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This book is dedicated to Mr White our loving teacher that 

we lost 1961-2019. And also a big thank you to all students at 

Somerville Rise Primary School for raising enough money for 

the opportunity to write this story. Another huge thank you 

to Mrs. Kandasamy for organising this special event. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The girls’ fingertips skimmed along the edge of all the clothes 

she has.  

Not many. 

It was a choice. She was allowed as many clothes as she 

wanted; no limit. But trying to be normal isn’t always easy 

when you’re a princess. 

Her hand landed on a short, sapphire dress. She tried the 

dress on and looked into the mirror. Staring back at her were 

two round, hollow, hazel eyes. Her brunette hair shone in the 

morning sun, curling around her shoulders.  The dress 

sparkled and stood out - which she didn’t particularly like – 

but was sure her parents would.  

 

 



“Princess Alexia!”  

Her gaze was taken away from the mirror and drawn towards 

the figure standing in her doorway. She rolled her eyes, “For 

the last time – it’s just Alexia!” 

“Yeah, yeah. Anyways, you have to hurry up, you’re going to 

be late for school!” 

“I know Father, I’ll be quicker.” 

He grinned and turned to leave, then added, “By the way, I 

really like your dress.”  

Within ten minutes, Alexia was waiting on the front porch for 

her limo to arrive. She was growing more and more impatient 

by the second, so she decided to walk to school.  It had to 

have been one of the best moments of her life, with no 

guards swarming her and tracking down her every move. No 

one knew where she was.  

Alexia skipped along the footpath, each step she took 

meaning she was closer to becoming a normal schoolgirl. But 

she then felt like the weight she had been carrying on her 

shoulders her whole life pull her to the ground. What if she 

doesn’t pass the test? What if she stays a princess forever?  

She took a deep breath and gave herself a mental shake. 

‘I have to pass that test,’ Alexia said to herself.  

She smiled when she reached the school gates. In her stride, 

Alexia elegantly pushed open the double-door entrance and 

stepped into the corridor. She nervously walked into the 

classroom and butterflies filled her stomach.  



She stared around her at the rows of desks and bean bags, 

and the tubs of pencils and erasers. On the back wall she 

noticed the colossal world map and the blue clock above it.  

“Everybody please have a seat, you will now be handed a 

sheet of paper to begin your test.” The teacher declared. 

It’s time.  

Alexia sat down in a seat at the front of the classroom, and 

looked behind her at all the other royals, desperate for a 

normal life.  

 

 

 

 

 



Only one’s wishes shall be granted. 

The teacher reached down into the draw in her desk and 

pulled out a stack of papers. She placed it back down on her 

desk in order to gather pencils for the class. 

Suddenly everyone’s attention was drawn to the boy rushing 

through the door. On his way to the empty seat in the 

classroom, he accidently knocked the teacher’s coffee onto 

the stack of paper. 

“Sorry I’m late Miss Rotherfield!” he said, and then noticed 

the spilt coffee. He quickly rushed to the spare seat, and 

guiltily sat down. 

Miss Rotherfield rolled her eyes and mumbled, “Not again.” 

 

 



She pulled out her phone from her pocket, which let out a 

series of beeps when she tried to call the office. “Great, no 

reception! Now I have to print it all out again. Everyone, stay 

put!” 

Alexia got up from her seat and picked up her school bag. She 

grabbed out her vegemite sandwich because she was hungry 

and the teacher left them alone in the classroom. 

There was a loud noise coming from outside – it almost 

sounded like someone was knocking on the external glass 

door. But when everyone turned to look at the door, nothing 

was there.  

Panic filled the room. 

Alexia walked up to the window and her eyes searched for 

anything or anyone that could be making the noises. Her eyes 

landed on a guy chopping wood.  

He stared back at her with a gleam in his eye. 

Something about him didn’t seem quite right. 

He started reluctantly trudging towards the classroom, with a 

hidden smirk on his face. 

