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Dedicated to all the parents and children everywhere. 



 

 

 

 

                                                                                           

                                                                          A toy well built 

 

  

 

Brings joy to adult and child 

 

 

                               

                            And perhaps shapes a future 

 

 

Which neither could have seen 



 
Sometimes the sky is sunny    
Other times it is gray. 

 
Clear and cloudless 
Are meant for play. 

 
Dark and menacing 
Means home you stay. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Logan stared through the propeller’s arc at the blackness directly in front of him. The words of 
his flight instructor clearly came back to him: ‘If you can’t fly over or around a storm; land and 
wait for it to pass... or die.’  
 
These were good words to follow if it were possible. Currently the owner of ‘Logan Airways’ 
and proud Post Master General of Island Airmail was flying over the open ocean. It was the 
longest of his weekly flights on the ‘out islands’ mail run. His aircraft did have pontoons but 
trying to weather a storm of this magnitude on the water was not even a consideration.  If he did 
manage to land in the choppy swell created by the storm’s brutality his little airplane would 
probably still flip over after breasting a wave and catching the wind full chest. Nor could he turn 
around since he was past the halfway mark and wouldn’t have fuel enough to make home again. 
 
The feeling of ice in the pit of his stomach played against the throaty roar of the engine as the 
Fox surveyed his world; realizing in short order what a pickle he was in. He’d never seen 
weather form this quickly before; not more than fifteen minutes earlier the sky had been sunny 
and clear. There had been nothing to foretell the ugliness of the bluish black clouds to his front.  
 
Lightning splayed outward as if reaching for him ending in the juncture of another cloud. This 
was still a distance off but the wind was already beginning to buffet the mail carrier’s wings. 
 
“Looks like you and I are both going to find out what we’re made of,” the pilot said loudly to his 
aircraft. He expected no reply, knowing the craft within which he sat was only a machine; but he 
spoke to it all the same. This was an airman’s superstition; that every aircraft had a soul and was 
a living thing. The engine’s tone changed to one clearly sounding out its determination and 
defiance to the storm. 



 

 

 

 

 

Logan climbed into his little airplane all by 
himself when Grandma was not looking. 

He was supposed to be taking a nap but when 
exploring in the closet he’d found a box within 
which was an unopened letter.  

Though he could not read yet he knew it had to 
be delivered. Grandpa had always told him so. 

Grabbing the propeller control he began the spin 
up and growled a good engine noise before 
starting the Little Airplane on its way with a 
slow but steady rocking motion. 

 
  



The aircraft bobbed up and then dove violently as it was caught in a downdraft. Chased by 
lightning Logan fought for control while not being able to see anything outside of his cockpit. 
The thunder’s voice boomed loud enough to mask even the noise of the straining engine. 
 
“WHO ARE YOU TO CHALLENGE ME?!” the malevolent spirit of the storm shouted as the 
little aircraft plummeted.  
 
Pushing the carburetor mixture to rich and its heat controller to full, the pilot pulled back on the 
stick with all of his strength. “MY NAME IS LOGAN!” he yelled back, “AND I CARRY THE 
MAIL! YOU MUST LET ME THROUGH!” 
 
The engine noise flattened as his craft clawed its way back to altitude; but not before its 
pontoons became wet from the cresting waves of the ocean. “STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON 
STRAIGHT ON...” sang the little airplane’s mechanical heart. The wind in its wires gave chorus 
in a Valkyrie’s voice as if the Viking spirit had come to claim the pilot as her own. 
 
“YOU CANNOT COME HERE!” the storm commanded. “YOU WILL PERISH IF YOU 
CONTINUE! I CANNOT LET YOU THROUGH!” 
 
“STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON...” and they began to climb 
again back into the blackness of the storm. 
 
The spirit’s face formed in the black clouds and it snarled, blowing a great wind which pelted 
both aircraft and pilot with bits of hail that stung like bees and rattled off of the propeller like 
machine gun fire. 
 
Logan responded by turning towards the wind and an updraft rocketed him to the heights at 
which the ice was formed within the clouds. His altimeter spun like a maddened clock and he felt 
the faintness of a thin atmosphere. Moving the fuel mixture control out he leaned it to the altitude 
and pushed his stick forward again trying to stay under twelve thousand feet where he would 
become unconscious. 
 
