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For the children of

St Francis Primary School, Glasgow – fabulous winners of the
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‘Good morning, good morning, good morning, darling Ma!’ Lottie Luna bounced into the breakfast room, and flung her arms round her mother. Queen Mila, who was sprinkling sugar on her breakfast porridge, looked at Lottie in surprise.

‘That’s very nice of you, dear. Erm … is there any special reason why you’re so cheerful?’

Lottie dropped her school bag on the floor, and sat down. ‘I’m happy, that’s all. It’s a Monday, and it’s a school day – and I LOVE going to school!’

Boris, Lottie’s older brother, snorted. ‘Oh yeah? I suppose everyone makes a fuss of you just because you’re a princess. But I’ll tell you something, Lottie – if you were an ordinary kid, nobody would take any notice of you at all!’

‘That’s so not true!’ Lottie jumped to her feet, her cheeks pink with anger, but before she could say anything more Queen Mila interrupted.
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‘That’s a very unkind thing to say, Boris.’ The queen put a large bowl of porridge in front of him. ‘Lottie has a lovely personality … she’d make friends anywhere. Lottie, dear – did you want porridge, or toast?’

‘Toast, please.’ Lottie took a deep breath, and sat down again. Her knees felt wobbly because she had so nearly told her brother the truth – that only her very best friends at school knew she was a princess. All her other classmates thought she was as ordinary as they were … and that was exactly the way Lottie wanted it to be. She made a face at Boris, and rescued the butter from underneath her father’s newspaper. King Lupo grunted, and went on reading.

‘Some day we must come and see this wonderful school of yours, Lottie,’ Queen Mila said as she settled down to her own breakfast. ‘Will there be an end-of-term concert, do you think?’

Lottie blinked. It had never occurred to her that there might be such a thing, and she hoped very much that there never would be. If there was, how could she keep the fact that she was a princess a secret? ‘I don’t think so,’ she said. ‘Nobody’s ever mentioned one.’

Boris snorted again. ‘Well, if there is, don’t expect me to come.’

‘You wouldn’t be asked,’ Lottie snapped back, and she ate the rest of her toast as quickly as she could before picking up her school bag and heading for the door.

‘Bye, Ma! Bye, Pa!’ And, with a final glare at her brother, she hurried out, followed by Jaws, her pet bat.
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Still cross with her brother, Lottie ran as fast as she could along the path, Jaws flying above her. As she came hurtling out of the woods and on to the path that led to Shadow Academy, she saw her two best friends were waiting for her by the gates. Wilf and Marjory were waving madly, and Lottie ran even faster.

‘Woweeee!’ Wilf said as Lottie skidded to a halt beside them. ‘I’ve never, ever seen you go as fast as that … and I’ve seen you run loads of times!’
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Lottie grinned. She had been born when a lunar eclipse coincided with a full moon, and as a result she had been gifted with extraordinary strength, amazing eyesight and incredibly acute hearing. All Lottie wanted, however, was to be thought of as an ordinary little girl, so she kept her powers hidden … just as she hid her special moonstone necklace. It had been given to her when she was born; when Lottie was happy, her necklace shone as brightly as the moon, but if she was sad or bored or unhappy the necklace was dull and grey.

Lottie’s necklace was shining now as she greeted her friends with enthusiastic hugs.
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‘What’s going on?’ she asked. ‘You look ever so excited!’

‘We are!’ Marjory gave a little skip. ‘Wilf and I met Mrs Wilkolak on the way to school, and she told us a secret … Well, it’s not really a secret. She’ll tell everybody when we get to class, but we know already. Can you guess what it is?’

Lottie thought hard. ‘An end-of-term party?’

Wilf shook his head. ‘Much better than that! Lottie … there’s going to be an end-of-term talent show!’

‘There’s a talent show for all the juniors every year, but this year it’s going to be different – it’ll be a competition!’ Marjory was bubbling with enthusiasm. ‘There’s a trophy for the winner – a giant silver gargoyle! Oh, Lottie! Just imagine winning in front of all the mothers and fathers and uncles and grans and everyone! Wouldn’t it be completely wonderful!’

A cold hand clutched at Lottie’s stomach. ‘So … are families expected to come and watch?’

Marjory nodded. ‘The head teacher sends everyone a personal invitation. It looks ever so grand. Last year my mum had it on the mantelpiece for weeks!’

‘My gran did that too,’ Wilf said – and then he paused, and his eyes grew very wide. ‘Oh, Lottie! I’m such an idiot! I completely forgot about your parents. The whole school’s going to find out that you’re a princess! What on earth will you do?’

Lottie shook her head. ‘I don’t know.’ She sounded so miserable that Marjory rushed forward and hugged her.

‘We’ll help,’ she promised. ‘If we think hard enough, I’m sure we can come up with something!’

‘Thank you,’ Lottie said, but she didn’t feel convinced.
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