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About the Author

NOEL STREATFEILD was born in Sussex in 1895 and was one of three sisters. After working in munitions factories and canteens for the armed forces when the First World War broke out, Noel followed her dream of being on stage and went to RADA where she became a professional actress.

She began writing children’s books in 1931 and Ballet Shoes was published in 1936. She quickly became one of the most popular authors of her day. When she visited Puffin exhibitions, there were queues right out of the building and all the way down the street. She was one of the first winners of the Carnegie Medal and was awarded an OBE in 1983.

Noel Streatfeild died in 1986.




Books by Noel Streatfeild

BALLET SHOES

CIRCUS SHOES

PARTY SHOES

TENNIS SHOES

THEATRE SHOES




Thanks are due to Messrs Methuen and Co. Ltd and Maurice Maeterlinck for permission to reprint the extract from The Blue Bird.
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1. Great-Uncle Matthew and His Fossils

THE FOSSIL sisters lived in the Cromwell Road. At that end of it which is farthest away from the Brompton Road, and yet sufficiently near it to be taken to look at the dolls’ houses in the Victoria and Albert every wet day, and if not too wet, expected to ‘save the penny and walk’.

Saving the penny and walking was a great feature of their lives.

‘Gum,’ Pauline, the eldest, would say, ‘must have been a very taxi person; he couldn’t have ever thought about walking or he’d never have bought a house at the far end of the longest road in London.’

‘I expect,’ Petrova, the second, would argue, ‘he had a motor-car all his own, and he never hired anything.’

G.U.M. was the quick way of saying Great-Uncle Matthew. He was a legendary figure to the children, as he had gone on a voyage, and not come back, before any of them were old enough to remember him clearly. He had, however, been of the utmost importance in their lives.

‘He’s been,’ Pauline once said, ‘like the stork in the fairytale. He very nearly did bring us in his beak.’ Storks in the Fossil children’s nursery were always called Gums after that.

Gum had been a very important person. He had collected some of the finest fossils in the world, and though to many people fossils may not seem to be very interesting things to collect, there are others who find them as absorbing as sensible collections, such as stamps. Collecting fossils, he naturally needed somewhere to put them, and that is how he came to buy the house in the Cromwell Road. It had large rooms, and about six floors, including the basement, and on every floor, and in almost every room, he kept fossils. Naturally a house like that needed somebody to look after it, and he found just the right person. Gum had one nephew, who had died leaving a widow and a little girl. What was more suitable than to invite the widow and her child Sylvia, and Nana her nurse, to live in the house and take care of it for him? Ten years later the widowed niece died, but by then his great-niece Sylvia was sixteen, so she, helped by Nana, took her mother’s place and saw that the house and the fossils were all right.

Sometimes when the house got too full Nana would say:

‘Now, Miss Sylvia dear, you must tell your uncle not another fossil until a few have gone out of the door.’

Sylvia hated saying this, but she was far too much in awe of Nana to do anything else. Terrible upsets were the result. First Gum said no fossil would leave the house except over his dead body. Then, when he’d toned down a little and realized some had got to go, in spite of his body being anything but dead, he would collect a few small
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

NOEL STREATFEILD





	1895
	Born Mary Noel Streatfeild, 24 December, in Sussex



	1902
	Goes to school at Hastings and St Leonard’s Ladies’ College



	1911
	The Streatfeild family move to Eastbourne, and Noel goes to Laleham School



	1913
	Noel leaves school and enrols at the Eastbourne School of Domestic Economy



	1915
	Noel works as a volunteer in the kitchen of a hospital for wounded soldiers near Eastbourne Vicarage during the First World War and in 1916 moves to London to work in a munitions factory



	1919
	At the end of the war, Noel wins a place at the Academy of Dramatic Art (now called RADA) in London



	1926
	Begins a correspondence course for writing, and has a short story published in a magazine



	1931
	Her first novel, The Whicharts, is published by J. M. Dent, and she is asked to write a children’s story about the theatre



	1936
	Ballet Shoes, illustrated by her sister Ruth Gervis, is published by J. M. Dent, and it becomes an immediate bestseller



	
	Ballet Shoes is runner-up for the first-ever Carnegie Medal, awarded annually to a writer of an outstanding book for children



	1937
	Tennis Shoes is published. Noel travels with Bertram Mills Circus to research Circus Shoes



	1938
	Circus Shoes is published, also known as The Circus is Coming



	1939
	Noel wins the Carnegie Medal for Circus Shoes



	1940–45
	Joins the Women’s Voluntary Services during the Second World War and continues to write



