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  The Envelope


Standing on her tiptoes, a Little Girl put an Envelope in the mailbox. 
It was a long letter addressed to a Little Boy she used to play with, penned in her childish handwriting.
The Envelope was the first thing the mailman saw as he opened the mailbox the next day. It was on the very top of a big pile of letters and no one could have missed it. However, there were no addresses written on it.
The Little Girl knew the Little Boy moved to a place far away, though she did not know where exactly. 
Looks like this one is not going anywhere, the mailman thought. You see, the Envelope had no address on it. Not the Little Boy’s, not the Little Girl’s, either. What it did have was a small star drawn by the Little Girl. She had no idea what a return address was. In the end, the mailman gently placed the Envelope on the mailbox, hoping the sender would come get it.
Lying on its back, the Envelope watched as the mailman put all the other letters in his messenger bag and rode away on his bike. 
For a long time the Envelope lay there, till it could wait no longer. It decided to deliver himself to the Little Boy.
Down the Envelope jumped from the mailbox. Yet it did not know where to begin his search. It did not know whether to go left or right.
There was a Wildflower on the other side of the road. The Envelope carefully looked to its left, then to its right, making sure there were no pedestrians or vehicles before finally crossing the road.
“Hi there, have you seen a little boy who recently moved away?” asked the Envelope politely.
The Wildflower, bathing languidly in the sun, answered with another question, “What little boy? I haven’t seen any little boy. I’m only a few days old. The sun is beautiful today, wouldn’t you say?”
“I’ll take that as a no,” said the Envelope.
The Wildflower shook her head, her leaves stretching in the sun. “Why don’t you try your luck in the park? My flower friends live there. They might be able to help you. You know, that’s where my seed came from.”
“Thank you!” the Envelope said while taking a bow. And before departing, it said to the Wildflower, “Yes, the sun is indeed beautiful today. Have a nice day!”
On and on the Envelope walked, and made its way to the park. There were fields of wildflowers and what wonderful colors they dressed themselves in – magenta, light yellow, and dark blue. There were many Dandelions, too. The Envelope was about to ask the wildflowers, when a Squirrel popped its head out.
“Who are you? And what are you doing here?” asked the Squirrel rather seriously.
The Dandelions also raised their question in unison, “Tell us, tell us, who might you be?”
“I’m the Envelope, and I’m looking for a little boy who used to live here but moved away,” said the Envelope.
“Oh, him. He’s on the other side of the mountains now. He and the Little Girl used to come play with me all the time,” said the Squirrel.
The Dandelions did not know the Little Boy, so once again they asked in unison, “Tell us, tell us, who might he be?”
“But it’s so far away!” the Envelope gasped as it gazed over at the mountains the Squirrel was pointing at. “Heaven only knows how long it will take for me to reach there.”
The Squirrel thought about it for a moment and said, “I have an idea. Follow me.”
The Envelope followed the Squirrel and climbed up a tree. “Jump when the wind comes,” said the Squirrel as it pointed at the end of the branch, motioning for the Envelope to step forward.
The Envelope tiptoed over as the branch grew thinner by the step. It looked down and felt dizzy. Turning its head back it asked the Squirrel, “Will this really work?”
Patting itself on the chest, the Squirrel promised, “Trust me. The wind will carry you over the mountains.”
Just then, a gust of wind made its timely arrival. A slight chill stole over the Envelope as the leaves began to shake. “Now! Jump!” shouted the Squirrel.
Following the Squirrel’s order, the Envelope ran toward the end of the branch and launched itself into the air.
It fell. It kept falling. Then, suddenly, it was borne up by the wind. It felt lighter than ever.
The Envelope found itself surrounded by a host of white, fluffy “parachutes” in midair. Turns out, those were Dandelion Seeds, taking flight in the wind.
“WHEE! WE ARE FLYING!” the Seeds were beyond happiness.
Before long, the wind had carried the Envelope and the Dandelion Seeds over the mountains. From high above, the Envelope saw a town.
Then, all of a sudden, the Envelope crashed into a Telephone Pole and made its unexpected landing. The Dandelion Seeds, on the other hand, continued onwards with their joyous voyage.
“Oops, sorry I bumped into you,” said the Envelope to the Telephone Pole as it picked itself up.
“No worries at all, little fella. I hardly felt a thing. Say, where are you headed?” inquired the Telephone Pole.
“I’m looking for a little boy. He used to live on the other side of the mountains but moved here recently,” replied the Envelope.
“Ah, I remember him. Poor boy, he cried his heart out on the way here. Said he wanted to play with the Little Girl on the other side of the mountains.”
“Do you know where he went?” the Envelope asked.
“I remember seeing them heading to my right. I watched them cross the river in a boat and then they were out of sight. You might want to take your question to the river,” said the Telephone Pole.
The Envelope looked to the right of the Telephone Pole and there was indeed a river not too far away.
The Telephone Pole went on to say, “But there’s no bridge on the river. Plus, there’re no ferries this time of year, either.”
“Then how am I supposed to cross the river?” said the Envelope.
And that’s when the Envelope heard a quack from behind. It twisted around and saw a row of ducks approaching. Leading the group was the Mother Duck, with her Ducklings in tow, marching in perfect sync. The Mother Duck came up to the Envelope and said, “I can give you a ride.”
“Really?” the Envelope asked in surprise. “That would be a huge help!”
“Come on,” the Mother Duck took a couple of steps forward while her Ducklings stayed put. They were making room so the Envelope could be right behind the Mother Duck.
And just like that, the group made their way to the river. The river was quite wide and the Envelope was worried. “I can’t swim like you do. I’ll be drenched the moment I’m in water.”
“I’m well aware of that, honey. Don’t you worry, you can just hop on my back and I’ll carry you over,” consoled the Mother Duck.
With that, she stepped closer to the river, pushed with her webbed feet, and dove elegantly into the water. “Quack!” That was her signal. The Envelope hopped with all its might and landed on the Mother Duck’s back covered with smooth feathers. Right afterwards, the Ducklings one by one leaped into the river as well.
Sitting comfortably on the Mother Duck’s back, the Envelope took in the view on the river. Then, the Ducklings got curious and asked, “You’ve got something drawn on you. What is it?”
“Why, it’s a star. It belongs to a little girl and a little boy.”
“It’s so beautiful!” the Ducklings announced their praise in unison.
Soon after, they reached the other side of the river. The Envelope hopped ashore and said, “Thank you!” The Mother Duck said, “You’re quite welcome. I hope you find who you’re looking for.” Then she swam away with her Ducklings.
The Envelope found itself faced with three roads, extending into different directions. It hesitated, not knowing which one to take. It pondered for quite a while, but still couldn’t make a choice. Then it realized that it didn’t really matter; what mattered was that it was going forward. The answer lay ahead. With that, the Envelope regained confidence, and chose the road on its right-hand side.
As the Envelope journeyed on, a blanket of leaves rolled out at its feet, and everything seemed dim and shadowy as the sun was nowhere to be seen. It looked up and saw an Old Willow, its branches drooping, masking the sun. “Greetings! I’m looking for a little boy who recently moved here. Do you happen to know
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