her hips. “He was going to
wait for you to get here. But the girl’s death miigve changed his mind.”

“Why me?” Indy looked up at Jeanette.

“I told you.” Jeneatte glared back. “He tried gavernment and our military and God knows who.else
None of them would help. None of them would evelidve him. But he said that you would. He said
that you've seen things. He told me about somgoaf...exploits.”

“Oh, did he?” Indy scowled. “They've probably lpe@lown all out of proportion.”

“Probably.” Jeanette nodded. “But you were his lope. He didn’'t want to deal with the monster b
himself. He wanted your help. And now he’s... Wétlseems like the least you could do is helsfin
his work.”

“Finish his work?” Indy pushed himself to his feéde shook his head. “I'm just an archeologibty
your government again. Tell them it's just somgutar wolf or something. I'm sure they’ll send seone
to take care of this.”

Jeanette was shaking her head. “It wouldn’t hélpcle Michelle told me the werewolf couldn’t be
killed by normal means. That it's death could opéyfound in the pages of history.”

Indy held up the journal that Jeanette pointed‘ithis is just a collection of historical sightingad
folklore that your uncle put together. It's notiggto tell you how to kill a werewolf, because yraon't
exist.”

The window by the desk shattered inwards, spralyitggof glass over Indy and Jeanette. Indy heard
something heavy land behind him and a horrid stditield his nostrils.

He whirled about. Indy and Jeanette stared atrisgture in horror.
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It stood on all fours and even then was nearlyabhss$ Indy’s chest. The creature was coveredigilp
red fur. Two-inch fangs lined its long wolfish sro A thick tale nearly as long as the rest ofdreature
swished back and forth, scattering more paperdan#ls about the study. Its coal black eyes stared
straight at Indy and the archeologist could alnsest a human intelligence at work behind them.

The werewolf tensed, preparing to spring at Indy d@anette.

Years of surviving desperate situations kickedinlfidy. Without conscious thought, he pushed
Jeanette roughly out the door of the study and sledhit behind them.

The two raced down the hallway. A moment lategytheard the door splinter behind them and the soft
slap of the creature’s paws on the floor as it edaafter them.

Indy pulled Jeanette into the kitchen, where h&dved his rucksack. He leapt and slid over thehidh
table, scattering the remains of their dinner, landed next to the rucksack. He could hear thatare
getting closer.

Indy dug in the rucksack and pulled his gun justhaswerewolf rounded the corner. Indy’s aim was t
and he placed several shots into the creature'st.che

The werewolf reared back in pain and howled. Ifiddd another bullet up through its jaw into itabr.
The werewolf staggered back and fell to the ground.

“Isit...?" Jeanette stared at the creature’s body.

“Dead? Yeah.” Indy nodded and grinned fainthhadowered his gun. “That wasn't so hard,
now...was...it?"

The werewolf had started twitching on the floondy could hear an odd bubbling sound coming from it
The creature’s eyes opened and it gazed malevplahthdy. It slowly pushed itself to its feetystbling
once or twice.

Indy’s grin faded from his face. He swore underlinieath and scooped up his rucksack before grgbbin
Jeanette’s arm. “Time to go!”

Indy pulled his fedora down over his face and slaaimto the kitchen window. It broke apart and he
tumbled outside. Jeanette jumped out and landathjlinext to him. She reached down and helped pul
him to his feet, and then both of them were running

* * *

The werewolf staggered upright and glanced dowits @hest. The bullet holes had already sealed,
leaving nasty scars behind.

The werewolf was angry. How dare this strangerkttie could kill it? It sniffed the air, gettingg@od
feel for the stranger. The stranger was scarddhbuear was under control. The stranger wasgusifor
strength. Not like one of the cowardly villagers.

The werewolf padded across the kitchen and leagiyezut into the night. The moments it had spent
recovering had given its prey the chance to esc&u¢ that didn’t matter, it would find them soomogigh.

