
Why don’t you email me? I’d love to hear from you.

Have you ever been to Hastings Museum?   

How do you feel today? Maybe you feel..... 

                 Happy           Calm            Worried            Sad     or     Angry

The cloud rose above us like a black 
mountain. Thunder boomed and a streak 
of lightning split the air. 

My friends were swept away and I froze in 
terror. My heart was beating so hard it felt 
like it would burst out of my chest. Have 
you ever felt like that? 

Dear friend,  

As I flew last night I saw a light on in a window. I got a bit closer and that’s when I saw 
you. I thought, that’s a person like me – a person who loves stories. So I thought I’d write 
to you and tell you my story. Do you want to hear it? 

During the day I’m a wooden pelican that lives inside Hastings Museum. But every night 
as the clock strikes midnight something a little bit magical happens. I feel a tingle in my 
wooden feathers, a twitch - a bit like a sneeze that never arrives - in my beak and an 
electric tremor in my legs. I shake out my wings and fly out of the window into the indigo 
night. It feels so good to come to life!

When I was a young pelican I worked on a ship. Late one summer evening I was flying 
ahead of the ship while my starling friends swooped into the shape of a tree, then a 
witch’s hat, then a giant dog doing a wee! I was laughing to myself – my laugh is low and 
raspy, like a tiger’s growl – when I saw that they’d made themselves into the shape of a 
black storm cloud.

‘Not funny!’ I called out. Because, as you know, ships are only afraid of two things – pirates 
and storms. But the starlings weren’t in a cloud shape, they were fluttering next to me. It 
was a real storm - a huge one! - and it was coming straight at us. 

            ________________________________________________________________________



Then I heard the voice of my grandad – which was strange, because my grandad had 
died ten years earlier. He said, with a smile in his voice that made me miss him, ‘look for 
the courage in your belly and you’ll find your friends.’

My grandad’s voice disappeared. A long way away I could see the light at edge of the 
storm. I took a deep breath and flew straight into the thunder and lightning. The black 
sea churned below me. My strength was nearly gone.

Just then something small came out of the darkness - maybe a piece of seaweed that 
the storm had stolen from the ocean. But it had wings. It was a starling – no, a hundred 
starlings! 

‘This way,’ I shouted, and I led the way out of the storm. We collapsed onto the beach as 
the ship put down her anchor and we slept until the sun was high in the sky the next day.

That day changed my life. I became a winged crusader, flying around the world looking 
for anyone who needed help. 

Perhaps you’d like to hear more of my adventures? I’ll write to you again next week, but 
in the meantime – look after your friends, be brave and, most importantly, look for the 
magic!

Your friend

The Pelican 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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 storms?

Dear Pelican

_______________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________

 From                                                                      


