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“This
is a work of fiction. All the characters in it, human and otherwise, are
imaginary, except only certain of the fairy folk, whom it might be unwise to
offend by casting doubts on their existence. Or lack thereof.”

Neil Gaiman


 


Prologue


 


Two hundred years ago, the Brothers
Grimm altered the true fairy tales, hiding that fact its characters were
immortals, secretly living among us.


They placed a curse upon the
immortals, burying them in their own dreams, so they won’t ever wake up again.
The immortals’ bodies would appear as if in a coma in the real world while
their minds created a world of their own imagination in a realm called the
Dreamworld. The Brothers Grimm once mentioned this curse in the Snow White
story when she was sleeping in her glass coffin. In the original scripts, they
called it the Sleeping Death.


However, the immortals broke the curse
by intertwining their dreams, and were able to wake up for a brief time every
one hundred years. The good ones wished to tell the truth about fairy tales.
The bad ones planned to bring wrath upon our world.


Since immortals did not die,
descendants of the Brothers Grimm summoned the Dreamhunters, a breed of angels
that kills immortals in their dreams. The confrontations didn’t end very well.


Everything that happened in that
period was documented in a Book of Sand, or what mortals call: the Grimm
Diaries. Different fairy tale characters wrote each diary, telling part of the
story.


My name is Sandman Grimm, and my job
is to seal the final edition of the Grimm Diaries every one hundred years,
using a magic wand that writes on pages made of sand. After I seal the diaries,
they will dissolve into sand that I throw into children’s eyes every night to
create their dreams.


What follows are mini diaries I call
the Grimm Prequels, scattered and buried pages that didn't make it to the main
volumes of the Grimm Diaries. There are seven of them, each told by a famous
character. You might want to read them before the first full-length diary
called Snow White Sorrow. It will give you an idea of what this world is like.


The prequels don’t necessary hold the
truth. Some characters might want to manipulate the truth in their favor. And
since the prequels don’t give away much of the story, some matters could seem
confusing at times.


It’s better to think of the prequels
like snap shots of a magical land you're about to visit soon. I like to think
of them as poisoned apples. Once you taste them, you will never see fairy tales
in the same light again.








Mary Mary Quite
Contrary


as Dr Feelgood Aka
the Devil


 


Dear Diary,


 


People always ask me if I knew the
Queen of Sorrow. I always answer, ‘Do you know about a little girl named Mary?”


Anyway, I’d like to start my diary
with my favorite line of all time:


Once upon a time…in Hell, I was
pretty bored. 


Things around me weren’t burning hot
enough like they usually did. I liked my Hell cooked well. A medium-rare cooked
Hell wasn’t my thing. It might be the French’s. Hell was missing a certain
sparkle to it that day. The stars in the sky were shimmering a tad too bright
for my eyes, instead of dimming, dying, or turning into Meteors hitting the
earth and putting an end to the whole mess. I could even feel a cold breeze
swooshing through the coal and fire in Hell. I felt like I was on a freakin’
summer beach. What kind of Hell was that? We could use our reputation like
that.


Then I found a horrible blooming
flower growing through the coals, unaffected by all the heat and cinder
surrounding it. What the hell was going on? I just couldn’t believe it.
It was such an awful day in Hell. Should I put the closed sign outside? ‘Sorry
we’re closed today. Maintenance. Come back later. A sin or two too late won’t
kill ya.” 


I imagined that the next thing I’d
hear would be birds humming around me, fluttering and singing like cartoons –
which would be the end of me. Didn’t I feed the coal enough people today? Was
Hell suddenly out of sinners and killers? I had been working hard all year. So hard
that I thought I should get the medal of honor. But it looks like it was all in
vain. Or maybe it was just a temporarily thing today. You know those days when
you wake up in the morning and in the middle of the night at the same time?


I checked my schedule, seeing if I had
left any misery or mayhem behind that I had not inflicted upon humans. But I
was right on schedule, fulfilling all my deadlines. I had even finished some
jobs earlier than expected. For instance, the number of people dying in war,
and of poverty and illness, was a lot more that what I had longed for. Like I
said, someone should have awarded me a medal. But nah, no one congratulates the
devil for doing his work right.


Looking down from my throne full of
thorns, I glanced at the people on Earth. Oh, man. I despised them. It wasn’t
like they were becoming better humans or anything, Devil forbid. In fact, they
all roasted in their sin, mayonnaised in their stupidity, tomato-sauced in
their envy and anger toward each other – the heat around me is getting me
hungry I think. My problem with humans was that they had become too easy for
me. Whatever I threw at them, they took it. Seducing them, tempting them, or
turning them into killing each other wasn’t that hard anymore. I had studied
them for thousands of years after all, while they didn’t know anything about
me. Except for their silly movies and books about me where I am holding a
pitchfork and wiggled a red tail. Silly superficial humans. I was right to get
out of Heaven, for not wanting to take care of them and honor them. I’d rather
honor a squirrel. Why not a squirrel instead of a human? It’s good looking,
adorable, and funny. And it doesn’t freakin’ talk!


Duh. I was really bored that day.


And it bothered me. It made me
reconsider my choices. Maybe I shouldn’t have seduced almost everyone I had a
chance to. I should have left a great portion of good people in the world as
naïve and good-hearted as they come – well, that’s a lie, they are all
bastards. All I do is ignite that malicious factor inside them, and they run
like an angry rollercoaster from there.


Washing the thought away, I looked
through my telescope, peeking over at Heaven. People seemed really happy there.
Teens were running in the pink poppy fields, throwing dandelions at each other,
laughing with their eyes, and drinking white wine from the vines of the
greenest trees. Some sailed in chocolate rivers and bathed in fresh milk. Some
leaned back in their hammocks over looking Eden while reading Harry Potter book twenty-three – you don’t have those on earth, I know.
You have to have a membership in Heaven to read those.  