* * *

Jeanette took the lead as she and Indy ran frothdbse. She was the local and knew the area better
than Indy. Indy was concerned though, as they sddmbe heading away from the village.

“Where're...we going?” They'd been running hard éowhile now and Indy was starting to gasp for
breath.

“Out of town.”

“What? Why?”

Jeanette shook her head. She obviously didn't teawaste her breath talking while they ran. Every
now and then, she glanced back to see if they eireg followed.

It was well into night now, but the two could stke fairly easily. A full moon had come out aadtan
eerie glow on the countryside.

Ahead in the darkness Indy could make out the sétte of a building. He couldn’t pick out too many
details but it seemed to be some kind of churgandtte was leading them straight towards it.

They raced up to the door of the church and Indy relieved to find it open. The two darted insiahel
shut the door behind.
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A thick wooden plank was next to the door and ladg Jeanette wrestled it into two metal brackets on
either side of the door. Indy stepped back, bnghis hands as he admired their handiwork. Jeanet
leaned against the door with her head back agigltktd regain her breath.

Indy pulled a lighter out of his rucksack. On eitlside of the large door stood two tall, dribbly
candlesticks. He flicked the lighter open andhé candles.

“Right.” Indy went over to one of the old woodegews in the church and dropped his rucksack on it.
He started pulling items out of it and secretingnthabout his person. “Now, why'd we run away fritva
village?”

Jeanette watched Indy strap a gun holster abouwtdste. “| don’t want anyone else getting caughiru
this.”

“Yeah?” Indy pulled his haversack out and slungbibut his neck. “Did it occur to you that thetrefs
the village could maybe help us?”

“You shot it, Doctor Jones. You shot it severalds and it kept coming.

Indy didn’t say anything. He dug around distrabtéd the bottom of the rucksack.

Jeanette’s eyes widened as the archeologist paotlied coiled bullwhip and secured it on his hip.
“What's that for?”

“Useful archeological tool,” Indy said distractedlySo you got us out of town. What's the nexpsbé
your marvelous plan?”

Jeanette shrugged as she moved over to Indy. 08kénis lighter and headed deeper into the church,
lighting more candles as she went.

“Will we be safe in here, do you think?” Jeandtieked back over her shoulder at Indy.

“Why ask me?”

“Because my uncle thought you'd be of some usednétte frowned angrily at the archeologist.

“I've never dealt with anything like this beforelhdy paused and smiled a bit ruefully. “Well, not
exactly like this.”

“Meaning?”

“You ever read anything by Bram Stoker?” Indy gjged. “Nevermind. It's just that some of those
exploits of mine your uncle told you might not hdxeen blown out of proportion.”

Jeanette opened her mouth, closed it, looked ativag,looked back. “Right now I'd be willing to
believe just about anything.”

Indy grinned lopsidedly at Jeanette. “Let’s se@iwyour uncle thought. He did the research aftér a

“How are we going to do that?” Jeanette was pukakgil Indy held up her uncle’s journal. “You Hel
onto that?”

“Yeah.” Indy moved over to one of the candlestiaksl opened the journal up. “I figured your uncle
wouldn’t mind.”

Jeanette’s eyes looked hurt at Indy’s flippantneriee to her uncle. Indy glanced at her unconityta
then gestured her over.

“Come on. Help me look through this thing.” Indyised the journal with both hands so she could see
“See if there’s anything useful in here.”

The two poured over the book for several minutBlsere was a lot about the history of werewolf
sightings in France and abroad over the centutiesdthing that indicated how to definitively kilhe.

“Here’s something.” Indy paused as they flippetigh the book. A small scrap of paper had been
wedged between two pages. It was covered with mib@etaund’s cramped writing. “Something to do
with silver?”

Jeanette took the scrap of paper and held it ctosne candle. “It's hard to make out. Uncle Malle
must have written this down in a hurry.”

“Can you read any of it?”

