
I am a little, orange fish, with a big, humongous wish. 

A wish that every stream and river could once again gleam like silver. 

You see, we all live downstream. From the pollution and the obscene. 

If you pollute the river now, it will come back to infest your chow. 

It will make you sick and ill. Bet your bottom dollar it will. 

Water effects you in every way. It pretty much runs your day. 

I would know, I lived in it. Water was my environment. 

Please don’t kill more fish. This is my one true wish. 

Because, you see I am dead. The pollution got in what I was fed. 

I hope that this will make you think, before you take another drink. 

— Martha Reddick 


