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“You’re on in a minute, Jasmine,” Summer Hammond whispered to her friend.

Jasmine Smith grinned. “Brilliant!” she said. She was playing Cinderella in the end-of-term show at school, and this was the final dress rehearsal. The first performance was at seven o’clock that evening and Jasmine could hardly wait.

Their other best friend, Ellie Macdonald, was sitting with the rest of the orchestra on the other side of the stage, holding her recorder. “Good luck,” she mouthed at Jasmine.

Jasmine waved, then smoothed down her costume. “Do I look okay?” she asked Summer, twirling round. She was wearing a tattered dress and a grubby white apron, and her long, dark hair was tied up under a handkerchief.

“You look perfect!” replied Summer. “Those ragged clothes are just right for Cinderella.”

“Ready, everyone?” asked Mrs Benson, the girls’ teacher. “Here we go.” Flicking back her blonde pigtails, Summer picked up the script and opened it at the first page. She’d be prompting in case anyone forgot their lines. Summer was really happy to be behind the scenes with a book, helping her friends – she’d hate to be out on stage performing like Jasmine.

At a signal from Mrs Benson, the orchestra began to play and Jasmine ran onto the stage. Grabbing a broom, she pretended to sweep the floor. “There’s so much work to do,” she sighed, saying her line clearly so that even people at the back would be able to hear. Then she started her dance.

Summer watched delightedly. Jasmine had been practising the dance for weeks, and she skipped and twirled across the stage happily. Jasmine wanted to be a pop star or an actress when she grew up, and Summer knew it would be the perfect job for her.

Suddenly Jasmine caught her foot on her skirt. She stumbled, dropping the broom with a loud clatter. Then she stopped, in the middle of the stage, and stared down at the floor, breathing hard.
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“Keep going,” whispered Summer. The orchestra was still playing. Most of the musicians hadn’t even noticed what had happened, though Ellie had stopped playing her recorder and was watching Jasmine, looking worried.

Jasmine didn’t move.

“Jasmine!” Summer whispered again.

Suddenly Jasmine burst into tears. As Summer ran forward to comfort her, Jasmine hurried off the stage. She charged straight past the orchestra and out of the hall. Mrs Benson waved her baton to stop the music and Ellie hurriedly put down her recorder and dashed after her friend, her red curls bouncing. Summer was close behind her.

They found Jasmine in a classroom that had been turned into a dressing room for the play. She was slumped in a chair behind the costume rail, crying.

Summer and Ellie crouched down beside her. “It’s okay,” said Ellie gently, putting her hand on Jasmine’s arm. She hated to see her friend so upset.

“No it’s not,” sobbed Jasmine. “I forgot my dance.”

“Only because you tripped,” Summer pointed out. “You know it really.”

“I’m not so sure,” groaned Jasmine. She buried her face in her hands. “I’m going to tell Mrs Benson I can’t do it.”

Ellie and Summer exchanged anxious looks. “You can’t back out now,” Summer said. “The show can’t happen without Cinderella!”

“It’s stage fright, that’s all,” said Ellie. “Loads of actors feel nervous before a show, but they’re fine once they get on stage.”

“And think of all the things we’ve faced in the Secret Kingdom,” added Summer in a low voice, checking that no one was around to overhear. “Magic thunderbolts and fairytale baddies – they’re much scarier than a bit of stage fright!”
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Jasmine gave a weak smile as she thought about the Secret Kingdom.

It was a wonderful place full of pixies, imps, unicorns and other incredible creatures, all ruled by kindly King Merry. When his evil sister, Queen Malice, had tried to take over the kingdom, he’d made a Magic Box that had found its way to the only people who could help – Ellie, Summer and Jasmine. They’d shared some amazing adventures in the Secret Kingdom, helping to fix all the trouble that Queen Malice had caused.

Summer took Jasmine’s hands. “We broke all of Queen Malice’s horrible thunderbolts,” she reminded her. “And we stopped King Merry from turning into a stink toad. You were really brave then, remember?”

Jasmine gave a small nod, but still looked unsure.

“Hang on,” said Ellie, jumping up. She ran over to her school bag and pulled out the Magic Box, which was beautifully carved with pictures of mermaids, unicorns and other wonderful creatures. On the lid was a mirror surrounded by six green gems. “Here,” she said, holding it out to Jasmine. She wished the box would bring them a message from Trixibelle, King Merry’s pixie assistant, but maybe just holding it would make Jasmine feel better. “Remember all the—” She broke off suddenly as the mirror on the box’s lid began to glow.

“Oh!” gasped Summer. “A message!”
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