“I'm not sure.” Jeanette frowned at the paperddew moments. “It looks like my uncle thoughtrimggi
a werewolf was, | don't know, some kind of dise&se.

“Disease huh?” Indy rubbed his cheek as he coreidhnis new information.

“Does that mean something to you?”

“Maybe.” Indy started pacing back and forth aphethings together. “What does the paper saytabou
silver?”

Jeanette angled the paper towards the candle. rfiMoh. It just says ‘silver’ and ‘cure’.”

“Yeah, yeah that might make sense.”
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“Might it, Doctor Jones?” Jeanette asked sarcalsficclearly annoyed that Indy was holding someghi
back from her.

“Goes back a long time.” Indy shrugged as he witoeface Jeanette. “In th& dentury B.C.
Hippocrates wrote about the healing power of sibugat how it was useful in curing diseases.

“Now, some legends from the "1 @entury talk about how silver is effective agaiwsrewolves.” Indy
pointed towards the book. “If your uncle’s rigahd being a werewoi§ a disease, then his other reference
there maybe means that silver’s an antidote to it.”

“I see.” Jeanette nodded. She looked up and dratléndy. She hadaery pleasant smile he noticed.
“Maybe my uncle was right to get in touch with yafter all, Doctor Jones.”

“My friends call me Indy.”

“Indy?” Jeanette tried the word out, then nodddddy.”

There was a loud thud at the door and Indy andelt=ahoth jumped.

“It's here!” Jeanette looked at Indy with fearhiar eyes.

“Any other way out of this place?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Great.”

The door thumped again and the heavy plank bouncedsily in the metal brackets.

“Jeanette, stay behind me.” Indy started backimgyafrom the door. It took him a moment to realize
that Jeanette was gone. He hadn’t seen her §lip of

Indy was just about to call out for the French womden the door gave a horrible splintering sound.
The werewolf peered in through the hole it had drads It spotted Indy and let out a deep howl.

Indy backed away to the altar at the head of theath The werewolf battered at the hole it hadeth
and soon had it large enough to get inside.

It slowly moved towards Indy down the aisle betwé&®npews. Its pace quickened with each step.
When it was perhaps a dozen feet away, it jumpexligh the air towards the archeologist.

Indy spun aside at the last moment. His fist da@i®und and caught the werewolf on the nose as it
landed next to him. The beast stepped back frematbheologist, more out of surprise than pain.

In the few moments he had, Indy flicked his whip and lashed it around one of the church’s rafters
above. Quickly he pulled himself upwards.

The werewolf paced about in a circle below Indlystared balefully at the trapped archeologistyln
smiled lopsidedly, safe on the beam.

The werewolf knelt on the ground and Indy thoughtas going to lie down to wait for him. Well, et
wait. Indy was an archeologist. He'd developdigh degree of patience in his career.

But the werewolf wasn'’t lying down. Instead, itnmhed its muscles and sprang up towards the rafters
Indy started backwards and nearly fell from theéeraf His arms pinwheeled in the air for a momanritiu
he could catch his balance.

The werewolf grabbed the beam with its arms. Iwdyched in horror as it pulled itself up onto the
wood. It crouched with its paws gripping the beafhime werewolf growled low in its throat and tensed
leap at Indy.

“Indy, I've found it!” Jeanette ran back into thall of the church from some side room. She was
holding something in her hand that glinted fairitym the candlelight. She looked around confusbdmw
she didn't see Indy right away.

“Jeanette, run!” Indy hollered down to the Fremadman. The werewolf was staring intently at hert, b
its head whipped back to Indy at his voice.

“Indy! Down here!” Jeanette beckoned to Indy adbhacked away from the werewolf.

Indy was rapidly running out of room to retreatheTwerewolf was having no trouble moving quickly
along the beam. It was almost upon the archedlogis.

Indy pulled his whip back and lashed it across lagiobeam as the werewolf jumped. Indy felt the
beast’s claws rip through the back of his leathekgt as he swung back down to the floor below.Indly
landed he nearly collided with Jeanette.

