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Pippin the Little Postbox
Harold Grevan
A gentle, rain-sparkled tale in a bustling market town. Pippin, a small dented red postbox, dreams of being useful. When a child's folded letter is swept away in a storm, Pippin slips out from his corner with a brave mailbird and an old cart to find it.
ProseHub


    
A Tiny Place in the Big Office
Pippin lived in a corner of the Market Street Post Office, where the floor smelled of paper dust and warm envelopes. He was small and round and painted a red that had faded a little from many mornings of sunshine through the big windows. A long nick ran over his lid from a time when a parcel had bumped him in a hurry. He had one little slot for letters and a tiny brass number that the postmaster polished every Tuesday. Most days Pippin watched feet hurry by: postmen with heavy bags, the sorting crates that clattered like busy beetles, and Mara the mailbird who hopped about the counter and sang when she was happy.
Pippin liked to think on slow afternoons that he was doing something important. He swallowed small pieces of paper and kept them safe. He listened to the rustle of stamps like a lullaby. But when the big parcels came, when the thick envelopes were stacked and the sorting crates needed the strongest helpers, Pippin felt very small indeed. Big Sorter, the tall wooden crate with a lid that opened like a doorway, could hold so many letters that its bottom sagged with the weight. Tick, the old tin delivery cart, rolled out with a creak and a metal laugh and everyone watched him go, while Pippin stayed low in the corner where the sun only touched him at noon.
On a bright market morning, Emma, a small girl with freckled cheeks and a yellow scarf, came to the post office with a letter that had been folded and colored with tiny drawings of daisies and a heart. She had written to her Grandma June, who lived at the end of Willow Lane and liked to collect teacups with blue stripes. Emma had written about a lost button and a new story she wanted to tell and she had asked Grandma June to come for a visit soon. The letter was special because Emma had pressed a small leaf inside and drawn a silly sun on the envelope so Grandma June would know it was from her.
Mara fluttered down, pecked at the counter, and chirped a question. The postmaster smiled and helped Emma feed the letter into the slot. It plunked into Pippin with a tiny thump that made his little metal heart feel warm. He loved that sound more than anything: the soft landing of a thought meant for someone else.
"This one is for Mrs. June at Willow Lane," the postmaster said, tucking the letter into his pile. "We'll send it with the early-run tomorrow. It's best it gets there by morning." He hugged Emma goodbye and smiled so kindly that Pippin felt taller for the rest of the day. The crates were stacked high and the big parcels were marked, ready for the road, and everyone had work to do. Pippin watched as Big Sorter lifted and tipped and Tick waited with his cart, jingling his bell. The office hummed with quiet busyness.
Outside, the sky had been a bright patchwork of clouds and blue, but by late afternoon whispers of wind threaded between the chimneys and the forecaster's sign near the bakery showed a little picture of a cloud with a drop. The postmaster frowned when he saw it and began to stack the letters into the morning boxes more tightly. "Storm coming," he said, more to himself than to anyone. He covered the parcels with canvas and drew the shutters halfway. Mara, who liked to flutter close to the windows, looked uneasy. Even Big Sorter creaked a little as if to say, "Be careful." Pippin felt a small prickle of worry in his little metal ribs at the thought of rain.
When evening fell, the post office grew sleepy. The lamp over the counter gave a soft puddle of light. The postmaster tied the last bundle with twine and said goodnight. Tick rocked in the corner and hummed a song of wheels. Mara gathered feathers, preened, and settled on her perch above the counter. Emma's letter was tucked in the sorting tray with the rest that were to go out in the morning. Pippin felt proud. He had helped keep such a small, important thing safe for someone.
But the clouds did not stop when the shop closed. They gathered like a hush over the rooftops and when a wind rose from the river it hurried along the Market Street and rattled the windowpanes. Rain began as gentle stitches on the glass and then turned into a sudden sheet that beat on the shutters. The postmaster, who lived above the shop, peered out from his upstairs window and worried. The sacks that had been stacked near the back, the canvas flaps, and even the tied parcels creaked and shifted under the push of the wind. The post office was built to be solid and kind, but an old building can always find a weak seam.
