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I’m a multi-genre author, and I originally wrote this story for inclusion in an anthology, but then didn’t put it in. 

Captivated by the enchanting stories from my childhood, I've always wanted to try my hand at writing my own fairy tale. I drew upon the books I read.

People came across as innocent in those times, yet they still held their secrets. I’ve included a secret that will change everything for Jorge, my protagonist, while also maintaining the magic that all fairy tales have.

The castles particularly inspired me as I wrote this story. Think of Rapunzel, who dropped her hair out of the window so her Prince could save her, or Sleeping Beauty in her four-poster bed. 

Tall turrets, such as the one depicted on the cover, featured in many stories, and so I had to include it in mine.

I’m a multi genre writing, so check out my paranormal, romance, and science fiction stories.


Happy reading,

Karen J Mossman
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One day, Jorge was at home in the village where he lived with his parents when music filled the air. He dashed to the window to see the musical notes raining down.

“They are beautiful, Mama,” he sighed as they hit the ground, split apart, and vanished.

“What are?” his mother asked. She was a pretty woman with an abundance of dark hair that was kept calm by a ribbon woven through it. “I don’t see anything.”

“The music, Mama. Can you not see it?” Jorge pointed with his finger as he looked earnestly at her.

His mother glanced at her husband, who was chipping away at a piece of wood. Their eyes met pointedly.

They knew their son was a special boy and hadn’t wanted him to appear any different from the other children in the village.

“Son...” Jorge’s father came over. He placed his hand on the boy’s shoulders. 

A powerfully built man, he possessed a solid torso and short legs; his son was his antithesis in stature. He gazed into the boy’s bright, curious eyes. “You must never speak of this to anyone.”

“But why?” Jorge asked. “They are so pretty, and the music is special. I know it’s the king playing.”

Again, his parents looked at one another. 

“Yes, dear,” replied his mother. “When the king, who lives in the castle, plays music on his pianoforte, everyone in the land can hear it.”

“But only you,” continued his father, “can see it.” 

The boy’s eyes grew wide. “Only me?”

“Yes. That makes you even more special than you already are,” his mother said, her gaze firmly locked with her husband’s.

“Why am I special?” Jorge asked.  He didn’t understand what made him different from the other children in the village.

“Because you are our son.” She smiled. However, you must never speak of this to anybody, not even Josie. Do you understand?”

Jorge nodded, although he already knew he would tell his best friend. “But why, Papa?” he questioned.

“It’s our secret. When you’re older, we will tell you why it has to be this way.”

Jorge saw his mother’s eyes fill with tears and rested his hand on hers. “It’s all right, Mama. Please don’t cry.”

“I know.  I just love you very much and never want to lose you,” she murmured, dabbing her eyes with the hem of her apron. 

“Whatever it is, it will not take me from you,” Jorge vowed to them.

The boy didn’t understand what he had said to make his mother gasp and cry harder, but he knew he’d caused her reaction.  

Why could only he see the music, and why must it be kept a secret? He wondered. In the end, he decided adults were sometimes strange people.

“One day, you will understand,” his father promised. “But, for now, say nothing of this.”

“All right,” he agreed, not really sure what was going on.

His mother rose to her feet. “Everything will be all right. Just remember, it is our secret.”

Jorge never forgot the hurt his questions caused his parents and never spoke to them again about what he saw.
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Jorge and Josie were inseparable.  They squatted together by the stream; their knees tucked under their chins. Holding sticks, the duo poked happily about in the mud.  

Jorge’s gold-coloured hair was mucky with dirt, the same dirt that covered his almost naked body.

Josie’s ringlets carried specks of leaves, and a tiny twig had caught in the strands.  

Suddenly, the girl’s head shot up as music filled the surrounding air. “The king plays,” she uttered.

The colourful musical notes rained down upon them. Mesmerising quavers, cute crotchets, mini minims, and colourful clefts showered downwards, covering the children before bursting apart. 

Jorge’s mouth gaped open slightly when they entered the water with a hiss, followed by bubbles rising to the surface. For the first time, he realised his companion only heard the music and the sounds of the notes hitting the stream. She was reacting to the effects she saw through him. It was sad she couldn’t see their full beauty like he did. 

Josie stared at the popping on the water. “What is it?”

“It’s the king’s music,” Jorge said in awe, watching them drop majestically to the ground.

Josie saw nothing. “Can you still see them?” she asked after a moment, not really understanding what he meant.

Jorge nodded, reaching over to wipe one from her shoulder with a smile.

Wonder shone in their faces, although Josie only heard the popping sounds. She accepted Jorge was the only one to see them and assumed it was magic.
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Several years later, Jorge was out hunting with Josie when the king’s music filled the air once more. Jorge stopped and lowered his bow to listen to its mournful song. It tore into his soul with its beauty. 

The musical notes changed with time. Besides being accompanied by a myriad of rainbow colours, they’d also grown increasingly translucent. Every time Jorge saw them, he noticed a difference in the way they danced around him.

Josie watched him gazing into the air for a moment before asking, “You’re seeing them again, aren’t you?”

Jorge nodded. He could never be untruthful to the girl he was going to marry. “Soon, I shall join the others and visit the castle to watch the king play for myself.”

“But your parents forbade you,” she reminded him.

He had obeyed them, always, but as time went on, he could not resist the lure of the music. “I know, and I don’t want to hurt them, but the music calls to me, Josie. I have no choice. One day, soon, I must go.”

“Then I’ll accompany you. However, you should tell your parents what you intend to do. They won’t be happy if they find out you have gone.”

Jorge agreed, and, when they returned home, he said goodbye to Josie, deciding now was the time to do it. It would not get any easier to resist the call, so he might as well get it over with.

He found his father chopping wood in the little hut outside their home. His mother was in the kitchen baking apple pie.

“Papa,” he called, interrupting his work, “I need to speak to you and Mama. It’s very important.”

Wiping his brow with the back of his wrist, his father nodded and laid down his axe.

Inside the house, his mother turned to see her men entering together and knew something was a foot.

“Jorge wishes to speak to us,” his father said. “Come and sit down.”

Wiping her hands on her pinafore, his mother nodded and sat in the rocking chair. She feared she knew what was coming.

“I cannot stop the lure of the music any longer,” Jorge said, moving from one foot to the other nervously. “I have to go to the castle. It is calling, and I must answer.”

His mother looked down at her intertwined fingers but said nothing for a moment. 

The silence made everyone feel nervous. 

Meeting her husband’s eyes, she said, “We need to tell him the truth now.” 

“What truth is this?” Jorge asked, looking at them anxiously.

His father sighed as he regarded the fine, strong young man in front of him. The time had
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