


dﬁnldngthedirtywaterandmtingtheremainsoffood.
Iknewtlmtithadbeengmwingandgmwing.AndI
knew something else. I knew that biting my knee had
given it a taste for my blood. I knew that it had been
growing and waiting for me to return so it could finish
me off once and for all.’

Ruskin leaned forward and squeezed Corky’s hand.

‘What did you do?” Ruskin asked, eyes wide.

‘Well, T didn’t panic, my dear boy,” Corky replied.
‘That’s the worse thing to do. Never panic. So . .. slowly
andcalm!y...lmmedmundandlimped towards the
ladder. I tried to be as quiet as possible. The splashing of
my feet in the water sounded so loud to me. And then
-+ then I heard it again. That terrible roar. I knew the
crocodile was getting closer.’

“Although it wasn't just a crocodile any more, was it,
Corky?’ Ruskin said. ‘It had got another name.’

‘It was Krindlekrax,” Corky said. ‘I just knew that was

‘What did it look like?” Ruskin asked.

‘Huge and dark,” Corky replied, “with pointed claws
andshaqoteethandbreathashotasﬁm.ltwasthemost
terrible thing I had ever seen.’ Corky leaned back and
took his helmet off. ‘Whenlgothomethatevening,’he
said, I saw that all my hair had turned white. The sight
of Krindlekrax had drained the colour from me.’




