Mick’s Party

Dearly Beloved Brethren, we are gathered here today to pay homage to Mick the Post.

Mick has been our Postie for 10 years now and has left a deep impression on us all.

Mick has a strident voice.  It easily travels the length of Fleet Close, such that every word, and even every intake of breath, can be clearly heard.  It is for this reason that the doors of Fleet Close, normally open, are firmly closed when that voice is heard.

However, Mick is never daunted by closed doors.  His version of “Postman’s Knock” is, like his voice, strident.  Nobody else can get the same decibels from the knocker.  It says “I know you are in there and it’s time to come out”.

One opens the door with some trepidation.  What will it be today?

Sometimes, but rarely, it is to do with Post Office business – a package has arrived – for next door.  Could we take it in?  

Even rarer, a package has arrived for us.  Perhaps some vitamin pills, which he will shake and make some comment about illegal substances, or my week’s supply of Viagra.  Perhaps a DVD, for which the inevitable comment will refer to pornographic material being unsuitable for old people like us.  Perhaps a book, which will elicit the enquiry as to which of our table legs is too short.

Most often it has nothing to do with the Post Office.  He believes in neighbours getting to know each other better, which is why he passes on snippets of information.

They’re selling at number 42 – they seem to be getting a lot of stuff from estate agents.  Mind you, they won’t get 500,000 for that place – they’ll be lucky to get 450.

The people at 35 are going on the same cruise as you – I’ve just delivered their tickets this morning as well.   Where is it you’re going?  Kazakhstan?  Sounds good.  And another snippet will wing its way round the village.

I mentioned in passing Mick’s social conscience – the way he encourages neighbours to talk to each other, which they now do.  “Mick’s been round.  I seem to have got some of your post”.  We still don’t know whether it is social conscience or the vanity of not wearing reading glasses.  Sometimes this “getting to know you” extends beyond immediate houses – after all, Fleet Close and Friars Gardens are similar in that they both begin with F.

Mick is in the forefront of the Post Office’s decision to delay deliveries to non-business areas until after noon.  Let’s face it, he is supposed to average 4mph to get round on time.  And he does, but not while talking.  So the post can come at any time after 12, or 1 or 2…

But then Mick has a golden heart.  When Molly died, his first delivery a few days later was to Haydn.  All those cards of sympathy could not wait for a man who was clearly  distressed.  Yes – Mick did not want to carry all that weight on the rest of the round!

It is the knowledge that Mick will apply intelligence to his deliveries that has deterred me from ordering lead bars from Amazon .

I understand from some visually impaired people that Mick helps them read their post.  He certainly practises by reading everybody’s postcards, such that many villagers address their cards to “Mick and Family”.

Mick is a master forger with faultless memory.  He remembers everybody’s signature and signs for those packages he cannot foist on neighbours.  Many is the time we have returned to find a note that the package is in the barbecue round the back.  This service is one I know we all appreciate.

So, multi-faceted Mick, with the heart of gold.  We will miss you.  We will miss your cheerful demeanour.  We will miss your news publishing capability.  We will miss your care and love that you seem to have for all your customers.

We wish you a long and happy retirement, playing golf, watching your beloved grandchildren grow and going on holidays.

Just remember to address your postcard to the village shop  “Dear Postie and Villagers”

I think we have clubbed together to buy you a second class stamp, or some such memento.  

(Presentation)

I’d like to thank Carole for organising this event.  I know it has been a lot of work getting people to even admit to knowing Mick, let alone contributing.  But then she found the winning argument “Give me a fiver and I’ll get rid of Mick”.

Dear Mick – we will miss you.  You really do have a heart of gold and you have served us all well.  Thank you for the past ten years and may you enjoy the next ten, twenty or thirty years.  With all that extra time, you can continue your association with this village - and pass on the gossip - as a helper in the Village Shop!

We should all raise our glasses to celebrate Mick – who richly deserves the accolade of “A Real Character”

