Dear Reader

What makes you feel happy?
Isit getting something you've always wanted?
Winning arace?
Orbeingthebestin atest?
How about when you can eat as many treats

asyouwant?

Do youremember Professor Whale who lives at
Whale Point? Well, something has made him so
happy, he’s bursting to tell you all about it. What
could it be? Shall we visit Whale Point and find out?



Contents

Professor Whale Loves Blue 8
Seal Returns 24

Wally’s Grandfather 32
Whale Point Class Reunion 40

Getting Ready 48

The Whale Point Olympics
The Awards Ceremony 85
CanIStay? 92

What Happened Next 98

58



Professor Whale Loves Blue

Professor Whale gave a great big yawn.
“Now, now, that won’t do,” he told himself.
“Imustn’t waste this fine day by dozing off.”

Whenever he looked up at the blue sky or out
atthe blue sea, it made him happy to be alive.
Blue was the thing he loved most in the whole
world.

Today, the ocean was a dazzling ultramarine.
Letting his old body drift in the bright blue
water, he gazed up into the clear blue sky. In
the distance, he could see something flying

through the air.
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“Iwonder whatit’s like to fly through the big
blue sky. Just once, I'd love to tryit.”

He started imagining what he would look like,
flying through the sky.
“Iwould need wings,” he thought to himself.

Enormous wings to match his enormous body.

And they would be blue, too, of course!

Ashe pictured himself flying gracefully on
blue wings through the blue sky, he started to
nod off again.

“Whoops! That was a close call. Thisis no

time for napping!”
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Suddenly he noticed that whatever was flying
in the sky was coming closer.
“Professor Whale!” it cried.

He squinted to see who it was.

It was Pelican, the famous, hardworking
delivery bird. Pelican handled airmail deliv-
eries while Seal handled seamail deliveries.
Recently, they had both received a Certificate
of Appreciation for their excellent work.

“Soitwasyou!” the Professor exclaimed.

“Hello, Professor,” said Pelican as helanded on
the whale’s enormous back. “Long time no see.”

“Pelican, youreally must stop calling me
‘professor.’ You know I've retired from teaching.”

“That may be so, sir,” Pelican said, “But you’ll
always be a professor to me.”

“Still, Iwould really rather you called me...
uhm...by afriendlier sort of name,” the Professor
said alittle shyly.

“Really? Like what?”



“Well...ahem...just for example, you know...
Whaley, perhaps?”

Pelican cocked his head.

There was areason why the Professor longed
to be called Whaley. Until quite recently, he had
been the teacher of Whale Point School. His
only student had been Penguin from Penguin

Island. One day, Penguin had received a letter.

What kind of letter?

Aletter that said, “I am Giraffe.Ilive in Africa.

I'm famous for my long neck. Please tell me all
about yourself.”

Penguin and Giraffe had become pen pals,
and now they called each other Pengy and Raff.
The Professor secretly thought it would be
nice to have a friend who called him Whaley.
Itsounded refreshing, like the blue of the sea

that he loved so much.
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“Orifthat doesn’t work, how about Big Blue?”
he suggested. “That’s what everyone called me
before I became a professor.”

“Oh, really? Big Blue? Hmmm...” Pelican did
not sound convinced. “Professor Whale, you're
really very impressive and, well, distinguished,
you know. Calling you Whaley or even Big Blue
seems alittle...”

Professor Whale was just wondering what
“distinguished” meant when Pelican changed

the subject.

“Oh, by the way—you’ve got mail.”
Heheld out aletter addressed to Professor

Whale.

“Why thank you,” the Professor said. “But
what happened to our delivery seal?”

“He had to deliver some letters along way
away and won’t be back for awhile. He asked
me to fill in while he’s gone,” said Pelican,

puffing his chest out with pride.
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“Poor Seal. Who on earth could have sent him so
far away?” the Professor wondered.

“Well, I mean to say...wasn’t it you, sir?”

Indeed, it was. Professor Whale had written a

whole bunch ofletters that went like this:

Dear %%WWMW
Lors o the ster fide of tre foripme,

J oam Whatle. J U8 at Wheale ;SW.
My 1y i Mmost all head.,

Thaty Why I 40 gmact, puple soy

Dloase tM me sl about Ynaraelf.

WWU?,
Whale ot Whate Dot
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Pelican continued: “Seal told me since he’d
already delivered yourletters to everyone
around here, he was going to try farther afield.”

“Oh, that’s right, that’s right. I remember now.”
Professor Whale was a bit embarrassed.

“Anyway,” said Pelican, “if you need any
letters delivered in the meantime, please call
onme.” And with those words, he flew up into
the blue sky.

Professor Whale opened the letter and began to

read.

Pear Povfeqsor Whale,
ow ace xdowz. Tm fine.

Q\M"Ce a j'?.vu Studentt hove starked
commg T my Sthool.

But ’Cea,c,Mv\g' (S hord woerk.

Now T see how 3*"*@0(‘“"\”‘3’\00\& ace,
Pr\oﬁudon Becawse ﬂovcr% §o (}ood, a ¥
’YQ&UM'V\a/

Twm o)owa o do my beet to become a
)erif{c teacher LWRe \éw"

T hope that you Will Sty My
Teather Jor ever and wer.

Yourt m\cueh})
'?U\j win ¥ ?ngwivx Tstand
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The letter was from his student, Penguin.
After graduating from Whale Point School, he
had opened a school on Penguin Island. Now
everyone called him Professor Penguin.

“Well, well. Penguin’s working very hard by
the sound of it. I suppose I can’t expect him to
call me Whaley either. But how I wish someone

would...”

“Time for sleep, I suppose,” he thought.
And with one huge yawn, he was asleep

before he even knew it.
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