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For Mia and Meirav, who are 

so bright and brilliant



1

It was midnight and everything was exactly 

as you’d expect it to be in London on a chilly 

April night.

Except for one thing.

In the middle of the river.

Right there. In the water.

A swirl of what looked like a bright pink 

ballgown.
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A screech. A wail. A cry that sounded a lot 

like 

I want it back nooooooooooooow!
A very, very big splash.

And then the drains all around the river 

exploded.

The day that everything went completely 

wrong and really quite weird started off like 

every other Saturday.

Clem Carden put on her green rain coat, 

red wellies and her knitted yellow hat, just 

like she always did. She looked a bit like a 

Christmas tree.

She checked her pockets for her emer gency 

CHAPTER 1
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Oyster travel card in case she needed to  

get an emer gency bus, and for her emer gency 

money in case she needed to buy emer gency 

cake. Then Clem picked up her bucket and 

her trowel from beside the front door and ran 

down the stairs of her build ing, just like  

she always did. She tripped over Raj’s toy 

teddy bear on the next landing, just like  

she always did. She got up, brushed off her 

knees and darted down the next flight of 

stairs. She took extra special care to avoid  

Mrs Henderson’s evil ginger cat, Floofer, on 

floor 3, just like she always did. Floofer 

yowled at her menacingly. He was a thug 

with whiskers and a love of cod.

Floofer neatly avoided, Clem jumped down 

three steps in one go in a whirl of flap ping 

green rain coat. She knocked her special secret 

knock on Ash and Zara’s door. There was the 

usual scuff ling and the unmis tak able sound 

of someone being shoved into an umbrella 

stand, and then the door was flung open.

‘Let’s go!’ shouted Ash, because he 

always shouted. He was stuff ing his pockets 

with cheese and pickle sand wiches and trying 

to pull on his muddy boots at the same time. 

He fell over, and Floofer darted in and took a 

sand wich.
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‘Talk quieter, dingus,’ said Zara, because 

she hated Ash’s shout ing. In fair ness, Ash’s 

voice was easily as loud as a jumbo jet. Zara 

was completely ready, and her boots were 

perfectly clean. Ash and Zara were about as 

differ ent as two people could be, which was 

why they both suspec ted the other one had 

been discovered by their parents in a bin as a 

baby.

‘Have you got your buckets?’ asked Clem, 

because Ash always forgot. Like clock work, 

he bounced back into the flat and returned 

holding his red finds bucket.

They carried on down the stairs, knock ing 

on Raj’s door and Mrs Drummonds’s door. 

Outside their block of flats, they knocked at 

Mr Zafar’s house right in the middle of Elm 

Estate, and then finally Sol’s house just by 

the community centre. It was time to head off 

to the river in a rowdy group.

They were going mudlark ing.



9

‘Mudlarking is the best thing in the world,’ 

said Ash as they bounded along the road. 

‘Except for maybe laser sharks.’

Clem defin itely agreed, except for the laser 

shark bit. Mudlarking was treasure-hunting. 

It was story-finding. It was magic. The group 

visited the river every week to see what had 

washed up on the shore. Clem was a very 

CHAPTER 2



good mudlark. She had eagle eyes – she could 

spot things no one else seemed to see.

‘Last week I found a glass eye, you know,’ 

said Mr Zafar. ‘I’ve stuck it on my front door so 

I can always see what’s going on.’ He winked at 

Clem as Ash squealed in horror. Which was a 

bit ridicu lous, because last week Ash had found 

a very dead bird and been utterly delighted.

‘Look at that,’ said Mrs Drummonds. She 

was point ing at the river in the distance. 

There was no wind today, but the river was 

whirl ing and froth ing and spit ting. ‘It looks 

angry! I’ve never seen that before.’

‘Maybe the tide is very ener getic today,’ 

said Zara. She loved science, facts and 

rational explan a tions.

‘Maybe it’s a shark!’ said Ash. He did not 

like any of those sens ible things.

‘It’s very strange,’ said Mr Zafar. ‘And all 

the drains are bubbling! It’s not even rained 

and the ground is soaking.’

Clem was glad she was wearing wellies.
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The group went past Mr Kostas’s bakery 

and Clem’s mouth watered at the smell of 

fresh bread. She used her emer gency money 

to buy enough of his famous cherry cupcakes 

for the group for their tea break. Clem 

thought Mr Kostas looked a bit distrac ted as 

he put her cakes in a brown box and tied it 

with green string. But then he gave her a 

free chocol ate coin with a big smile, and she 

was sure she’d just imagined it. She walked 

out, not noti cing puddles of water gath er ing 

on the shop floor.

They reached the mudlark ing museum, 

where they always left their bags. Oswald 

the museum owner was stand ing in the 

doorway, feeding some salad to his pet 

iguana, Gerald. Gerald was wearing a small 

sailor’s hat. To some people, this might have 

looked odd, but it was completely normal for 

the mudlarks, and for Gerald.

‘Hello, Thames and Tide Club,’ said Oswald 

as he gave Gerald a cherry tomato. ‘All set  

for today?’ Oswald was the one who had set 

up the mudlark ing group. He never came 

with them because he said he couldn’t leave 

the museum unat ten ded, but he always 

wanted to see what they’d found.

‘What do you think we’ll find today?’ asked 

Ash excitedly. ‘A shark? A laser shark? A 

laser shark with a million pounds attached 

to its fin?’

‘Coooooool,’ said Sol. ‘Yeah, I want to find 

that shark! Imagine bring ing it to show- 

and-tell!’

‘Mrs Bingham would hate it,’ said Raj 

happily, as Mr Zafar passed round pieces of 
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his world-famous, or at least Elm Estate-

famous, halva.

‘I want a fossil,’ said Zara firmly. ‘Something 

I can study under my micro scope.’

Ash opened his mouth but Clem shoved 

him gently into a bush. She didn’t want 

another argu ment.

Oswald squin ted at the spit ting river and 

the drains that were bubbling strangely in 

the gutter.

‘I think today might just be the day for 

finding some thing quite extraordin ary,’ he said 

quietly. So quietly that Clem thought she might 

have been the only person who heard him at all.
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The group climbed down the steps to the 

river side. Clem stared at the churn ing water. 

It was defin itely furious. It was like the sea 

during a storm, but the sky above was blue 

and beau ti ful. Or was it? Clem squin ted up 

at the sun.

It disap peared almost instantly.

The sky was turning storm-cloud purple.

CHAPTER 3