A great gust drove at the back door with a sound like someone knocking very hard. One of the crates that had been left ajar, a crate that held odd shaped envelopes and thin packages, rocked and slipped. The canvas flap flipped back. In a twirl of rain and paper, a small envelope that had not been tied into a bundle slipped free. It was light as a moth and carried Emma's drawing on the outside.
Outside, the gutter gulped the rainwater and the street turned into a river that ran for the drain. A gust pulled at the envelope and pushed it through a crack where the drain met the post office wall. It fluttered and spun and then it was gone into a narrow dark pipe that swallowed the sound of paper. Pippin heard nothing but the patter of rain and the creak of Tick in the corner. For a long moment no one noticed. The postmaster was busy checking the shutters and making sure the lamp oil would not spill. Big Sorter was weighed down with parcels and could not be moved by one little crate's mischief. Tick hummed a slow tune about the road. Mara's head turned, then she preened, and then she closed her eyes.
Pippin felt a cold sinking that was not rain. He was small and in the corner, and sometimes no one thought to look where small things lived. He had felt the letter settle inside him earlier that day, and a tiny part of him wished that Emma's words had stayed with him until morning. When he nudged his lid with the faintest jolt, he could almost hear, in his memory, the soft scratch of Emma's pencil. It was as if the letter had a heartbeat that matched his own. He listened hard. A scrap of paper caught in the drafts around the floor and then a whisper of movement carried a sound like a frightened flip. Pippin's little slot quivered.
Something pulled at his inside, an answering little tug that made his metal tremble. He tipped his head and peered toward the post office door. In the drenched light it was only a thin dark line where the drain met the wall. He could not see the letter. A worry grew in him like a tiny coal. "What if it is gone?" thought Pippin. He had never been outside the office after dark. He had never faced the rain and the street and the wide world. He imagined the letter in the dark: soaked and sad, blown along the stones, found by no one. His smallness felt heavy and unwelcome.
Pippin wanted to do something he had never dared to do. He wanted to be more than corner and tin and a polite place for paper. He wanted, very much, to be useful. The thought warmed him small and bright. He nudged his lid again and it made a soft, brave sound. Outside, Mara opened one eye and gave a little chirp. Tick's song stopped. The postmaster muttered downstairs. The rain kept its steady answering-breath on the eaves.
For a moment Pippin stayed still and listened to his own metalsong. Then he made a decision that felt larger than his size. If someone might be lonely without the letter, if Grandma June might wake and not find Emma's picture of a sun, then he must try. He could not let the tiny folded leaf and the tiny drawing of the sun be bribed away by a drain. With a creak that startled only himself, Pippin pushed his little metal lip toward the door and prepared for the first small step he had ever taken outside the warm corner. He had not told anyone. He had not planned. He only knew that he could not sleep while the letter might be lost in the dark. So he waited until the postmaster's footsteps grew soft on the stairs and then — when the house above had quieted and the rain sounded like a lullaby — Pippin slipped away from his corner and rolled, with a very quiet rattle, toward the back door.

    
The Night the Letters Flew
Pippin had never been outside the post office after dark before. The rain made the street shine and every puddle seemed like a small, moving moon. He rolled beneath the back awning where the water drummed a steady beat and the air smelled of wet cobblestones and bread. His red paint shivered with cold drops and he thought of the tiny nick on his lid, which felt like a small story he carried with him. Mara was waiting by the back tiles, feathers ruffled but eyes bright. When she saw Pippin peek out, she hopped down and chirped, 'Oh, you are out! Be careful!' Pippin gave a small metal rattle that meant he was going. He had to find the letter. Together they left the post office and followed the trail the wind had left: a curl of damp paper caught on a gutter, a scrap stuck at the edge of a drain, a little wet corner that flashed white against the stones. The market smelled of chestnuts and pickles and warm bread, and every smell seemed bigger in the night. Small torn bits of paper spun along the street like tiny white boats. Mara pecked at one and said, 'Look, a corner of a drawing,' while Pippin listened hard to any sound of rustle. The rain had worsened and the gutters ran like streams; at the alley near the wall they saw the problem. A fallen wooden crate had jammed against the stone and made a narrow shelf, and a single small envelope had caught on the root and was peeking toward the dark pipe. Big Sorter stood behind them, too broad to fit, and his lid hung low with worry. The postmaster had come out with his coat over his head and looked at the mess, but his hands were full of ragged canvas and tied parcels. Tick tried to push the crate with his little wheels but the wet stones sent him sliding. The current tugged at the paper and, for a small moment, the envelope trembled and moved a fraction farther into the pipe. Pippin shivered with cold, but a warm thought of Emma's sun gave him a small steady courage, and he rolled closer to the pipe.