“Damn it, Jeanette! We need to get out of here!”

“No, Indy, it's all right.” Jeanette pushed hefsglfront of Indy.

The werewolf dropped back to the floor and spramwgards Jeanette. As it sailed towards her, shesthr
her hand out. Tight in her grasp was an engraivegr £ross.

Page 11 of 17



Indiana Jones and the Curse of Loup-Garous by Richard Hoover

The werewolf impaled itself on the cross but itékldrove both Jeanette and Indy to the ground
underneath it. They were flattened as it rolled amithed across the floor, the silver cross jutirom its
chest.

“Silver,” Jeanette whispered to Indy as they scriachlaway from the beast.

The werewolf howled horribly. It flopped aboutasiering several of the pews. A white lather @frfo
gathered at the corner of its mouth.

The werewolf fell back on the floor, its paws jiitey in the air. Indy could see its massive chisstg
and falling with the effort of breathing.

It was agonized. It had never experienced suahipefiore. Fire ran through its veins and it thduigh
would go mad.

Somewhere deep inside, the little voice at the lodidgts mind was cheering. This was salvation.

It growled and pushed the voice back into the dedesses of its brain. It was hurting and angdy an
almost blinded by pain.

Then it saw the stranger.

It narrowed its eyes, as if focusing every ouncargfer on the man with the hat. It bent its heawlrdto
its chest and wrapped its jaws about the crossmdtuth burned, but it ignored that.

It pulled the cross out and flung it off into tharkiness.

* * *

“That can’t be good.” Indy tugged at Jeanette@ustier as he backed towards the door.

“But it was silver.” Jeanette watched horrifiedths werewolf slowly rolled over and tried to gestlegs
under itself again. “It was silver!”

“Come on!” Indy hauled Jeanette around and shixedowards the door.

The two clambered through the remains of the ddeanette didn’t seem inclined to lead the way this
time. Indy grabbed her hand and pulled her dowrlahe after him. He heard the werewolf howl beéhin
him, but it sounded more agonized than malevolent. nMaybe the silver had done something after all.

They were running along the edge of the forest nBwshes and branches tugged at their clothesegs th
passed. Jeanette had recovered from her shoackasclnning strong again. She tapped Indy’s skesuld
and pointed off to the right. The archeologistraed his course to follow.

They came out into a large clearing and Indy sawtvile thought at first was a cave. As they drew
nearer, he could see it was the entrance to a haftesA wooden beam had been placed across itavith
sign. The French words on the sign read DANGERGWEEP OUT.

Indy and Jeanette ducked underneath the sign anged into the darkness.

* * *

It was chasing its prey again. It still felt weakd disoriented from the annoying metal crossijtguld
feel its strength returning with each step.

It stopped short in a clearing where the moon gtbdewn. Ahead it saw the entrance to an old
abandoned mine. The scent of its prey went riggitie.

It slowed down and eyed the cave warily. It hadady underestimated these two twice, and it wasn't
about to do so again.

Carefully, it prowled towards the dark cave. lukin't see any movement and the spoor it was
following was already a few minutes old. It sniffence more at the entrance, then crawled over the
barrier and slipped into the mine.

Indy led the way deeper into the mine, his lighterviding scant illumination. The air had a musty
smell to it and the few tools and mining implemeahtsy passed were covered in layers of dust.
“Doesn't look like this place is used anymore.”
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“It's not.” Jeanette shook her head as she folbbinely. “It closed down, oh, six or seven years.ag
They mined too fast and too far. A lot of thisuisstable.”

“Great. Any other way out of here?”

“There used to be a second entrance off to the seesewhere.”

“Used to?”

“It could be blocked.” Jeanette shrugged. “l ddmow. But you know how fast that creature runs.”

“Yeah.” Indy nodded grimly. “We wouldn’t stand ©luchance if we were out in the open and...”

