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The mystery continues

peared in the Nov. 5 issue.
delay and

author or readers

This is the confinuation

“Mysterious castle of Baron von Gui” which originally ap-

The Editor apologizes for the
inconvonienco it moy have caused for the

of Alan Doerkson's story

Next morning, | got up dull
and late, and stumbled down
to the dining rcom for
breckfast. Over French toast
and coffee, | glanced through
the Londen Crimes. The
headlines screamed their
usual quota of tragedies and
filler material, but in the se-
cond section, on page 35, |
found the comics. Also. there
was a brief note about the

disappearance of an obscure -
arisiocrat somewhere in the

Black Forest. So much for the
om.fgcncy However, 1 had
noticed a headline proclaim-
ing: “Monster Slghfod in Forest
Near Strasbourg”, on the front
page. Now | could see the con-
nection.
had concocted a special brew,
like that of Dr. Jekyl. More
likely, he had created o

monster which had done him in .

and then-escaped. . . but wait,
this was crazy. 1 sounded like
the plot of a thirties horror
movie.

Then it struck me. Not the

monster, but an idea. If | went
to Baden Worse briefly, | might
find some prize materiol for a
movie or book. Whatever the
case was, haste was essential.

Before come other conniver

got his foot in the door, i had 10
unravel th&s-.mys'ory. With this

; dwclud the -

| didn't know hﬂvt 'd swear

that the organizors were giv-. :

ing the attendees time to
recover from “E.T.Z.M.B.“

Anyhow, | decided to call up
Frank Coproliote (not Zapata

or Xavier) ond #i! kim in on the
situation. ! only toid him as
much as | had to, of course.

"But Alex,"” Frank protested,
"I thought your Uncle Albert
lived in Rome. . .7

"He moved a year ago. Said
ha didn’t like the climale or the
food.”

"So he was ntaylng in a spa
when he got his latest hoort at-
tack?"” :

'T_hms;rigm. He must have

“Ckay, Al, lus'gotbock as.
soon as you con. | don’t want to

toke all the flek, ! mean credit

for our movies.” (Frarnk had
olso produced "The Exorcist
Meets the Teenage Ghouls of
Ridicule High").

After this piece of creative
formulation, | packed my bags
and took a taxi to the train sta-
tlon. Within minutes, | was
speeding on my way to Baden
Worse. The trein sped eost to
the French-ltalian border (via
Monaco), cruised the Italian
Riviera and stopped at Genna.

Perhaps the Baron

. enigmatically. Giacial

All the way, the scenery was
gorgeous, as could be ex-
pected. The Mediterranean
shimmered in the morning sun,
and colorful vineyards lined
the hillsides on either side of
Columbus's homa town. | got
out and hed a plate of spaghet-
ti along with a bowl of spumoni
ice cream in a small restaurant
next to- the station. Then |
reboarded the : ‘train,  which

“headed north across the Apen-

nine. Mountains, through the

Po Vailey ond into Milen. It

crossed the border of
Switzerland by ‘way of a
lengthy tunnel into the Alps,
and then followed o zigzag
path through the inspiring, ma-
jestic splendour of the moun-
tains. Above rose the pictures-
que, snowclad  peaks, and
below lay the steep, rugged
valleys and cliffs which
delineate Switzerland so
lakes
and icy rivers blended into the
montane landscape, and dot-
ting the hillsides were dozens
of skiiers, bikinied and other-
wise, Swiss chalets and moun-
tain goats. Daeply moved by
the scenery, | moved myself 1o
the dining cer and ordered o

Swiss steck, some Swiss-
cheese ondtntkm a mug of
ot chocolate as’ well as a box
of chocolates for dessart. Un-

""loﬂm alf they hod wos

Mmd-mndzm So

; uiuch ﬂni—dgﬁt sarvice. on
u\y other film. 1§ : &
Inahwho;m fire, kel

“left Wp spectacular Alps ond
-spirolhd down from their

hoighutcﬁnﬁeman!m

Black Forest. Arcund the trein
stood looming, foreboding
pines and cedars, some of
thern centuries old. The after-
noon was drawing to a close as
the train pulled into the Rhine

