
The year was 1775. Benjamin Franklin, realizing the need for a system 
capable of shuttling people’s letters and packages across the country, 
established the first United States Post Office in Philadelphia.

No. 1

let’s connect people



w o w,  b e n .

t h a t  w a s  m i g h t y
s m a r t  o f  y o u .

s o r r y  w e  t u r n e d
y o u r  g e n i u s  i d e a

i n t o  t h i s .



It’s 4:34 PM. You tap your foot anxiously on the carpeted floor of your 8th 

floor office, waiting for the printer to finish shooting out TPS reports so you 

can get to the Post Office. Your grandmother’s 90th birthday is on Monday, 

and if the sweater set you bought her doesn’t make it on time, there’s going 

to be hell to pay. Paper jam? Fantastic. Good thing your company bought 

all their printers in 1974 and continue to load them with woodchips instead 

of real paper.

Forget it. It’s 4:46 and the Post Office is...well, you have no idea where it’s 

at. You flip through the business pages looking for a number. Or should 

you look in the government pages? Dammit. You don’t know. You Google it 

and see that the nearest substation is eight blocks away. Substation? That 

sounds like a mom & pop sandwich shop. It’s the closest thing you’ve got, 

so you hop in your company Ford and hightail it down there.

*$%#



What? Is there a protest going on? No. That’s the line. There’s one person 

on duty and people are backed up out the door. You grab your grandmoth-

er’s sweaters and run to the back. 4:55. At least you made it.  Half an hour 

later, a large woman with a nametag that reads “Bernice” calls you over 

with a terse “NEXT!” You pile two baby blue sweaters onto the counter and 

say, “These need to be in Connecticut by Monday.” 

“You got a box for these?” 

“Um, no.”

“Over there, to your right. Got lots of sizes.”

“Well how much is one of the bigger ones going to cost me?”

“Won’t know ‘til we weight it out.”

“Can you weigh these now?”

“Not ‘til you box it up! Hurry up, son, we got people waiting.”

Not wanting to stuff your sweaters into a box too small, you grab the big-

gest one they’ve got and slide grandma’s new clothes inside. People are 

watching, and you’re suddenly glad you’re not mailing underpants. Grand-

ma’s address? Somewhere in Connecticut. You pull your cell phone out and 

call your brother. He doesn’t know. Good thing your sister does. She reads 

it off as you translate it to the front of the box. “Make it legible!” You’re writ-

ing two miles an hour in all caps. Stevie Wonder could read this. Once it’s 

all wrapped up, you hand it over to be weighed. It comes to $53. You could 

have fit three pairs of jeans and a windbreaker into the box and still had 

room for a puppy. Whatever.

You pull out your wallet. Only two twenties.

Yeah.

There’s going to be hell to pay.



how long should this 
really take?



the way things work

a quick 
overview

The United States Postal Service (USPS) 

is an independent agency of the United 

States government, responsible for oper-

ating all facets of the postage system. The 

USPS, although it exists as its own entity, 

is owned by the government and con-

trolled by the Presidential appointees and 

the Postmaster General. The Constitution 

grants Congress sole power to establish 

post offices and post roads, and it has 

been interpreted allow a governmental 

monopoly over the delivery of mail; no 

other system may exist without the consent 

of Congress. In addition to collecting and 

distributing the nation’s mail, the USPS 

is responsible for the selling of stamps. 

Employing over 600,000 workers, 

the postal service is the third-largest 

employer in the country (after the Dept. 

of Defense and Wal-Mart).

communication
output

The logo as it currently exists consists of 

a predatory bird’s head cutting sharply 

into a blue diamond. The mark efficiently 

communicates speedy delivery, but little 

else--nothing in the way of personal 

connection through written letters. On 

the whole, the organization almost ubiq-

uitously utilizes the colors red, white and 

blue, lending itself to an implicit associa-

tion with the United States government. 

communication
messages

The communication messages of the Post-

al Service, judging from a quick perusing 

of their website, seem to be those of every 

other billion dollar company: providing 

reliable service to our costumers while 

always keeping your convenience in mind, 

offering top-notch customer service, 

and contributing the community through 

volunteer programs. Information can be 

found about their dedication to continu-

ally improving efficiency by making better 

use of space, staffing, equipment and 

transportation. “Check out one of our 

bajillion services offered” seems to be the 

immediate message of the website. 



p e o p l e  t a l k ;
s o m e t i m e s

t h a t ’ s  g o o d .

s o m e t i m e s  i t  i s n ’ t.

internal
attitudes

external
attitudes

As the USPS is an overwhelmingly large governmental agency, access to 

personell data and employee opinions is generally unattainable. However, 

through popular fiction, the American public has been given some humor-

ous insight into what what may (or may not) go on inside the post office.

