
Mr Pegg’s 
POST

Elena Topouzoglou

Many thanks to my dad, Tony,  Kallie and Nicholas.

First published in the UK in 2018
by New Frontier Publishing Europe Ltd
93 Harbord Street, London SW6 6PN

www.newfrontierpublishing.co.uk

ISBN: xx (HB)

Text and illustrations copyright © Elena Topouzoglou 2018
The rights of  Elena Topouzoglou to be identified as the author and  

illustrator of  this work have been asserted.

All rights reserved.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of  trade or 
otherwise, be lent, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form of  binding 
or cover other than that in which it is published. No part of  this publication 

may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or 
by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) 

without the prior written permission of  New Frontier Publishing Europe Ltd.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from  
the British Library.

Designed by Celeste Hulme
Printed in China

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1



Anna lived with her mum and dad in a lighthouse  
by the edge of  the sea. 



Every day Mr Pegg, the pelican postman, would drop off  
letters for her parents. Every day Anna hoped for a letter 

just for her.

 Anna would spend her days indoors 
reading or outside, in her rowboat, 

while the sun was shining.  
But Anna was lonely.



One day there was a terrible storm. 
‘Anna! Come inside!’ cried her mum. At least I tied up my boat safely, she thought. 

Finally the clouds parted and the wind 
stopped howling.  

It was quiet at last, but then … 

THUMP! 
Someone was at the door. 

‘Who could it be?’ 
wondered Anna.



It was Mr Pegg.
‘Oh no! My wing!’ he cried.

‘What happened?’ asked Anna.
‘I was flying here when the storm struck.
The wind was so strong – it blew me into  

a tree,’ said Mr Pegg.



Anna ushered Mr Pegg inside.

She bandaged his wing and made 
him a hot cup of  tea. 

‘Do you feel better now?’ she asked.
‘How will I ever deliver my letters in time? I can’t fly,’ said Mr Pegg. 

Anna thought hard. Mr Pegg might not be able to fly, but ...