“I AM NOT AFRAID!” he yelled at the storm. “I AM NOT AFRAID!” 
 
“STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON...” roared the airplane. 
 
“YOU CAN’T DO IT ALONE!” the storm’s spirit laughed. “NO ONE CAN FACE ME 
ALONE! I AM TOO POWERFUL!” 
 
The little airplane’s voice reflected calm against the noise of the hail and the thunder. It was no 
less determined than its pilot. “HE IS NOT ALONE! STRAIGHT ON STRAIGHT ON...”  
 
Rolling onto its back with pontoons straight up in the air like feet the machine with an iron heart 
dove again with the understanding that its pilot was in trouble. “We are two, we are two, we are 
two, we are two...” it sang to the storm. “We are two... straight on through... we are two... 
straight on through...” 



 

The little Fox rocked and rocked and rocked. 
The letter he’d found was now tucked up into 
his pajamas and his aviator’s hat was on his 
head. 
 
Near him the dining table became a Storm Spirit 
pointing a pitch fork at him. 
 
“I WANT THAT LETTER!” it yelled. 
 
“NO!” Logan yelled back. “YOU CAN’T 
HAVE IT!” 
 
This woke Grandma Fox from her nap. Her ears 
twitched and detected the noise of a little 
airplane whose propeller was rapidly spinning 
around with its ‘squeak squeak’ of a mouse’s 
voice. 
 
Rising from her chair she peered into the sun 
room from her living room and quietly watched 
the kit who was supposed to be asleep. 
 



The storm was relentless and stubborn; doing everything it could to down the aviator. Logan, 
too, was relentless in trying to save his aircraft and his life. Though there was a small floatation 
device under the seat of the cockpit it would not save him should he go into the ocean but only 
prolong his agony as he bobbed among the waves. 
 
“Hang with it Little Airplane,” he yelled to his craft. “We can beat this!” 
 
“Straight on through straight on through...” it replied; and then the engine stopped. 
 
For a split second the pilot’s heart stopped too... and then the engine caught again roaring even 
more loudly at the storm’s spirit which was laughing stridently at having been able to invade the 
craft’s magneto with its moisture. 
 
“STRAIGHT ON THROUGH STRAIGHT ON THROUGH...” and they began to climb again 
battling back the lost altitude. 
 
The storm’s spirit formed in front of them. Reaching out a cloudy arm it slapped the craft on top 
of its upper wing. Its vapor like fingers disintegrated around the structure but the blow caused a 
loss of altitude. He struck again but at the little airplanes belly causing it to rise and then 
downward on one wing causing it to roll. When the craft’s roar of defiance did not diminish the 
storm creature snarled and snatched the goggles from the pilot’s head rendering him blind within 
the rain soaked prop wash. 
 
Logan gasped and held his free paw up to his eyes covering them for protection; and then they 
were through to the storm’s middle and a calmness belied by the clouds and the wind whirling 
around the periphery. Squinting hard against the wind the pilot adjusted his throttle; reining in 
his galloping aerial steed. Leaning over the side of the cockpit, he looked down and saw an 
island bearing a good cove where they could hide until the brute winds would finish passing by. 
Perhaps then he could continue on. 
 
“Do you see it Little Airplane,” he yelled out. The aircraft responded with a rise and fall of its 
engine RPM’s. “We need to get down before the backside of the storm finds us again!” 
 
As if on its own the aircraft began a downward spiral towards the island with the cove. Within 
moments the Fox, furiously working the rudder pedals and control stick, allowed the pontoons to 
touch down directly within the cove’s waters. 
 
Pushing his throttle all the way in he cut the power to idle, allowing the drag from the ocean’s 
water to slow his craft which he directed towards the small beach. As soon as the pontoons made 
contact with the sand he flipped the magneto switch to ‘off’ and the engine died, the propeller 
quietly following through for several turns before stopping entirely. 
 
The sudden silence was almost deafening. Exhausted, the Fox sat back in the cockpit and closed 
his eyes.  
  
 



Logan let his propeller wind down on its own. 
He’d just done some serious rocking and he was 
very tired. Not having had his nap yet was sure 
to have something to do with this. 
 
He stuck his tongue out at the table/storm spirit. 
“You can’t stop the mail plane,” he told it, “We 
get through no matter what.” 
 
“I am the ‘what’,” the imaginary spirit replied, 
“And I will stop you on your return flight. I then 
take the letter you carry with you.” 
 
