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DEATH FEAST OF THE DAMNED

Lady Carla’s white skin creased into a scintilla smile
in anticipation of tonight's meeting. The costumed
masked party would be the culmination of her efforts.
At least she had gathered together twelve other kindred
souls, The Society of the Spirits she called it—and to-
night would be the triumph—an evening dedicated to the
mystic and bizarre completely removed from the banali-
ties of the life around her. She started at the sound of a
crash, the breaking of a delicate glass. She turned sud-
denly. “Renald!” she screamed. “Be careful, you fool!”

The white-haired servant smiled and, stooped over
the broken glass, as if proud of his handiwork.

On sharp, staccato heels, Lady Carla walked over to
him and kicked the dwarf viciously. “Hurry,” she said.
“They will be here any moment.”” Renald only grinned
and slowly began to collect the pieces of glass that glit-
tered on the marble floor.

The doorbell chimed twice in heavy muted tones.

Lady Carla crossed the room and paused in front of
the door. To the left was a full length mirror bordered
in black frame. Theatrically, she patted and smoothed
her long black hair, then turned and opened the door.

STANDING in the elaborately decorated archaic archway
were a tall figure in a black cape and an elderly woman
with a scarf over her head. The woman’s face was creased
with a thousand tiny wrinkles which ran together, web-
like, giving her features a veiled rance. The taller

s y masculine, wore an eyc-mask but a
scarred and discolored area néar the right eye was noxi-
ously evident.

“Good evening,” Lady Carla said.

The tall phantom-figure bowed solemnly. His com-
panion tittered.

“Oh, my dear,” she said shrilly, “that vampire mask
looks almost real.” She reached her hand up to Lady
Carla's face, but the hostess drew back quickly.

“We're all supposed to stay masked until midnight,”
Lady Carla said, “according to the Society’s rules.”

“Oh, yes,” the elderly woman giggled. “So exciting.
Here, John,” she turned to her companion, “Help me
oft with my wrap.” ’

p.
phantom bowed to the task and then Lady Carla
couple into the candlelighted livingroom.

“The other guests should be arriving soon,” she smiled.
“Please be seated.”

The couple took straight uncushioned seats in the
large cold room.

“Uncanny, how real this decor is,” the man said.
“Almost as if we were in the world of the spirits.”

“We are,” Lady Carla said seriously. “At least for
the night,” she added quickly.

The doorbell chimed.

“Excuse me,” said Lady Carla and crossed the room.

“She takes it all so seriously,” the elderly woman said
to her companion.” ‘ ,

“There is a great deal to be taken seriously,” he said
and lit a cigarette.

“You seem very strange tonight, John. I've never
heard you talk that way.”

“It’s the atmosphere,” he said casually. “It imbues one
with a sense of belief in the supernatural.”
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Lady Carla re-entered the room accompanied by two
shadowed figures. The taller, a huge square featured
man had a long crooked stitched scar running across
his face. The shorter was a hunchback with dirty un-
kempt hair.

“More of the guests,” Lady Carla smiled to the seated
couple. The two men bowed. “I hope you will all ob-
serve the rules of the society and not unmask or reveal
your identitics to one another until midnight.”

“Of course,” the tall monster-figure said.

The hunchback emitted a crackling laugh. “Naturally,”
he said. “Naturally.”

“We're all members, aren’t we?” asked the woman.
“It shauldn’t be too hard to guess each other’s identities.”
She pointed to the hunchback. “You're Dr. Romer, aren’t
you?”

“I must insist,” said Lady Carla angrily.

“May I come in?” boomed a voice from the hallway.
It was a hollow echoing tone.

The group turned to see the silhouette of a headless
figure standing in the doorway.

“Of course,” Lady Carla said, rising.

“I hope I'm not too late,” the headless figure said.
In his hand he held the grinning head of a halloween
jack-o-lantern.

“We were just beginning,” said the hostess.

The man in black tossed off his cloak in a dramatic
gesture and stalked across the room. His boots clicking
on the marble floor. “I believe some others will be here
in a moment,” he said. “I saw them in the lobby on my
way up.”

