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Shockingly funny with touches of horror, irreverence, and snarkKessler is not only skilled at putting a brilliant, dark twist on a tale, but he can beautifully string a sentence togetherKahns offbeat illustrations perfectly compliment Kesslers twisted takes on ancient stories and poems, creating in Beyond Grimm a winning collection for fairy tale aficionados, fans of well-written light horror, and lovers of dark humor.

Kathryn Atwood for Midwest Book Review

Kessler takes well-known tales and rhymes such as Little Red Riding Hood, Hansel and Gretel, and Humpty Dumpty and gives them a nightmare-ish gothic makeover. Even knowing what to expect I was still surprised by how quickly the stories turned grizzlyBeyond Grimm is a fun, satisfying collectionAmazing artworkand a hauntingly enjoyable look at what could have happened if our favorite fairy tale characters had chosen different, more bloody, paths.

Miriam Atkinson for Lair of Reviews

With a blend of shock, horror, suspense, and intrigue, Beyond Grimm is a scrumptious treat for dark fantasy lovers. I absolutely loved this collection. Its delightfully wicked. Kessler has an amazing ability to pull you in from the very first page, and the twists and turns are so unpredictable and clever that youre completely glued to the pages... These narratives are absurd and surreal, and packed with mystery and tensionYou will find yourself constantly surprised by the unexpected reveals and other machinations of these plotsIf you enjoy dark fantasy and short stories, this will be right up your alley.

Pikasho Deka for Readers Favorite, 5-Star Review

Visceral and unrestrainedThese stories challenge readers to confront the more primal and unsettling origins of fairy tale tradition Many tales explore themes of justice, revenge, and corruption, often delivering endings that are harsh but fitting...Kesslers writing embraces a stylized, almost mythic quality, blending poetic elements with graphic and imaginative storytelling. The result is a collection that feels both literary and deliberately provocative. Kahns illustrations further enhance the atmosphere, reinforcing the eerie and unsettling tone of the book while adding visual depth to the narratives Readers who enjoy horror-infused fairy tales, twisted folklore, and reinterpretations of classic myths will likely find this collection compelling.

Jayran Main for Review Tales

As every respectable fairy tale book should have, this one is also filled with enchanting interpretive illustrations by a young emerging artist, Kali Kahn. Her images manage to track with these oft macabre stories and at the same time have a light charm of their own. If such a pairing appeals to your reading tastebuds, heres your fanciful charcuterie platter of butchered classic tales, bites of the grotesque, and morsels of edgy laughs, artistically served. Reading Kesslers sly collection of twisted tales, know that you are in the hands of an award-winning poet, playwright, and novelist. But, accordingly, you may wonder what kind of wayward fever dreams gave rise to these writings. 

Ricka McNaughton, journalist and photographer
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The stories here are based on Grimm Brothers fairytales, which were sanitized to reduce the violence so the stories could be read to children. In Beyond Grimm, some of the stories are simple, others more thought-provoking, but all of them, by twisting known fairytales so they are darker and more amusingly violent, restore for adults the fun of reading about fanciful characters who are demented, bloodsucking, and get the end they deserve.

No AI training. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner, except for brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews, without written permission from the author. For reprint permissions, or to schedule an author appearance, contact Alan Kessler at alanskessler@yahoo.com.





Kali Kahn:

I dedicate my illustrations in Beyond Grimmin to the memory of Barbara Austin-Hutchins, who inspired and supported my artistic aspirations during my years as a student at Montpelier High School in Montpelier, Vermont. Barb was a bright light and sparked many during her thirty-eight-year career as an artist and educator; she had a passion as expressed in her favorite quote, Art is long life is short. I am sure that she is now swirling through the cosmos sporting flowing gowns of fantastical design and sporting a tattoo in a classic font declaring Ars longa vita brevis.

Alan S. Kessler:

For those who like pia coladas and walking alone in a cemetery at night.
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LITTLE RED

She had other hoods. Every full moon she slipped off the raven one and danced naked in the woods.

The yellow hoods brightness turned the slow-moving stream near her mothers cottage into frothing, scalding water, boiling the fish alive and releasing a rainbow arc of pathogens from the decomposing fawns head stuck in streambed mud.

