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From his upstairs window one snowy morning, and 

for no particular reason, Karl noticed that the paint 

was peeling at the gable of the cottage across the 

street. “He should get vinyl,” Karl muttered, 

perhaps to the cat beginning to paw at him for 

breakfast. The heating kicked on and the whir of 

warm air found its way up the ducts to the second 

floor, making it hard to hear even the sound of an 

occasional car driving by in the morning snow.  

He saw his friend Anna, the mail carrier, park her 

truck in the street and carry a large bundle of mail 

and a small box to the cottage front door. She 

knocked for a minute, then started calling into the 

small window at the top of the door and tapped on 

it. “My dear,” he thought, “just leave it on the step. 

No one is ever home.”  

 But, this time, there was. A man appeared at the 

door. Karl didn’t recognize him, as was typical for 

the renters, who came and went every few months. 

Karl liked the man’s red shirt, and Anna seemed 

pleased to see it, too. She gave him the bundles and 

gesturing, “Wait here,” zipped back to her truck 

and pulled out a heavy, white box. 

“A late Christmas present,” Karl remarked to his 

cat. “Maybe she will bring us something, too! We 

better get downstairs to answer the door.” It was a 

joke, one the cat understood. Karl liked Anna. 

Everyone did. For him, at his age and with a stiff 

limp, she could be his only contact with humans for 

a whole week or more. He reached down and 

scratched the cat’s head, then gave another glance 

out the window to see if she was headed his way. 

He was surprised to see the cottage door still open, 

yet with no one there. Odd, especially with the 

snow starting up again. He looked for Anna. She 

wasn’t by the truck. Then he saw a carton of 

something, maybe wine, tipped over in the road, 

leaking red onto the snow. The box looked like the 

one Anna had been pulling from the truck a 

moment earlier. 

Then he saw the red shirt of the tenant. He was 

bending over something. Someone in blue between 

two parked cars.  

“Anna!” he gasped. “Not again!” He leaned hard on 

the banister to get down the stairs as quickly as he 

could and rushed out the door in his slippers, the 

frigid air slicing his bathrobe and the snow licking 

his ankles. He pushed out to the street and crossed 

to the man hovering over Anna’s uniformed body. 

“Is she OK?” 

The man stood up and pawed his jeans looking for 

his phone. He glanced at Karl as he tapped the 

emergency number, then held out the phone to 

him. “You talk!” he commanded. Karl took the 

phone, looked at Anna, motionless on the snow 

bank, and spoke: 

“Hello? Yes. The mail lady fell down in the 

snow…I don’t know, she isn’t moving.” He read 

out the house-locator code stamped on the 

mailbox. He agreed to remain on the line until help 

came. 

Meanwhile the man had gone back into the cottage. 

A school-age girl stood in the open door. The man 

returned with an armful of blankets, put one over 
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Karl’s shoulders and then folded one under Anna’s 

head and draped her. He called to the girl standing 

in the doorway, in a brisk language Karl couldn't 

name. She waved, “Come in.”  

Inside, she showed him a chair in the front room, 

but they stood together, watching through the 

frosted window. 

“I’m Old Karl, from across the street.” 

“I know. I see you talking to her.” The girl pointed 

to Anna. “She likes you.” 

“Ah! Well, me too! I love that lady. And what’s your 

name, honey?” 

“Anna…Are you talking to the doctor on that 

phone?”  

“Yes. The ambulance.” 

“Will they come here fast?” 

“They came for me in three minutes last year.” 

 “Oh!” 

“Anna is a nice name. It’s also her name, our mail 

lady.” The girl nodded, then turned quickly and 

went to the kitchen in the next room.  “Does school 

have a snow day?” he called over to her. 

“No. Christmas time.” She ran water in the sink, 

and said, in a dropping voice, “She is my Aunt.” 

But Karl was listening to the man on the phone. He 

went back to the window. The girl’s father, his red 

shirt now flecked with white, still bent close to 

Anna, talking to her. A siren penetrated the winter 

air. The man stood up and looked down the street, 

wiping  snow from his eyes. 

 “I hear them,” Karl spoke into the phone, and to 

the girl said, “They’re coming! I am going back 

outside. Can you get a coat for yourself and your 

father?” 

“Karl, wait!” She pulled two coats off the kitchen 

chairs and took Karl’s hand. “I’m afraid.” 

“Yes. I know. She will be OK.” He opened the 

door and watched her run to her father and huddle 

with him beside Anna, still silent in the blankets. 

And then the street burst with sirens and lights, and 

everything, even the falling snowflakes, even the 

waiting white mail truck, flickered red and yellow. 

A New Year’s party wishing her well. 