“What is it?” Jeanette nearly bumped into the aotbgist as he came to a sudden halt. “Indy, what

“Sh.” Indy held a hand up to silence Jeanettee fi¥o stood in the flickering light of the lightsitently
for several moments. “Thought | heard something.”

Jeanette glanced around nervously. “It's an ofchél. Probably just the rock settling or maybe the
wind.”

“Yeah.” Indy looked unconvinced. “Yeah, maybe.”

Indy turned around and felt something hit his fedoHe jerked back, his heart racing wildly. Then
let out a short laugh. He’d bumped into an oldanitern hanging from the low ceiling of the mine.

Indy pulled the lantern down and shook it, listengarefully. “There’s still oil in here.” It wake work
of a moment to get the lantern lit. “At least naw can see a bit better.”

“Yes, that's a big improvement.” Jeanette rolled Byes. She could see maybe a dozen feet indfont
her now. The mine walls were rocky with occasicwaport struts placed along the path.

“Come on.” Indy led the way farther into the glooide fumbled in the haversack at his side ancegull
out a compass. “You said the other entrance wiae tiie west?”

“That'’s right.”

“Let’s see if we can find it.”

They proceeded in silence for several minutes. ughmeither would admit it to the other, they were
both listening hard for any sound of the werewdlheir nervousness increased with each passingteninu

“Indy?”

Indy nearly jumped when Jeanette spoke up suddesiiind him. He took a few calming breaths before
answering. “What?”

“Why did you come here? To Brignoles | mean?”

Indy frowned back over his shoulder briefly. “Yaumcle invited me.”

“Yes, but he didn't tell you why he wanted you hei¢ot really.”

“I don't think this is the best time to go overgHi

“Please. | want to know.”

“I don't know.” Indy shrugged in annoyance. “Sosmaall town French curator goes to the trouble to
find out where an American archeologist works? ghestion why was pretty intriguing to me.”

“That’s why you do what you do, isn't it?”

“What do you mean?”

“That’s why you're an archeologist.” Jeanette smhjleven though Indy couldn’t see it. “You want to
find out the why's behind all these mysteries.”

“Yeah, | =" Indy came to a stop.

“Don't tell me you hear something again?” Thennidte came to a stop as well.

The mine went on ahead of them another ten fegt dwefore ending in a mass of collapsed rock and
timber.

“Let’s head back.” Indy turned around. “Maybe arf¢he side tunnels will get us to that other &xit

As they began wandering back the way they camegefeapulled Indy to a halt. He was about to
guestion her when she held a finger to her lips.stained his ears. In the distance he thoughthed
the soft pad of a paw on gravel.

It was very close to the two of them now. Theireimvas heady in its nostrils. Its chest still edtirom
where it had been stabbed, but it knew it was rttzae a match for these two.

Unfortunately, the voice was back. The voice wssally silent at night, but ever since the stabliing
had gotten louder and more insistent. The voicet&dit to let these two go. The voice wanted itun
away. Of course, the voice also had wanted iidondhen it had been stabbed so what did the veakyr
know.

Page 13 of 17



Indiana Jones and the Curse of Loup-Garous by Richard Hoover

It came around a bend in the mine. The scensgfridy was very strong now. It was almost on top o
them.

It suddenly halted in puzzlement. A cave in ahgladked the tunnel, but there was no sign of ies/pr
It padded forward slowly, wary of a trap.

Indy and Jeanette were pressed back into a smaltl that had been carved out of the side of the main
tunnel. He'd dowsed the lantern and they stoadhirkness as the werewolf prowled past them.

Indy held Jeanette tightly against him, his arnuatbher waist. He could feel her trembling atggght
of the werewolf. Or was it he who was trembling?

Hopefully the werewolf would get bored, give updago away. And then Indy heard something that
really did make him start trembling. The damn ¢hivad stopped in the corridor and was sniffindhatdir.