In a moment the doorbell announced the arrival of

new guests,
) Lady Carla opened the door, and there stood a gleam-
ing Satanic figure whose entire body was encased in a
skintight red costume which seemed to glow with a
fluorescence of its own. Wickedly gleaming eyes peered
from behind a blood-red mask. “The devil at your
service,” he said.

Lady Carla smiled.

_ “And may I introduce my friends,” Satan said, “This
is my feline companion.” He turned to a young girl
who. was dressed in black fur which bristied and moved
with alarming reality.

“And—" the Devil said, pointing to a fat male figure
who seemed almost naked except for a wet coating over
his entire body. He smiled showing large yellow gnash-
ing teeth. “A ghoul, I presume,” the Devil said politely.
“We met on the way up—from Hell!”

The group laughed, a strange collation of shrill and
solemnly gdeep voices.

“Please come' in,” Lady Carla said, escorting the trio
into the living room.

The weird assemblage took seats in the dimly lit room.
The candle shadows played up on their smiling eyes as
they sat for a moment in silence, in anticipation. From
the center hallway the crackling of the flames of the
brazier could be heard.

“Delightful place,” the naked ghoul remarked. “Makes
one feel almost at home.”

The group laughed again as Lady Carla rose once
again to answer the doorbell.  (Continued on page 64)



“Who are you?” said the elderly wom-
nntoﬂubwﬂngirlmmmion “You're
not one of the Society.”

“What Soeiety?”the 1 said. “He
invited me to & party.” She gestured to
her Satanic companion.
T
tom figure to “No guests,
only members.”

“i broken the rules then,” said the
Devilmthuhudx “lmmm
fnenduquiwuwellqmliﬁedmbe
here as any of y

“!don’thkcit,”uidthewmn

“Well, you can just go to hell, then,”
said the Devil

said the

‘Now, wait just a _ngmnte,
phaatom, voice
“Whatmtobetheimle,”
Lady Carla entering wi ree new
guests: aa!wnmwhomnpialy
ver of hair over his entire bedy;
a

skeletal man whose face was
the white gleaming skull of death and a
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fat oneeyed womsn wearing a multi-

colored

costume,
“The 1 here invited someone who

is not a'mmber,” the eléedywitch

woman said.
“Pm afraid that's not allowed,” said
Lady Carla.
“l can invite anyone | damn please,”
said the Devil. “What makes you think
‘re running this dww
M“Tbmwthem both out.” said the phan-

“ﬂobody throws anyoene out,” said 2
voice from balcony.

The group tumed to face the
of a black knight, dressed in
armor and brandishing a blood-wet

sword, He walked over to the Devil and
shppedhxmonhishack.“ﬂow are you?”

beuked jovially.

3‘? " said Lady Carla above
thenoisc. ’s not have any arguments.
After all, we are all kindred spirits.
Anditmthnmofwrmmis

not comin, we'll ueed our cat-friend
to make oociory rules in-
sist upon thirteen participants at all

m?ttm _pot wanted,” the cat-girl said

“Yon re wanted,” the knight.
Anyone that my devil friend here brings,

stays.

’Be elderly woman turned to h:lll'
et thmwn wt,g‘nmwhispewd. “All three
o

“May we all adjourn to the dxnin;

room?” the hostess. “There is

punch and we can begin the festivities.”
The procession moved from the living

room, silently. As they passed the huge

brazier in the hallway, the flickering

lx;hts cut their bizarre shadows upon

the curtained walls.

w.xln:hl:r::n :;::l &em&muslm%
* E";ifckw:'.ild a tske our places, please,”
S o ead SR T
and fill it with the sacred

“Sacred punch,” said the cat-girl. “Is

she kiddmg’?"
W a voice.
The bent down and '?oh in
the cat-girl’s ear. “They're vm
s beantiful,” he



“Take it easy on them.”

“You're cute,” the girl said. “Who are
vou?"

“Only a knight come to your rescue.”
he said cryptically.

“As is our custom,” the hostess said,
“the oldest of the group will make the
incantation and drink the first &ip.” She
turned to the elderly witch-woman who
mxilled and dipped her glass into the
howl.

“sprrirs of the other world,” she said
in a trembling voice, “we here at this
table helieve in your existence and drink
to your everlasting life.” She raised the
cup to her lips and sipped, then gagged
fitfully, spurting the red liquid over
table.