What is wrong with these guys? What are
they so happy about? So clichéd, I pursed my lips. Every hour, they celebrated
someone’s birthday or a wedding.


I hate Heaven. WTF? ( yes, I am the
one who invented that abbreviation. I am awesome, ain’t I? ) No more
Halloweens? No more nightmares before Christmas?


The heat, which I loved, was starting
to bother me, and my breathing had tightened. I needed to amuse myself on this
horribly slow and unproductive day.


Finally, I summoned the boys and the
girls in Hell. Teens in hell were amusing. Not having been assigned missions
before the age of sixteen, they spent a good time in Hell singing, playing,
burning things. I asked them to entertain me, to show me something that would
be fun, but would still be evil enough to be super fun.


One of them showed me a mirror.


A mirror? I wondered. What the heck
was that? It was
ancient times so even I hadn’t seen a glass mirror before – mirrors were mostly copper or obsidian at the time, even in Hell.


“You can see your reflection in it.” A
Pippi Longstocking look-alike girl told me, chewing on a
piece of gummy coal. I wondered if the pimples on her face were cigarette
burns.


“See my reflections?” I rubbed my
chin, saying it slowly, squinting my eyes, mastering the Evil Knievel face and
parodying the way humans thought I talked.


The children laughed; that squeaky
clownish laugh that usually scared humans, like the ones that the clowns
uttered behind your back in the dark while you were sleeping in your room. I
never knew why humans hated that sound so much. I loved it, the way I loved the
creak of a door at night and the faint drops of water from a faucet in a hunted
house. Cool stuff. It strengthened my horns and mad them shine. You knew I had
horns, didn’t you? I just don’t show off with them all the time. I am a pretty
humble dude. That’s actually my greatest trick.


“Look!” A boy said, inviting me to see
my reflection in the mirror. The boy’s name was Peter. He was considered a
young leader among the children. They loved him immensely. I didn’t. His
problem was that he wanted to stay a boy forever, which was so absurd. I needed
my boys and girls to grow up so they start helping me in my line of work when
they turned sixteen – I was a democratic dude. I let children play while they
were still children, and do wrong and evil deeds when
they grew up. See? I am not like humans on earth who send their children to
fight in war.


I am a good man. I just do bad things.
It’s a job.


Stepping toward the mirror, I clapped
my hands twice to change my grotesque features into that of the loveliest
blonde-haired young man. I didn’t want to scare the bedevil out of myself when I looked in the mirror. I look proudly awful.


“There is no need to turn yourself
into a good looking man,” Peter, who was awfully beautiful, said. I tried to
remember who his mother was but my endless memory failed me. All I remembered
was that his mother was Scottish. I loved that place on earth, loved wearing
the skirts, and drinking beer – and I loved to fool around with his mother,
whoever she was.


“This mirror doesn’t show the truth,”
Peter elaborated. “It makes everything look awful anyway. That’s the beauty
of it.” I liked this boy’s dark sarcasm. The ugliness showed in the mirror
was its real beauty. Awesome. Too bad he was a stubborn fella. Years
later, I regretted banishing him out of Hell, back onto Earth for not wanting to grow up. I turned him into a fallen devil
– fallen angels were pretty outdated.


But what could I have done? What was
the use of a boy who didn’t want to grow up? His friends called him Peter Pan
because he wanted to act like a God in my kingdom of Hell. You know that Pan
means God, don’t ya?


So I listened to Peter and looked in
the mirror. Oh, boy. What I saw made my day – or night, or whatever. In the
red, hot Hell it was hard to tell which was which.


“Who invented this?” I asked, feeling
the joy painted on my lips – in my own devilish, malicious way, of course.


The Pippi Longstocking girl raised her
hand, holding the hem of her dress, and swinging her body like a shy
twelve-year-old sucking on a lollipop.


“Oh my. Oh My,” I patted her. She was
one of my most prodigious students in Scholomance, my Devil School, where I
taught little children the knicks and knacks of the job. I didn’t accept all
 children in my school though. Only the wicked in
their cradle; those who never stopped crying at night, those who liked chaos,
those who stole their friend’s toys, those
who spilled food on the table, and those who were capable of charming the
elders with their deceiving innocence. There weren’t many of these children
available in the world. Parents tend to raise their children to respect the law
and obey the gods. But the fewer the better. You wouldn’t want to have all the
population on earth become devils. What was the fun in that?


My most reliable devil-child finder
was Rumpelstiltskin, and oh boy, he had his own magnificent tricks for stealing
children and handing them over to me. He was a natural at spotting the evil
ones too.


Peter held the mirror up to a green
hill and showed me how its reflection became what looked like boiled Spinach.
This mirror was magnificent. It only reflected the bad in people – because you
know there’s a whole lotta bad things in people,
don’t ya?


And if the person was too good – which
in my dictionary meant boring boring boring –, it distorted his benign nature
and made him look like a beautiful disaster.


“I have an idea,” I said, and grabbed
the huge mirror. “Let’s point it at them.” I gestured at Heaven a couple of
stars away.


“But that would be mean,” Peter said.
Pippy snarled at him. I liked Pippy even more. Peter was always the devil child
who wasn’t really sure he was one, and didn’t really want to be one. In fact,
he didn’t want to be either a devil or angel. He
wanted to be himself, Peter, a boy forever.


“That’s the whole point of being a
devil. Being mean.” I smiled.


We flew over to Heaven and made the
angels look like beetles and mice in the mirror. The beautiful poppy field turned into more boiling spinach. In this mirror, Heaven looked uglier than Hell.


What had started as a boring day,
looked like a very amusing one right now. I was starting to have super fun.


But then the mirror started shaking in
our hands, cracking into a  million pieces – some were no larger than a grain
of sand –, falling down the sky on their way to earth.