Indy cursed himself. He should have realized thathing was tracking them by scent. He could jus
see the werewolf in the corridor. It turned itati¢his way and that as if to get a better smell.

The werewolf slowly turned towards the nook. Ibgted low in its throat.

As one, Indy and Jeanette jumped out of the nodkstarted running back towards the mine entrance.
The werewolf let out a snarl and started after them

Jeanette screamed out as the werewolf slammediéntoShe fell painfully to the ground. She rose h
hands to try to fend off the werewolf but it hadnied away from her to confront Indy.

The only thing Indy had to hand was the oil lantelfte spun about towards the werewolf, swinging the
lantern with all his might. The lantern connectéth the werewolf's head and cracked open, dumpihg
on Indy and the werewolf.

The werewolf's body collided with Indy and he sphagvbackwards but managed to keep his feet.
Before he could catch his balance, the werewofftleahim and bore him to the ground.

The werewolf's jaws snapped inches from Indy’s fatrely brought his forearm up and pushed it
against the throat of the werewolf to keep it gt. b@ihe beast was stronger than Indy and it pusheatily
closer to him.

“Get off of him!” Jeanette scooped up a piecelahging from the mine floor and swung it at the
werewolf.

The werewolf caught the plank in its jaws and fbfeom Jeanette’s grip. She cried out as sliy@ts
deep into her hands.

It was all the distraction Indy needed. He squitroat from under the werewolf. His eyes stungm8o
of the oil had splattered into them.

Indy’s head came up. He rifled through his pockets drew out his lighter. As the werewolf turned
towards him again, he flicked the lighter on ansktal it forward, hoping he was far enough away.

For one terrifying moment it looked like the lightgas going to go out. Then it fell full on theugh fur
of the werewolf. Instantly the oil on the beastdbinto flames.

The werewolf jumped back howling. It rolled abtnying to put out the fire. The werewolf slammed
into one of the support struts of the mine and keddt loose. An ominous rumbling started to cdroen
the rocks.

Indy grabbed Jeanette’s wrist and pulled her &iter “We gotta go!”

The two started running back towards the entram¢ee mine.

Behind them the werewolf, singed and burned, finadanaged to get the flames out. It stood up and
raced after Indy and Jeanette, putting every oohemger and pain into its charge.

* * *

It was furious now. It could see its two tormesttiying to escape. With each bound, it saw the
distance between them shrinking.

Dimly it was aware of the rumbling of the rock analit, but its focus was on the two running awd#y.
was going to catch them and make them pay.

The woman was closest. It would break her neck tear out the throat of the stranger.

It bunched its muscles preparing to leap.

At the last moment, the voice from the recesseéts ofind screamed out.
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Jeanette glanced back in terror as the werewolf diearer. She saw it preparing to spring and kstesv
couldn’t escape.

Then the most astounding thing happened. Jusieaserewolf leapt, it let loose a horrible almost
human cry and twisted about in mid air, its legdifig.

The werewolf fell to the mine floor just behind Heet. It snarled ferociously and struggled te ris

The rumbling in the mine had grown steadily loud8uddenly there was a large snapping sound as
another of the mine supports gave way. Large sidbsck started falling from the roof of the cave.

“Run!” Indy shouted. The two could see the fdight of the entrance ahead.

Rock tumbled past them. Dust churned into thataiging their eyes. Even the ground was shaking
now.

Indy and Jeanette leapt as they neared the ming@neet They cleared the wooden barrier over et fr
of the tunnel and tumbled to the ground outsiddarge cloud of dust blew out over top of them.

Slowly the rumbling faded.

Indy glanced around. His hat had been knocked frmniead in the fall. He scooped it up, dustexdfijt
and settled it back in place before looking bacthatmine.

The mine entrance had completely collapsed. lmiydcsee a long score wending back along the
hillside, tracing the path of the fallen mine tuhnBimly he could hear a mournful mewling comingrh
the cave in.

