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Evie and Margie were best friends. They did everything together.
They even dreamed together. They dreamed of becoming actors.
“Someday we'll be famous,” said Evie.

“Someday everyone will want our autographs,” said Margie.

“We'll change our names,” said Evie.

“Mine will be Mariah,” said Margie.

“Mine will be Eliza,” said Evie.

“And we'll always be best friends,” they promised each other.

But then something happened to test their friendship. It began when
Mr. Stanniss, their teacher, announced: “l am happy to tell you that our
class was selected to present this year's play. We'll be doing Cinderella,
and next week everyone can try out for parts.”

Evie and Margie both decided to try out for the lead role, the part of
Cinderella.

“But deep down I'll want you to get it,” said Margie.

“And deep down I’ll want you,” said Evie.

They began at once to practice for the tryouts.

“Let’s work on the part where Cinderella cries when she can't go to
the ball,” said Margie. “Crying parts are so grrreat. You first.”

“All right,” said Evie, making a crying face. "Boo-hoo, | want to go to
the ball, too."

“How was that?"” said Evie?

“Ummm ... okay,” said Margie.



“Just . .. okay?”

“You could have cried with real tears,” said Margie.

“Real tears?" said Evie.

“Watch me,” said Margie.

“Boo-hoo,” Margie began in a faint, weepy voice, I want to go to the
ball, too.”

Suddenly, Margie's eyes filled with tears. Real tears. Gigantic tears.
Tears that quickly became enormous puddles spilling and splashing down
her cheeks. And then, just as suddenly . ..
she moaned...
shook. ..
swooned . ..
and fell, sobbing, on the bed.

“Margie! Margie! Are you all right?” Evie cried out to her.

Margie giggled. “Of course I'm all right. | was acting.”

“Wow," said Evie. “How did you do that?”
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“Easy,” said Margie. “l just remembered something bad that happened
to me—something really, really bad. Something so bad, and so sad, just
thinking about it made me cry. My cousin Harriet taught me how to do that.
She took acting classes at summer camp, you know.”

“What bad thing happened?” said Evie.

“It's a secret,” said Margie.

“A secret from me?” said Evie.

“Even from you,” said Margie. “It has to be a secret. Harriet warned
me about that. Keeping it secret is the only way it will work.

“Now you try it,” said Margie. _

“But nothing bad ever happened to me,” said Evie.

“Pretend, then,” said Margie. “Pretend Snmething bad happened to
you—or someone you care about.”

“0Oh, no," said Evie.

“It's only pretend,” said Margie.

Evie looked at the clock. “l have to go home,"” she said.

That night, just before bedtime, Evie tried to think of something bad
or sad that had happened to her. Little by little something came to her.

She remembered a kindergarten birthday party, and how she cried
and cried because they ran out of cupcakes just when it was her turn to
take one—her favorite kind, too, with pink and purple sprinkles.

And then she remembered crying even harder when she was offered
a carrot stick instead.

“Perfect,” thought Evie. “I'll use that.”

35 So Evie squeezed her eyes real tight, and with all her might tried
ve o tofeel again the sting of missing out on that long-ago, most-yearned-
for cupcake.

Evie got all set for tears, but no tears came. She squeezed her eyes
again and again. She squeezed and squeezed and squeezed until her
face turned purple from squeezing. Still no tears.

Tryouts were held the next day.

Margie was first. Everyone was astonished by her free-flowing tears.
Mr. Stanniss even ran for tissues and helped dry her eyes.

“That was so moving, Margie,” he said.
Next it was Evie's turn.
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Evie decided to give her sad
cupcake memory a second chance.
She blinked hard to coax tears, but
all she got was one measly tear that
somehow was lost trickling down her
cheek.

“Nice, Evie,” said Mr. Stanniss.

“Now here’s what we'll do,”

Mr. Stanniss went on.

“Margie will play Cinderella,
and Evie will be her understudy. That
means if Margie can’t perform in the
play, Evie will take her place. Evie will
be Cinderella.”

“Does it also mean | won’t be in
the play?” said Evie.

“You'll have enough to do learning
Cinderella's lines,” said Mr. Stanniss.
“Sg in the play you can be atree in the
forest. As Cinderella runs past, you will say, ‘Whoosh!™

Evie tried hard to feel happy for Margie, but at home she cried and
cried. Real tears. Honest tears. Big sloppy tears—bigger, fatter, and wetter
tears than Margie's. And bit by bit, sob by sob, gulp by gulp, sniffle by
sniffle, she blurted out what had happened—how she ended up playing
a tree, and how her only line in the entire play was whoosh!

“Whoosh?" said her mother.

“Whoosh?" said her father.

"‘n’esl, whoosh,” cried Evie. “And | don't even feel like a tree,” she
burst out, with fresh tears.

Her father dried Evie's eyes and let her blow her nose into his hand-
kerchief, And then he said, “Listen, Evie, you're going to go out there and
slam that word whoosh right out of the ballpark. You're going to be the
best whoosher you can possibly be. You're going to whoosh like nobody
has ever whooshed. Do you hear me, Evie? Slugger?”

“| hear you,” sobbed Evie, “but | still don't like my part.”
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