The glass splinters filled the sky and
got into people’s hearts and eyes, freezing their souls, letting them see the
ugly and dark in others and the world.


Even though I had lost the mirror, I
was amused by its power.


What power did this mirror hold? I am
the Prince of Darkness myself. How could this mirror do in seconds what I
worked hard to accomplish in years?


As I sat back in my throne of thorns,
thinking, the boys and girls watched how the splinters had gotten into a cute
boy’s eyes on earth. The boy’s name was Kai, and he was best friends with a
girl named Gerda. Kai and Gerda’s story seemed to entertain the boys and girls
in my school. They were kids after all. Next to mayhem, stories of girls trying
to save their friends still got their attention.


I left my students watching Gerda as
she tried to save Kai, infected with evil from the splintered mirror and
pursued by an evil Snow Queen ( who was a Scholomance graduate but preferred to
work on her own on earth. A story repeatedly told by this Hans Christian
Anderson, another fairy tale liar like the Brothers Grimm ) 


The Snow Queen’s story behind, I
collected what was left from the shattered mirror and decided to study it. I
had to know where it came from, who designed it, and why it was so powerful.
For this, I summoned Rumpelstiltskin to investigate the matter.


But Rumpelstiltskin came back empty
handed. The mirror was ancient indeed, but untraceable. And the problem was
that mirrors hadn’t even been invented on earth yet. So who was it that
designed it? A demon who had access to the future?


Finally, I turned myself into a
handsome blond young man again, put on my cowboy boots and my hat to go on a
trip down on earth. I buckled up my belt and guns. Even though I could burn
humans with fire from my eyes, I’ve always loved to dress as a cowboy. I am a
John Wayne fan.


When I landed on earth, I discovered
that my outfit was sincerely out of fashion. I landed in the sixteenth century,
in Hungary, where they didn’t know about cowboys yet. I was like an alien from
the future, but I was greatly satisfied when I learned that they had all heard
of the Devil before. Gotta love it when everyone knows your name.


Before arriving in Hungary, my
intentions were to track down those affected by the splinters. I wanted to
study the evil that bestowed itself upon them. Was there a greater evil than
mine? I couldn’t allow that. I’d have been out of business in a couple of
centuries.


For all
the darkness I have inflicted the earth with, I started hearing of malicious
acts that I had not caused or insinuated. Whenever I traced the stories, I
found the acts caused by someone who had gotten a splinter from the mirror in their eyes.


But one story grabbed me the most; a
story about a Queen in the sixteenth century, in Hungary. She had splinters
from the mirror in her eyes and her heart from when she was a child.


Her name was Elizabeth Bathory, and I
keenly watched her grow up day by day, trying to solve the mirror’s mystery.


Elizabeth, born in August 1560 in a
place called Nyírbátor
in Hungary, was the
daughter of George and Anna Bathory.


As a child, Elizabeth was subject to
seizures accompanied by intense rage and uncontrollable behavior. She was one
of the children I would have made Rumpelstiltskin steal for me. In fact, he was
about to, but I stopped him. What was the use of one more devilish kid if I
couldn’t solve the mystery of the mirror? Observing an evil creature which I
have not created was worth the entertainment of the world.


I watched the darkness in Elizabeth’s
eyes as a child. It was the kind of darkness that shone brighter every
day. She was no ordinary girl. Even though she smiled like innocent children,
there were moments when I feared her. So did her parents.


At the age of six, her parents
banished the little child to a tower in the castle where no one could interact
with her. They couldn’t figure out what was wrong with her. She wasn’t walking
around with fangs, biting every prince she met like Snow White did –
Elizabeth’s story happened way before that, but Snow White was always
unforgettable.


As a child, Elizabeth drowned mice in
a bucket of water, watching them die with a grin on her face. She nailed cats
to the wall, letting them dangle like souvenirs. She pasted animals in honey
and sent them out to the bees, and watched them being stung to death. She once
buried one of her pets that didn’t abide by her rules in the
freezing winter snow.


Elizabeth’s grandfather and uncle were
Voivods of Transylvania – which was
part of Hungary at the time. Voivods were the highest ranking officials in the
land. Elizabeth’s evil had to be buried with her, or her family would have
faced scandals. It was her mom who refused to kill her and convinced the family
to banish the child to the tower until they found a cure for her by high
warlock or wizard.


None of them knew she was possessed by a splinter
of the mirror. And I wouldn’t tell them. What was the fun in that?


When Elizabeth became fourteen, she started to act
more sane and polite. The progress – and healing – were
sudden but appreciated by her parents. Her father visited her and told
her about a Hungarian nobleman who wanted to marry her. Outside of her family,
people were told that that Elizabeth had been sent to study in Vienna. In
reality, her mother had sent her teachers in her exile so the story would prove
to be true when the day came and Elizabeth was cured.


I couldn’t let such a precious gem of evil turn to
goodness overnight. I had spent so many years observing Elizabeth to know the
secret of the mirror. I thought that the owner of the mirror might come and
collect the splinters, and I could finally know who was behind this genius
evil. Watching Elizabeth, I thought that her darkness could teach me the art of
the mirror. But none of that happened, and she was about to get married,
abandoning the evil inside – there was a possibility that she was just fooling
them to get out of the castle and spread her evil to the world, but I couldn’t
risk that.


One day, I watched one of Elizabeth’s teachers
seduce her. She was too young for that, which made me enjoy the show even
better. Evil is my business and it was looking good. The teacher – who was a
peasant disguised as a teacher – impregnated her, and vanished. At fourteen,
Elizabeth gave birth to a daughter. Her parent wanted to be done with it – just
deliver the baby and send it away or kill it. They still wanted Elizabeth to
marry the Noble Hungarian a year or two later.