River valley. The icst streaks of

sunlight shone upon the
mighty river as it flowed slug-

gishly northward. to the sea.
" ‘Broken-down forts and rem-

nants ‘of castles swuam' into

visw on the crests of the roll-
ing hills which mude up the

sides of the vcilay. Miniature
villages clustered togethar,
like so many ginger-bread
houses and people. !t strained
my aufhor's vocabulary te try
to describe such a tranquil
scone.

At last, the train arrived at
my destination station, nomely
Baden Worse. i got out, 8long
with two other people, a portly
gentleman and his fat wife.
The station was completely
empty, except for the ticket
seller, who was asleep in his
wicket. | lugged my luggage to

the rear of the station, and
looked for u cab to take me to
a hoiel. All | saw was a
decrepit stagecoach, whose
driver was a mis- -shapen hun-
chback. Two pitch-black horses
led the procession.

“Who are you,
Hearse Rent-a-Car
quipped. In reply, the hun-
chback scowled in distaste and
saad

“I am Quasimoran, servant
to Baron von Gut. ¥ you are
Herr Zuma, | have come to
take you out to the Baron's cas-

tle.”
lh pidgin

the locol

All this was’
English, spoken with a German
accent like that used by NAZIs
on Hokum's Heross. |

answered in pure,
vnadulterated, Middle-Atlantic
ghetto English:

“Hey, man, that's fantastic!
What's the buzz about the
baron?”

"He disappeared without a
trace. Herr Xcvier and the
village police have been sear-
ching the countryside for the
last day. Nothing has been
found, they say.”

“Well, how do | fit into this?"
| asked, as | loaded up my lug-

goge and climbed up next to

the driver. He whipped the
horses into shape ond explain-
od- a3 the s'ogocooch rombd

,clong
2 "Mr., o moon Horr le«'

hldmtho!ywmhshy

: m“\tmthondlookfordm.
; whllohomln Strasbourg.”
“Soyndsgoodiom is there -

else ot the castle?”
Only me and Julieng, the
maid.” :

“Sounds even better.. I'll’

want to examine every inch of
the castle and the esiate.”

“I'd be very carefui if | were
you,” warned Quasimoran
‘mysteriously. “Some sirange
things have happened there
over the centuries.”

“Sounds promising. Want to
elaborate?”

"I mustn't. The baror and his
family have alwoys kept a vaii
of sacrecy over  their
ceremonies.” .

“How about if 1 pay you o
grond (in marks, of course)?”

“Absolutely not. i | did, the
family curse would haunt me
forever!”

“What cbout 2000 marks?”

“I'll give you a guided tour of
the castle, and show you the
Gut family's personal papers.”

“Thet's better. How much
farther is it, Guasi?”

“Just around this bend.”

We went around the bend,
and there, before my very eyes
stood a towering, majestic cas-
tle of Herculanean propor-
tions. It was made of gargan-
tuan blocks of stone and sur-
rounded by an impressive

rep?” |

_horses,

moat full of putrid water. The
sky was dark except for the
full moon, which shone an evil
red from its position just above
the herizon. | shuddered, but
that was because of the chill of
the night wind, blowing
through the pines. The hun-
chbock ushered me over the
drawbridge, from which |
observed a number of reptilian
creatures swimming in the
' moat below.

“Don't tell me those cre
:rocodlln." | commentad.

“Of course not!” replied
Quasimoran, alleviating my
tears. “They're alligaters.
Baron von Gut imported them
‘from the Neverglades. ten
years ago. Thoy ‘keep away
burglan better than waich-

dogs.”

I'll bet they do! But what do
they ect?”

“Did you hear about the
travelling saleman who. . .”

“Never mind, I've heord it
before."”

