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It was a beautiful sunny day. The sky was
bright blue, with just a few white cotton

wool clouds.

Missy and her friends Seth and Mikey were
lying on their backs on the sand beside the
wide river, eyes closed, enjoying the
warmth of the sun.



It was Saturday afternoon, and they didn’t
have to be back home until 4 o’clock.

Woofy the dog was sitting beside them,
watching them with his big black eyes.

He wanted to play, not just lie in the sun.




He had been swimming, and they had laughed
when he came out dripping wet and shook
water all over them.

Missy sat up. “OK, Woofy, want to go
exploring?”

Woofy looked at her and jumped up, wagging
his tail.




“Seth, Mikey, want to come?”
“No,” said Seth. “l can’t be bothered.”

“Me neither”, said Mikey. “But don’t go far.
And look out for snakes in the grass.”

“And take your water bottle with you,” said
Seth.
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Missy smiled. Her dad had given her a nice
red water bottle for her birthday. He told
her to always take water with her when she
went walking in the bush.

She put on her sneakers and slung the strap
of the water bottle over her shoulder.




“Don’t worry. Woofy will look after me. He
will scare any snakes away... won’t you
Woofy!”

Woofy gazed at her adoringly. Woofy was
Seth’s dog. He had brown fur, and Missy

loved him.
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Missy never stuttered when she talked to
Woofy.

When she went to Seth’s house after school,
she would tell Woofy what had happened
that day.

He would sit with his head on her lap and
listen to her stories, right to the end.

This is what
happened
today....




“We’ll just go up-up the creek a little way,”
said Missy. “l want to see what is there. If
we’re not back in 20 minutes, come and
look for us. Come on Woofy, let’s go.”

Missy and Woofy set off along the water’s
edge, heading to where Missy knew a little
stream flowed out of the bush and into the
river.




When the sandy beach ended, they walked
on the rough dirt track, staying on the river
bank.

“What is it, Woofy?” said Missy. Woofy was
ahead of her, standing quite still and staring
intently at something.

Missy saw an old dead tree poking out of
the water. There was something on it.




At first, it looked like a snake, but then she
saw it was a water dragon.

Water dragons are big lizards.

They live near water, and they love to swim.
They like to bask in the sun, to warm
themselves.

“Phew, Woofy”, she laughed, “I thought that
was a snake!”
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Missy grabbed hold of Woofy’s collar and
held him close to her.

She didn’t want him to chase the dragon. It
turned and looked at them and then dived
quickly into the river.

Missy could see the dragon under the
water, swimming away really fast, just like a
fish.




“Hey, Woofy,” said Missy. “Here’s the creek.
Let’s explore!”

The creek was narrow, and there was no dirt
track beside it. They had to find their own
way through the bush. Fortunately, the
bush wasn’t thick.

“Perhaps no one has ever walked along this
creek before,” thought Missy.
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It was spring, so there were lots of wild
flowers growing through the bush.

The red mountain devil flowers were

Missy’s favourite.

She liked how when the flower became a

seed, it looked like a little devil.




As they walked, the creek became quite
narrow. Missy was getting hot, so she sat
down on a log and drank some of her water.

Woofy kept walking and soon disappeared
through the bush.

“Woofy,” said Missy, “come back!” She
didn’t want Woofy to get lost. She got up
and started walking, calling his name.




When she found him, Woofy was standing
very still beside the creek, staring at the
water.

“What have you found this time, Woofy? A
little tortoise perhaps?”

Woofy didn’t move. As Missy scrambled
over some rocks to reach him, she saw
bubbles coming up to the surface of the
water. The bubbles were red.




“Woofy, why is the water red!”

Of course, Woofy didn’t answer. He just
stood still, sniffing the bubbles as they
burst.

“This water is toxic!” cried Missy.

She noticed the red water was coming from
a small pipe in the bank of the creek, under
the water.
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“It will kill the fish and the water dragons
and all the other river creatures!” said
Missy.

Missy wondered what to do. She had to tell
someone.

“l know,” she thought, “I’ll take some of the
toxic water back and show it to Dad. He will
know what to do.”

She took her water bottle off her shoulder
and emptied out the rest of her water.
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She leant over the bank and lowered the
bottle by the strap into the creek until some
of the red water ran into it.

Then, she carefully lifted the bottle back up
and screwed on the cap, making sure none of
the red water got on her hands.

“Come on, Woofy, let’s go back! Seth and
Mikey will be worried about us.”
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Missy and Woofy walked back along the
creek to where it joined the river. She could
hear Seth calling her name.

“Coming!” she called back, loudly. “We’ll be
there in a minute.”

Missy told Seth about the red water coming
out of the pipe into the creek.