But I was happy about the baby daughter. I
believed that Elizabeth would pass the darkness inside her to the baby. Later I
could make Rumpelstiltskin steal her for me so I can
still get the secret of the mirror one day.


Rumpelstiltskin did a great job,
convincing the family that they wouldn’t want their granddaughter to be a
peasant’s daughter, and he promised them some shiny golden eggs in exchange for
the child. Elizabeth’s parents agreed and gave up on their grandchild. Typical
ruthless and greedy humans.


Humans, in their most common attitude,
can perform the scariest, most unethical, and malicious things, and then insist
on calling me the bad guy.


A year later, Elizabeth married the nobleman and
went to live with him in another huge castle where she became a prestigious
countess. She did not care for her child. She did not care for the peasant who
had impregnated her. That was when I was sure that she was still possessed by
the splinter of the  mirror. She only fooled them to get her life back. She
looked like she had a plan to me. A plan to deliver Evil upon the world.


While Elizabeth became a powerful countess, Rumpelstiltskin sent Mary, her daughter, to be
raised by another poor family, a caring stepmother and a devious stepfather who
beat her frequently when she grew up. Mary grew to be incredibly beautiful, to
an extent that had me wondering what her mysterious father
looked like. Elizabeth was beautiful as well, but Mary didn’t have her mother’s
features.


Mary’s beauty was a curse. Her stepfather’s eyes
turned wolfish while she grew into a ripe teenager, and the boys either chased
or bullied her for not submitting to their desires. From my humble experience,
some beautiful girls ended up living an ugly life; ugly as the color and fabric
of the poor, torn dresses she wore on her tender skin. Eventually, Mary fled,
escaping an imminent darker future at the age of sixteen. She ran into the
woods and was never seen by the peasants again.


Somehow, even I couldn’t find her. So I had to go
back, watching the countess.


Elizabeth’s husband was almost always away,
fighting the Ottomans in the battlefields. Exhausted, he buried himself in her
arms when he returned home, not knowing that his wife’s arms dug graves of
those she had been inflicting and torturing while he was away. Elizabeth’s husband’s
absence was a time she just cherished. It allowed her to shine on with the
darkness she possessed. I could see that evil in her silvery eyes; that last
splinter of the mirror, gleaming discreetly in the moonlight.


Every night her husband woke up screaming from the
nightmares he had about the war, about men killing other men, and when hungry,
cannibalizing on their rotten flesh and drinking their blood. War was a feast
for gore, no matter who won in the end. As I said before, I didn’t cause this.
You’d be amazed at the evil people are capable
of doing by themselves.


Why not kill and steal when you could always blame
it on me in the end? Devil made me do this. Devil made me do that. Blah bah
blah.


Elizabeth was deviously smart. She confessed to
her husband about her torture sessions, and told him about how she enjoyed them.
She persuaded him that if he shared her hobby with her, he would feel better
and free himself from the guilt about his soldiers dying for nothing in war. 


Listening to her from behind the curtain in their
bedroom, I wanted to clap and salute her. I might have danced the Polka with
her. Why wasn’t she working for me? Oh, yes. She was possessed by a mirror that
insinuated evil like I could’ve never dreamed of.


Her husband joined in and they became the perfect
couple. Every time he rode back to war, he had a vicious appetite to kill and
conquer. And every time he came back to her, he enjoyed watching her kidnap and
torture poor peasants from the valley. But as much as Elizabeth liked to pin
needles in her victims’ bodies, burn them alive, and slice them to pieces, her
husband seemed to want more. That was the moment when he leapt out of the
bathtub, and ran naked through the streets of Vienna, shouting that he had
found what he was looking for. It was a genuine Archimedes moment – if you don’t know what an Archimedes moment is then you really don’t know much about
science or the amount of fun you can have in a bathtub.


Elizabeth’s husband had figured out how to turn
her torturing into a historical fun fiesta. He started inventing torture devices, inspired by the way they tortured the
enemy soldiers in war. A couple of centuries later, these instruments became so
famous that they were mentioned in one of the most loved nursery rhymes, but
I’ll get to that later on.


Elizabeth’s husband’s first birthday gift was one
of these instruments: a tool that crushed the thumb with the tightening of a
screw – a nasty piece of art that I later recommended
to Adolf Hitler in World War Two – of course,
the bastard took my advice. Elizabeth called it the Silver Bells for it was made
of pure silver and she thought it was easy to use like ringing a bell.


Her husband also noticed that she had an obsession
with hurting her victims in the genitals, so he invented another instrument
which she had called Cockleshells. I’d leave it to your imagination to think of
what it did. Even I thought it was too extreme. The instrument’s name was self-
explanatory.


This thirty-something Elizabeth definitely had
issues. She needed an Alienist – which was the name they used at the time for psychiatrist,
given that a crazy person was alienated from real and sane life.


Lastly, her husband invents the guillotine, which
they nicknamed the Maiden because it was usually used on maidens. Elizabeth had
a knack  for torturing girls more than boys –
unlike me. I am not a sexist, I love to burn them all.


I decided I couldn’t bring myself to watch their happily-married torturing sessions anymore. But
I had to see. I had to know what people, possessed by the splinter of the
mirror, could do, and how far they would go. It was obvious by now that no one
was coming to collect the splinters from her eyes and heart; that there was no
demon that possessed her through the shards. This mirror was pure evil on its
own, which puzzled me, really puzzled me. I was not pure evil. I was once an angel after all.


I spent my days waiting outside in the garden of
their castle, but then I had to hide again when they started using the garden
to bury the bodies. Day by day, the tortured corpses were piling up six feet
under, and the few mistresses and maids who knew about their secrets helped
them bury the dead. Some garden, I thought to myself. I wanted to have one like
that in Hell.


