The deadly fishing net was way too close to me. With one false move I knew that I’d never see the surface again and have to endure a most unremarkable death alongside hundreds of fat tuna fish. It’s fair to say that at that point I was scared. But I had to help her.

It all started when I was swimming, no, surfing fast in one of my favourite currents. The water was surging around me making me feel kinda infinite. It was the sort of freedom that a human could only have achieved by running down a deserted mountain through the fog, all alone. You’ll know when you reach this state of infiniteness as you can taste the sky and feel alive again. Anyway, that’s what I think the girl was searching for when I first saw her. After all why else would she come all the way out here, alone?
The sail was irreparable and the boat rocked uncontrollably. Her future looked bleak or, at that moment, even non-existent. As I took the time to take in this pitiful scene the other dolphins in my pod had a chance to catch up with me. They were clicking and squeaking excitedly from the thrill of the current but one by one they fell silent as they noticed the girl. There was nothing she could do now apart from bailing out the seawater from the submerged hull sections and hoping that someone, somewhere, somehow knew that she was in trouble and where she was and, most importantly, come and save her. The more I looked, the worse the situation seemed; I noticed that strong winds must’ve washed the lifeboat from its place on the foredeck and the radio had evidently broken due to the exposure in salty water. She wasn’t stupid or unprepared and she must also be strong both physically and mentally. But the sea was stronger. Especially when it was this angry.
Wind howled through the torn up rigging and the rain was so heavy that she could barely open her eyes. When she finally did all I could see in her eyes was pure fear. You see, there isn’t any language or even species barriers when it comes to feelings. Sometimes people are harder to understand than just the raw emotion at the back of their eyes but in that one look I understood her. 
By then she had noticed us dolphins surrounding her, watching her. Although the dark empty loneliness may have been lifted by our presence, she must’ve been terrified. Her eyes danced between us.  When she caught my eye, something sort of clicked and for the first time I understood the term ‘eye contact’. She was desperate but she wasn’t going to let this go.  She was fighting to survive.  But even if we gave her hope, our just being there wasn’t going to save her life.
We had to act.

Dolphins don’t save lives and that’s a fact. We can probably preserve the living by warding off sharks but it’s humans that need to come to complete the rescue. But it’s not like we could drag the boat one hundred odd miles to the nearest port or anything.

So that was it; we needed other humans to help us. Since the boat’s radio communication had evidently broken, the girl was unable to attract attention from the rest of the world all by herself. Therefore, we had to do it for her.

The situation didn’t seem very promising. We were way too far from land for any coastal rescue services. There was nothing on this section of water that made it desirable for humans. No oil rigs or wind farms, no touristy coral reefs or extra rare species of giant squid for the people to goggle at. We dolphins were only here looking for tuna. 
Tuna. That was it!

Where there’s fish, there’s fishing boats and on fishing boats there’s humans. And they would help the girl. We just had to get the attention of a fishing boat and that is something that we’re good at. 

Using sonar we worked out that the nearest ship was only a couple of miles further east of the horizon. So off we set, straight away, while the tide was still in our favour. She probably thought that we’d given up on her but all I could do was hope that she didn’t give up on herself before we got back.
There was the ship. 

As one, our entire pod of dolphins emerged from the waves and clicked and whistled as loud as we could.

Clearly we were noticed by the ship at once as it altered its course immediately. It’s quite funny really to imagine the skipper’s great excitement as he fantasized about the sheer amount of tuna that must be around to make us go this hyperactive.
At the same speed that the boat was approaching us, we moved away and closer to the girl, still leaping from the water as much as possible so that we became an easy trail to follow.

The plan was working.

But the ship’s skipper was impatient and the wind was on his side. And, unlike the boat, we were beginning to run out of energy.
The ship and its deadly fishing net were quickly gaining on us.  This was not part of the plan.

So there I was, fearing for my life, alongside some of my pod and surrounded by tuna and the thick, tangled fishing net. I had not only failed the girl, but also the other pod members who would die alongside me.  We were trapped.
I knew that if I could only clear my mind to think about it, a solution could easily be found. But this fog of worry had taken over my thoughts and like a really, really tall stone wall, there was no way through it. Panic soared through my body, making my heart race. All I could think of was my need to escape.
“Think.” I told myself.

I had to take control of my thoughts and by sheer willpower alone, that’s exactly what I did. I thought about the most powerful positive emotion I’d ever encountered to distract my mind and calm it down. And before long, in my mind I was swimming, no, surfing fast in one of my favourite currents. The water surged around me making me really experience the freedom of being alive. 
Soon my thoughts had relaxed and I could reorganise them to create a me-sized doorway in the wall and take the step through it. This was no solution yet. But I was nearly there. 
And at last, there it was; the only way to get out of the labyrinth of net and fish was just to embrace the pain and the suffering and turn it into power. 
The net was already starting to tighten and lift upwards. But we could work with that or even use it to our advantage. You see, taut lines have got to be easier to break.  And if we dived down, our speed would increase due to the acceleration from gravity.  We could hit the net (which would be moving in the opposite direction) head on. Our combined momentum would then surely break the net.
There was no more time for thinking; it was the time for action. Blood danced excitedly in my veins. With a flap of my tail I fully committed everything I had to that dive. Speed equals power and power equals freedom, I repeated inside my brain. Hope moved me through the bubbles and into the blackness of the deep.

There was pain as we broke free; all too physical and visible on my skin. Marks were embedded into my face from where the ropes had broken against it. We were free but there was still little hope for the girl. Thick fog had crept down and hung low over the waves.  We must have been close to the girl by now but in this light the fishermen wouldn’t be able to see the boat even if they were looking. Which they weren’t. They were staring angrily at the net, passing the blame for the lost tuna around in circles between them. Wasting time.
It was then when it happened, just as the pain from my wounds was overwhelming me. The sky lit up. Orange smoke came from not far away. When I jumped from the water to get a better look, I could clearly see the silhouette of the girl against a background of the orange flare. She must have discovered an emergency one, one that hadn’t been taken by the sea. 
The fishermen carried out a quick, efficient and evidently well practiced rescue and soon the girl was within the safety of the fishing boat. Once onboard, the boat started up its engine again and began leaving the net disaster behind them, to take the girl to safety.

I stared out after the boat and could just glimpse, through the fog, the girl on the deck.  I wasn’t sure if she could see us but she called out, “thank you!  I prayed for a guardian angel to save me and you came!  My angels of the sea!”  Her voice was almost swallowed up before it reached us but I did hear her words. I knew I would never see her again in my life but I also knew we would remember each other forever.  