We entered the ominous-
looking doorway and walked
down a wide, high-ceilinged
hallway to the foot of a marble
spiral staircase. Quasimoron
pulled a cord which rang a
series of tubular bells.

"Why dld-youdo'thai?“lusk-
od the hunchback:

“Do not ask for whom the
béH  tolls,” he, answered

- mystetiously. Mphmo rang

a bell'to me. Just then, a girl
appeared out of nowhare. She

. had long. golden heir; dear

Bive eyes and wors a blue silk
dress which {lattered her
shapely body.

“This is Juliang, the maid,”
Qudslmomn explained. -

“Pleasad to meet you,
baautiful,” | grested her. She
smiled ond said, “Guten
abent” in German.

“She can't speak o word of
English,” put in Quasimeron.
“Can you speak any Germon?"

“Enough to get by."”

“Zerr gutt! In that case, 1'li
put awey the stage-cooch and
while Jullana shows
yeu your room.” He gave
Juliana instructions in German
and left by way of the draw-
bridge. Juliana led the way up

‘the staircase, and | followed

close behind with my luggege.

- Two hundred thirty seven steps

iater we reached a landing ot
the top. | sighed in relief ond
threw down my baggage. (not
down the stairway, onto the
landing). Juliana opened the
doer at the end of the landing
and let me in

“You first,” | invited, but
when | turned oround the maid
hod disappeared. The room
was pitch black so 1 felt for a
light switch on the wall. |
should have known better. The

only thing | found was a b
widow spider crawling up
side of the wall. Snatct
away my hand, | teok out
lighter and gave it a flick

the flickering light | exami
the roem. Just opposite
was an old-fashioned fo
poster bed with ¢ canopy. N¢
to it was a bedtable with
kerosene lomp, which | prom;
tly lit up. Glancing around th
rest of the rcom, | was struc
by the odd assortment of ant:
que furniture. Just ot the foo
of 1ho bed was an ebon:

dresser, corvcd nlaborouly
and mounted with a gold-
trimmed mirror. It was covered
in dust, so | polished it up with
a handkerchief. Pretty soon |-
could see a perfect reflection
of the room, except for one
thing. | wasn't there.

“Ha! It must be some sort of
trick mirror,” | thought to
myself. | looked around for
hidden gadgets, but turned up

nothing. Puzzled, | flopped

down on the bed ond stared at
the mirror ineffectually. Sud-
denly, the door in the mirror

opened and a girl stepped in. |
glanced around, but saw no
one behind me. Turning back

to the.girl in the mirror, | was
struck by her incredible begu-

ty. Her long, chestnut. tresses

of hair fell loosely cbout he *
;houiddn and framed a poig-"

‘nant face .with bright green
-oyes filked ‘with fonging and"

desire. She ‘walked up ‘fo the - ': .»_

mirror and ‘sfared blankly out*
into space, nof seeming to

. ﬂoﬂcc me ot ail. This'mustbe o

ne-way mirror, | thought. The

gnrl had started to comb out -
“her hair, and then began to

remove her clothing. Acting on
impulse, | reached for my hon-
dy Hell and Bowel! stuper-

eight camera and let it roll.

Wait'll Frank got a look at this!
| was so busy watching the girl
that | didn't notice another
character enter the refected
rcom until a moment later.
What ! saw then was horrible,
disgusting and totally ‘deprav-
ed. An ugly, deformed
“rhinocerus man” snecked up

tc the girl and grebbed her by

the. . “throat. A look of terior
struck her, und she oponod her
mouth in a silent scream.
Evidently, sounds didn't carry
beyond the realm of the mir-
rored rcom. Desperately, the
girl struggled to escape from
the maniac's grasp, but unsuc-
cessfully. At last she ccllopsed
helplessly on the floor, and her
deformed assailant fled from
the room. | got up o take a
closer look, but to my surprise
the scene had chonged o a
perfect reflection of my room.
Bamboozled aguin, | decided
to hit the sack, and soon was
fast asleep.

.................................................................................
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