He stopped directly in front of the glass door. Alexia shook 

vigorously, afraid of what the man was capable of. What if he 

manages to open the door somehow?  

The man raised his hand and stiffly knocked on the door, but 

no one opened it for him. 

 



 

He yelled through the glass, “Please let me in! I just 

remembered I forgot to fix the internal door yesterday.” He 

laughed at himself.  

Alexia quickly opened the door for him. It made a lot  more 

sense.  

“Thank you,” he said. “By the way my name is Greg.” 

“Nice to meet you, I’m Alexia.” 

Just at that very moment, Miss Rotherfield stepped through 

the door. 

Everyone craned their necks and caught sight of her; they 

stopped dead in their tracks. 

“Everyone, back in your seats, otherwise you will be doing 

community service!” Miss Rotherfield snapped. 



Everybody obeyed her and rushed towards their seats, so 

quick it was almost like magic. 

Greg opened his mouth to speak, but Miss Rotherfield 

interrupted him. “And you,” she pointed at Greg. “Go do your 

job!” 

Greg did as he was told, and set to work on the door. 

“Now, I have some disturbing news everyone.” Miss 

Rotherfield scanned each and every student in the class’s 

face. ”Unfortunately, the test will not be able to take place 

today. Another thing… no mobile phone connections have 

been working, which means we can’t call your parents to 

come and pick you up.” 

Everyone groaned. More school. 

Greg walked into the store room, and beckoned for Alexia to 

follow him.  



 

So she slipped out of her seat and creeped into the store 

room. 

“Now, Alexia, I heard you like art,” Greg said as soon as she 

was in the doorway. 

Alexia nodded; he wasn’t wrong. 

“Good. Now I’m going to need you to do something for me. I 

did a bad thing. And I need you to help me fix it.” 

Alexia arched an eyebrow. 

“Alright. I was the one who cut off the phone connection. I 

thought that maybe people would be a bit nicer and not so 

glued to their mobile phones.” He looked directly at Alexia’s 

puzzled face and continued. “You see, I got Powerbolt’s help. 



He’s a superhero. But once he realised it wasn’t actually help 

to anyone, he just left, back into the canvas.” 

Alexia spoke up finally, “Well I’m not helping someone who’s 

just going to ruin everything. It doesn’t even make sense 

anyways. How could a superhero come out of a canvas?!” 

“Fine, you do you. But have a go for yourself, I will prove you 

wrong.” Greg muttered as he handed over the canvas. “Paint 

Powerbolt.” 

Alexia was left questioning a million things. Her head was 

spinning around like a washing machine. Paint Powerbolt?  

Alexia decided she would sneak out of the classroom. She 

crept silently out of the store room like a mouse. Like 

lightning, she shot out of the class and ran as far as she could 

towards her mansion. Her shoes scuffed along the pavement 

as she was approaching her driveway. 

She made her way into the house, grabbed all her paint 

colours and brushes, and then gracefully walked outside into 

the garden.  

Alexia squeezed the red, yellow and black colours onto the 

pallet. She visualised a superhero and gently positioned her 

brush to start painting. She sang and hummed a beautiful 

song, and when she sings, her pitch is always perfect. 

She painted until her fingers throbbed, and she decided her 

work was done. 

This has to be what he looks like. 



 

She placed the canvas on the ground and waited for 

something to happen… 

“WHOOSH!” 

All of a sudden, what appeared to be ‘Powerbolt’, came a 

bright coloured figure that rose from the canvas.  

He had a bright red suit, with a yellow band wrapping around 

his waist as well as a yellow cape to match. He wore a black 

mask covering his eyes, and he had a black and yellow 

lightning bolt printed across his chest. 

“Hello Princess,” Powerbolt said. “How may I help you?” 

“First of all, thank you for being here!” Alexia noted. “I need 

you to bring back Australia’s mobile phone connection.” 