“My God.” Jeanette stepped up next to Indy. “Afd that, it's still alive.”

“Maybe not for long.”

The two stood beneath the moon. As they listeti@dsounds of the werewolf grew fainter and more
pained. Within twenty minutes they had stoppedgather.

* * *

“Ow! Damn it, Indy!” Jeanette would have slapgkd archeologist if she knew it wouldn’t hurt more.

“Hold still.” Indy suppressed a chuckle as he lmrdr one of Jeanette’s hands. Carefully he ugeaira
of tweezers to pull out another large sliver.

Jeanette hadn’t noticed how much her hands wetenbumntil she and Indy were halfway home. She
had gritted her teeth and kept her hands tuckéerimpockets so no one else could see.

The sounds of her little adventure with Jones haklem most of the village. What with windows
smashing, gun shots going off, a wolf howling awayg then the sound of the mine collapsing it was n
wonder they were almost mobbed when they'd stagigeaek into the village.

Indy had made up some lame story about how he ager ¢o see old Michelle Getaund’s significant
archeological find down in the mine. Why, he weasreso eager he couldn’t wait until morning.
Somehow it came out in the story that there may lmen someone else in the mine as well. A bufich o
the villagers had hurried up to see if they cowddadything.

Indy and Jeanette had returned to her home, aeafilocks from her uncle’s place. It was onlgrih
that she’d shown Indy her ravaged hands. Withdirections he’d scrounged up the pair of tweezads a
some wine to use as disinfectant. He’'d also cutngof her shirts for bandages.

Indy had painstakingly pulled all the slivers frdemanette’s left hand and was studiously workinghen
right one. Her left hand was bandaged and whefflsked her fingers it still felt sore, but not ngaas
bad as it had done.

“There, all better.” Indy set the tweezers asidli the last of the slivers. He tied the remaining
bandages around her hands.

“Thanks, Indy.” Jeanette looked up from her haaidthe archeologist, suddenly aware of how close he
was sitting to her. Their eyes met and he leaoeddrd.

There was a knocking at the door.

“I, uh, I'd better see who that is.” Jeanette masherself from the table, wincing as she put pmesen
her hands.

She crossed to the front of her home, aware of faliywing her. She opened the door and saw one of
the search party standing there. The sun haddgimésen behind him.

“Morning, Miss Getaund.”
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“Good morning, Maurice.” Jeanette wrapped her aabwut herself to ward off the chilly air from
outside. She’d taken off her jacket when theytimeed home and was now standing in her short steev
shirt.

“We're still searching around up there.” Mauriegked his thumb over his back to indicate the old
mine. “No one’s really expecting to find anythielge at this point.”

“But you did find something?” Indy stepped forwamdd leaned against the doorframe.

“Yeah, that's right.” Maurice eyed Indy warily. eftl heard the American’s tale. It had seemed to
confirm his belief in the stupidity of foreignersie turned back to Jeanette. “We found what wia®fe
Guy up there. No one knows why he was up at theemOr why he didn’t have any clothes on.”

“Did you find anything else?” Indy spoke up befdeanette could.

“No, that was it. Just Guy’s body.” Maurice threwother suspicious look at Indy.

“Thanks, Maurice.” Jeanette nodded to the searcher

“Sure.” Sensing he’d been dismissed, Maurice stdfgack as Jeanette closed the door.

“So | guess that's it?”

“You sound disappointed.” Indy headed back tonhékeshift surgery table and started cleaning up.

“After everything we went through last night.” dette shook her head. “Do you think Guy was
actually the werewolf?”

“Could be.” Indy shrugged. “l don’t see how elsgd have gotten up there. With no clothes.”

Jeanette nodded as she stepped up next to the téiudiy?”

“Hm?” Indy finished tidying up and turned to Jetiee

“Just...just before the cave in, | looked back. W tverewolf, | mean. It was going to jump at nhent
it looked like, | don’t know, like part of it decéd not to jump at the last moment.”