In the show Seinfeld, Newman is employed by the USPS, which is por-

trayed as a “powerful, nefarious organization.” Newman claims that zip 

codes are useless and that no mail carrier has successfully delivered more 

than 50% of their mail. The popular phrase “going postal,” as explained 

by the character, occurs because “the mail never stops.” While the phrase is 

largely considered to be an exaggerated act of unrealistic violence commit-

ted in isolated incidents, over thirty acts of mass shootings have taken place 

since 1983.

Multiple reports have been cited regarding employees intentionally 

sabotaging the mailing of letters or other postage pieces: a Rhode Island 

carrier was arrested after 94,000 letters were found buried in his back 

yard; a Colorado carrier was arrested after 3 tons of undelivered mail were 

discovered in his house; 11 carrers in Brooklyn were arrested for throwing 

away thousands of pieces; and the Postal Inspection Service audit found 

that properly addressed mail had been simply discarded in 76% of post 

offices inspected. 

Although it’s probably safe to assume that the majority of the American 

public is thankful for the existence of the postal service, it seems that people 

have a generally negative disposition towards the way the organization op-

erates. Be it the urban myth stories of postal workers shooting up their fel-

low employees; waiting in long lines to buy stamps or send mail; engaging in 

frustrating conversation with slow, rude post office clerks; or dealing with 

mail and packages arriving late or damaged, there are plenty of complaints 

charged to the workings of the USPS.

Example personal lamentations include “failing to properly forward 

magazine subscriptions,” “not receiving mail for the first month of a 

3-month Kansas City relocation,” and “delivering a birthday card to my 

ex-girlfriend 2 weeks late. She lived 30 minutes away.”





she lived 30 minutes away.

“ t h o s e  g u y s 
d e l i v e r e d  m y
g i r l f r i e n d ’ s

b i r t h d ay  c a r d 
t w o  w e e k s  l a t e . ”



s o  w h a t ?

product / service

Mailing a letter becomes a hassle.

People no longer take the time.

Mailing letters becomes a lost art.

Interpersonal communication moves 
exclusively to the digital realm.

Personal connection is lost.

customers

Stopping by the post office does not fit 
into many customers’ schedules.

Customers send what would’ve gone in a 
litter through e-mail or Facebook.

The Postal Service loses market share.

The Postal Service can no longer compete.

The Postal Service goes out of business.

employees

Customers have negative experiences at 
the post office.

The public forms a general negative opin-
ion about the Postal Service.

People refrain from using the Postal 
Service.

Letters do not get mailed.

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?

s o  w h a t ?



*
The United States Postal Service currently exists as an organization 

challenged by the hassle and often complex nature of its service. Little 

emphasis is placed on convenience or empathy towards the time re-

strictions that burden most of the Postal Service’s customers, resulting 

in a negative outward perception that the Postal Service is one of the 

least accessible, least worthwhile means of communication.

attitudes

perceptions

experiences

a problem*



n o  o n e  s h o u l d  r e f r a i n  f r o m 
m a i l i n g  a  l e t t e r  b e c a u s e 

“ i t ’ s  j u s t  t o o  m u c h  w o r k . ”
ever.



m e e t  t h e  g u y s  w h o  a r e 
d o i n g  o u r  j o b  b e t t e r  t h a n 

w e  a r e

e-mailfacebooktextingfedex / ups

Enemy number one. He’s digital, easy, 

free, convenient. An e-mail can be sent 

from almost any device connected to the 

internet. CEOs can send business reports 

from their cell phones to stakeholders 

around the world in a second flat.

But.

You can’t e-mail a gift. An e-mail 

doesn’t have handwriting. There’s no 

satisfaction of ripping open the paper 

envelope to see what weird newspaper 

clippings your grandmother mailed you.

Everyone has it. Barack Obama. Ma-

donna. Your best friend’s mother, who 

won’t stop posting videos of kittens on 

your wall. Anyone can have one, and it’s 

free. Old friends can re-connect; people 

who don’t know each other at all become 

new friends. Photos can be shared, stories 

told, funny moments re-captured.

But.

Your crazy ex-girlfriend can suddenly see 

the new girl you’re dating. Your mother 

just saw the photos of you drinking. With 

your little sister. Your boss saw that you 

posted on your co-workers’ walls that you 

think his suits look like they came from 

1972. You’re pretty sure they did, but it 

doesn’t matter, because you’ve already 

been demoted. Nothing here is real. Fa-

cebook exists entirely in the abstract, and 

as much fun as it is to spend hours learn-

ing everything your friends never wanted 

you to know, it’s just the internet.