The red hood had its purpose. She wore it when angry.

While holding a skinned rabbit in one hand and a bloody butchers knife in the other, her mother again told her not to take a shortcut through the woods.

You know its dangerous.

Little Red put on her red hood, then slammed the cottage door behind her. Stomping through the dark forest of hanging spiders, gleefully squashing large slugs with her bare feet, she suddenly stopped.

Whats in the basket, little girl? the Wolf asked in a soft purring voice.

Rolls. Freshly baked. Dont they smell good! You can have one.

No wine or cake, too bad, the Wolf sighed, adjusted his pink bowtie, and smiled, all fangs.

Im going to my grandmothers house, Little Red said. She never gets out of bed, just sleeps and eats. Pieces of her would go down easy, youd hardly have to chew, shes as soft as butter. Well make a game of it. Gobble her up, put on her nightgown, and when I get there, Ill pretend I dont know its you. Ill say, Grandmother, what big eyes you have. Wont that be fun. You wont eat me because youll be full from eating her. She must weigh 200 pounds. Youll have lots of leftover meat!

I like to snack, the Wolf answered, and with a large bite swallowed Little Red.

A Woodsman saw what had happened and sliced the Wolf down the middle. When Little Red stepped out, he dropped his ax and ran.

Deformed by the Wolfs stomach acid, her melted flesh dangling from bones nattily dressed in shreds of her red hood, Little Red waited in the forest for people to eat.

Her mother, out hunting rabbits, was the first.

The Woodsman found in Little Red something transcending physical appearance. He saw the beauty in her soul. In love with her, he brought her dinner by guiding mushroom hunters to where she was waiting.

Grandmother sewed the Wolf back up. They married, drank wine and ate cake together in bed. On Sundays, they played euchre with the Woodsman and Little Red.

Everyone, except those eaten, lived happily ever after.
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THE FOUR LITTLE PIGS

Disdainful of night, considering it nothing more than the opaque residue left after daylight ends, the sun showed its continuing celestial power by searing the darkening sky with streaks of crimson.

Standing on his hind legs, his small tail erect, the Pig spoke, twilight reddening his teeth and eyes.

Youre new here. Thank you for coming, I wont keep you long. Ive done my research and know you have a busy schedule. This is the time of day you hunt. Trouble is, you never find much. Maybe some mice, a few rabbits, a snake or two? Hard to feed your family on that. Where are the large animals, the deer and elk you could really sink your teeth into? Where do you live with your mate and cubs? Not in a nice cozy cave but inside sandy tunnels abandoned by a mole! A place not good enough for a worm-eating animal with fur covered eyes, paddle feet, and no ears! What indignity, what an insult for you to suffer as a member of a noble race!

The Pig grunted and having had a trough full of rotted fish for dinner, belched, the ammonic smell, as if cat urine had mixed with sweat, made the Wolfs eyes water, his sensitive nose twitch. But he continued to sit and watch the Pig.

Instead of mentioning these unpleasant facts, I could have simply asked for your help, not risked offending you by overstepping, the Pig continued. But its important for you to know the truth. Your life is hard because others have what should be yours. They gorge themselves while your family goes hungry. They relax by wallowing in mud, while you search for food. You worry about a sudden sandstorm destroying the hole in the ground where you live. They sleep peacefully in fancy homes made of straw, wood, and bricks, their windows opened to the cooling breezes blowing in from the river separating our wasteland from their land of plenty.

I speak to you candidly because of a moral imperative that has nothing to do with how individual animals are treated. Morality, whats right or wrong, is determined by how actions affect the survival chances of a superior species. You are a gray wolf. What is done to help your kind survive, even if it means exterminating red wolves, would be morally justified. Red wolves are mongrels, they have interbred with coyotes and are now more coyote than wolf. Your bloodline is pure. The red wolf is weak, you are strong. The weak die, the strong live. That is the fundamental law of nature.

I am a Berkshire pig. You can tell by my shiny blue, beautiful skin, the cute white socks on my legs, and the handsome dash of white down my snout, that I am, like you, pure-bred. Those I spoke about, the creatures living beyond the river, are Yorkshires. Bloated, diseased, their bodies pasty white, they seduce our Berkshire sows by enticing them with
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