Most of their victims were young girls. The maids
lured the girls into the castle, claiming the countess was offering jobs. I
knew Elizabeth liked to torture peasant girls because they were poor and their
parents usually kept their mouths shut, afraid to offend the noble families who
ruled the land by asking about their lost girls.


But why did the peasant girls have to be so young?


It was two years later when I found out why.
Elizabeth’s husband hadn’t returned from war for almost a year. And that,
ladies and gentlemen, saints and sinners, was when she started to really step
into the dark side of her soul. All that preceded was nothing compared what was
in store.


Elizabeth ordered her maids to fetch her the
ripest and most beautiful girls in the land. Young naïve girls visited the
castle, enamored by the idea of meeting the beautiful countess and maybe
getting a chance to work and support their families. Except that Elizabeth had
another destiny mapped out for them.


After the girls ate and danced for days in the
castle, Elizabeth slaughtered them and filled her marble bathtub with their
blood, and then… bathed in the young girl’s blood.


Elizabeth was growing older and the darkness
inside her was eating not only her soul, but also her skin and features. There
was a price for everything – still is. Just ask me.


I don’t know where she had gotten the idea from,
but bathing in the young virgin’s blood revived her soul and she conjured the
youth she had lost with aging.


Hundreds of girls were tortured then killed to
feed the bloodbath. Elizabeth was at the zenith of her darkness, and my
attraction and fascination with the mirror grew stronger. I started
procrastinating on my jobs in the world. There were people who had to be
seduced, cities that had to burned, and wars that had to be started, but I was
only interested in Elizabeth Bathory and her bloodbath.


Historians will tell you many other facts that
might contradict mine about her story. But we would agree on one thing:
Elizabeth Bathory was the first known serial killer in the world. And yes, it
was a woman.


Year after year, Elizabeth’s husband never
returned, and the number of missing, young peasant girls in the land was
increasing. Little did they know about Elizabeth’s garden where almost one
third of the land’s young girls were buried.


Parents who had kids in Europe thought twice
before visiting Sárvár in Slovakia where Elizabeth now lived in her latter
days, in a scary castle called Čachtice. Rumors about demons kidnapping
young girls had spread all over Europe. But as dumb as the peasants behaved,
they started to smell it, the blood of their daughters, reeking from the castle
up the hill.


One day, Elizabeth took interest in one particular
girl that was sent to her by the maids. A girl they had found lost in the
woods, and was as beautiful as the rest. Only something about her was different
and unexplainable. The sight of that girl made the splinters in Elizabeth’s eye
glimmer in red. Elizabeth felt uncomfortable and took extra pleasure, slow and
deliberate, in torturing the girl. Elizabeth started with the Silver Bells
appetizer, then the cockleshells main dish, and ate dessert to the sound of the
girl’s dripping blood, filling the tub.


But still, as the girl died, Elizabeth felt
uncomfortable. She parted the dead girl’s eyelids and stared shockingly into
her eyes. There was something shiny in those dead blackened eyes. It was a
splinter of a mirror.


Elizabeth went mad and ordered the maids to burn
the girl, but the maid advised her otherwise. The whole land was watching the
castle, suspecting Elizabeth to be the demon that killed their daughters.
Stirring fire would have raised suspicions. It was better to bury her deep in
the garden.


And they did.


Then one night, Elizabeth woke up to murmurs
outside her bedroom window. She looked outside and saw the girl standing tall
as if she hadn’t killed her and bathed in her blood days ago. The girl
approached her and wrote her name in blood on the window. It was Mary,
Elizabeth’s daughter, and both splinters in their eyes shone in the dark.


I backed off as I watched them collide. I didn’t
know that those who got a splinter in their eyes
or hearts were immortal. But now I knew, and I wasn’t comfortable with it.
There was another greater force than mine in this world. It was growing and I
couldn’t stop it.


Mary slashed at Elizabeth in her guilty weakness.
Although Elizabeth was made of darkness, she was appalled she had killed her
own daughter – which didn’t really kill her.


The more Mary slashed at Elizabeth with her long
nails, the more Mary started to look normal and beautiful again. The cycle of
doom was bound to never end. To preserve her beauty, Elizabeth had to kill and
bathe in the young girls’ blood. And for Mary to look normal, she had to come
and slash her mother every night. I thought it was Merry Go Round. Now, I
learned it was Mary Go Round.


One happy family, I must say. Even my family
wasn’t that fucked up. Oh. Wait. I didn’t actually have a family, but they
wouldn’t have been that bad, would they?


Mary didn’t age, and she needed to kill and hurt
other people in order for her to stay alive. It turned out she didn’t just have
to hurt her mother, but other young girls and boys.


Finally, Elizabeth Bathory was convicted of her
murders and sentenced for life in her own castle. Parents of the dead daughters
were allowed to visit her and hurt her with the same tools on holidays – I am
not going to comment on that now. I will stick to that smug smile on my face.


But the poor parents couldn’t do it, so Mary
visited her every night and bestowed wrath upon her. She tortured her mother
with Silver Bells, Cockleshells. All of this mess was because of the splinter
which they didn’t know existed in their eyes.


Well, I knew. But I wasn’t really fond of happy
endings. Happy beginnings? Yes. But always leave the endings for me.


Even though Mary was darkness itself, the peasant
kids loved her for avenging their sisters, cousins, and girlfriends buried in Elizabeth’s
garden. They even made a nursery rhyme for Mary, one that they danced and
jumped rope to. It sounded like this:


 


Mary, Mary, quite contrary,


How does your garden grow?


With silver bells, and cockle shells,


And pretty maids all in a row.


 


When I think of it right now, the song made sense.
They mentioned the Silvers Bells, the Cockle Shells, and even the garden where
Mary and the girls were once buried. I wasn’t really sure about what they meant
with pretty maids. Was it a reference to the Maiden, or to the pretty girls whose
blood Elizabeth bathed in?


