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For Emily and Andrew

With thanks to Clare Whittaker, who was in on the 
Wishcatchers from the very start, and to Alistair, 

who told me to follow my dreams.
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Chapter 1

Ant stuffed a chocolate-spread sandwich into her pocket 
and grabbed her water bottle. “See you later, Mum.”

“Where are you off  to?”
Ant shrugged. “Just out.”
“Don’t let me find you’ve been out to Wishcatchers’ 

Point again. You’ve set your wish. Now just leave it. 
You know what Gran always says ...”

“I know. I know. ‘A watched wish is seldom granted.’ 
I’ll probably go down to the beach.”

“Don’t be late back,” said her mum. “Dinner’s at 
six.”

Ant slammed the door and set off  down the path. At 
the end of  the street she hesitated. She really had meant 
to go out to Wishcatchers’ Point. 

Across the street, Rosie Brash was sitting on the wall 
of  the park with her friends. “Ooh, look who it is!” 
she called. “I bet I know where you’re going. Off  to 
Wishcatchers’ Point to wish to be normal like everyone 
else.” Rosie’s friends giggled.
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That did it – there was no way she could go to the 
point now. Ant stuck her hands in her pockets and 
headed in the opposite direction, ignoring the sniggers 
and whispers behind her. 

She walked right to the end of  the beach, paddling 
in the shallow water. Then she put her trainers back 
on and scrambled over the rocks into the next bay and 
beyond.

Ant’s scuffing feet sent pebbles scuttling towards the sea 
as she made her way across the stony beach. She’d been 
out for hours now – she was at least three miles from the 
village and she’d come the hard way over the rocks from 
inlet to inlet. Nobody else ever came that way – even 
at low tide there were places where you had to wade 
through water up to your knees.

Luckily she was wearing shorts so her legs had 
dried quickly, although her feet still squelched in her 
trainers. She munched her chocolate-spread sandwich 
and wished she’d brought another drink. The water in 
her bottle was long finished. She wiped her hands on 
her shorts and squinted out to sea. The tide had turned 
an hour ago. She’d need to be getting back soon.

Ahead of  her was a tall rock shaped like an elephant, 
which she’d never been up before. She would climb it 
and then start back. If  the tide was too far in by then, 
she could scramble up to the cliff  path and go back 
that way. She unscrewed the top of  her water bottle to 
get the very last drip of  moisture out, tipping her head 
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right back to feel the miserly dribble on her tongue. 
Then she put the lid back on, shoved the bottle into the 
pocket of  her hoodie and set off  purposefully towards 
the elephant rock. 

As she got closer, she could see that where the trunk 
of  the elephant curled round towards the body there was 
a dark patch, as though there might be an opening. She 
made straight for it, climbing swiftly, almost without 
thinking, handhold, foothold, handhold, foothold.

Just below the mouth of  the opening she stopped 
and peered in. It was too dark to see anything much. 
Hoisting herself  up on her elbows, she crawled through. 
The opening was low and narrow, but Ant was skinny 
and slipped through it easily. Once inside she found 
she could stand. Waiting for her eyes to adjust to the 
darkness, she stretched out her arms, trying to work out 
the size of  the cave. To her left and right she could feel 
rough walls of  rock, but when she reached out in front 
she felt nothing but air. 

Little by little, as her eyes got used to the dimness, 
she could make out more. The cave was not completely 
dark. Some light leaked in from the opening through 
which she had come, but she realised there must be a 
hole somewhere in the roof  too, because there was light 
filtering through further into the cave. She took a couple 
of  steps, careful not to stumble on any rocky bumps, but 
the floor seemed surprisingly smooth. She bent down to 
touch it and felt dry, silky stone, like the worn flagstones 
in her gran’s kitchen. 

The silvery, slithery sound of  running water made 
her remember how thirsty she was. Turning her head 
from side to side she tried to work out where the noise 
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was coming from. She walked towards the back of  the 
cave, following the sound. The rocky walls made a 
funnel shape, pulling her close in, drawing her forwards. 
She had to tuck her arms into her sides so she didn’t get 
stuck. Just as she thought it was getting too narrow to 
go any further, the cave twisted to the right. 