“What is it?” asked her phantom
companion, “Eva, what's the matter?”

The elderly woman clawed at her
throat, coughing uncontrollably, “Ahh,”
she stammered. “The punch—" But the
words would pot come out. She dropped
to the floor, limp.

“She’s dead!” the phantom said.

“The punch is poisoned!™ someone
shouted.

Everyone drew back from the table.

“Say, what is this?” asked the girl.

Lady Carle rushed over to the body
of the woman. “I don’t understand,”
she said. “Renald made the punch him-
self. Renald!™ she called.

There was no answer,

“Renald!” she called again, her shrill
voice echoing through the suite

“l don't care whe made the punch,”
th:xxhsntom said. *My wife has been
murdered!”

“Renald!” shreiked Lady Carls, but
there was still no answer. She cro
the living room and walked quickly into
the kitchen.

“Pra calling the police,” said the
phantom. “Where's the phone?”

Before there could be an answer a

ercing shriek was heard from the

itchen.

The knight, werewolf, and monster
rushed toward the sound. The hunch-
back limped behind them, laughing.

Lady Carla was standing, screaming
in the dimly lighted room. Across the
kitchen table was sprawled the body of
Renald, his face and body ghastly white.

“Good Lord.” said the knight, examin-
ing the body, noticing the two tiny marks
by the throat. “He's been drained of his
blood.” he said.

“Vampire,” said the werewoll. *Vam-
pire!”

The rest of the guests were crowding
into the kitchen.

“That must have been his blood in
the punch,” said one.

The cat-girl screamed and fainted in
the arms of the Devil.

“Vampire," another repeated. “But
that-"" He stopped short. All eves turned
1o the hostess.

“No,” she said. “You can’t believe
that 1"

“Of course not” said the knight
“What's the matter with you people?”

“Well, someone here did it,” said the
phantom. “And that's the one respon-
sible for the peisoning of my wife. I'm
calling the police.™

“Pm  afraid that's impossible,” said

Lady Carla. “There are no phones here.”

“Um getting out of here,” said a voice
and the group started to food from the
kitchen.

“Wait, wait!” shouted Lady Carla,
running in front of them.

“Wait nothing,” said the phantom.

Suddenly a gust of wind lashed inte
the suite. The French doors flew open
and the candles winked out.

A girl’s voice screamed.

“Turn on the lights!” said someone.

“There are no lights! said another.

There was a mixture of voices and
screams; the muddled sound of voices
and bodies colliding in the darkness and
the cackling laugh of the hunchback.

“I've got some matches,” said a voice.

“Yes, yes. Everyone light some match-
es.”

One by onc little pinpoints of light
appeared in the room.

“Are we all here?” asked a voice.

“] only see eight lights,” said another.

There was a muffled deep-throated
lau%:;o
“Look!” shrieked a voice. “On the
ceiling.”

The eyes turned to see the dangling
figure of the phantom, swinging slowly
from a rope from the chandelier.

Suddenly a muted crunchin
like of heavy steel striking flesh was
heard, and then a scream. Through the
shadows the figure of the monster stum-
bled, shrieking in pain and terror, and
then fell at the foot of the hallway bra-
zier. His back was broken.

“There’s 2 madman here!™ someone
said,

“1 think you're all mad,” said a voice.
A fleeting figure ran toward the door.
The heavy iron portal was locked. “Open
this up!” the figure yelled. “O this
up!™ But, suddenly, the voice began &
choking gag and the dim shadow of the
figure seemed to claw at the air and then
dropped.

“Who is it?" asked one.

The group moved toward the figure.

“It’s the werewolf,” said the one.

The candles in the corner of the room
flickered on.

“I've got these,” said the deep voice
of the knight. “Someon get the others.”

The tall skeletal figure moved to the
other room and in a moment, light was
flickering there, too.

Oh, my god,” screamed the cat-girl.

Eyes turned. In the corner of the room,
under the chandelier was the crumpled
figure of the" hesdless horseman. But
this time, the head he held was not a
hollowed pumpkin but his own head,
severed from his body, dripping blood.
The group watched as the thin trickle
ran across the bare marble floor and
then stopped and began to form a small
thick rn:wfe

“Evervone go into the hallway,” Lady
Carla cried. “It’s lighter there”

“Yes,” said the knight. "Everyone into
the hallway.”