Everyone with a cellphone can shoot 

someone a text. You can do it during 

class, during church, during a movie, 

or during dinner. It’s quiet, sly, and 

takes about two seconds if you’ve got the 

thumbs. It’s quicker than a phone call 

and if you don’t want to respond, hey, 

you don’t have to.

But.

OMG! Lol! Rofl! Brb! Texting is not only 

partly responsible for the unfortunate 

downfall of Americans’ ability to speak 

proper English, it’s a generally cold 

method of communication. Certain 

things could never be said through a text 

message. “Hey sis, cant wait 2 see u tom. 

Also mom has cancer.” Oh. Additionally, 

unlike an e-mail, which you can at least 

print off, a text message, once it’s deleted, 

is gone forever. There’s no “Deleted 

Items” folder from which you can recover 

that message you meant to keep forever. 

A text is bytes of information and nothing 

more. Literally.

When it comes to packages, there’s prob-

ably no one better.

But.

Letters still need to  be mailed. Business 

mail, legal mail, personal mail, junk 

mail. Fedex / UPS doesn’t cover that 

realm. There aren’t Fedex / UPS boxes 

at almost every corner or at every home. 

While mailing a package is fast, it’s hardly 

convenient.



h e r e ’ s
h o w  w e 

s t a c k  u p

competitors

usps

fedex / ups

texting

facebook

e-mail

hand-
delivery

complexity

minimal ornamental

representation

real abstract

perceived movement

dynamic static

potency

strong weak

time

traditional futuristic

time movement

retro avant-garde

space

east west

sophistication

cheap luxurious



cold & complex?
that’s no good.

personability

cold warm

easesimple

complex





e s p e c i a l ly  f o r
t h e s e  t w o :

say hello to vanessa & earl



“ i ’ m  s t u c k  o n  c a m p u s  u n t i l 
w e l l  p a s t  s i x . 

i  d o n ’ t  h a v e 
t h e  t i m e . ”

Vanessa is a 22-year old senior screenwriting major at Chapman University in Orange 

County, California. Witty and sarcastic, she has an adept grasp of language and is 

very near the top of her class. Her free time, when she can find it, is often spent read-

ing, visiting the nearest California beach, or furiously scribbling the sitcom she keeps 

developing outside of class.

Having grown up with parents who enjoyed traveling, Katrina spent most summers 

away from her hometown of Bellingham, WA. Each new locale brought new friends, 

new individuals with whom she vowed to keep correspondence—a promise that, de-

spite the rigors of college and the tendency we have to forget those we rarely see, 

she’s upheld. Outlets like Facebook and Myspace facilitate long-distance communi-

cation, but she also enjoys writing letters and sending gifts, for which she relies on 

the Postal Service. Her boyfriend of two and a half years, Dan, attends Harvard Law 

School in Massachusetts and doesn’t condone Facebook. They write each other con-

stantly, often utilizing the mailbox as or more frequently than they do the telephone. 

Unfortunately, Katrina’s schedule affords her little time to reach the post office before 

it closes. On campus from early in the morning until well past dinnertime, she often 

finds that letters or gifts she’d like to mail wind up going unsent.



Eighty-six, half-deaf, and miserable to be around, Earl hasn’t got many friends—at 

least not in Birmingham, where he’s been living since he moved there with his late wife 

Maria in 1952. It’s a small house; it was barely big enough for two, but upon his wife’s 

passing, the extra space transformed the place into something a little more cozy. 

Before marrying his wife and moving to Alabama, Earl lived a myriad of different plac-

es. Born in South Carolina, he and his mother moved up and down the east coast until 

he was 18, when he enlisted in the military and was sent to Okinawa, Japan during 

WWII. One of a platoon of 26 (18 of which survived), he returned to America in 1948, 

after briefly visiting and staying in various parts of the Orient. In his old age, keeping 

written correspondence with the individuals he befriended in the East is the closest 

thing he has to a sense of friendship and community. He often sends commercial ob-

jects from Western culture across the sea, and in return, his friends mail him trinkets 

from the places he can now only remember through the accumulation of foreign nick-

nacks. Injured during the war, Earl has little mobility in his legs and doesn’t quite trust 

himself behind the wheel of a car, making a trip to the post office almost more hassle 

than it’s worth.

“ i  c a n ’ t  e v e n
d r i v e  a n y m o r e .

h o w  a m  i 
g o n n a  g e t  t h i s 

i n  t h e  m a i l ? ”



h e r e ’ s  h o w  w e
c a n  c h a n g e

competitors

usps

fedex / ups

texting

facebook

e-mail

hand-
delivery

ornamental

complexity

minimal

abstract

representation

real

static

perceived movement

dynamic

weak

potency

strong

time

traditional futuristic

time movement

retro avant-garde

space

east west

sophistication

cheap luxurious



personable and simple—
just like it should be. personability

cold warm

easesimple

complex





out with the old 
& in with the new

“Using the post office is slow; my letters 

never seem to make it on time. If I want to 

send something to a friend, I’ll just shoot an 

e-mail or text message.”