	1944
	Curtain Up is published, also known as Theatre Shoes



	1946
	Party Frock is published, also known as Party Shoes



	1948
	Ballet Shoes is listed by the Library Association as one of a number of ‘books which should always be in print’



	1949
	The Painted Garden is published, abridged and published in the US as Movie Shoes



	1951
	White Boots is published, also known as Skating Shoes



	1954
	The Bell Family is published, also known as Family Shoes



	1957
	Wintle’s Wonders is published, also known as Dancing Shoes



	1962
	Apple Bough is published, also known as Travelling Shoes



	1963
	A Vicarage Family, the first of her autobiographical works, is published



	1975
	Ballet Shoes is adapted into a television series



	1983
	Noel Streatfeild is awarded an OBE



	1986
	Noel dies 11 September, aged 90



	1991
	Ballet Shoes wins the Library of Congress Children’s Books of the Year award



	2007
	Ballet Shoes is adapted into a film starring Emma Watson, Yasmin Paige and Lucy Boynton as the sisters







INTERESTING FACTS

Noel Streatfeild also wrote twelve romance novels under the pen name Susan Scarlett.

Ballet Shoes is illustrated by Noel’s sister, Ruth Gervis.

The novel became so popular that there was a huge increase in the number of little girls taking up ballet lessons and hoping to become the next prima ballerina.
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Where Did the Story Come From?

Noel Streatfeild and her sisters were fascinated as children by the lives of ‘child stars’ of the time, and followed their careers in newspapers and magazines. Later, the knowledge she gained from her years as an actress gave her the background material for Ballet Shoes and she combined this with an idea that she’d had for an adult novel about children brought together to become a new family.




Guess Who?

A   ‘We have one baby at home that I have adopted. We shall have another.’

B   ‘I’ll tell you a secret. I had a great big gold watch that had been my father’s. I couldn’t use it, so I sold it and bought those for you.’

C   A mass of almost white curls, huge blue eyes, and the sort of pink-and-white look seen in the best babies.

D   … she had started training at the age of seven in the Russian Imperial Ballet School.




ANSWERS:

A) Great-Uncle Matthew

B) Sylvia, known to the girls as ‘Garnie’, short for Guardian

C) PaulineFossil

D) Madame Fidolia




Words Glorious Words!

Lots of words have several different meanings – here are a few you’ll find in this Puffin book. Use a dictionary or look them up online to find other definitions.

pantomime a theatrical entertainment, mainly for children, which involves music, topical jokes and slapstick comedy and is based on a fairy tale or nursery story, usually produced around Christmas

matinée an afternoon performance in a theatre or cinema

under-study (in the theatre) a person who learns another’s role in order to be able to act at short notice in their absence

proficient competent or skilled in doing or using something

strenuous requiring or using great effort or exertion




French Phrase Fun

Here are a few French words and phrases featured in the book with definitions.

C’est formidable! It’s a smasher!

répétition générale dress rehearsal

jamais never, ne’er, ever, little, all: not at all

apprendre teach, adjudicate, master, impart

jusqu’à as far as; until

dernier jour last day




Did You Know?

Most ballet terms are in French.

Ballet shoes are made of canvas or leather, with either a continuous or two-part sole (also called split-sole), used for ballet dancing. The sole is typically made of leather, with thicker material under the ball and heel of the foot, and thinner and therefore more flexible material under the arch so that the foot can be easily pointed. They are typically secured by elastics across the top of the foot.




Quiz

Thinking caps on – Let’s see how much you can remember! Answers are at the bottom of the opposite page.

1   What is the French word for ‘dress rehearsal’?

a) Matinée

b) Répétition générale

c) Pantomime

d) Jamais

2   Who plays Tyltyl?

a) Garnie

b) Pauline

c) Petrova

d) Posy

3   Why was ‘Water’ funny?

a) She had a big bottom

b) She had a big nose

c) She had a big ears

d) She had a big head

4   When does Tyltyl turn the diamond on his cap?

a) Midnight

b) Dawn

c) Noon

d) Afternoon

5   What is the name given to Sylvia?

a) Gum

b) Garnie

c) Nana

d) Mytyl




ANSWERS:

1) b

2) b

3) a

4) a

5) b
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For just over two weeks in August 1936, the city of Berlin in Germany hosts the Summer Olympics. American athlete Jesse Owens seals his place in Olympic history by becoming the most successful athlete of the 1936 Games. He is also the first American to win four gold medals at a single Olympics.

Prince Edward, the eldest son of King George V, becomes King Edward VIII in January 1936.

Rudyard Kipling, the famous author and poet who wrote The Jungle Book and Just So Stories dies aged seventy-one.




Puffin Writing Tip

Take notes on interesting songs and dances that inspire you. This could be your new hobby and you may even discover a hidden talent!




From the Archive
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University of Bristol Library Special Collections: Penguin Archive

A letter from Ruth Gervis to Eunice Frost at Puffin agreeing to do the illustrations
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University of Bristol Library Special Collections: Penguin Archive

A letter from Noel Streatfeild to Puffin concerning her name spelling, 5 August 1949
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Inspired by the much-loved classic Ballet Shoes by Noel Streatfeild, Into the Spotlight is a magical new story from bestselling author and acclaimed performer Carrie Hope Fletcher.

