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The smell of lunch wafted out of the school lunch hall, making Emily’s tummy rumble as she headed towards the doors. It felt like ages since breaktime and Friday was always the best day for school dinners!

“Wait up, Em!”

Looking round, Emily saw her three best friends, Sophie, Cora and Shanti. Emily waited for them as they dodged around the stream of chattering younger children who had finished their lunch. “Hi,” Emily greeted them.

“Are you excited?” Sophie asked.

Emily frowned and tucked her curly black hair behind her ears, as they all went into the lunch hall. “Excited? What about?”

“The school play, silly!” said Sophie, as if it was obvious. Her gaze flicked to the big clock up on the wall. “In just half an hour, Mr Burnham will tell us what the summer play will be this year!”

“I hope it’s a good one,” said Cora.

“I want it to have lots of dancing,” said Shanti, doing a pirouette that made her long, dark brown hair fly out.

“We should get main parts this year now we’re in Year Six,” said Sophie happily. She nudged Emily. “I bet you’ll get a good part. After all, Mr Burnham will be a member of your family when he marries your Uncle Mike.”

Emily rolled her eyes at her friend. “As if Mr B would let that make a difference. You know he doesn’t have favourites. He’s always really fair. And anyway,” she shrugged, “I don’t really want a big part. I’m happy just painting the scenery.” She found speaking on stage a bit scary.

“Mr B’s given you the best role ever already, Em,” said Cora, picking up a lunch tray as they reached the serving area and waited their turn.

“What do you mean?” asked Emily, puzzled.

“Being bridesmaid at his wedding of course!” said Cora with a grin.

Emily grinned back. “OK, that is the best role ever!” All her friends had been bridesmaids in the last year – Sophie for her mum and dad; Shanti for her older sister and Cora for her dad and step-mum, Helena. Emily had helped out at all three weddings and at long last, it was her turn to be a bridesmaid.

“How are the wedding plans going?” Shanti asked once they had got their food and sat down at a table. “Is there anything you need the Bridesmaids Club’s help with?”

When they had found out they were all going to be bridesmaids, the four of them had formed the Bridesmaids Club. The aim of the club was to make sure that the weddings they were involved with ran smoothly. Being a bridesmaid wasn’t just about wearing a pretty dress; bridesmaids had to make sure that the wedding was perfect!

“Are there any problems that need solving?” Sophie asked eagerly.
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“Not at the moment,” said Emily. “But that will probably change. Something always seems to need sorting out when it comes to weddings.”

Shanti nodded. “We’ve had to help fix things at every wedding we’ve been to this year – making up a special dance routine for my sister …”

“Making sure my step-mum wasn’t scared of the horses taking her to her wedding,” put in Cora.

“Even organising a whole surprise wedding for my parents on the beach!” added Sophie. “Whatever goes wrong, Em, we’ll be here to help!”

They carried on talking about the weddings they’d been part of all through lunch. It was their favourite topic of conversation! After they had cleared their plates they went to the classroom where the meeting for the school play was being held. All of Year Six and Year Five would be involved in the play, but the people who wanted a bigger part had to audition. There were already ten boys and girls in the room when they arrived.

Mr Burnham – who was tall with dark brown hair, blue eyes and a closely-shaved beard – welcomed them in. “Well, hello, girls, lovely to see you. Come in and sit down. We’ll just wait five more minutes and then we’ll get started.”

“What’s the play going to be, Mr B?” asked Cora as she perched on a desk.

He tapped his nose mysteriously. “Aha.”

“I think it’s going to be The Lion King,” called one of the boys.

“Grease!” shouted one of the girls.

“Shrek!” said Cora.

Mr B grinned. “You can keep guessing all you like,” he teased, “but I’m not going to tell you until everyone is here and we start the meeting.”

When twenty children had crowded into the room, Mr B clapped his hands and everyone fell silent. “It’s absolutely great to see so many of you,” he began. “As you know, this meeting is for those of you who would like a speaking or solo singing part. I’m going to be holding the auditions next week. If you want to be involved, you need to write your name on this sheet.”

He held up a piece of paper with a table printed on it. Along the top were the names of characters. “Tick the parts you’d like to audition for. Some parts involve singing a solo – they’re marked with a star. Only tick those if you’re happy to sing on your own. Now.” He looked round at the expectant faces. “I guess you’d all like to know what the play is going to be? Well, it’s … drum roll please …”

Everyone started a drum roll with their hands on their knees.

Mr B waited for a moment for the sound to build. “Sleeping Beauty!” he announced.

There was a chorus of excited gasps from most people in the room, but Cora groaned. “Sleeping Beauty? Mr B, that’s really boring.” A few of the boys nodded in agreement with her.

“Sleeping Beauty is not boring!” cried Mr B. “Not the version I’ve written anyway. Yes, there are the traditional parts of Sleeping Beauty and the Prince, but there are also going to be lots of funny scenes in it, a bit like a panto. There’ll be a dame – that’s a boy dressed up as an old woman – and her two sidekicks, Billy and Bobby, and then there’s the wicked fairy. She’s a brilliant part – a real villain who stamps and stomps, so we need someone who will get the audience booing and hissing whenever she comes on.”

“I’ll audition for that!” said Cora immediately.

“There are lots of great parts. As well as the wicked fairy, there are the good fairy godmothers,” said Mr B.

“Ooh, a fairy godmother would be a fun part to play,” said Sophie.

“I’m going to audition to be Sleeping Beauty or a fairy godmother,” said Shanti excitedly. “What about you, Em?”

“Um,” Emily stalled, adjusting her glasses. She was beginning to wonder if she wouldn’t just be happiest being in the background.

“Here’s the list,” said Mr B, passing it round. “Sign up and I’ll work out an audition schedule.”

“What will we have to do at the auditions?” one of the boys asked.

“We’ll do some acting together, and if you want a singing part then you’ll need to prepare a song – it can be anything you like,” said Mr B.

Everyone chattered excitedly as the list was handed round.

Sophie, Shanti and Cora wrote their names down then Cora handed the sheet to Emily.

“You know, I think I might just see if I can help with the scenery instead …” Emily began.

“Oh, no you won’t!” said Cora immediately. “It’ll be much more fun if we all do the show and can rehearse together. You have to audition for a proper part.”

“Yes, please audition, Em!” said Shanti. “I’m sure you’ll get a part.”

“Why don’t you just audition to be a fairy godmother like me?” said Sophie persuasively.

“OK.” Emily didn’t want to miss out on being with her friends. “I’ll audition then.” She wrote her name down in the fairy godmother column.
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Sophie hugged her. “Yay! We can all practise for the auditions together. This is going to be so much fun!”
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Emily was sitting at her kitchen table finishing a picture of a snow leopard for a homework project on endangered animals when there was a knock on the front door.

“I’ll get it! It’ll be Uncle Mike!” her mum called from her little study that led off the hall. Emily and her mum lived in a terraced house, not far from school. Emily’s parents had divorced six years ago. Now Emily lived with her mum in the week and spent every other weekend and some of the school holidays at her dad’s house. He lived in the same town as them – Easton-on-Sea – so it was easy to stay at his. She could still see all her friends and pop back home if she’d forgotten something. Luckily, her mum and dad got along pretty well. She knew some people at school with divorced parents who fought a lot. She was glad her mum and dad were friendly with each other, although it did sometimes make her wonder why they had ever split up.

Emily heard the sound of softly playing classical music as her mum opened her study door. Then she heard the front door opening and her uncle greeting her mum. Putting down her pencil, she went into the hall to say hi.
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