
“The time is now 6:30a.m. Good morning 
everyone...” the radio reminded me to hurry, or 
otherwise I would be late on the first working day. 

I could see the blue sky with a shining sun and 
all people were smiling. All the things surrounding me 
seemed to be saying “congratulations” to me! “Hello, 
Ben! Welcome and hope you enjoy working here.” 
This was my first day working in a post office and I 
finally became a postman. “Sure!” I replied with my 
iconic smile. I quickly went to my working desk and 
started to sort a large heap of letters. “This will be 
sent to King Building and this is Grand Centre…’’I 
kept sorting the letters for the whole morning. “ To my 
friend’’ There was no address on the envelope. I had 
no idea where the letter should be addressed to and 
who was going to receive the letter. “What should I do 
with this letter?” I asked thousands of questions. “Ben, 
you simply ignore this kind of letters.” “Ignore it?” The 
reason why I would like to be a postman was to deliver 
love and the message of every letter to everyone, how 
could I ignore a letter? The handwriting was just like a 
little boy, and so, I decided to be the “boy’s friend’’ and 
started to read his letter.

“Hello, my friend, today, I was bullied by my 
classmates… They teased me because I lost all my 
hair as a result of receiving chemotherapy. However, I 
didn’t cry. I didn’t want those who care about me and 
love me be sad. After writing this letter, I feel relaxed. 
Thanks for listening to me, my friend.”

“How come this boy can face such adversity with a 
big heart and bravery?” I asked myself. As his ‘friend’, 
I took out my pen and paper and started to write a few 
lines. I kept reading and replying the letter every day. 

I guessed I had done it for 5 months, no matter that 
day was a sunny day or a rainy day, there must be a 
letter written by the little boy, except today... I didn’t 
know why I felt so anxious because of it, maybe I really 
become his friend. I took out my pen and started to 
write a few lines as usual.

“My dear friend, anything fun happened today? 
Don’t forget to share some with me. I will be with you 
fighting by your side… ”

I went to the little boy’s home and put it into the 
mailbox. When I turned around, the boy shouted, “Hey, 
are you Ben, the postman who replied to my letters?” I 
was astonished and felt a little happy. I looked at him 
and said “yes” after a few seconds. “Thank you Ben! 
It’s great to have you as my friend and we finally meet 
and talk to each other. I have to move to another city 
very soon and I have to tell you this bad news face-to-
face, my friend... ” Tears started to stream down his 
cheeks. I had no idea what to do next. I just simply let 
him cry and sat next to him. 

”Ben, will you keep writing letters to me?”

“Sure!”

“You are really great, and you give me bravery and 
hope.” 

The little boy probably didn’t know that the one 
who inspired Ben to be positive and hopeful was him.

Ben, as a postman, was very determined to deliver 
positive messages to others and made the whole 
society full of love.
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