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Continue the story… 

As the sun rose, a herd of gazelles licked their 
parched lips and made their way, wearily, towards 
the only drinking hole for miles. They had not drunk 
for days and, as they approached the shallow 
waters, it became clear why. Laying in wait were 
hordes of ravenous, hissing crocodiles. For the 
gazelles, there was no choice. They had to get what 
they had come for. It was do or die… 
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