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Jack’s parents had a Fishing Charter
Business, so from an early age, he was taken out to sea.

He became very good at catching fish they
were usually little tiddlers, not much bigger than the bait he
used. His dad, on the other hand, was a brilliant fisherman.

One day out on the boat, Jacks dad spotted
something in the water.

“What is it Dad?” asked Jack.

“I’m not sure, but I’m going to take a look.”
He picked up a knife as he said to Jack “Stand close to Mum and
don’t lean too far over the boat”.

“Oh do be careful please.” said mum, as she
put her arm around Jacks shoulders.

Dad jumped into the ocean, the water was
freezing cold and extremely deep.

He disappeared under the waves for what
seemed to be far too long.

Jack looked at his mum and could tell by her
expression that she was worried.

Suddenly dad appeared taking a deep
breath.

“I can see what it is!” he shouted. “A baby
whale is caught up in a cray rope.”

Dad was only wearing his shorts, no breathing
apparatus, mask or flippers.

Inhaling as much breath as possible, he swam
down to the baby whale.

To make matters worse mumma whale, huge as
can be, was waiting directly underneath her baby.

Meticulously he cut away all of the rope,
before surfacing to grab some air.

The baby swam up to Jacks dad, who was still
bobbing about in the freezing water. She looked him in the eye as
if to say a big thank you, before doing a backflip and swimming
down to mum. They both disappeared into the deep blue sea.

Helping dad out of the cold water, Jack gave
him a large bath-towel to dry himself. “Wow, Dad! That was amazing.
You saved the life of a baby whale. I can’t wait to tell my friends
about this. You were under water for so long. Mum and I were really
scared!” This was truly amazing!”

“I managed to get a lovely photo of the baby
whale doing a backflip.” said mum handing him a hot mug of tea.

“You must give the baby a name Dad.” said
Jack.

Thinking for a moment he said, “Okay let’s
call her Whitey!”

“Oh Dad can’t you think of anything better
than that?” said Jack.

 


He was so proud of his dad that he told this
story to everyone at school.

From that day on Jack made the decision to
name the fish he caught.

Jack’s school buddies Mitch and Ben enjoyed
hearing about his adventures but, there were a few boys in his
class that were jealous.

Jack would tell them how he caught a fish
“This…big!” and the waves were “Huge!”

He was proud of the fact that he’d always
take the hook out of a fish before returning it unharmed to the
ocean.

Some of his friends (the jealous ones) would
make fun of him saying “You’re supposed to kill the fish and take
it home for tea!” Jack didn’t agree.

 


When a fish was caught Jack didn’t like to
see it gasping for air or struggling to be set free. His dad being
a fisherman always took the fish he caught home for dinner.

His wife was a great cook but Jack found it
very hard to eat fish. He would often secretly pass it under the
table to a very happy Staffy named Dizzy.

When Dizzy was a puppy he was often sea sick
on a boat, luckily the more times he went along the better he
became. It was hard to stop him from jumping overboard because he
loved to swim. Jack and Dizzy would swim together. Jack with his
snorkel and Dizzy, enjoying being with his best friend.

He did spoil him but couldn’t help it, as he
had such a lovely nature. He even allowed him to sleep on his bed,
along with dozens of soft cuddly toys.

***

One beautiful day out on the ocean, Jacks
line suddenly pulled, he had a struggling fish on his hook. “Dad
look!” he shouted. “I’ve got one!” His dad left his fishing line
and went to help.

“Oh Jack,” he said. What a clever lad you
are. You bring it in!”

Jack was struggling but managed to pull in
the fish. “I’ve
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