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For all the posties in every galaxy.






NOT THE REAL FIRST CHAPTER

The hero’s boots crack the dry desert floor on the volcano planet, Magmalar. Ahead of him is the most dangerous terrain this side of the Forest of Trees That Throw Things at You. Anyone else would turn and run. But not him.

He steps out onto the lava field. It reminds him of his favourite meal: lasagne that’s been in the microwave too long.

[image: A bold, cartoon-style illustration of the word BOOM! in large bubble letters.]

A giant spout of lava surges in front of his face, turning his eyebrows all crispy. But the hero is not scared. He was prepared for this. He steps around it and strides on. He can see the house in the distance, right in the middle of the lava field. He wonders why anyone would build a house there. It seems really silly. But he doesn’t think about it too much, because he has a job to do.

The hero treads carefully across the patchwork of holes in the ground. Holes which could, at any moment, spew the hottest substance in the galaxy and turn him into beef jerky.

He feels a rumble under his feet. Bad news. Just as he begins to sprint, the eruptions begin, spitting out flamy goo all over the place. He dives and dodges, speeds and sprints as the heat roasts his back. The safe zone of the house is just ahead, but is he going to make it? IS HE GOING TO MAKE IT?

[image: A cartoon-style illustration of Peter running frantically while holding an envelope, surrounded by splashes of liquid and chaotic energy.]

Of course he is. This is the beginning of the book.

The hero leaps into the safe zone, does a super-cool roll, then jumps to his feet and rings the doorbell of the house.

[image: A cartoon-style illustration of Peter with sunglasses, a fake mustache, and an envelope, smiling slyly.]

A Magmalarian answers, all five of her mouths hanging open.

‘That was incredible!’ she says. ‘Who are you?’

He smiles and lifts his shades as he hands her the letter.

‘I’m Postman Planet,’ he says.

He leaves a dramatic pause for his theme song to play, but then the Magmalarian ruins it by tapping him on the shoulder and saying, ‘Oh, this isn’t for me. He moved out last year.’





THEME SONG

Postman Planet,

What a man!

He doesn’t bring letters in a bright red van,

But an awesome ship that zooms through outer space,

Whizzing by at lightning pace.

Postman Planet,

He’s so dreamy!

He’ll deliver your parcels

if it’s cold or steamy.

The galaxy will never be the same,

Cos bad guys tremble when

they hear his name.

OW! POSTMAN PLANET, YEAHHHHH!

Written by P. Planet






CHAPTER ONE: THE REAL FIRST CHAPTER


Here’s what I want you to do: I want you to go to your wardrobe. Don’t worry about a monster being in there – I told him to clear off. Right, open your wardrobe and pull out your SUPER POWERFUL SPACE TELESCOPE.

Okay, now what I want you to do is aim it at the sky. Only do this if it’s nighttime. If you do it in the day, you’ll risk sunburn of the eyeballs.

By now, you should be seeing the usual sights, but don’t stop. I want you to miss Mercury, jilt Jupiter, snub Saturn, neglect Neptune, and not even THINK about giggling at Uranus. Keep zooming that SUPER POWERFUL SPACE TELESCOPE until our solar system is behind you and you’re in a completely different galaxy.

Okay, now you see that first planet? That perfect round marble? That’s the one I want you to focus on. That’s Orderon. Now I’ll admit that from a distance, Orderon seems grey and boring, but look a little closer. Keep zooming in until you can see the streets and the buildings and the people.

[image: An illustration of identical, tired-looking workers with briefcases walking and riding a bus labeled City Centre.]

Oh yeah, I forgot, it is grey and boring. Sorry.

Right, as you’re here, I might as well tell you a story about it.






CHAPTER TWO: ORDERON


Orderon is grey. Grey buildings, grey skies, grey grass. Grey, grey, grey, as far as the eye can see. Their rainbow song? Rubbish.


Light grey and dark grey and medium grey,

That type of grey that’s almost blaaaaaaaack!



But without Orderon, the galaxy would be in big trouble. You see, Orderon is the planet where all the boring jobs are done.

Buses on Babblefripp? Organized on Orderon.

[image: A cartoon-style bus labeled Fripp City is filled with cloud-like characters, including a grumpy driver and worried passengers.]

School dinners on Sporktopia? Organized on Orderon.

[image: A cartoonish alien with spots looks distressed while sitting at a table with unappetizing food and a carton labeled Grey Milk.]

Dentists on Dishora? Organized on Orderon.

[image: A cartoon-style illustration of a person repairing a monstrous creature with multiple eyes, sharp teeth, and wheels for legs.]

You name it, Orderon organizes it. And they get it right – EVERY TIME.

The part of Orderon that takes getting it right the most seriously is the postal service. They sort letters and parcels from across the galaxy and get them to their destinations super quick. They have a fleet of shiny spaceships that zip out of the depot every morning, piloted by Orderonian postpeople. They deliver mail to every corner of the universe no matter the weather: rain, shine, or in the case of the Ouchie Planet, wind that’s really hot and sharp somehow.

But there are some postal missions that are too hard, too dangerous, too COOL for the ordinary postpeople to handle. And that’s when it’s a job for…
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WINNER OF THE BEST POSTPERSON ON EARTH CONTEST!

[image: Emoji: Envelope.] POSTMAN PLANET! [image: Emoji: Envelope.]

HANDPICKED BY THE ORDERONIANS TO HANDLE THEIR TOUGHEST DELIVERIES!

[image: Emoji: Envelope.] POSTMAN PLANET! [image: Emoji: Envelope.]

NO PARCEL TOO HEAVY, NO ENVELOPE TOO PAPER-CUTTY. IF YOU WANT IT DELIVERED,

POSTMAN PLANET IS YOUR MAN!

[image: Emoji: Envelope.]




We find our hero strutting into the Intergalactic Postal Depot first thing on a Monday morning. Unlike his surroundings, Postman Planet is alive with colour. His shirt is red, his shorts are black, one of his teeth is gold (just kidding). In other words, he’s a real cool guy.

[image: Peter wearing sunglasses, a mustache, and a space-themed shirt strikes a confident pose with sparkles around them.]

There’s an enormous tube in the middle of the room. Letters and parcels whizz through it, heading for the sorting deck. Postman Planet checks out his reflection in the glass.

‘Looking good,’ he says, giving himself a wink and smoothing down his moustache.

At the bottom of the tube, he finds his workmates grabbing the letters as they fly out of the end.

‘Nice catch, Zibble.’

‘Good to see you working hard, Druzbit.’

‘Klorp, have you been working out?’

Postman Planet thinks it’s important that the ordinary people get to see him every once in a while. It makes them happy.

‘They all love me,’ he says to himself as he climbs the stairs. Of course, because he’s an Earthling and not an Orderonian, he can’t turn his head all the way round. That means he can’t see his co-workers rolling their eyes and laughing and doing funny impressions of him.

Upstairs, there’s a huge office door that is a slightly darker tone of grey to everything else, to let everyone know that the person behind it is super important.

Postman Planet presses his palm into a panel on the wall beside the door and it swishes open.

The Intergalactic Postmistress sits behind her grey desk in front of a grey window which has a view of a grey meadow with grey cows grazing the grey grass. She is tiny, about the size of a human four-year-old, but with a face as saggy and wrinkly as an elephant that’s been in the bath all day.
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