With haste, the six remaining guests
followed the hostess and the black
knight toward the burning brazier in the
circular area of the suite, The cat-girl
clung to the arm of the Devil. The naked
wet-smooth gheul walked alongside the
fat one-eyed gypsy and the tall skeletal
fignre was accompanied by the limping,

sound,



laughmg hunchback,

1l right, everyone,” said the knight.
He was sumimg up on the cement base
of the tall brazier. “Let’s try 1o get
organized.” His armor reflected brilli-
antly in the glowing, leaping flames.
Lady Carla stood next to him, cool and
pale. There was no horror in her eyes
but only a vacant empty stare.

THE XNICHT Jooked around at the group;

the Devil, the cat-girl, the gypsy,

skeleton, the ghoul and the hunchhack.
'ﬁ{hat do you propose?” asked the

“One of us is a murderer,” the knight
said bluntly.

“Maybe even more than one of us”
said the fat gypsy.

“Too many murders for just oue,”
“r“'el?hd the Icl?;f the ki gh id,

e way. re,” the knight sai
“these murders could only
committed by something oth tluu a
human being. Anyoae of us here cm:ld
be a vampire. We're all dressed for
part. The only way to find out who the
real fiend is would be to unmask.”

“We don’t have to do that,” said the
skeleton. “One of the victims had his
spine broken. That could enly be done
by = hmy instrument. Such as that
sword you've been carrying.”

“Yes,” said the fat gypisy. wh

p drew closer together,
around Izmght

“New, wait a minute,” he said. “Ii
I were—""

“I’s obvious,” said the skeleton.

“Murderer!" screamed the gypay,
pushing her fat weight forward.

“Murderer!” picked up the others.

*No,™. mad the knight, backing away,
moving d semusly near the brazier
flame. “You can't believe that I-"

Suddenly the ghoul mduwl forward
and lunged at the knight. The in
armor struggled for balance, waving his
sword umtudnly He todm-ed for =

-then fell

The
of the neck and stuck there, the,blade
v«lans igto p:d flesh. HW blood
thes to the
waha,” laughed the hunchback
hmneg““'fwm all crazy, You're all
_you won't get rue.” He started
g his leg grotesquely.
He pullod on the gate but 1t would not
open “You won’t me,” he shouted
ran to the French doors. At
the edge of the balway he paused and
turned.  *You're crnzy,” he shreiked.
“You're all crazy.” Then, he leaped,
laughing, off the balwny His screams
echoed endlessly as he fe
“] don’t believe it.” wd the Dml
“He must have heen the one,” said
the skeleton.
‘i“Get me out of here,” cried the cat-
rl.
“Let’s all get out of here,” the skele-

ton said.
said Lady Carla.

“No,”
leave me ‘alone.”

“How do we know it's not you?" the
gypsy said. “You were the only one
who could have poisoned the punch.”
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“You can't

flames.
the ghoul m the side’

§

“And you're big enough to wield a
sword,” the hostess replied.

“She's right,” the skeleton said. “We'd
all better stay together. Right here
where it's light

“Not me,” said the gypsy. She pulled
a long aharp dagger out of the bosom
of her dress. “If anything wants to come
and get me, they can get a taste of
this.” She backed away from the group.
“All right, hostess,” she said. “Now
open that gate.”

“I don’t know how it's locked,” Lady
Carla said.

The gypsy moved closer, the dagger
waved in her Opm that gate
or I'll carve you to pieces.”

Calmly, Lady Carla turned and walk-
ed toward the gate. She pushed it slight-
ly, it squeaked and swung open. “There,”
she said.

Cautiously, the gypsy backed away
from the standing at the hrazier
and moved slowly across tge living room.
“Move back from there,” she md to
Lady Carla. “Don’t try to st;

Lady Carls moved back an the gYPsy
woman backed out of the gate. She was
halfway through, moving slowly, when
a huge bat swooped down, and fastened
itself to her neck. She turned and swiped
at it but the bat held fast. She screamed,
“Get it off! Get it off!”

