
        
            
                
            
        


The Legends of Castle Frankenstein

 

DeAnna Knippling


Table of Contents:

Copyright Information

Start Reading

About the Author


Copyright Information

The Legends of Castle Frankenstein

Copyright © 2018 by DeAnna Knippling

Cover image copyright © vactortatu | Depositphotos.com 

Cover design copyright © 2018 by DeAnna Knippling

Interior design copyright © 2018 by DeAnna Knippling

Published by Wonderland Press

All rights reserved.  This books, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission from the author.  Discover more by this author at www.Wonderlandpress.com.


The Legends of Castle Frankenstein

Let me tell you a story about Castle Frankenstein.

Not the novel written by Mary Shelley but the castle, which actually exists.  Once, years ago, I went to Europe on a Wanderjahr, a year where I toured all over Europe, sketching architecture and seeing parts of the world that weren’t Iowa.  I fell in love that year, had my heart broken, and saw some things that blew my mind.  

And, while I was there, visited the actual Frankenstein Castle.  

Let me just say, straight off, that the legends you hear about the place are fake.

In case you haven’t heard the fake legend, let me get you caught up on it so I can tell you the real one.  Frankenstein’s Castle is nothing but ruins now, but it was built in the thirteenth century in order to keep an eye on the bandits in the area.  The Baron “von und zu Frankenstein,” was actually a guy named Conrad Reiz; the family eventually died out in the early sixteen hundreds.  The castle was sold to another noble family, the Landgraves of Hesse-Darmstadt, who, having better things to do than take care of the place, started to let it fall into ruin.

The landgraves aren’t the mad scientists in this scenario.

But there was one.

Johann Conrad Dippel was born at the castle in 1673 and was later hired on as a professional alchemist.  Back then there really were such things as professional alchemists.  He created a formula that was supposed to be the Elixir of Life: a nasty, sludgy black liquid that was supposed to extend the life of the user to one hundred and thirty-five years.

In the fake legend, Dippel blew up one of the castle towers while making the elixir of life, then offered to trade the (now ruined) castle in exchange for the recipe.  The landgraves refused. Dippel went elsewhere with his discovery, eventually using his elixir of life to help create a synthetic version of Prussian blue pigment—which was a huge deal at the time, considering that you used to have to make blue pigments by grinding up lapis lazuli stones, literal jewels.  So trading a castle for the recipe to a cheaply manufactured pigment might not have been a bad idea at the time.

However, Dippel was no misunderstood hero.  He was a complete asshole.  He would dig up corpses and perform anatomical experiments on them.  Aha, you’re saying.  Just like in the novel.  Right, but it gets weirder.  One of the things he tried to do was switch souls between bodies using funnels.

Not living bodies, mind you.  Just dead ones.  

Dippel was so off-putting that the benchmark of religious oddity at the time, Emanuel Swedenborg, called him “a most vile devil…who attempted wicked things.”  This from a guy who believed that he could freely travel between heaven and hell and speak to angels, demons, and the dead.  He also claimed that Dippel tried to sway people away from Christianity and “take away all their intelligence of truth and good, and leaving them in a kind of delirium.”

Finally, Dippel decided it was time to put his money where his mouth was and drink his elixir of life, after which he promptly died.  

Afterwards, this elixir, known as Dippel’s Oil or bone oil, was used as an insect and animal repellant and was even used in World War II as a chemical warfare agent.  Dump some oil in a desert well, and the water would be undrinkably foul, but not actually fatal (Dippel’s death to the contrary).  Which meant that using it wasn’t a violation of the Geneva conventions.

How much of the above is true, I can’t say, other than that Dippel didn’t blow up a tower, because there weren’t any.  They were added during the nineteenth century, long after his death.

There are other cool legends about the castle that have nothing to do with the “Frankenstein” story.  For example, there’s a fountain of youth that only married women could use, and then only one day a year and only if they performed a feat of bravery.  The original St. George versus the dragon story possibly happened in the area.  And Siegfried of the Nibelungenlied might have been murdered nearby, of which the fat ladies of Wagner’s operas doth sing.  A section of the forest, the Odenwald, has magnetic rocks that screw with compasses.  The area is so famously weird that the Ghost Hunter International crew even filmed an early episode at the castle.  Every castle has its ghost, often headless, and sometimes they’re nuns.  The devil has a dozen landmarks named after him.  Witches are everywhere.  Some of them are like, “Black cats?  Pffft.  Hold my beer and watch me turn into a pig.”