Mara gasped when the envelope moved another inch. The small paper seemed to twitch like a frightened moth. They scrambled for tools. Mara pecked at a twig they found in the gutter. Tick pushed his metal nose under the crate, but the wood would not budge. The postmaster hurried back to the shop and fetched a slim slat from the toolbox, and Big Sorter tried to tip his lid low to give them more room. Nothing could reach the narrow bend where the pipe turned. The water pulled faster and a new rush came down the street, making a small roar that filled the alley. Every attempt to fish the letter slid the tool aside or made the envelope fold in on itself and move farther into the dark. The postmaster frowned and said they might have to wait until morning. Brittle fear spread like a cold across the little group. 'No,' Mara said. 'We cannot wait if it is a letter from a child.' Tick clicked his wheels and found a rope with a knot, forming a tiny loop, while the postmaster held a lantern close and Big Sorter offered a wooden slat that might guide a hook. The postmaster tried to gently push a long wire, but the wire bent and squealed and could not pass the roots inside the pipe. The light from the lantern trembled on the envelope but could not catch the whole picture. Pippin watched and felt that pull in his metal bones. He thought about how small he was and how small can sometimes fit where hands and hooks do not. Mara puffed her chest and said, 'Pippin, you are small and quick. Could you... could you look?' Pippin's lid trembled at the idea. He had never been into a dark pipe. He had never faced water that wanted to pull things away. But the image of Grandma June opening a letter with a cup of tea and a laugh pressed like a warm coin into his metal heart. With friends gathering and the rain still beating, Pippin made a slow, small movement toward the gap. He paused and took a tiny, trembly breath now.
Mara tucked a small loop of rope under Pippin's rim and sang a soft line to steady him. The group made a thin chain of effort: Mara, Tick, the postmaster, Big Sorter offering his wide face as a barrier, and the small bright lantern that threw a warm circle on the stones. Pippin inched forward, one little rattle at a time, and peered into the dark. At first all he saw was shadow and the slick curve of the pipe, but then a tiny, pale corner flashed and Pippin felt a quick, bright pull inside him. It was the corner of an envelope and it showed a sliver of color from Emma's little sun. Pippin's bolt sang with a strange mixture of fear and something like warmth. The postmaster whispered that perhaps they could dig the crate away in the morning, but that did not help them now. They tried to think of clever hooks and long, thin rods, and the postmaster braced a broom handle while Tick steadied it. Mara tried to reach with a twig but the pipe bent away and the twig bent like a small, soft bone. Every attempt seemed only to push the envelope farther in, and sometimes the rush of water would fold it and tuck it deeper still. Pippin felt small and thin, and a cold question ran through his bolts: What if the letter went away and no one found it? Mara stroked his rim with a wing and whispered, 'Sometimes we must be the small helper who goes where others cannot.' Pippin's lid trembled at the idea. He rolled his front lip until his small body was half inside the shadow. Inside, the darkness was not complete; there were small echoes and the soft, worrying sound of water. A pale corner of the envelope shivered in the gloom as if it missed being held. Tick wrapped his rope loop around Pippin's rim and gave a little tug to show that they meant to help, not to push him in. No one shouted now; everyone waited as if the night itself were holding its breath. Pippin rolled slightly and felt the cool mouth of the pipe press against his rim. A surge of water rushed past and the envelope slipped again, a whisper into the dark. The idea struck him: if he did not try, the letter might vanish forever in the dark.