Climbing out of the rocking chair, the little Fox 
felt his stomach rumble and was happy to find a 
plate of cookies and a glass of milk waiting for 
him on his little dining table. 
 
He heard the note of a piano next door, followed 
by the warbling voice of the vixen who lived 
there. Raising his face he responded with 
airplane noises which caused the faint sound of 
laughter. 



Logan opened his eyes and beheld a sunny blue sky framed behind palm branches moving in a 
gentle breeze.  
 
“Did you sleep well?” a voice asked. It was a very familiar voice and one he had not heard in a 
long long time. It caused him to sit straight up. 
 
“I took my nap Grandma!” 
 
The old Fox looked at her grandson and smiled. She was sitting on the sand next to him looking  
much younger than he remembered. “I recall hearing that once,” she told him, “I also recollect 
you’d flown your rocker all around the sun room until you could hardly keep your eyes open.” 
 
The pilot yawned and stretched. “Obviously I’m still asleep and you’re a wonderful person to 
dream about. You made really good cookies Grammy. As I recall you didn’t even yell at me.” 
 
“You were doing what you were born to do... how could I yell?” Her smile widened. “I did make 
good cookies didn’t I?” 
 
“Oh yes... oatmeal with coconut and raisins. Those were my absolute favorites.” 
 
“The coconut was your idea.” 
 
There was a quiet moment where they both looked out to the water and the little airplane sitting 
on the beach. Its colors were bright and cheery belying the heavy stains caused by the exhaust of 
the engine and the black swirling winds surrounding the island.  
 
“She’s very pretty,” the older Fox told him. “If memory serves me, those are the very same 
colors of your rocker.”  
 
“Your memory serves you very well,” he told her, “At least I hope it does because I pulled the 
colors from my own memories.” He looked sad for a moment. “I lost track of things after I 
received the news... I am so far from home.” 
 
She placed a paw on his arm. “It’s all right. Life is like that. You were away at school then. I 
understood that. Your Grandfather is so proud of you.” 
 
“That I followed in his footsteps?” 
 
“That you delivered the birthday card I’d forgotten all about. In it he reminded me of his love... 
the same love that moved him to build the little airplane rocker.” 
 
Logan looked back to his aircraft and saw his grandfather sitting upon its wing. One paw rested 
upon the cockpit combing. With the other he waved cheerily. 
 
 



When Logan opened his eyes he was lying on 
his grandmother’s lap. Looking up he saw that 
her eyes were also closed in a nap. In her paw 
was the card he’d delivered to her. It had been 
read, and re-read, and read again. 
 
As soon as he moved she woke, blinking her 
eyes as old Foxes will do when waking. Pulling 
her grandson up to her chest, she hugged him 
for the letter he had delivered. 
 
“The mail is so very important,” she told him. 
“And yet we do not appreciate that so much.” 
She paused to tickle his ribs and then said, “The 
letters carry love to so many people. Perhaps 
you should write a birthday card to the little 
vixen next door.” 
 
“But I don’t know how to write,” he protested. 
 
His grandmother would not be put off. “You tell 
me what to write and I will do it for you.” 
 



Logan had a good visit with his grandparents who seemed more in love than ever. He felt this 
was a wonderful dream and threw himself into it with his whole heart. They laughed and hugged. 
They built a sand castle just like in the old days. And then it was time to go. 
 
“I suppose I have to wake up now,” the aviator told his grandparents. 
 
“Oh, you’re not dreaming,” his grandfather told him, “This is all quite real.” 
 
“Then what...” he began to ask, but Granny’s paw was placed upon his arm just like in the old 
days. He was drawn to look into her eyes. 
 
“You are the Post Master General of the Island Airmail,” she told him, “And we have a mail bag 
full of lost letters for you. We have promised those who lost them that we would speak with you 
about their delivery.” 
 
“It’s not a large bag,” his grandfather added. “I can help you load it into the airplane and then 
swing the prop through for you.”  
 
The pilot’s eyes were pulled to the storm still swirling around them. “Will I die?” he asked. 
 
His grandfather’s paw came down upon his shoulder. “You made it here,” he said seriously, 
“You can make it out again. You are a fine aviator.” 
 
