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Dear friend, 

As I flew past your window last night I wondered how you are. Are you enjoying my stories? 
Do you have any stories of your own? You know, everyone has a story to tell.

Today I’m going to tell you the story of my friend the Syrian brown bear. Did you know 
that Syrian brown bears aren’t dark brown like other brown bears? They’re the colour of 
honey.

One day when I was flying over the Syrian mountains I saw my friend with her mother 
and her baby cub brothers. I often see them walking among the fruit trees, but this time 
something was different. My friend the Bear was angry – her face was scrunched up and 
her mouth was turned down. I flew a bit closer to listen.

‘I’m not a baby,’ she was saying to her mother. ‘I want to know the truth. It’s not fair that 
monsters are attacking us.’ ‘So, there is a monster killing bears?’ said 

the smallest cub, looking worried.

‘No, I told you – there’s no monster,’ said 
the mother bear. ‘Sleep tight tonight. You’re 
sleeping next to a fearless mother bear.’ 
And she settled the cubs down to sleep.

But I could see the Bear’s face was still 
hot with anger. Later, while the cubs and 
mother bear slept, she crept out of the 
cave and into the dark. She stamped her 
feet and kicked a tree. Then she picked up 

an apricot and threw it – SPLAT! – onto a white chalk wall. She threw a fat red cherry 
and then another apricot. SPLAT, SPLAT, SPLAT! It looked like the craziest painting in 
the world. Finally, she curled up on the floor next to the fruit splatters and went to sleep.

Why don’t you email me? I’d love to hear from you.
What do you enjoy most about filling in your journal?
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How do you feel today? 

            Happy          Calm        Worried        Sad           Angry



air. As she passed another bear, I heard her say, ‘join my protest against monsters. Together 
we can drive them away forever!’ She’d found a way to use her anger with monsters to 
change the world for the better.

As I flew high over the mountains later that morning, I saw a long line of marching young 
bears holding home-made signs. I’m sure I saw a shadow in the tree watching them – a 
shadow that turned and slunk away from the mountain and was gone.

Do you know anyone who has been to Syria? Maybe they could tell you some stories. I’ll 
write to you again next week but in the meantime, do something useful with your anger, 
be a good friend and, most of all, look for the magic!

Your friend

The Pelican

I flew to her cave and called softly to 
her mother. She sat up blinking in the 
bright early morning sun and followed 
me to the Bear. She put a soft paw on 
the Bear’s back. 

‘There’s no point being angry with 
apricots!’ she said. ‘You can use your 
anger more wisely than that, can’t you?’

The Bear thought for a second and then 
she nodded. She picked up a squashed 
cherry and wrote, ‘DON’T FEAR 
MONSTERS. FIGHT THEM!’ on a piece 
of wood. Then she lifted it high into the

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
If you’d rather write to me, tear this part of the letter off and send it to Hastings 
Museum, John’s Place, Bohemia Rd, Hastings TN34 1ET. 
Why don’t you tell me what story you’d write about bears?

Dear Pelican
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 From