    
A Small Helper, A Big Delivery
Inside the pipe the world had narrowed until it fit across Pippin's round back. Stone pressed at his sides and the cool, wet air smelled like mud and ink. The faint bright smudge of Emma's sun seemed to shine from the little corner of the envelope, a small bright coin in a gray place. Water moved past him in a steady, impatient rush, and each tiny bump and scrape felt enormous. Pippin had kept letters safe for so long that carrying one inside him felt like doing what he was made for, but this was different: here there was no welcoming shelf or warm counter, no postmaster's careful hands. There was only the dark and the press of small, stubborn fear. He thought of Emma's freckled smile and of Grandma June's tea that might taste a little empty without the words inside the leaf-folded paper. That thought made his bolts tighten and gave him a small, stubborn courage.
Outside, the team worked in their own careful orchestra. The postmaster kept the lantern low so the light would not wash away the small shapes they needed to see. Mara fluttered from the crate to the pipe and back, pecking at a twig or nudging a towel, giving Pippin kindness in the way she could: quick noises and a feathered nudge. Tick used his bulk and steady wheels to brace the broken crate so it would not slip into the drain, while Big Sorter leaned a wide, wooden side against the stone to make a little shelter from the water for Pippin to hide his work. Even the pavement seemed to help by catching puddles in a way that slowed their flow a hair. The postmaster's voice, low and steady, told everyone where to place their hands and how to hold the rope. It became a chorus of small, exact actions, and each one made Pippin feel less alone.
Inside the pipe, Pippin did one thing at a time. He squeezed his rim until he could slide a corner of the envelope into his hollow mouth. The paper was softer than he expected, warmed in places by Emma's tiny palm. He slid his mouth to catch a corner and let the letter come inside him as if accepting a guest. The moment the paper rested within his hollow, it stilled; the scratch of pencil quieted into a steady beat. But the pipe had one more stubborn twist and when a new surge pushed through, the envelope wanted to be washed away. Pippin pressed back with all the small strength his bolts could gather. The rope pulled steady, Mara sang a tiny tune, and Tick hummed along as if his metal belly could become a drum of courage. The postmaster's breath kept a rhythm like a clock. Pippin's mind was very clear: he would not let the letter float away.
He listened for the sound of their footsteps like a tide of small promises — a soft pull when the rope tightened, a low hum from Tick's wheels, the tiny clack of Big Sorter's lid as it steadied. Each small sound stitched him to the surface above and kept him from floating into worry. When the postmaster's hands found the rope and gave a careful, even tug, Pippin felt the entire town's breath move with it. He gave one last steady squeeze and held the paper as if it were the most precious cargo he'd ever known.
Then the tug came. The postmaster called, 'Hold steady!' and the rope sang with tension. Pippin felt the pull in his small round body as if a giant hand were coaxing him backward. The slick stone made him slip in a small, frightening slide; his wheels skidded and for a breath he thought the pipe might let him go. The envelope shifted inside him with a soft, alarming rustle. Pippin tightened every bolt and remembered Mara's feathered nudge; he braced as if his metal could hold a cliff. Outside, Tick dug his wheels into the cobbles and pushed with a groan full of old roads. The postmaster leaned, using all the steady muscles that had lifted parcels for years. Big Sorter pressed his wooden face against the crate and the stone until he creaked like an old friend.
For a moment the world narrowed to the wet scrape of his paint and the sound of ropes and breath. The envelope slid a fraction and Pippin's lid bumped its edge, catching it again before it could slip away. He felt the damp press of the folded leaf and thought of Emma's careful hand. In a joint effort that felt like the slow closing of a circle, Tick braced, the postmaster tied a hand-knot to steady the rope, and Mara bobbed up to the pipe mouth to watch for any more trouble. Then, with one great steady pull and the strength of every small promise around him, they drew Pippin out of the pipe.