“Lucky for us.” Indy leaned against the table. éWrobably wouldn’t have gotten out otherwise.”

“I just wish we knew how it died in the end.” Jette canted her head as she regarded Indy. “I mean
after everything else that it survived.”

“It was buried under all that rock.” Indy shruggednd if you believe the myths, it would’ve haal t
become human again eventually. Could be werewalaaonly really be killed when they're in human
form.”

“I suppose. It's just.”. Jeanette shook her head. “There’s no proof nbw. | mean, there’s no actual
werewolf body. Just Guy’s. People won't beliewe’u

“Then we shouldn't tell them.”

“You seem to be rather fine with this.” Indy’siaittle was annoying Jeanette.

Indy shrugged and looked away in, what? EmbarrastM“Yeah. No proof. You tend to get used to
that after a while. Trust me.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know those stories your uncle told you aboat?h

“Yes?”

“You want to know what actually happened?”

“Sure. | think a bedtime story would be nice rigbbut now.” She looked pointedly over to the diwor
her bedroom. “Don’t you?”

Indy smiled lopsidedly as Jeanette guided him ftbentable. “I do at that.”

Afterword

Indiana Jones and the Curse of Loup-Garausbviously a work of fiction. But as with thediana
Jones movies, much in the story is based on histloréports and mythology.

As our story begins, Indiana Jones finds himsedf series of tunnels buried in the Himalayas exargin
a collection of stone disks. Although Indy cad¢ntify them, these disks are known as the DropaeSt

The Dropa Stones are a collection of over 700 chstene disks. They were discovered and brought to
the world by Chi Pu Tei, a professor of archaeolagBeijing University. Chi Pu Tei discovered the
stones in 1938, some six years after Indy’s unfate mishap.

In 1962 Doctor Tsum Um Nui studied the recoveredstdisks. He discovered that the spiral carvings
in the disks contained hieroglyphics that formexicay. The story is one of many in human history
suggesting early contact by a race that “came dioen the clouds in their aircraft.”

Page 16 of 17



Indiana Jones and the Curse of Loup-Garous by Richard Hoover

After his harrowing adventure in the Himalayas il off to the village of Brignoles located in thfar
department in southeast France. It's here thatihe afoul of the werewolf, or loup-garou as itéled in
French.

France has a documented history of supposed wefraatdlity. During the sixteenth century, many
people were persecuted, tried, and executed aswvkies. Although evidence was found in some o$¢he
cases for murder and cannibalism, no proof was gresided that the accused could in fact transfinm
wolves.

Indy and Jeanette also discuss the Beast of Gémawdiech once terrorized the Lozére department
located in south-central France from 1764 to 176fis creature was described as a frighteninglydar
wolf of particular viciousness and was responsibiekilling over 100 people in the area. Sevettdrapts
were made to hunt down the animal and were belitwd@ successful by 1767, when the string of ktac
ceased.

Reports of attacks similar to the Gévaudan ones &S0 made earlier in Benais in 1693 and later in
Vivarais from 1809 to 1813. Such reports are deethe basis of the idea that the creature mag hav
migrated in a southeasterly direction across thang until arriving in the area of Brignoles.

Brignoles has several historic buildings from ceieipast, including the seventeenth century church
where Indy and Jeanette fail to deal with the weléw

It's here that they strike upon the thought thivesiis fatal to werewolves. Turning into a werdfdas
been likened to being under the influence of aatiseand Hippocrates did indeed write of the medical
benefits of silver against disease. However, dea ithat silver could harm or kill a werewolf wadyo
added to the mythology in the 1 8entury.

Indy and Jeanette flee the church to a nearby alumimine. During the time of our story, the towin o
Brignoles was a mining center. Numerous aluminuoh l@auxite mines were scattered around the area and
it is here that the werewolf is finally dispatché&egeing the town from its curse.
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