






I n the shiny, square land of the Cube Kingdom, everyone loved things that were

perfect and tidy. The trees were perfect cubes. The clouds were perfect blocks.

And the princesses were expected to be perfectly poised. Everyone, that is,

except Natalie. Natalie had bright green eyes that were always looking for

something to fix.

3



W hile her sisters practiced their royal waves, Natalie practiced her wiring.

She didn't like tea parties—unless she could build a robot to pour the tea!

"Why be just a princess," she thought, tightening a bolt on her latest

invention, "when you can be an inventor too?" But sometimes, she felt a

little lonely in her messy workshop.
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O ne sunny morning, disaster struck! The Great Block Bridge—the only way

into the castle for the Flower Festival parade—began to wobble. CRACK!

A huge stone block tumbled into the river. The King gasped. "The parade

starts in one hour! Who can fix this?" The royal builders were all away on

vacation!
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N atalie stepped forward, her heart pounding like a hammer. "I... I can try,

Father," she said quietly. The court whispered. A princess? Fixing a bridge?

Natalie felt her cheeks burn. She remembered the time her tea-pouring robot

exploded. What if she failed again? But looking at the scared villagers, she

knew she had to try.
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S he rushed to the bridge. "It needs to be pretty for the parade," she told herself.

She tried to fill the hole with Golden Glitter Blocks because they looked

royal. She stacked them high, trying to make it perfect like her sisters would

want. But as soon as she stepped back... CRASH! The glitter blocks were too

soft. They crumbled into dust.
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N atalie sat on a square rock, burying her face in her hands. "It's no use," she

sniffled. "I'm just making a mess. A real princess wouldn't get covered in

dust." She looked at her wrench. It was greasy and scratched—just like her.
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S uddenly, the Royal Gardener, an old man with a pixelated beard, handed her a

heavy iron gear. "The prettiest flowers have the strongest roots, Princess," he

said kindly. "Don't build like a princess. Build like Natalie." Natalie looked at

the gear. It was strong. It was useful. And it gave her an idea.
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N atalie jumped up! She didn't use glitter blocks this time. She used Iron

Beams and Stone Cubes. She used her wrench to bolt them together tight.

Clang! Clank! Twist! She built a support structure that wasn't just a

patch—it was a machine! It wasn't 'perfectly' smooth, but it was strong.
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T he band began to play! The parade float rolled onto the bridge. The crowd

held their breath. The bridge creaked... but the iron gears held firm! It didn't

crumble. It was stronger than ever! The float crossed safely, and the people

cheered, "Hooray for Builder Natalie!"
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T hat night, the King gave Natalie a special medal—shaped like a golden gear.

Natalie still liked pretty dresses, but she loved her tool belt even more. She

learned that being a princess wasn't about being perfect; it was about

building a better kingdom, one block at a time.
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