Ant blinked against the light. After a moment or two 
she could see that it was coming down in a great shaft 
from a gap in the rock overhead. The light fell on a 
little waterfall, which glistened and glinted, splurging 
and splashing into a natural bowl in the rock. She went 
closer. Where the cascade entered the pool, the water 
swirled and dimpled, but closer to the edge, the pool 
was still. Tentatively, Ant put a finger into the water, 
making a ripple in the perfect surface. It was cold. She 
put the finger to her lips. Fresh water. She’d known it 
wouldn’t be salt – the sea wouldn’t reach as high as this, 
even at a spring tide. 

There was a hollow in the rock beside the pool, just 
the right size and height to make a seat, so Ant sat 
and watched the water spilling down. She wondered 
why the pool didn’t overflow when so much water was 
constantly pattering into it. There must be an outlet 
somewhere she couldn’t see, deep in the rock. The pool 
was constantly being refreshed, the water flowing out 
being replaced with water flowing in. That’s why it was 
so clear and clean – perfectly good for drinking.

She leaned over the rocky basin, filled her cupped 
hands and drank. The icy-cold water made her gasp 
but the feel of  it on her parched tongue was good. She 
drank again and again, then sat back and wiped her 
mouth on her sleeve. 
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The pool was no more than ten or fifteen centimetres 
deep and she could clearly see the ridges on a pearly-white 
dog-whelk shell which lay on the sandy bottom. A glint 
caught her eye. There was something else in the water, 
tucked under the shell. She dipped her hand into the 
pool and pulled out a silver chain. The shell came too, 
strung on the chain like a pendant. She laid the necklace 
out in her palm. The catch was broken. She wondered 
who it belonged to and how long it had been lost. 

Ant imagined a girl coming into the cave, just as she 
had, and stopping to look into the pool. The girl couldn’t 
have known that the clasp on her necklace was broken 
and couldn’t have noticed it slip off  and slide into the 
water. The girl, whoever she was, must have been quite 
careless, Ant thought. The necklace must have made 
a splash as it went in. She couldn’t have been paying 
attention – or maybe something had distracted her. 

A draught came from nowhere and chilled the back 
of  Ant’s neck. She took out her penknife and with the 
tip of  its blade fixed the clasp. She put the necklace 
on, tucking it inside her t-shirt. Immediately she felt a 
warm, soothing sensation flooding through her body.

She should be getting back. The tide must be well on 
its way in now. 

After the quiet and dim of  the cave, the shock of  the 
harsh sunlight and crashing waves made her stumble. 
The sea was almost at the high-tide mark. She must 
have been in the cave much longer than she’d thought. 
Now it was impossible to go back the way she had 
come. She touched the shell around her neck, re-tied 
the loose lace of  her left trainer and started to scramble 
up the cliff. 
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When she reached the path, she turned and looked 
back at the beach. From here, she couldn’t see the cave. 
She couldn’t even tell which was the elephant-shaped 
rock. Stuffing her hands into the pockets of  her shorts, 
she began the long walk home.
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“I don’t suppose anyone has told you about 
the Wishcatchers?” said Ant. 

Clarissa shook her head. 
Ant wondered where to start. 

“It’s kind of a secret thing,” she said at last. 
“I won’t tell,” promised Clarissa. 

“I’m very good at keeping secrets.”

Antonia is sick of being bullied by Rosie, a 
mean girl at school. So when new girl Clarissa 

starts, Ant wishes Rosie would pick on her 
instead. But in Ant's seaside village they have 

a special way of making wishes, and they 
really do come true. Should Ant have been 
more careful what she wished for? And will 
the strange glowing necklace she finds help 
uncover the mystery of the Wishcatchers?

An enchanting story of friendship 
and magic from Edinburgh-based 

author Carol Christie.
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