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PUFFIN BOOKS

THE DEAD LETTER BOX

The idea came to Louie while she was lying
in bed thinking about an old film that she
had seen on the telly at Gran’s. It showed
how spies didn’t send their letters through
the post but left them in secret places, to be
picked up later by their friends.

A dcad letter box was just what Louie needed
to keep in touch with /Zer friend, Glenda,
who had moved away to a new house. And
she knew the perfect place for it: an old
book in the library.

The story of how Louie leaves her secret let-
ters in the library, with unexpected results,
makes for an unusual, funny book that will
be enjoyed by children up to nine.
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I

Louie and Glenda

For five months now there had been a
FOR SALE sign outside Glenda’s house.
Louie hardly noticed it any more; it had
become part of the garden, like the con-
crete goblins, the bird-bath, and the green
lamp post which grew up through the
hedge; a tall tin plant with an orange
flower on top that bloomed only at
night.

Louie had forgotten that there was ever
a time when the sign had not stood there,
and she had begun to forget what it meant,
so she was surprised one morning when
she stopped on her way to school to wait
for Glenda, and saw that the sign had
changed. It no longer said FOR SALE. It
said SOLD.

“‘You’ve sold your house,” Louie said,
when Glenda came out through the gate-
way.






‘Last week,” said Glenda. “They only
changed the sign yesterday.’

‘You never told me.’

‘I forgot.’

Louie remembered then what it was
that ske had forgotten: when Glenda’s
house was sold, Glenda would move away
and Louie might never see her again, even
though Glenda had been living at her end
of the street as long as Louie had lived at the
other. She had worked hard to forget it.

‘If it was me I wouldn’t have forgotten
to tell you,” Louie complained, as they
walked round the corner into Manor
Drive.

‘But you’re not moving,” Glenda said.

‘I might move one day. If I moved I’d
tell you right away.’

‘But I wouldn’t be here,” said Glenda.

They were getting near the school, and
people were turning into Manor Drive
from all the other side roads. Glenda and
Louie were best friends, but Glenda was
Louie’s only friend, while everybody was
Glenda’s friend. Glenda might start talk-
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ing to almost anyone, even if Louie were
already talking to her.

‘When are you going” Louie asked,
quickly, but she was only just in time.

‘In the holidays, I expect. Not till the
end of term, anyway,’ said Glenda, and
hung back to talk to a girl from the top
class who was coming up alongside them.
Louie found that she was walking on her

own, and started to hurry, so that people
would think that she had left Glenda

behind, and not that Glenda had left her
in front.

Louie stood next to Glenda in
Assembly, but there was no chance to talk
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because they were in the choir and every-
one could see them, up at the front. There
was no chance to ask questions in class,
because Glenda was on the other side of
the room. Once they had sat at the same
table, but Miss Ward said they talked too
much, so now Louie had to share with
Wayne Hodges, who wore his snorkel
jacket indoors and sat with the hood
zipped up, so that he looked like a ship’s
ventilator. Glenda was over by the
window with Sarah and Helen Tate who
were twins and talked only to each other,
and Joanne Smith who sucked her pigtails
and never talked at all.

Louie sat staring at the two shifty eyes
that were Wayne, deep, deep inside his
ventilator, and wondered what it would
be like next term in Mrs Thomas’s class,
without Glenda. She would have to make
another friend. She looked round the room
to see who might do, but everybody had
friends already. You could not go round
saying to people, ‘Will you be my friend?”’
They would giggle and say ‘Why?” She
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looked at Wayne again. Being friends with
Wayne would be like having a pet tortoise,
and she had a pet tortoise. Half the time it
wouldn’t come out.

Miss Ward moved between the tables,
looking at people’s work.

‘Now, Michael, that’s not very clever,
is it? Stop writing on your leg, Sarah.
Wayne, take your coat off — how many
more times? Yes, Glenda?’

‘I’ve finished my card, Miss. Can I go
down the lib’ry, Miss?’

‘Library, not liberry,” said Miss Ward.
‘Say it properly.’
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‘Can I go down the library?”’ Glenda said,
already half out of her seat. She always
finished first, and she always ended the
morning in the library, looking for a book to
read, although she never seemed to find
one. Louie watched her leave the room. In
fifteen minutes the bell would ring. Glenda
would rush home for lunch and not come
back until it was time for afternoon lessons.
Louie ate atschool because her Mum was at
work. At this rate she would never manage
to speak to Glenda before home time, and
then Glenda would be staying late for gym-
nastics, after school.

Louie had an idea, and hurried to finish
her own work card.
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‘Can I go down the lib’ry, please,
Miss?’

‘Down where?

“The lib’ry.’

‘Library,” said Miss Ward. ‘How many
more times? Library, not liberry. It’s not
a fruit. It doesn’t grow on a liberry bush.
Li-bra-ree.’

‘Can I?

‘All right. Off you go.” Louie went. Miss
Ward was still at it as she left. “Wayne,
take your coat off. How many more
times?’

‘Here we go round the liberry bush, the
liberry bush, the liberry bush,’ sang Louie,
under her breath, as she went down the
corridor.

Glenda, looking very learned, was sit-
ting on the carpet in the library area, with
books piled all round her. She was reading
a comic. Louie took a book from the near-
est shelf and sat down beside her.

“You got finished quickly,” Glenda said,
surprised. Louie usually finished every-
thing last, because she sat and thought
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