Read on for a sneak peek!
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Lost and Found

The Pebble children lived underneath Chelsea Bridge. Well, they lived underneath the railway arches next to Chelsea Bridge, which is closer to Pimlico, but it felt fancier for them to say they lived in Chelsea. It was much too far to walk to the Natural History Museum to see the dinosaurs, but close enough to Battersea Park Children’s Zoo for them not to complain too much. Not that they often complained. The Pebbles were very contented children. After all, what children wouldn’t be content when living in a theatre? A theatre was a wonderful place to live. It was filled with the most interesting people. Especially Pebble Theatre. It was called this because from wall to wall, top to bottom, it was covered in pebbles collected from seasides all over the world by someone they called B.A.M.

‘Bam told me this one is her favourite, because when you tilt your head and squint a bit it looks like Elvis Presley,’ said Marigold, the eldest Pebble child. All three children tilted their heads and squinted but only Marigold really knew what Elvis Presley had looked like. Bam, by the way, is the fastest way the children had found to say ‘Brilliant Aunt Maude’.

‘Great-aunt Maude?’ Bam had scoffed when called ‘Great-aunt Maude’ by her great-niece, Lydia. ‘I’m better than great. I’m BRRRILLIANT!’ she trilled as she flourished her long, pointed bright-red nails round her short, curled silver hair. Bam owned Pebble Theatre and she travelled the earth looking for the world’s finest talent to bring back to perform on its stage. She’d found contortionists, opera singers, playwrights and magicians. The weirder the talent, the more excited Bam got. However, she never went anywhere without finding a seaside town or a beach and searching for a pebble to bring home and add to her collection. There were pale pink ones that were pointed and jagged and looked like the teeth of a ferocious sea creature. There was a shiny green one that Morris could stare at for hours, hypnotized by the way it sometimes turned orange if the light hit it just right. There were ones so blue they looked like little pieces of the ocean. Bam brought them home and stuck them to the walls of the theatre. There were pebbles of all colours, shapes and sizes absolutely everywhere. They were even on the ceiling! Bam had created a wondrous seaside cavern. However, her favourite additions to her collection were the young Marigold, Mabel and Morris.

Twelve years ago, Bam found herself on Varkala Beach in India, looking out at the ocean, feeling peaceful and at ease with herself despite the hot sun beating down upon her shoulders. Her already wrinkled skin was beginning to crackle and peel but Bam was just pleased to be out of the cold English rain. Suddenly, a violent wave crashed on to the shore, shaking Bam out of her calm daze. A basket gently rolled out of the water and washed up at her feet. Just before the tide pulled it back into the ocean, Bam took hold of the basket’s handle and lifted it away.

However, the weight of it took her by surprise. At first, Bam thought it was only filled with pretty orange flowers but, as the sound of the crashing waves died down, she could now hear the sound of a soft wailing. Bam crouched in the wet sand, careful not to let her dress touch the water, and there, in among the marigolds, was the beautiful face of a baby. Her eyes were golden like the flowers that surrounded her and, without thinking, Bam lifted the child to her chest and cradled her until she hushed its cries.

She tried hard to locate the child’s parents but eventually found that they had drowned when their boat went down at sea, and that she had no remaining family. Brilliant Aunt Maude took the child to the Indian adoption authorities, but, when she tried to hand the baby over, the little creature clung on to Bam’s shirt and started bawling. Bam knew in that moment that she wasn’t able to leave the darling girl behind and so officially adopted her, but without telling her great-niece. When she arrived home with more than just luggage, Lydia was less than calm.

‘A baby?!’ Lydia cried as Brilliant Aunt Maude crashed through the stage door of the theatre, dragging her case with one arm and cradling a baby in the other. Lydia took the child from her, her mouth flapping open and closed, unable to believe she was actually holding an infant in her arms. Lydia had always dreamt of having a child one day but her hectic job had kept her awfully busy and led her down a different path. Now in her mid-thirties, she hadn’t dared to hope of raising a little one for a long time but the moment she caught sight of this sleeping cherub, her heart swelled and very almost burst with joy.

‘Yes, I’m quite certain that’s what it is,’ said Bam as she removed her coat, happy to be home.

‘Of course I know it’s a baby, but whose baby is it? And what’s it doing here?’ The baby began to wake in her arms and, like a natural, Lydia began to coo and rock her back and forth.

‘Well, I thought you could look after her. I’ve named her Marigold, after the flowers she was lying in when I found her.’ And that was the end of the conversation. Lydia knew there was little else that could be said to persuade Brilliant Aunt Maude otherwise. Marigold was now part of the family.