He came out like a little red comet, spinning and wet, and the first thing he felt was light and the smell of dry cloth. The towel the postmaster had brought was wrapped around him and Tick gave a triumphant, rusty laugh. Pippin rolled on the cobbles, a smear of gray mud along his base and a new shine where water caught his dent. He opened his mouth a little and felt the paper safe inside — slightly wrinkled, smelling of rain and ink, and still holding Emma's sun as if it had never been far from home. The group who had gathered gave small victorious noises: Mara chirped, the postmaster sighed with relief, Big Sorter let out a creak that sounded like a proud chuckle, and Tick told a little cart-song as he balanced himself. Even the puddles seemed to clap in a small, splashing applause.
The postmaster gently lifted the letter from Pippin's hollow and laid it on a clean cloth. The pressed leaf had darkened but was whole, and the pencil lines of Emma's sun looked bolder against the damp. They patted it gently to push the water into the towel and set a flat board beneath it to keep it from bending. 'We must get this to Mrs. June before she wakes,' the postmaster said, glancing at the route and then smiling at Pippin as if reassurances could be given with a look. Pippin's dent felt like a medal.
They worked through the late drizzle and the town's tired hush, wrapping the letter in a small inner envelope to keep the leaf safe while allowing Emma's sun to peer out. Mara tucked the damp corner with careful pecks, Big Sorter held the flat board steady against the puff and pull of the wind, and Tick suggested a slow, smooth path that would avoid the worst of the puddles. When the time came at last, the postmaster said, 'We should take him along. Pippin carried the letter and he should be the one to see it delivered.' The idea made Pippin's rim tremble with an odd blend of shyness and pride. He had never ridden beyond the post office threshold for such a reason, and the notion of moving toward Willow Lane with the letter snug inside made his small bolts sing like a bell.
Dawn arrived pale and clean. The rain had softened into soft mist that caught in the hedges like a shy thing. Pippin was placed on the bed of Tick's cart, wrapped in a towel for comfort, and Mara hopped on his rim like a bright flag. The townspeople still noticed them as they moved; shutters lifted and small faces peered out, blinking at the sight of a little red postbox rolling down the lane toward a house with blue-rimmed teacups. The road smelled of warm bread and clean linen and everyone seemed to step a fraction slower to see the small parade. On Willow Lane the gate opened for them as if it had always known they would come, and the blue door of Grandma June's house gave a friendly creak. The postmaster held the envelope with care and called softly, 'Mrs. June, we have a delivery.'
Grandma June appeared at the door with a shawl around her shoulders and a puzzled but tender expression. When she saw the postmaster with the damp, carefully wrapped letter, her puzzled expression folded into something very like hope. She took the envelope in both hands and felt the leaf inside with her thumb. Then she opened it and began to read. Emma's handwriting, little and bright, seemed to make the morning warmer. She laughed at the line about a lost button and sighed with pleasure at the silly story Emma promised to tell. Tears came to her eyes and she smiled so widely that Pippin felt warmth run through his metal like sun through a windowpane.
Grandma June pressed the letter to her chest and then, with a smile full of surprise, invited them in for a cup of tea. The kitchen smelled of lemon and was tidy and full of small, remembered things. Pippin could not go inside the house, but he sat on the step and felt the morning light like a soft hand on his paint. Children from nearby houses came to look at the small red postbox and the tale spread quickly: a dented, brave little thing had gone into the dark and brought back a child's letter. The postmaster told the story in a warm, quick way while Mara sang a bright little tune and Tick hummed along like a slow drum.
Back at the Market Street Post Office that afternoon, things felt a shade different. People who used to hurry past Pippin's corner now paused to drop in a note or a sketch, and some of them gave him an extra careful tuck as if they had always meant to. Emma returned later with a bunch of daisies and a grin and pressed her small face to the counter. 'Thank you,' she told Pippin in a whisper meant for his slot. The postmaster polished Pippin's brass number until it shone and gave it a small ribbon not because he needed to, but because small things sometimes deserved a visible kindness.
When evening came, Pippin settled into his corner with a comfortable tiredness. He had been small and frightened and then small and brave, and it felt, quietly, like the bravest sort of work to keep safe the things others needed. He listened to the rustle of stamps and the soft chatter of friends and felt the glow of being known. Outside, the rain might return or the wind might hurry past again, but inside the post office the light held and Pippin felt that he had a place not only as a tin with a slot but as a small keeper of someone's sun.
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