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ONE

I
,
m a princess

‘Teish, time for schoooool,’ Helen calls to her 
daughter for the third time. But the soon-to-be 
eight-year-old continues to sit grinning at the 
screen, not moving, not hearing anything other 
than the words of a tune from the animated movie 
she is watching.

‘Teish, I won’t call you again!’
There is still no movement from Teish whose 

eyes and ears remain glued to the television.
‘Can you please get your daughter away from 

the TV, into her uniform and off to school?’ 
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Helen asks her husband with a hint of frustration 
in her voice. ‘Honestly, I’m losing my patience.’

Jamie walks to the loungeroom, pokes his head 
around the doorway and softly says, ‘Princess, 
come on, it’s time for school.’

Teish gets up without taking her eyes off the 
movie and walks backwards towards the door, 
mumbling ‘Okay’ as she presses the button on 
the remote and watches the colourful screen turn 
black.

‘Your eyes will turn square sitting that close to 
the television, you know that don’t you?’ Jamie 
says as his daughter pirouettes her way past him, 
giggling as she spins down the hallway to her 
bedroom.

When Jamie enters the kitchen whistling, 
Helen shakes her head. ‘Why does she listen to 
you and not me when I ask her to get ready for 
school?’

‘Because I use that magic word,’ he nods and 
winks.

As Jamie sits down to toast and tea, his eldest 
daughter Karan walks into the kitchen, perfectly 
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groomed with her head in a maths book. She is 
quickly followed by her elder brother Kim and 
cousin Ruby, who are passing a football back and 
forth across the room.

‘How many times do I have to tell you?’ Helen 
pauses but there is no response. ‘No balls in the 
house,’ she says without looking up, rushing to 
pack their lunches like a production line before 
she leaves for work.

Karan picks up a pile of invitations from the 
breakfast bar. ‘What are these?’

Helen spins around, ready to defend herself 
from a barrage of questions. She grabs the envelopes 
from Karan and puts them in Teish’s backpack.

‘They’re the invitations to your sister’s birthday 
party.’

Karan rolls her eyes. ‘What’s this year’s 
theme? Oh no, let me guess,’ she looks into the 
distance, pretending to ponder the possibilities. 
Sarcastically she asks, ‘Is it … could it possibly 
be … a princess party?’

‘DO NOT say anything to your sister about 
her party. You know she loves the princess movies.’ 
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Helen gives the order with a strong stare. ‘Do 
you hear me?’ She waits for a nod of acknowl-
edgement, which eventually comes but is quickly 
followed by a comment.

‘Mum! It’s not watching the movies that’s 
the problem, it’s that she actually thinks she is a 
princess!’

‘Don’t be silly. She’s just a bit of a dreamer.’
‘She’s a daydream believer,’ Jamie sings the 

tune of an old song that makes both adults in the 
room smile and Karan roll her eyes again.

‘Don’t roll your eyes,’ Jamie says without 
turning around, and Karan frowns. ‘Or frown. 
You know I have eyes in the back of my head and 
I see e-v-e-r-y-t-h-i-n-g!’

‘Karan, you’ve always found inspiration and 
ideas from watching movies too, don’t forget that,’ 
Helen reminds her daughter.

‘I have not!’ Karan says adamantly.
‘Have you forgotten your dream to be an 

aeronautical engineer came from learning about 
Mary Jackson in that movie you watched, what 
was it?’
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‘Hidden Figures,’ Jamie says, turning a page of 
the newspaper.

‘Mum, please. Being inspired by watching a 
film about women helping put men into space is 
completely different to watching a cartoon about 
waiting for a prince to rescue you so you can live 
happily ever after in a castle.’

‘Ah but what about the detective heroine you 
loved from that Hollywood movie? Even she ended 
up with her prince in the end.’

‘Sandra Bullock in Miss Congeniality,’ Jamie 
adds.

‘Oh yes, she ended up with the dreamboat 
Benjamin Bratt,’ Ruby hugs the football.

‘You’re not helping,’ Karan glares at Ruby. 
‘And what’s your point, Mum?’

‘You’ve forgotten that when you were a little 
girl you wanted to be a policewoman after you 
watched that movie.’

A look of recognition flashes across Karan’s 
face and her mother smiles.

‘That’s right, isn’t it? A policewoman who rode 
a motorbike. But your father pointed out that you 
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were a bit too short and your feet wouldn’t touch 
the ground.’

‘That’s right,’ Jamie pipes in. ‘So you decided 
to be a policewoman on a horse instead because 
you could adjust the stirrups to meet your feet.’

‘That was clever thinking, Sis,’ Kim is impressed.
‘Maybe that’s when you started loving maths 

and measurements,’ Ruby adds.
‘But now you don’t want to be a policewoman, 

you want to be an engineer instead. And your father 
and I really don’t care what you want to be as long as 
you work hard and you’re happy. Know you’re smart 
and you can do anything you put your mind to.’

‘Yeah, you’re the smart cousin,’ Ruby tosses the 
football in the air. ‘And I’m the sporty one.’

‘And what about you, Ruby?’ Helen asks her 
niece, taking the ball from her and placing it 
under a nearby stool.

‘What about me, Aunty Helen?’ Ruby sounds 
concerned.

‘You wanted to be a vet when you were little, 
Rubes. You always loved animals and you were 
always rescuing animals.’
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‘Yeah, you were always bringing home stray 
cats and wanting to make them well before they 
even got sick,’ Jamie adds.

‘It’s true, I did. I was such a good kid, eh?’
‘Yes, you were, but let’s be honest, you haven’t 

mentioned being a vet for years,’ Helen says.
‘Umm, I know but I am a vegan now because 

I don’t want to eat animals, so doesn’t that count 
for something?’

‘Of course it does, and it’s admirable,’ Jamie 
pipes in. ‘But you don’t even walk Shandy with 
me after school.’

‘I know, I’m sorry, I have training most days 
after school.’ Ruby looks at the ball, willing it to 
roll out from under that chair.

Helen looks to her niece. ‘Football is all you 
ever talk about these days.’

‘And what’s wrong with that?’ Karan asks.
‘There’s absolutely nothing wrong with it, 

Karan.’
‘Then again Mum, what’s your point?’ Karan 

sounds impatient.
‘Excuse me?’ Helen waves a dishcloth at Karan 
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and flicks water all over the place. ‘Firstly, lose that 
tone young lady and don’t question me like you’re 
a lawyer and I am a criminal. I am your mother. 
And secondly, before you roll your eyes again, just 
don’t. My point is that what we dream of being as 
children or even in our teens and twenties is not 
always, if ever, what we end up doing with our 
lives in the years and decades that follow.’

‘But you did. You said you always wanted to 
be a nurse, even as a child, and now you are the 
best nurse this side of the Great Dividing Range, 
as Dad always says.’

Everyone looks to the patriarch, who nods his 
agreement.

‘Yes, I did. And when I was your sister’s age, 
I dressed up in a nurse’s outfit with a toy thermom-
eter and a stethoscope. I had a red plastic medicine 
bag and I dreamed of saving lives. I bandaged my 
bears and your uncles and aunts’ arms and ankles.’

‘I bet you were really cute in that nurse’s 
uniform too,’ Jamie says and the teenagers all 
groan in unison.

‘Dad!’




