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It was late that night that the gardener stopped working and left Corbett Gardens.  

There was not a sound coming from the goldfish pond, not even the splash of their 

tails when they hit the side of the pond wall.   

 

The poor gardener was exhausted from working all day, and by accident, he left the 

hose on!  Most people would think that soil soaks up water.  But not when it is on Full 

Blast.  The water trickled down through the rocks, and into all the tiny nooks and  

crannys. It cascaded down a small rocky path that led into the main area of the  

gardens, where all the flowers and tulips were!  By 11:00pm, the water was knee-deep 

and all the flowers had a very strange look. They looked a lot more frond-like and 

rough.  The grass was disintegrating, and it looked a bit like a gloopy mixture.  It 

slipped through the rocks and pebbles, and now it started to look like sand! 

 

By this time, the goldfish were swimming out of their pond, because the water level 

had risen above the pond walls.  They swam through the murky water, and over to the 

flowers.  The flowers, that now resembled coral, swayed like trees in the wind.  But, of 

course, no one was awake to see it.  Everyone would be asleep at three o’clock in the 

morning. 

 

As the sun rose, people were amazed when they woke up on floating beds, high on top 

of the water.  They called the police, and the fire brigade, but all of their trucks were 

stuck underwater!  The gardener woke up tangled in a bunch of seaweed.  He tried to 

find a boat to get to safety, but there were no boats!  So the town just sat there  

twiddling their thumbs.  All of Bowral was flooded! 

 

One little goldfish was distressed when he woke up and his mum and dad weren’t 

there.  He swam down the main street, and passed them in a sushi shop. 

 

Meanwhile, all the fish, and turtles, and sharks, and dolphins were having a great time.  

The fish played hide and seek in the coral, and the baby turtles rode on their mother’s 

backs.  The selfish sharks hid in-between the rocks and scowled and huffed.  The  

dolphins all played water polo.  It was a beautiful sight, with all the coloured coral, and 

the splendid rippling of the water, and the bright sun. 

 

But all too soon, it was time for bed.  All the fish, the turtles, the sharks, and dolphins 

went to sleep in a safe area.  It had been a most wonderful day swimming around in 

Corbett Gardens. 

 

The moonlight glistened upon the sparkling, silver water.  All the fish were fast asleep 

now.  But then, all of a sudden, one hit the side of the pond wall!  Were they back in 

their pond?  That would be impossible! But they were!  This couldn’t have been a 

dream, could it? Or maybe it was. 


