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Deep in the heart of the forest, where the trees grew tall and

the ferns grew wide, there stood a very old tree stump. Inside

that stump was the tiniest post office you could ever imagine.

It had a little wooden counter, a row of tiny mail slots, and a

brass bell that went ding-ding when someone came in. And

who do you think ran this post office? A young mouse named

Pip, the youngest postal worker in the whole forest.
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Pip was small, about the height of a pine cone, with soft grey

fur and a pale cream belly. His big round dark brown eyes

sparkled with cheerfulness, and his pink ears and nose

twitched with excitement every morning. He wore a small blue

postal cap with a brass button and carried a red satchel bag

with a yellow buckle. Tiny rolled letters peeked out of the

satchel, ready to be delivered.
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Every day, Pip sorted the mail with care. He knew every

animal in the forest and which letter belonged to whom. "Good

morning, Pip!" called a robin named Rosie, who often stopped

by. Pip would wave his tiny pink paw and say, "Good morning,

Rosie! Special delivery for you today!" The forest animals

loved their tiny post office, and Pip loved making sure every

letter found its friend.
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One morning, the sky turned dark and heavy rain began to fall.

It rained and rained, and the little streams turned into rushing

rivers. The rain washed away all the delivery routes! Paths

turned to mud, bridges were swept downstream, and the usual

ways to reach the far side of the forest were gone. Pip stood at

the post office door, watching the water rise, and his big eyes

grew worried.
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Just then, Ollie the owl swooped down and landed softly beside

Pip. Ollie was the senior postal worker, tall and round with

warm brown feathers and cream speckles on his chest. He

wore round wire spectacles and a green scarf wrapped around

his neck. "The routes are gone, Pip," Ollie said calmly. "What

shall we do?" Pip looked at the satchel full of letters and said,

"We can't let these letters wait. They must reach their friends!"
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Pip thought and thought. He watched the rain falling and the

stream rushing by. Then he saw a leaf float on the water and

bob along like a tiny boat. "That's it!" he cried. "We can use

leaf boats to float the mail down the stream!" Ollie's amber

eyes twinkled behind his spectacles. "A clever idea, Pip," he

said. "Let's try it."
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Pip and Ollie hurried to gather smooth green leaves and tiny

twigs. Pip folded the leaves into little boats and placed a letter

gently inside each one. "We need to test them," Pip said. Just

then, Fern the rabbit hopped over. She wore a simple canvas

mailbag and a folded green rain hat. "I can help," she said,

though her nose twitched with worry. "Let's see if these boats

float."
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Fern set a leaf boat on the stream, and it wobbled and spun.

"Oh no!" Fern gasped. But Pip quickly added a tiny twig as a

keel to keep it steady. They tried again, and this time the leaf

boat sailed smoothly down the stream. "Hooray!" cheered Pip.

"Now we can send letters along the water!" Fern smiled, her

worry fading. "That's wonderful, Pip!"
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But not all letters could go by stream. Some friends lived high

in the trees, far from the water. Pip looked up and saw Rosie

the robin flying overhead. He waved his tiny paw. "Rosie!

Rosie!" he called. Rosie swooped down, her bright orange-red

breast glowing in the grey light. She wore a tiny yellow

messenger sash across her chest. "What's wrong, Pip?" she

asked.
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Pip explained his plan. "The rain washed away the paths, so

we're using leaf boats for the stream. But can you and your

bird friends carry letters through the sky?" Rosie's dark eyes

sparkled. "Of course!" she chirped. "The flock and I can fly

between the raindrops. We'll deliver every letter!" Pip's heart

felt light. With birds in the sky and boats on the stream, the

mail would surely reach everyone.
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Pip sorted the letters into two piles: those for the stream and

those for the sky. He tied tiny waterproof pouches to Rosie's

legs and gave her the sky letters. "Fly safe!" he called. Rosie

led her flock into the rainy sky, their wings beating bravely.

Meanwhile, Pip and Fern set the leaf boats on the stream, one

after another. The little boats bobbed and sailed away, each

carrying a precious letter.
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All day long, the birds flew and the leaf boats floated. Pip

watched from the post office door, cheering each time a bird

returned or a boat set off. Ollie stood beside him, his green

scarf flapping in the wind. "You did it, Pip," Ollie said warmly.

"You found a way when everything seemed lost." Pip's

whiskers twitched with pride, but he knew it was teamwork

that made it happen.
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By evening, the rain stopped, and a soft golden light broke

through the clouds. One by one, the birds returned to the post

office, their pouches empty. Rosie landed last, her yellow sash

bright with raindrops. "Every letter delivered!" she announced.

Fern counted the leaf boats that had come back empty, too.

"All the stream letters reached their friends!" she said happily.

Pip's big round eyes shone with joy.
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The next morning, animals came from all over the forest to

thank Pip. A squirrel waved a letter from her grandmother. A

hedgehog hugged a note from his best friend. "You kept our

friendships strong," they said. Pip blushed under his grey fur.

"I couldn't have done it without Ollie, Rosie, and Fern," he

said. "And without all of you trusting us with your letters."
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From that day on, the tiny post office inside the tree stump

became even busier. Pip kept his blue cap and red satchel

handy, always ready for the next rainy day. He knew that

reliable communication kept friendships strong and happy, and

he was proud to be the forest's youngest postal worker. And

whenever a leaf floated by, he smiled, remembering how a

little idea could carry so much friendship.
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And so, in the heart of the forest, the little post office stayed

open, its brass bell going ding-ding whenever a friend came by.

Pip the mouse, with his big hopeful eyes, would greet them

with a cheerful wave. For he had learned that no rain is too

heavy and no path too lost when you have clever ideas and

good friends to help. The end.
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