But years later, I realized that Mary was a danger
to me. The amount of chaos she caused in the world was conflicting with my
plans. It’s true that I liked the badass evil in her, but only if she had
worked for me, which I knew was impossible. She was much darker and stronger
than my wicked self. I didn’t even want to introduce myself to her or let her
know about me. Especially, when years went by and I couldn’t learn what the
source of that splinter in her eyes was. Just to be clear on how evil she is,
you should know that she was the one who convinced Hitler to destroy the world,
appearing to him through a secret mirror he had in his room. That’s why no one
knew where Hitler’s body really was. When he failed making mashed potatoes out
of the rest of the world, she punished him by pulling him into the mirror with her.


I also found out that I was never going to be able
to remove the splinters from Mary’s eyes, because I couldn’t come near her. I
had to find a way to kill her though, or at least, curse her.


The boys and girls in Hell were of no use to me. I
had banned Peter Pan from Hell at the time for rebelling against me, and
refusing to grow up and work for me. He had also convinced some of my students – mostly young boys – to leave Hell and come with him
to a silly place he had discovered – or imagined. He called it Neverland, and
his followers called themselves the Lost Boys.


It puzzled me why Peter wanted me as his enemy
when I raised him and spoiled him in my Scholomance school. But I was intrigued
nonetheless. He insisted on abandoning Hell but it seemed he had no sweet spot
for Heaven nonetheless. What was that all about, Pete?


But enough with the boy who wouldn’t’ want to grow
up. I am writing this to tell you about Mary, and about her role in the fairy
tale world. Things that the Brothers Grimm didn’t want you to know.


I don’t blame them. You’ve seen how many of the
characters were messed up so far.


In my quest to destroy Mary who was possessed by
the splinter of a crashed mirror, I heard about how Gerda saved her friend Kai
and removed the splinter. But I couldn’t come near them. They were protected by
a higher rank in the wizard world so that I couldn’t come near them. And they
hated my guts. Who didn’t?


I thought help from Death itself, a giggly,
enchanting lady who lived alone in the forest with her Death-to-be young
daughter. But Death was busy. Getting older, she was preparing her
sixteen-year-old daughter to take over soon. I loved this family. Like really
loved them. They knew how to slaughter with a smile on their faces.


So no help from Peter, or Death, I tried to
persuade a young vampire called Wendy Darling, whom people loved to call
Sleeping Beauty, to help me get rid of Mary Mary Quite Contrary. Unexpectedly,
Sleeping Beauty reminded me of something really bad I had done to her in the
past. The shit I did to people always came back to me. Sometimes, I felt like
the boy who cried wolf. It didn’t matter how loud he cried. No one was coming
for help anymore.


But
Rumpelstiltskin had an idea. He had been talking to
ancient witches and wizards who advised him that you can only fight fire with
fire.


“What does that mean?” I asked Rumpelstiltskin.


“It means that Mary is made of splinters,” Rumpelstiltskin said.
“which is glass, which is mirrors. So instead of fire with fire, this war will
be mirrors with mirrors.”


“Aha,” I raised an eyebrow. “Never took you for a smart dude,” I
said to Rumpelstiltskin. “So the only way to get rid of Mary is to curse her
with a mirror?”


“I’d suggest trap her in a mirror,” Rumpelstiltskin said. “Did you
know that you can trap demons in mirrors?”


“No shit?”


“And did you know you can time travel through mirrors? Why do you think high priests of Venice prohibited mirrors for years?
Mirrors are the optimum carrier for evil.”


“How come I don’t know about that stuff? I am freakin’ Lucifer.”


“Because you spent your time hatin’ not participatin’”
Rumpelstiltskin said.


“What are these words you’re saying, and why do you talk like
that?” I wondered.


“Never mind,” Rumpelstiltskin said. “People will talk like that in
the future.”


“How do you know about the future?”


“Didn’t I explain that I spend a lot of time with ancient wizards
whenever I am between jobs of kidnapping children?”


“So to kill Mary, I will have to trap her in a mirror?” I asked.


“Yes. But the problems is that we’re in the sixteenth century. All
mirrors are made of obsidian and copper. The real glass mirrors will not be
invented before 1835 by a man called Justus
von Liebig.”


“Justus
von Liebig. Hmm. Why do I sense grand evil in his name?” I wondered. “Why don’t
I have a cool name like that. Instead of Lucifer and Beelzebub. I mean,
seriously, Beelzebub? It sounds like the name of
a brothel or a low life bar. Why can’t I be Lu Von Cipher? Sounds good, right?”


“Or
Count De Vellio,” Rumpelstiltskin suggested in an
Italian accent. “But you’re already called the Prince of Darkness. I like that.
So anyways, Mary has to be trapped in a new kind of mirror.  A glass mirror
which will not be invented until 1835.”


“1835?” I almost shrieked. “That’s thirty nine years after Snow
White’s expected birth!”


“That’s true,” Rumpelstiltskin nodded, lowering his head.


“You know what evil this little brat will bestow on us? On the
world? Didn’t you read the prophecy?”


“I did.” Rumpelstiltskin mused. “But we can’t change that in the
real world.”


“Still, we can change it in the Dreamworld,” I lowered my head
with a smug look on my face.


“You mean…”


“Yes. Absolutely. You know all real magic can be done in the
Dreamworld.”


“But the Dreamworld is still ripe and new. You get lost in it and
you might drown in it.”


“Trust me – I don’t say that word often by the way – I know a
lot.”


“So are you saying you can wake Justus von Liebig in the
Dreamworld? He isn’t born yet.”


“But I can do it. I know a Dreamhunter who can.”


“But Dreamhunters despise us. They are angels.”


“I’m an angel too. Did you forget that,” I said. “I’m just a
fallen angel. And some angels are falling from Heaven these days.”


