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In the heart of the green forest, where sunlight danced

through the leaves, lived a friendly pine marten named Pip.

With his chestnut fur and cream chest, he looked very smart in

his red postman satchel and little blue cap. Every morning, Pip

set off along the winding paths, carrying letters from one

woodland home to another. The animals all smiled when they

saw him coming, because Pip always brought news and kind

words.
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Pip loved his job more than anything. He kept his brass buckle

polished and his cap perched just right. 'A letter is a little

piece of friendship,' he would say as he tucked each envelope

safely into his satchel. The forest creatures trusted him with

their most important messages. And Pip never, ever lost a

single one. Not once. Not ever.
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One bright morning, Barnaby the badger waved Pip down near

the old oak tree. Barnaby wore his brown knitted vest and

round wire glasses, and he held out a cream-colored envelope.

'This is for Olive the owl,' he said. 'It's a thank-you letter for

teaching me about the stars.' Pip promised to deliver it safely

and tucked it into his satchel. Then off he went, bushy tail

bouncing behind him.
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Pip trotted along the mossy path, humming a happy tune. He

passed the bramble patch, the trickling stream, and the tall

pine trees. But when he reached Olive's hollow, he reached

into his satchel—and his paw felt nothing but empty space.

The cream envelope was gone! Pip's dark round eyes grew

wide. 'Oh no!' he gasped. 'The letter is missing!'
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Pip searched every corner of his satchel, then retraced his

steps all the way back to the old oak. He looked under leaves

and behind stones, but the letter was nowhere to be found. His

shoulders drooped. 'Barnaby trusted me,' he whispered. 'What

will I do?' Just then, a tiny voice piped up from a nearby fern.
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'I can help!' said a little dormouse named Milly. She was palm-

sized, with golden brown fur, big dark shiny eyes, and a green

scarf with tiny embroidered leaves. Her woven shoulder bag

bounced as she hurried over. 'I'm very good at finding things,'

she said. 'I spot small clues that others miss.' Pip felt a little

hope bloom in his chest.
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Pip and Milly hurried back along the path, side by side. Milly's

long thin tail swished as she peered into every nook and

cranny. 'When did you last see the letter?' she asked. Pip

thought hard. 'I had it near the bramble patch,' he said. 'Then I

crossed the stream and came through the pines.' Milly nodded.

'Let's follow your journey exactly,' she said. 'Every step might

leave a clue.'
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At the bramble patch, they met a squirrel named Sammy, who

was busy sorting acorns. 'Did you see a cream envelope?' Pip

asked. Sammy scratched his head. 'I saw something white

flutter by,' he said. 'The wind took it toward the stream!' Pip

and Milly thanked him and rushed off, their hearts beating fast

with hope.
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By the stream, they found a duck named Dora, preening her

feathers. 'A letter?' she quacked. 'Yes, it floated past me. I

tried to catch it, but it sailed downstream.' Pip groaned. 'Oh

dear!' But Milly pointed to a muddy bank. 'Look!' she

squeaked. 'A paw print—and a tiny corner of paper caught on a

reed!'
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They followed the stream until they reached a fallen log,

where a hedgehog named Hazel was snipping berries. 'Did you

see a letter?' Milly asked. Hazel nodded. 'It blew right into my

berry basket,' she said. 'But then the wind took it again—up

toward the tall pines.' Pip's bushy tail drooped. 'It's getting

farther away!' he sighed.
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Milly put a gentle paw on his arm. 'Don't give up,' she said.

'We're getting closer. Let's think: the wind blows from the

stream toward the pines, right? So the letter must be

somewhere near the tallest pine tree.' Pip's dark eyes lit up.

'You're right!' he said. 'You really do spot the clues I miss.'

Together, they hurried toward the pine grove.
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High in the tallest pine, Olive the owl sat wrapped in her

purple shawl, her golden eyes blinking slowly. 'I saw the letter,'

she hooted softly. 'It fluttered up and landed in my nest. I was

just about to bring it down.' She held out the cream envelope,

a little crumpled but safe. Pip gasped with relief. 'Oh, thank

you!' he cried.
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Pip and Milly thanked Olive and raced back to Barnaby's

burrow. Barnaby's striped face broke into a wide smile when

he saw the letter. 'You found it!' he said. 'I was so worried it

was lost forever.' Pip shook his head. 'I couldn't have done it

without Milly,' he said. Milly blushed under her fur. 'It was

teamwork,' she said. 'We all helped.'
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Barnaby opened the letter and read it aloud: 'Dear Olive, thank

you for teaching me the stars. You are a true friend.' Olive's

golden eyes twinkled when she heard it later. 'A kind word

travels far,' she said. That evening, all the animals gathered

around the old oak tree. Pip raised his little blue cap and said,

'Letters and kind words keep our forest family close.'
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From that day on, Milly often joined Pip on his rounds, her

green scarf fluttering as she skipped along beside him. Pip

gave her a tiny postman's badge for her woven bag. 'You're an

honorary forest postman now,' he said. Milly beamed. And

whenever a letter seemed lost, the two friends would follow its

journey together, step by step, clue by clue.
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The forest animals learned something important: sharing news

and kind words keeps friendships strong. Whether it's a thank-

you note, a hello, or a story from far away, every letter

matters. So if you ever visit the green forest, listen closely. You

might hear Pip's cheerful whistle and Milly's tiny footsteps as

they deliver friendship, one letter at a time.
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