Mary Shelley was known to have come within ten miles of the castle two years before she wrote her book, but never saw the castle itself.  But the coincidences between the legend and her novel seem too much to ignore completely.  

As in, the book’s called Frankenstein.  

Duh.

· · ·

But, as I said, that’s not the real legend, just the fake one.  

The “real” legend I heard was told to me by a Pagan witch with a blue mohawk who was working at the tourist restaurant in the ruins of Frankenstein castle (of course there’s a restaurant there, you can tour the damn place if you feel like it and they throw a huge party every Halloween), and she said it was the real legend, and…I really can’t argue.

Real legend or not, I guess in the end it doesn’t matter.  The story goes like this.

Johann Conrad Dippel is born in Castle Frankenstein, the last scion of the von Frankenstein family, born on the wrong side of the sheets.  

Dippel grows up in the shadow of the Odenwald, surrounded by ghosts and legends and magnetic rocks.  He knows that he’s the one true heir to the castle, and he goes a little nuts thinking about all the power he should have but doesn’t.  He swears that he will drive those bastards out of the castle and regain what is rightfully his.

He grows up, gets hired on at the castle as an alchemist—every barony during the Enlightenment had to have an R&D specialist; even Isaac Newton was an alchemist—and begins his experiments.

He pays the locals to give him the bodies of any criminals, suicides, abortionists, Roma, foreigners, and anyone else they don’t feel like burying in their churchyards.  He also has dead animals brought in.  Rabies, typhoid fevers, anything that looked like a plague death:  no corpse was an anathema to him.

He experiments on all of them.  

And when he’s done with the bodies?  

Nobody knows what he does with them.  No burial sites are ever found, nobody ever gets sick from drinking from the local wells or streams, the dogs don’t trot home with human femurs in their mouths.  

Of course, now we know that he’s breaking down the bodies completely, bones and all, in order to make his elixir of life, Dippel’s Oil.  There isn’t anything left to bury.

But rumors start to fly.  Dippel must be creating a monster down in the bowels of the castle.  Local priests and burgomeisters start to bring pressure on the landgraves to step in and do something about the monster of Castle Frankenstein.  And the landgraves, who have a history of blowing off complaints from the local peasants, are starting to take them seriously.

Things are starting to look bad for Dippel.

Then comes the night of the first storm.

· · ·

The date is August 17, 1734.  The night is heavy and hot, despite the fact that Europe is in the middle of the Little Ice Age.  A thunderstorm has arisen, and the air reeks of ozone.  

Every shuttered window in Castle Frankenstein has been thrown open.  The smell from Dippel’s room in the top of one of the castle towers is horrendous, reeking of carrion and chemicals.  

“What the hell is he doing up there?” the peasants ask.  

It’s a hot night, people are nauseated from the foul stench, and rumors are spreading about just what Dippel is really getting up to.  Talk is starting to turn from “that Dippel, there’s something off about him” to “that Dippel, he has to go.”

In other words, the locals are one bad night away from pitchforks and torches.

That’s when a crack of thunder splits the night.  

The ground shakes and an explosion unlike anything anyone had ever heard echoes through those ancient, haunted forests.

The peasants cry out in terror.  And then they say, “It must be Dippel’s fault.”

Then the forest begins to burn.  Everyone in the area rushes toward the flames; when you live in a forest that spans hundreds of miles in every direction, you don’t wait for the fire department to show up.

They contain the fire pretty easily; the last few decades have been wet and cold.  

Past the edges of the burning trees is a crater in the earth.  Something has fallen from the heavens.  They assume it’s a fallen angel, a.k.a. a demon.  Which, if you ask me, shows some testicular fortitude.  They believe they’re up against the powers of Hell itself, and they decide to check it out anyway.  

The place is hot as Hell all right, and in the center of the crater is a twisted structure, maybe metal, maybe not.  It’s too hot to approach.  It’s shattered like it was made of eggshell, but rings like iron when they throw rocks at it.

Once the heat cools, which is several days later, guess what happens…?

That’s right.  

The locals drag everything they can up to Castle Frankenstein so they can tell Dippel, “You deal with it.”

· · ·

The locals bring everything they can move.

There’s some kind of alien flesh, there are fragments of the ship as big as can fit on the wagon, there’s all kinds of junk that the locals hauled out of the wreckage, and there are even a couple of human skeletons.  The UFO wiped out a couple of cottages on the way down.  The smell of burnt human flesh still hangs in the
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