Next came Mabel. When Marigold was two, Bam had been called away to Portobello Beach in Scotland. Her younger cousin Bartholomew lived there, and he was not well. In fact, he was not very well at all. After Bartholomew’s wife passed away, Bam was the only family he had left and Bam had managed to get to his bedside just in time for Bartholomew to place his baby daughter in her care before he closed his eyes for the last time. His passing was only eased by the little girl he left behind. A little girl who looked so much like her father that Bam felt a lump in her throat every time she looked into her eyes.

Bam wiped tears from her cheeks as she carefully passed the bundle to Lydia.

‘You did the right thing,’ Lydia said, but as she looked down at the sleeping child she caught sight of a flash of red underneath the blanket. She uncovered the baby’s head and the brightest red curls pinged out in one great burst. The little girl wriggled, then opened her eyes to reveal they were a deep green. Lydia was lost immediately.

‘Does she have a name?’

‘Mabel. Named after a character in my cousin’s favourite musical.’

‘As in Mack and Mabel?’

‘Exactly.’ Bam smiled. And that was the end of the conversation. Lydia knew there was little else to be said. Mabel was now part of the family.

Last but not least, Morris appeared. He was the only child who found Bam before Bam had a chance to find him. One cold November morning, when the sun had barely risen, Bam made her way from their home above the theatre through the corridors, past dressing rooms, past the stage, through the foyer and out in front of the building. She often liked to do this. When no one was around, she would nip outside to look up at the theatre that she’d worked so hard for. She would stand with her hands on her hips and revel in the pride that rose all the way up from her tummy to where it would shine out of her face in a smile – a smile that was almost as bright as the sign that told the world that this was the Pebble Theatre. On this particular day, however, before she opened the door to the theatre, she noticed there was a red shoebox sitting on the steps with FRAGILE: HANDLE WITH CARE written across the side in bold lettering.

Hurriedly she turned the key in the lock and skittered out in her slippers, pulling her dressing gown round her. Her breath puffed out of her mouth in the chilly air. As she bent over the shoebox, she saw that it did not contain the pair of trainers it might once have done, but instead a tiny, wriggling human! The poor thing was freezing to the touch. Bam quickly scooped up the baby, shoebox and all, and ran back inside, screaming for Lydia.

‘What’s all the fuss? What is it?’ Lydia ran out of her bedroom and into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes. Here, Bam had settled the shoebox on the table and was now holding the baby as close to her as possible, willing her own warmth into its tiny body.

‘It’s a little boy!’ Bam said, out of breath from the commotion.

‘Not again.’ Lydia sighed, feeling as though she was stuck in a time warp.

‘Now, you can’t pin the blame on me, Lydia. This one found me.’

‘Where did he come from, I wonder?’ Lydia asked. But, as she picked up the shoebox, a small letter fluttered out from between its folded cardboard edges.

‘Oh!’ Lydia read it aloud.


Please take great care of him.



‘How could this happen?’ A sob caught in Lydia’s throat.

‘The world makes people desperate,’ Bam said gently, shaking her head. ‘Not to worry. He’s one of us now. Was there a name? In the letter?’ Lydia turned the paper over in her hands to make certain, but it was just the one simple line scrawled across the page.

‘No, I’m afraid not.’

‘Then it’s down to me again! How about …’ The cogs in Bam’s head began to turn. Lydia peered into the bundle. His skin was dark and now warming up under Bam’s embrace and his cheeks were so round Lydia had a sudden urge to squeeze them between her fingers. Before Bam could think of a suitable name, Lydia made a suggestion of her own. A name that belonged to her great-uncle, Bam’s late husband. A man who had the warmest hugs, the kindest eyes and always saw the best in people.

‘How about Morris?’ Lydia said.

Bam looked from Lydia to the wispy-haired cherub in her arms and back to Lydia. Bam’s breath caught but she quickly swallowed down the lump of feelings that had formed in her throat.

‘Marigold, Mabel and Morris.’ Bam grinned. And that was the end of the conversation. Morris was now part of the family and he was the last child to find his way to the Pebble Theatre.




THE BEGINNING

Wait – you didn’t think that was it, did you?

Puffin has LOADS more stories for you to discover.

Find your next adventure at puffin.co.uk, along with:

• Quizzes, games and apps starring your favourite characters

• Videos, podcasts and audiobook extracts

• The chance to check out brand-new books before anybody else!
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Psst! You can also find Puffin on PopJam
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To:~- The Editor,
Dear Sir,

I have just received your Penguins
Progress number 8, (what a dear little
publication). I see on page 18 that my
surname is spelt wrongly in connection
with the publication of Ballet Shoes"
in the Puffin Series this autumn. Is
that just a slip in the printing of Pen-
guins Progress or is there by any chance
the same mistake on the cover of "Ballet
Shoes"?

Yours sincerely,

i

__(miss Noel Streatfeild).

/
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