He smiled and placed his own paw upon that of his ancestor. “No less than you Grandfather... no 
less than you.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Grammy handed the birthday card she’d penned 
for Logan and winked at him. “It’s not exactly 
what I might have written,” she told him, “But it 
is what you told me to write.” 
 
“Girls are stinky,” he told her with emphasis. 
 
The old Fox laughed and then told him, “I’m a 
girl.” 
 
“But you’re my grandma,” he countered. 
 
She pushed a finger to his nose. “I shall put you 
into your airplane now and leave you be to fly 
this letter over to Tasha Fox like you’re 
supposed to.” 
 
And so she did and so he flew; but the 
table/storm spirit made good on its promise and 
took the letter far away when the rocker crashed 
into it. 
 
 
 
 



As the little airplane taxied out from the beach the Storm Spirit formed its face in the clouds. Its 
lips snarling with flashes of lightning but it spoke no words as there was nothing to say. The pilot 
would fly into his embrace because there was nowhere else for him to go. When that happened 
the creature would do his best to make sure the pilot would never fly again. 
 
Logan reached down and checked the mail pouch under his seat. It was tied in place with a cord, 
taking the place of his life jacket which was left behind. “You just stay put and I’ll get you all 
home he said aloud.” That the promise was hollow never occurred to him; he meant what he 
said. “OK then,” he told his aircraft, “We can do this. What do you say... mag check?” 
 
The engine tic tic tic’d its response and then hummed happily up and down the scales as he 
advanced the throttle to full and back. “Take off take off take off take off...” it purred as they 
floated out to a good starting position. Once there the pilot kicked the rudder left and then right 
to ensure they went full distance. Next he held it full right in order to do a slow circle so he could 
check the area before committing himself to the sky. 
 
“Take off take off take off take off...” sang the engine quietly until the throttle was pushed full 
on. “TAKE OFF TAKE OFF TAKE OFF TAKE OFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFF...” 
 
In only a hundred feet the pontoons planed upon the water and the bow wave they threw became 
smaller. In another hundred there was no wave at all and the distance to the water began to grow. 
With a slight wiggle of the stick he waggled the wings in a wave to his grandparents then circled 
around and around in order to gain the altitude he would need in the island’s clear air. 
 
The Storm Spirit was ready for him when he came in and unleashed bolt after bolt of lightning. 
The sound was like the devil’s artillery standing a pitched battle at the gates of Hell. “GIVE ME 
THE MAIL BAG!” it roared at the mail carrier. “GIVE IT TO ME AND YOU MAY PASS!” 
 
“I WILL NOT!” Logan yelled back, squinting his eyes against the wind and rain, “I WILL 
NOT!” 
 
“WILL NOT WILL NOT WILL NOT...” echoed the aircraft’s engine. 
 
The wind lashed at them, plucking and prying, poking and prodding, as the Storm Spirit did its 
best to take the mail bag. The aircraft went into a heads down dive as it came to them, grabbing 
onto the side of the cockpit. The pilot, using the arm that had been shielding his eyes, pounded 
upon the creature’s fingers yelled his defiance; matching the engine’s crescendo as the altimeter 
unwound. They exchanged blows in a back and forth pummeling that hurt the spirit as much as it 
hurt the pilot and all the time the aircraft spun down through the blinding torrent. 
 
With a desperate lunge the storm sprite managed to take the bag. Ripping it open he laughed as 
he let the letters spray out into the circling winds. He laughed until the pilot punched him in the 
nose and snatched the bag back again. With a shove he was dislodged and the pilot turned back 
to the business of flying his aircraft. 
 
 



After the rocker crashed against the table Logan 
was spilled out.  
 
“I shall always beat you,” the table/storm spirit 
told him. Snatching the birthday card Granny 
had written for him he held it up for the child to 
see and laughed before turning back into ‘just’ a 
table. 
 
Granny came to him when she heard his cries. 
Her grandson was inconsolable at the loss of the 
card but look as she might there was no finding 
it. 
 
After this incident, Logan had avoided the table 
and did not rock in the little airplane until it was 
moved to another room. It was his grandfather 
who spoke the wisdom to him that got him back 
into the cockpit. 
 
“Your airplane loves you and she is 
disappointed that you have lost your faith. Fly 
with her again... show her she is wrong.” 



“I BELIEVE IN YOU!” Logan yelled above the noise of the engine as he struggled to get the 
airplane’s nose up. By now he’d lost all recognition of up or down, left or right. “I BELIEVE IN 
YOU!”  
 
