




First prize winner (gold medal): Mi-kyong Ryu – 11, Korea (Rep.)
Theme for 7th International Letter Writing Competition for Young People
«The postman, my best friend»
My dear Uncle P: 

Since I advanced to the fifth form, I’ve been busy with my schoolwork, coming home late from school. There is of course nothing I dislike about it, except that I can’t see you as much as I used to. I’ve known you for a long time and you’re a very good friend of mine. But somehow I haven’t been able to tell you about me. So please let me take this opportunity to do so. Would you please hear me out? 

I once had a father myself. But he passed away when I was in my first year of elementary school. Strangely enough, I was not so sad then. It was simply beyond me to believe that he died forever. I thought he would come back in a few days. But he never returned. As days passed, I longed for my father. When my friends happily talked about their fathers, I was sad and envied them. I even hated my father for being dead. 

One day, we studied about writing letters at school. Our teacher taught us that letters were a wonderful thing that carried our message to people far away. It occurred to me that it might be possible for me to write to my father in heaven and receive answers from him. That day our teacher gave us homework. It was writing a letter to someone we hadn’t seen for a long time and wanted to see. 

I wrote one to my father. Since I didn’t know his address, I just wrote “To Heaven” on the envelope. When other kids looked at the address of my letter, they made fun of me, saying “How can a dead man receive a letter? And who delivers it to heaven?” I was so ashamed of myself that I did not give it to the teacher. I lied to her, saying that I hadn’t done my homework. But now that I had learned to write letters, I wrote to my father almost every day after that. 

One afternoon, I was playing on the playground when I saw a postman walking over to the school with his large letter bag. I was so glad and excited to see him that I cried, “Excuse me!” but then I was unable to continue. The postman stopped and, like my own uncle, asked to know what the matter was. 
“Sir, can a letter go even to heaven?” 

“Who’s in heaven?” 

“My father.” 

“Bring me your letter tomorrow. I’ll write the address of heaven on it and send it to your father.” 
I can’t tell how happy I was then. Everyday after that, I brought a letter and gave it to him. It was about a week later when I first received an answer from my father. I was beside myself with happiness. But unfortunately I didn’t dare let my mother know this, for she wept whenever my father was mentioned. 

He never failed to answer my letters. He asked me to be a good girl. I studied hard, for I didn’t want to disappoint my father. 

About a couple of months had passed when the postman stopped coming to our school. A new man had taken over. My father’s letters also stopped coming. I complained to my teacher about the new postman not bringing my letters. 
“Are you waiting for a letter from someone?” 

“Yes, letters from my father.” 

“Your father is dead, isn’t he?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Have you been receiving letters from him?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 
She looked at me for a while. Then she gently seized my hands and told me that it was impossible to send a letter to heaven. I must be old enough to know that. The former postman must have been very kind, for he answered all my letters not to disappoint me, to make me happy, just like other kids in school. He acted for my father. 

After listening to my teacher, I slowly began to realize what had actually happened. I cried loudly in front of her. I wanted to call the kind postman my father. I loved him just as much as I loved my father in heaven. 
My dear Uncle P, if you were I, could you forget about that postman? My heart will always be with the man who must be trotting along some street somewhere even at this very moment. 

Yours sincerely, 

Mi-kyong Ryu 