“Letters and mail waste paper. In a time 

where environmental sustainability is of the 

utmost importance, I can’t justify using paper 

when a digital means ot communication poses 

little to no threat to the world around me.”

“Whenever I mail something, my friends at 

work ask why I didn’t just send an e-mail. 

Using the post office makes me feel outdated.”

“I enjoy the convenience of having mailboxes 

near my home, but the hassle of buying stamps 

or having to make it to a post office by 5 o’clock 

just frustrates me.”

FUNC

SPIrIT

SOC MENT

“I feel confident putting a letter in the 

mailbox these days. The process is simple, and 

I know my parcel will arrive when it should 

and that it will be handled with care.”

“Watching my pieces of correspondence accu-

mulate over time feels good. When I open the 

mailbox and see a response, the relationshp 

I have with the sender feels immediately and 

irrevocably strengthened.”

“Mailing hand-written letters shows that I find 

value in the hand-crafted, subtle pleasures of 

life. My friends consider me a more considerate, 

thoughtful individual than those who communi-

cate through texting or e-mail.”

“I have friends who live thousands of miles 

away; sending a letter shows that I care and 

that I wish to make a genuine effort to keep up 

our communication and friendship.”



c o m p l i c a t e d
f r u s t r a t i n g

i n c o n v e n i e n t



take a good
look at the future

the postal service will 
facilitate the sending of 

personal letters by 
simplifying the process, 

bringing convenience and 
ease to a system once 
overly-complex and 

needlessly inaccessible.

product mission

vision

values

positioning

styling

Convenient, efficient delivery service for 
pieces of mail sent from one person to 
another, anywhere in the world.

Other means of communication are digi-
tal, intangible, abstract. Letters are one 
of few “real” methods of long-distance 
correspondence remaining.

Simple
Warm
Personable

Tangibility
Accessibility
Reciprocity

Receptive
Uncomplicated
Inviting

Communication
Ease
Convenience

To reduce the hassle of sending and 
receiving letters, both by simplifying the 
system and better communicating the 
ways in which it works.

Anyone of any age, under any kind of 
schedule, can mail a letter or parcel to 
another person anywhere in the country, 
and time of day.



you dream of what?

Thousands of tiny, folded letters inside thousands of tiny folded envelopes. From 

friend to friend, from pen pal to pen pal, from grandpa to grandson, from 

mother to daughter. People walk to mailboxes with smiles on their faces, eager-

ness in their stride. Whether they’re dropping something off or checking to see if 

something’s come in return, there’s an omnipresent confidence in knowing that 

the whole process isn’t going to cause any hassle.

you listen to what?

you live by what?

you’re scared of what?

The Postal Service

Bob Dylan

The Beatles

Complicated systems. Machines with 

gears that creak and groan. Uncertainty. 

Delivery failure. Waiting. Signs that read 

“Sorry, We’re Closed.”

“Mail—as easy as it should be.”

you read who?

Hemingway. His vocabulary, while often misinterpreted as weak, does exactly 

what it needs to; it tells the story that Hemingway wants to tell. Nothing is 

overly-complex, nothing burdened by excess or unfounded superflousity. Ap-

propriately barren of the needless components they don’t need, his novels are 

rare examples of masterful successes achieved largely through their simplicity.

you idolize whom?

paul revere   Not since his famous midnight ride has a man 

so dedicatedly delivered a message of any kind.

hedwig    Fictional or not—human or not—Harry’s owl is the 

epitome of streamlined message delivery.

here’s what the 
future has to say

easy convenient accessible



You roll over in bed and look at the clock. It’s two in the morning, and you’ve got that 

feeling that you left the stove on or forgot to turn off the bath water or left your kids 

at the Grand Canyon. Just as you’re about to nod back off, it hits you: grandma’s 

birthday. She’ll be ninety on Monday. You bought her a sweater set; it’s sitting on your 

desk. The office kept you late and you didn’t get a chance to mail it.

No biggy.

You climb out of bed and swing by Walgreen’s. It’s right around the corner and open 

24 hours. There’s also a Walmart nearby, but you’ve got allergy medicine to refill. 

Might as well do it all in one trip. The Postal Service boxes are easy to find; they’re up 

front. You brought the sweaters with you so you can pick one that’ll hold them snugly. 

Thing cost two bucks. Postage included.

A giant Post Office package receptacle is in the parking lot. You drop your package 

off and head home. On Monday, your grandmother calls and thanks you for the gift. It 

snowed fresh and the sweaters were just what she’d be needing.

that was...easy.





















“ahhh— that’s  better.”