His attitude indicator, which had been spinning wildly, steadied. With a flattening of the engine’s 
screaming the nose began to lift. “I BELIEVE IN YOU TOO, STRAIGHT ON THROUGH... I 
BELIEVE IN YOU TOO, STRAIGHT ON THROUGH... HOME AGAIN HOME AGAIN, 
STRAIGHT ON THROUGH!” 
 
“I WILL NEVER LET YOUR LITTLE AIRPLANE GO!” the storm spirit yelled from behind 
them.  
 
Though the slip stream carried the words well away Logan heard them clearly. The Fox turned to 
see the spirit creature’s claws dug deeply into the tail. Without saying a word he turned and 
kicked his rudder left and right several times slapping the creature in the face with the rudder. 
With a shriek of anger the unwanted passenger was thrown off like ice from a spinning propeller.  
 
A moment later the aircraft broke free of the storm and flew into clear air and sunshine. The 
pilot, never looking back, executed a victory roll. In doing this he missed the phenomenon of the 
storm’s disappearance; which happened as quickly as it had formed.  
 
Within the mail bag, now tucked back under the cockpit seat, but a single letter remained. 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



After the tears... After the searching...  After the 
accusations of lying which was something the elder 
Fox would not tolerate; Logan was taken by the 
hand and led next door to Tasha Fox’s house to wish 
a Happy Birthday and to explain the missing card.  
 
Granny knocked on the door and then they waited 
for the young Fox to be fetched by her own 
grandmother, who was Granny’s good friend. Soon 
the little Fox was peering out from between her 
elder’s legs. 
 
“The Storm Spirit took your card,” Logan sniffled, 
“And that’s the truth.” 
 
“I heard him yelling at you,” Tasha replied, which 
raised the eyebrows of both grandmothers. “He’s 
very mean.” 
 
“Yes,” the little pilot agreed, “But one day I’ll get it 
back for you.” 
 
“Promise?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 



A full month after the incident of the storm, Logan finally landed upon the lake near his old 
neighborhood. The trip had taken much time and much planning as these things do. Standing 
upon the doorstep of the house next to the house he grew up in, he rang the bell fully expecting 
everyone to have moved on as he had himself. A beautiful young vixen answered the door and 
her smile was immediate.  
 
“Logan Fox, could it really be you or am I seeing a ghost?” 
 
The pilot blushed. “Tasha... Has it really been that long?” 
 
“Yes... it has.” 
 
“And you’re still here.” 
 
“And so now are you.” 
 
He held out the single letter that was within his mail bag when he’d landed. “This is for you, 
addressed and the proper postage applied. I swore an oath to deliver it since I am the Post Master 
General of the Island Airmail. As I recall... I also promised I would find it and bring it to you a 
long long time ago.” 
 
Taking the letter from him, Tasha looked at its front. The hand writing was in a neat and clearly 
penned writing; denoting someone who had grown up in an earlier era of pen and inkwell. “It is 
addressed to me,” she said as she carefully opened the envelope. Reading the first few words the 
vixen burst out laughing. “All girls are stinky?” she asked him. 
 
The pilot laughed too. “That was a long time ago and you can trust me that my opinions have 
changed dramatically.” 
 
“Please come in,” the vixen voiced, even then feeling her heart quicken. “We will have tea and 
you can tell me all about how you found this treasure. I’m sure that mean old Storm Spirit was 
not very happy in giving it up.” 
 
As soon as Logan stepped into the foyer he saw his old rocking chair airplane sitting before the 
front window as if it had been watching out for him. One of the rockers was broken and the once 
colorful paint job was chipped and faded. “Is that...” 
 
“Yes,” she told him, placing her paw on his arm in the same way his grandmother might have. 
“When the new owners moved in next door they tossed it onto the garbage pile so I rescued it.” 
 
“You did that for me?” 
 
“Yes. You were not here to do it yourself, and I was sure you would come home one day. I think 
they surely must be related to your Storm Spirit as they failed to see the toy’s beauty.” 
 



There was a moment’s quiet and then they hugged. “As I had failed to see yours,” he whispered. 
After a moment he sniffed at her and then added, “And you’re not even a bit stinky.” 
 
This got him a poke in the ribs which only caused the pair to laugh in happiness.  
 
The little airplane and its pilot were at last truly home. 
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