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I he waterfall tumbled over the cliff
atd aplashed mnto the pool below.

“I'his must be the best place
m the whole world for a swim,”
said Mitch, as he rubbed himself dry.

“I thought youd like it,” said Dad.

“It could be our very own
swimming pool,” said Ben.
“Icy, Mum, what’s for lunch?

I'm starving!”



“So the long walk through the valley

this morning was a good i1idea after all,”
laughed Mum,

opening one of the backpacks,

They all lay back against the warm rocks,
eating their sandwiches and throwing
little pebbles into the water.









“We don't have far to go now,” said Dad.

“But we still have to cross the stream.,”
satd Mum, “and this heavy rain
could have made 1t rise.”
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Soon they could hear
the stream rushing below them.

“Look how fast the water’s flowing,”
called Ben.

“It’s all brown, too,” said Mitch.
“l can’t see the rocks now.”

“It must have rained very heavily
further up the valley,” said Dad.
“It’s going to take a long time
for it to go down.”