“Hmm,” Rumpelstiltskin considered. “So you’re plan is to wake Justus von Liebig,
actually give him life in the Dreamworld before he is even there in the real
world, and let him design you a glass mirror that you can bury Mary in?”


“Forever!” I said with happy reddened eyes.


I don’t have the time to tell you the
details about how we got in the Dreamworld and how we woke the unborn Justus von Liebig to
design us a mirror, because this story in itself needs a couple of diaries. I
am sure you will meet Justus von Liebig and
Mary too many times in the real diaries.


The journey into the Dreamworld took over two hundred years. We were trapped, cursed, and hunted, but we
succeeded in the end and came back to the real world with a glass mirror that
was one of its kind at the time. One that even Mary hadn’t heard about so she
did not know how to oppose its powers.


When we came back to the real world it was the year 1801. Given
that Justus was about to design the real mirror in 1835, we didn’t really
accomplish much. But it was still good enough to finish the job before the year
1812 where it was prophesized that Snow White’s evil would truly spread in the world. If I was destined to die by her evil, I
preferred to kill Mary first. Who knows, maybe then I could outlive Snow White.


In those two hundred years Mary’s legend had been spreading
everywhere in the world. She’d been super
active, hiding in king’s and queen’s mirrors, and insinuated evil in their
hearts all over the world. Mary was avenging herself. I was told as long as
Mary spread evil thoughts through the mirrors, her mother’s pain increased in
her grave.


Mary was everywhere: in your mirror, in your reflection in the
water, but you just didn’t know it. And she killed and tortured humans in the
world with the power of the splinter in her eye just to make her mother suffer
more and more.


But for amusement, and to ease her own pain, Mary played with the
teens all over the world through the folklore of her songs and mirrors. If a
teen said her name three times in the mirror she would come out and hurt them.
She hid in mirrors all her life.


She slept there, as mirrors were her vehicle that allowed her to
travel from Paris to Venice in a blink of an eye.


Then one day I managed to trap her in my special mirror where she
could never get out again. She didn’t know how to deal with glass mirrors
because she had never seen one. It was easy, I let my Scholomance boys and
girls down to earth, fooling her to play her Bloody Mary
game, saying her name three times in a row. When she came out from her mirror
to hurt them, we pushed her in my mirror, which we had set aside. Mary was
stuck inside, screaming, cursing and yelling. But that was her end. I had her
trapped for eternity.


But even though I had her trapped, having kept the mirror in my
house in Europe – I was fed up with Hell at the time, and decided I was going to live on earth –, she kept making noises and screaming at
night.


I had to get rid of the mirror, but I couldn’t break it or it
would’ve  set Mary free. I had to send the mirror away, across the Oceans, far
away from Europe. But where? What was a safe place and land where someone could
keep this mirror without breaking it and releasing the evil inside? And shouldn’t
I have made use of this instrument of evil I had? Mary was trapped but it
didn’t mean she couldn’t insinuate evil in those who used the mirror.


Thinking day after day, a grand idea hit me. I could not tell you
enough how this idea had become my infamous best endeavor ever. Why hadn’t I
thought of that before?


In the morning, I packed the mirror and embarked it on a pirate
ship – dear friends of mine. They were crossing over to the far away kingdoms
beyond the oceans.


I lit a cigar, sat by the fireplace in my mansion, and watched the
ship sailing for days and nights through a crystal ball. The ship arrived at
the desired kingdom and the mirror was sent to a king.


I watched with a smirk on my face.


The king was a very important man, and his wife was such a marvelous
and enchanting beauty like none of us in Europe had ever seen before – well,
her ancestors were from Europe but she never knew. As much as I liked the dark, the sunrise in her presence through my crystal
ball made me want to repent and go live by her feet in some otherworldly
Heaven. The queen was what the Brothers Grimm later described as a Godmother –
although if I were you, I wouldn’t rely on everything they say, those two
suckers.


Whenever I saw the queen smiling with her heart-shaped lips, I couldn’t
help but smile myself. When she talked, I thought she was singing and the music
made me imagine myself a handsome young prince when looking in the mirror. When
she sang, the bird sang with her. When she padded barefoot in the forest, the
gazelles gathered, and the river ran in peace.
The trees bowed down to reach for her and pat her on her apple-red cheeks. The
flowers bloomed, crickets stopped making silly noises, and the squirrels
gathered around her long white dress. The queen’s eyes were two full moons all
year, the color of the blue ocean separating her kingdom from mine. She didn’t
really belong to earth as much as she should have been up there in Heaven with
all the pure-hearted happy people. She had a touch that could heal, and her
hands could nourish cute babies. She had a face that complemented jewelry and a
body that enchanted dresses. Her name was so sweet on the tongue that I felt
quenched when I pronounced it. With all the good people in the world that I
hated, she was the only one I cherished and loved.  


Then one day the lovely queen went back to her room, combing her
wavy golden hair in front of the mirror her husband had just bought her from
overseas as a gift for their ninth anniversary. The mirror sparkled and
magnified the queen’s beauty. And out of sheer cuteness and innocence, the
queen, alone in her room, asked the mirror:


Mirror Mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all?


It wasn’t vanity or insecurity. The queen knew she was beautiful
but her husband was mostly away in his conquests and she just loved to talk to
a silent mirror while combing her hair.


Except this time, the mirror answered:


You, my queen, are the fairest of them all.


The queen’s face tightened and she fell back from her chair. A
mirror that talked?


“But your beauty won’t last my queen,” The girl in the mirror
said. “There is another that will not only surpass your beauty, but you will
get uglier as long as she lives. And if you let her live, she will eventually kill
you.”


Appalled, the queen didn’t know what to say. Still on the floor,
she could feel the invisible demonic waves from the mirror run through her
pores.


