


Princess Paulina heeded a job. Her father had given up his
throne to become a wood—carver and moved them to a humble shack in
a heighboring kingdom. Gince the kihg was sTill learning, his carvings

didh’t se
Pau

|, and Paulina’s garden barely kept enough on the fable.
ind missed princessing. She missed walking the pedcock in
the royal garden, surveying the kingdom trom the castle
Tower, and doihg the princess wave in royal
processions.




Paulina tried walking a stray chicken around her shack, but it only

pecked af her bare Toes. Surveying the kingdom from the shack’s leaky root
made even more holes. She tried princess—waving To The towngpeople
$rom her father’s cart, but nobody bothered to wave back. They Jue’r

thought ghe was swatting at Yies.




One day, d page rode past the shack, announcing that Queen
Zelda of Blom was seeking a frue princess to become the bride ot her
son, Prince Drupert.

“This is my chance to get back to princessing,” Paulina cried. She
rummaged through her trunk of ex—princess stutt, brushed the wood
shavings from her best bdll gown, and blew away the bits ot sawdust
that clung to her diamond tiara. Then she tucked a piece ot garlic
info her bodice tor good luck, shipped some Tragrant herbs to
cover up the garlic smell, and headed for the castle.

o



“This sassy send—up seems likely fo deliver a
roydl cage of the giggles.”
— Publishers Weekly
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