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‘A tl‘n‘illing escapade. One of the best children’s
books I've read all year.’
Literary Review

‘A glorious kaleidoscope of a story, with the
most brilliant ensemble cast of characters.
The absolute queen of cosy adventures.’
Emma Carroll, author of Letters from the Lighthouse

‘A riveting adventure ...
Eagle’s writing grips the reader.
Guardian

‘With shades of Nesbit and Streatfeild, but with a style all of
its own, The Great Theatre Rescue is dramatic, gorgeously
written and full of adventure and excitement.’
Katya Balen, author of October, October

‘Full of suspense and mystery!”
Evie, aged 11, National Geographic Kids

‘Absolutely sparkling, enchanting storytelling.
Hilary McKay, author of The Skylarks’ War

‘A page-turning adventure.’
Nicola Penfold, author of Where the World Turns Wild



‘Delivers all the breathless clifthangers thac
Eagle’s fans have come to expect.”

The Telegraph

‘Exciting, funny and full of warmth.’
LoveReading4 Kids

‘A brilliantly written mystery . .. thisis a gem of a
book and is storytelling at its best.’

Kevin Cobane, VIP Reading

‘Sublime storytelling . .. a thrilling adventure
filled with twists, turns and unexpected revelations.’
Jo Clarke, author of Libby and the Parisian Puzzle

‘A cracking read with superb storytelling’
BookTrust

‘A jam-packed, exciting adventure story!’
The Bookbag

‘Simply amazing.’
Historical Association

‘Sucked me in like a whirlpool.”
Clare Povey, author of
The Unexpected Tale of Bastien Bonlivre



FABER has  published
children’s books since 1929.
T. S. Eliots Old Possum’s
Book of Practical Cats and
Ted Hughes' The Iron Man
were amongst the first. Our
catalogue at the time said that
‘it is by reading such books that
children learn the difference
between the shoddy and the
genuine’. We still believe in the
power of reading to transform
children’s lives. All our books
are chosen with the express
intention of growing a love of
reading, a thirst for knowledge
and to cultivate empathy. We
pride ourselves on responsible
editing. Last but not least, we
believe in kind and inclusive
books in which all children feel

represented and important.
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London, 1893

It was one of those pale London mornings, the air thin
as net curtains, the light feeble as a weak cup of tea.
So colourless in fact that when the fellow appeared,
dressed in a vibrant array of greens — forest-green
frockcoat, sage-green waistcoat, a jaunty emerald-
green scarf — he stood out like a single pea in a bowl
of porridge.

Off he set, in his typically spritely manner, down
Dean Street, through Soho, skirting Covent Garden,
and across the bridge to Waterloo. Here he stopped
to admire the silvery ribbon of the Thames. Then
he turned left, following the streets that wriggled
their way along the river, hopping and skipping past



Blackfriars Bridge, then London Bridge, along Pickle
Herring Street, all the way to Tower Bridge, and into
the twisting streets of Bermondsey.

The morning walk was the fellow in green’s habit.
It helped to wake him up, clear his head, and order his
thoughts for the day.

In the docks, vessels jostled, packed with tea and
coffee and all kinds of exotic spices. The Larder of
London, it was called. The man took a deep sniff. It
smelled of comfort and warmth and, in particular, of
bread pudding.

Soon the place would be alive with the dockers and
their barrows, ferrying the ships’ wares from the wharves
to the warehouses. For now though, all was quiet, too
early even for this part of the city to have woken up.

At Horsleydown Old Stairs, the fellow in green came
to an abrupt stop.

He stared and shook his head as if he couldn’t quite
believe what he was seeing.

It wasnt the most hospitable of places: ramshackle
buildings leaning all higgledy-piggledy into the river;
a cobbled alleyway leading down to the stairs. The
stairs themselves were steep and wet, coated with a
slick of green slime, the water lapping cold and grey at
the bottom.



The man started and stared again.

He wasn't imagining it.

By gosh, at the bottom of the stairs there was a
basket with a real live baby inside it. Just like Moses,
but without the bulrushes. Or Romulus and Remus
abandoned in the Tiber. Or Sargon the Great, who
had floated all the way down the Euphrates in Ancient
Mesopotamia.

Within seconds, the man had skittered down the
steps and swooped the baby up.

The blanket the poor thing was swaddled in was
rather grimy. But at least it was dry.

The man glanced behind him, back up the steps that
he had just trotted down. No one there. Then he turned
to scan the murky river. He couldn’t see anyone there
cither.

But someone was there. Hidden in the shadows.
Deep in the forest of stilts that the ramshackle houses
were built on.

A ‘someone’ who was very, very pale, and very, very
small, and very, very frightened.

What was that? A rustle? A gasp?

The man in green cocked an ear; peered into the
slimy depths of the under-buildings.

‘Anyone there? he called. His voice rang out, clear as



bells. He was a performer you see, with years and years
of experience in the theatre.

But the only reply was the drip, drip of water, the
lonely lap of the river; and from the direction of St
Saviour’s Dock, the flap of sails, the creak of boats, and
the tinkle and clink of the halyards as they knocked
against cach other.

‘Just you and me, then,’ said the man, looking down
at the baby.

The baby blinked and waved its fists in the air. It
blew a bubble of spit and smiled.

The man in green’s heart melted. An orphan himself,
he knew that a child without a name, without a mother
or a father, was bound for only one place.

An orphanage or, even worse, the workhouse.

And the man knew what went on there. Thrashings
with stinging nettles. Beatings with frying pans.

No love or care.

But what if . ..

The man stood very still. His brain was whirring, the
cogs were turning, and an idea — a preposterous one,
yes, but an idea nevertheless — was forming,

He had a home. He had the money. He could do his
bit for society. And besides, it would be nice to have
the company.



In a trice, the man popped the baby into its baskert,
hoisted it on to his shoulder, and set off, back in the
direction he had come. As he walked, his mind ticked
over. (He was known for telling stories; he had a lively
imagination.) And soon he had concocted a grand one
for the baby.

There had been a shipwreck! The baby was the
sole survivor! An epic journey — across the English
Channel, into the Thames, and all the way upriver.

He was so busy thinking he didn’t even notice he
was being followed.

And as for his story about the baby’s origins . ..

It was a good one.

But it was wrong.



THE WREN THEATRE

SATURDAY MAY 13TH 1933

Your trusted impresario Toby Wren presents:

The Little Big Band
Bobby B on drums; Kingsley Dare on saxophone;
Gus Martin on trombone; Stan Maxwell on piano;
Red Peters on double bass and
Toby Wren on trumpet!

The Skip Sisters

SO;’IOS very own answer to Fred Oﬂd Ade’e Asfcu're{

The Tumbling Twins

Astonishing acrobatics all the way from Naples!

Violet ‘the voice’ Nightingale

Tears guaranteed. Listen and swoon!

Wilbert Heaven

The trumpeting genius directly from Harlem!

AND FOR ONE NIGHT ONLY:

A special performance by the irrepressible
Charley Wren!

Curtain-up: 7.30 p.m.
Tickets available from the box office in advance,

Or (if you're lucky) on the door.