 



“Ah, yes. I nearly forgot about that. If it’s your wish, Princess, 

it shall be granted.” He said. “Now, you’re the only one who 

can see me, as you brought me back from the canvas.” 

Alexia nodded along at every word he said. “Got it. I’ll see 

you tomorrow.” 

Alexia had a hard time explaining to her parents why she 

walked to school, and why she snuck out of school - of course 

she had to leave out parts. However eventually they forgave 

her, understanding how hard it is to live life as a princess. She 

didn’t have trouble sleeping that night, excited by the 

thought of working alongside a superhero; it isn’t the most 

normal life, but at least it’s different from a day in the life of 

a princess! 

Alexia woke up the next morning as jolly as a joey in a 

kangaroo’s pouch! She hurriedly dressed into a pale yellow 

dress, and ran outside.  

“Powerbolt!” She yelled out repetitively.  

Out of the bushes emerged a red and yellow silhouette.  

“I’m here!” He announced. 

“Awesome, now let’s go.” 

So together off they went to the school. 

They needed Greg’s help. 

Both of them dashed around the back of the school in search 

of Greg, and they found him chopping the wood from the 

previous day.  



“So I see you found out I wasn’t wrong,” Greg laughed. 

“We need you to help us Greg, please.” Powerbolt said, 

getting straight to the point. 

Greg hesitated. “Alright fine, but only because of guilt. It will 

be even.” 

Alexia let out a long breath she didn’t even know she was 

holding. “Thank you, Greg, it means a lot.” She smiled. “And 

sorry that I didn’t believe you.” 

“It’s all right,” Greg assured. “Now, what do you need me 

for?”  

“You know how your son knocked over the coffee so Alexia 

couldn’t do the test?” Powerbolt questioned. 

“Yeah,” Greg replied. 

“Well, we are going to have to get the other princesses to do 

the test, because otherwise if you keep asking for the test to 

be cancelled, it’s going to become suspicious. As long as 

Alexia doesn’t - she needs to stay a princess. So Greg, go 

make sure they do the test. Now.” Powerbolt seemed to be 

going over everything in his head. 

Alexia looks stunned. This was all new to her. 

Greg hurried off into the classroom.  

“Anyways, come on we need to do this Alexia,” Powerbolt 

demanded. “Follow me.” 

So off they went down to the barn. 



Powerbolt started talking again, “Now I need to try and 

connect these cords together like what they were before.” 

He pointed at two chiselled cords on the ground. “It should 

be easy!” 

Alexia looked at his uncertain face, “If you say so.” 

Powerbolt somehow worked up some sort of fiery magic in 

his hands and… 

“POOF!” 

The cords were mended. 

Any lost faith in Powerbolt had been forgotten when Alexia 

heard people cheering outside as their phones’ internet was 

restored. 

Alexia and Powerbolt stepped outside and grinned at all the 

happy faces. 

“Time to go home,” Alexia said. 

So together they strolled back along the footpath, feeling 

good about themselves.  

Powerbolt went to stand above the canvas, but Alexia 

stopped him. 

“Please don’t forget about me.” Pleaded Alexia. “Greg and I 

are really going to miss you.” 

“And I am going to miss you and Greg. Bye Alexia.” 

“Bye Powerbolt.” 



Powerbolt planted both feet above the canvas and 

disappeared in the flick of a switch – he is just a painting 

now. 

 

This whole experience changed the way Alexia looked at the 

life of a princess. 

Now it was time to be a princess 

 

 

  

  

 

 



The Test 

Alexia is a princess wanting to be normal. She has decided to take a 

test that could mean the difference between a normal life and 

royalty. But then it all goes wrong. A wood worker named Greg 

needs her help. He had done something terribly wrong.   

Then suddenly Alexia is in desperate need of the help from a 

superhero called Powerbolt. 

Before long, Alexia finds herself trying to save Australia from what 

could mean the end of mobile phone connection forever.  

 

  

 