“Mirror Mirror on the wall…” The queen pleaded.


“It’s Mary Mary on the wall, my queen,” Mary’s ugly face
showed to the queen from inside, blurry and bloody with red eyes splintered
with sparkling mirror shards. “And from now on, you’re not just a silly lovable
queen. With my powers and help, you’re going to be the Queen of Sorrow.”


 


End of Grimm Prequels 5


 


Author’s notes:


 


The following explanations
show a little info about how this world was constructed.


I didn’t want to write
these notes because I wanted the story itself to be the main attraction. The
little things that hide between the lines are usually the author’s way to
strengthen the background of the story. Not all readers need to be aware of
these secrets though. In my opinion, a story should be just story that can be
easily told from mouth to mouth like in the old days. 


But upon reader’s
suggestions, I thought why not? In Mary Mary Quite Contrary you might be
interested to know the following facts:


 


1) The beginning
incident of the story is a reference to Hans Christian Anderson’s The Snow Queen, but now told from the devil's
point of view. Hans is one of the few writers who mentioned the devil
repeatedly in his fairy tales. The story of the splintered mirrors is a
recurring idea in the tales.


 


2) Pippi Longstocking and
Peter Pan always struck me as mischievous kids, not necessarily bad but with a
strong rebellious identity. The fact that came from hell is pure imagination of
my unstable brain.


 


3) The Mary Mary Quite Contrary
has been interpreted in so many ways, but it’s interesting how most of the
nursery rhymes are originally darker in nature, just like fairy tales. The
series is full of such nursery rhymes and riddles.


 


4) Elizabeth Bathory's
story differs from many resources, but historians almost agree on one certain
thing: that she tortured young girls with freshly invented instruments. There
is no defining evidence that she swam in blood of young girls, but the legend
is so strong and has lived for centuries that it sounds like it did really happen.


Why did I intertwine Elizabeth’s
story in the fairy tale worlds? The motives and resemblance she shares with the
Evil queen of wanting to stay young forever can’t be ignored. Sometimes I think
the Evil Queen could be based on Elizabeth. There is more of both characters in
the main series.


 


5) The way the
instruments in the real Mary Mary Quite Contrary rhyme are interpreted in
schools make no sense to me. I like my interpretation better, which isn’t fully
mine but inspired from readings and other historian’s interpretations J


 


6) I’ve always wondered
who Rumpelstiltskin worked for. I guess now
we know.


 


7) All mentioned facts
about mirrors are true.


 


8) Scholomance is the
devil's school mentioned in the original script of Bram Stoker’s Dracula. Which
hints to a further connection to Peter Pan dug up Dracula in Beauty Never Dies.


 


9) Bloody Mary's origins
differ from resource to another. It's almost impossible to know where the
legend really started, but like Elizabeth Bathory, it's so powerful you might
believe in it. I don't know many people who dare say her name in a dark room
with a mirror. There are two reasons why Mary is going to be a main villain in
the series:


 


a) A woman who could
burst out of a mirror and harm others always seems scarier than any demon I
have ever heard of, especially when she needs you to dare calling her yourself.
The idea a has certain magic to it that is indescribable in words. Imagine if a
characters you root for needs to summon her to collect something he needs from
her and will have to live with consequences of setting her free. It's also known
that ancient civilizations be believed in trapping demons in the mirror. We
still do.


 


b) I have always scratched
my head, wanting to know who it was in the mirror that the Evil Queen talked
to. What was the mirror's origin? No retelling or interpretation really
satisfied my need to know. We are talking about a mirror that can talk,
insinuate hatred and envy in the heart of the queen enough to make want to kill
her daughter, and is purely malicious more than the queen herself. Accepting
that this was the queen's reflection or just her inner dark Shadow ( like Freud
and Carl Young would suggest ) didn't do it for me. The phrase, ‘Mirror Mirror
on the wall’ and ‘Mary Mary on the wall’ are two sentences that have always
sounded the same in my ears. And I claim that this is an original take that
hasn’t been done before J


 


10) If you go back to
read the last sentences in Snow White Blood Red, you’ll find out that Mary’s
story has been hinted to long ago. There is a sentence where the Queen of
Sorrow almost describes Mary in the mirror without uttering her name, but only
mentioning that she is ugly and scares her. I am not bragging. I am just trying
to convince that you are in safe hands in matter of story telling and plotting.
( and again, I am braggin’ a little )


 


11) I got email asking
who they should root for in the series, since all fairy tale characters seem to
have serious issues. Don’t worry, there characters who you will root for.
There’s just a little twist coming soon that will let us know why some of the
characters behave like that, and what their bigger motives are.


 


12) I’d like to thank
Danielle Littig for the awesome editing work, and my beta readers who helped
make this prequel better with their suggestions and saved me from embarrassing
mistakes.


 


a prelude to Snow
White Sorrow the first book in the The Grimm Diaries Series coming out
soon


To know more about Snow
White Sorrow, HERE


 


 


List of the Grimm
Diaries Prequels available so far:


 


1 Snow
White Blood Red


narrated by Snow White
Queen


available HERE


 


2 Cinder
to Cinder & Ashes to Ashes


narrated by Alice Grimm


available HERE


 


3 Beauty
Never Dies


narrated by Peter Pan


available HERE


 


4 Ladle
Rotten Rat Hut


narrated by Little Red
Riding Hood


available HERE


 


5 Mary
Mary Quite Contrary


as told by the devil


 available HERE


 


6 Blood Apples


narrated by Prince
Charming 


coming out in mid October


 


7 Jawigi


narrated by Sandman Grimm


coming by the end of
October


 


 


You can contact me at


Goodreads


or


Facebook


or 


my blog


or


Twitter


@cameronjace


or send me an email 


camjace@hotmail.com


( I answer all emails
personally )
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