She swayed and clawed, in an awkward
bizarre dance, the da swiping at the
air gbove her head. quickly, she
stopped. As the others watched, horrified,
her features turned from flush red to pink
to pale and then to chalk white as the
bat drained the blood from her body.
She dropped in a heavy heap and the
dagger fell, clattering, to the marble

floor. The bat released its hold and flew
silently out the window.

Lady Carla walked over to the body
and picked up the dagger. She turned
to the others. “A spirit,™ she said, her
eyes glowing wcmily “I told you it was

an evil spirit.”

T!m cat-girl clung 1o the Devil and

screamed.

“Stop it,” he said. “Stop #!”

But she was without her senses and
oantumed to scream, the eerie sounds
rising like cold smoke, curling
around, ﬁllinf1 the room.

“Stop it,” he shouted again and then
slapped her loudly :crou the face. The
screams died to a and she
dropped to her knees, ?aclinging to
him and lay sobbing at his feet.

He looked up blankly at Lady Carla.
“You're mad,” he said. He turned to
the skeleton. “You're mad, 100,” he said.

The man loocked back, blankly.

“Kill me,” the Devil said. *“Why don"t
you kill me?” He turned to Lady Carla.
“Please,” he pleaded. “Kill me now.”

“There are spirits,” Lady Carla re.

peated.

Tlae Devil rushed forward and grabbed
the dagger !rom her hands.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I won't kill
you.” He smiled insanely. “You cant
kill spirits, I know that” He looked at
thedaggermhuhaudsuxfmpoo-
session were the only important thing
in the world. Slowly, he walked back
across the room to where the girl lay
sobbing. He bent down to her, and she

looked up with vacant eyes,

“Will you save me?” she said slowly.

The Devil grinned, crwly “Yes,” he
said. “Close your eyes.

Dumbly, the cat-girl looked at him
and then obeyed. The Devil looked up
at the skeleton and tl\en at Lady Ca

“I'm going to save her,” he said. “I’m
going to save her from both of you.
You wont be able to claim her,” he
laughed and then, carefully, he drew
the blade of the dagger across the girl’s
neck, slicing her soft throat. He watched
as the blood flowed qulckly, and then
Iooked up. “See? She didn't even feel
it,” he said.

Then he rose. “I won’t either,”
said and without hesitation, ph
the dagger into his heart.

The tall skeleton figure and Lady Carla
watched as the body fell soundlessly.

“Take off your mask,” Lady Carla said
to the skeleton.

“The figure ripped off his skull head
piece, and revealed a human head. “You
see, I'm human,” he said. “Now, you
take off ‘your mask.”

Lady Carla amled. “I'm afraid I'm
not wearing one,” she said.

“It doesn’t matter,” the man said.
“’nwyrenlldead.x\reyougningto
kill me now, too?”

“Wouldn't you rather do it yourseli?”
she asked.

The man nodded and walked over to
theDevxlandpickedn the dagger. He
turned it slowly in his
leoure very calm,” she said. “Admir-
able

“I believe in the spirit world also,” he
said. “I knew there would be a day when
they would come to claini“the souls of
the livir%:r

Lady la smled.

“One qti\yeamn, the man said.
“You didnt do it dl yourself? The
bat. Was it—"

“My late huabtnd” Lxdy Carla said.

“Of course,” the man said with a
ile. “And tomorrow. Will

" “I'm safraid I can't say,” Lady Carla.
mwered “It’s getting late now, %0 if

you—"

“Surely,” the man said. He looked
around slowly at the bodies, hanging,
broken, sprawled and sliced in their
death-postures. The blood ran in a net-
work of trickles and tin
the marble floor. The un es were ﬁwk-
ering low and the brazier ¢Iowed wizh a
dull golden flame. Then quietly, with the
eenn:{w movement of a

realizes he has come up
the inevitable, he raised the dagger and
pressed it into his heart.

Lady Carla walked over and looked
down at his body and, smiling with ad-
niiration, sadly shook her head. “They're
getting cleverer,” she said. “Soon every-
one will recognize us. It will make things
difficalt.” She looked toward the huge
bat who appeared suddenly and perched
on the balcony railing. It seemed to be
smiling at her.

Shewtlkedmwudnandmckdnnp
(mtly m her hands. “Now, my dear,”
she “Who shall we invite to next
week <1



