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In the bright blue ocean, Dash the dolphin was the fastest

postman around. His smooth blue-grey skin gleamed as he

leaped through the waves. He wore a red postman cap with a

gold badge and carried a waterproof mail satchel. Every

morning, he zoomed between the islands, delivering letters to

everyone. The islanders waved and cheered as he sped by.
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Dash loved his job more than anything. 'I'm the fastest

postman in the whole ocean!' he proudly told his friend Pip, a

white and grey seagull with a tiny blue scarf. Pip flapped her

wings and said, 'You sure are, Dash! But remember, being

dependable is just as important as being fast.' Dash just

laughed and zoomed off to deliver more letters.
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One day, Dash had a special letter for Lila, a little girl on

Faraway Island. Lila had warm brown skin, curly black hair,

and a yellow raincoat. She was waiting for a letter from her

grandmother. 'Please hurry, Dash!' she called. 'I can't wait to

hear from Grandma!' Dash promised to deliver it by lunchtime

and raced off with a flick of his tail.
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But as Dash swam toward Faraway Island, the sky turned dark

and grey. The wind howled, and the waves grew tall and

choppy. Pip flew down, her feathers ruffled. 'Dash! A big storm

is coming! The usual path is blocked by huge waves!' Dash

looked at the swirling water and felt worried. He had never

seen a storm like this before.
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Dash tried to rush through the waves, but the water pushed

him back. He couldn't zoom like he usually did. The storm was

too strong. 'I can't go fast!' he cried. 'But Lila needs her letter!'

Pip flew beside him, her black eyes sharp. 'Don't worry, Dash.

We'll find another way. Let's ask Grandpa Coral for help.'
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Grandpa Coral was the oldest and wisest turtle in the ocean.

His green skin was wrinkled, and his shell had mossy patterns

and soft coral patches. He wore small round spectacles on his

nose. When Dash explained the problem, Grandpa Coral

nodded slowly. 'The storm is dangerous, but there is a safe

path through the rocks. You must go slowly and carefully.'
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Dash took a deep breath. He was used to going fast, but now

he had to be patient. Pip flew above him, guiding him through

the storm. 'Turn left here! Watch out for that big wave!' she

called. Dash moved slowly, using his fins to steer carefully. The

rain pelted his blue-grey skin, but he kept going. He had to

deliver Lila's letter.
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Back on Faraway Island, Lila watched the storm from her

window. She wore her yellow raincoat and blue rubber boots,

hoping Dash would still come. 'Will he make it?' she asked her

mother. Her mother smiled. 'Dash is dependable. He'll find a

way.' Lila waited, her big brown eyes watching the sea.

8



Dash swam through the rocky channel, following Pip's

directions. The waves crashed around him, but he stayed calm.

He thought of Grandpa Coral's words: 'Slow and steady wins

the race.' He checked his mail satchel to make sure the letter

was safe. It was dry and snug. Dash smiled and kept

swimming, one careful stroke at a time.
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Finally, Dash saw Faraway Island through the rain. He swam

into the little harbor and climbed onto the beach. Lila ran out

to meet him, her face bright with joy. 'You made it!' she

shouted. Dash pulled the letter from his satchel and gave it to

her. 'Special delivery!' he said, his friendly curved smile wide.
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Lila opened the letter and read it aloud. It was from her

grandmother, full of love and good wishes. 'Thank you, Dash!'

Lila said, hugging him. 'You're the best postman ever!' The

other islanders gathered around, cheering for Dash. They were

so grateful that he had braved the storm to deliver the letter.
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Pip landed on Dash's dorsal fin, her blue scarf fluttering. 'You

did it, Dash! You were patient and careful.' Dash nodded. 'I

couldn't have done it without you, Pip. And Grandpa Coral's

advice.' Just then, Grandpa Coral himself swam into the

harbor, his wise amber eyes twinkling. 'Well done, Dash. You

learned that being dependable is more important than being

fast.'
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Dash felt proud. He realized that his speed was helpful, but it

was his care and patience that made him a good postman. The

islanders needed someone they could trust, no matter the

weather. Dash promised to always be that dependable friend,

and the islanders cheered even louder, their voices rising

above the storm.
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The storm passed, and the sun came out. Dash continued his

route, delivering letters to all the islands. But now, he didn't

rush. He took his time, making sure every letter arrived safely.

Pip flew beside him, and they laughed and talked. Dash knew

that being dependable made him a better postman and a

better friend.
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Lila wrote a thank-you note to Dash and gave it to him the next

day. 'You're my hero,' she said. Dash blushed under his blue-

grey skin. 'I'm just doing my job,' he said. But he felt warm

inside. He knew that dependable helpers make every

community stronger, and he was proud to be one of them.
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And so, Dash the dolphin remained the ocean's fastest

postman, but also its most dependable. He zoomed between

the islands, always ready to help. The islanders knew they

could count on him, rain or shine. And whenever they saw his

red postman cap bobbing in the waves, they smiled and waved,

knowing that their letters were in good fins.
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