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

Would you like to come and see me in the museum one day?

_____________________________________________________________

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

              Happy             Calm             Worried           Sad       or     Angry

about being different to them (though, of course, what they didn’t think about was that 
they were different to the Snail too). I won’t tell you what the shrews said, because the 
Snail was upset by their words and wouldn’t want you to know. They crawled back into 
their safe, warm shell and tried to imagine a place where they felt happy. They dreamed 
of bright colours and cheerful sounds. 

Hours later they woke up and poked their head out of their shell. Their heart sank. The 
shrews were zigzagging around the garden, looking for trouble.

And then the Snail made an important decision - a decision that would change their life. 
They turned away from the shrews and began, very, very slowly, to run away from them. 
In an hour they had crawled two centimetres. I called to the Snail to follow me, flew the 
to the other side of the garden in five seconds and waited for them to catch up. It took 
them five hours.

Finally the exhausted Snail stopped. Sitting in front of them was a creature that looked 
strangely familiar.

Dear friend,  

I love the autumn. Landing feet first in some 
crunchy leaves is one of my favourite things. 
Though I’m not a fan of Bonfire Night – and 
nor would you be if you’d ever been chased 
through the sky by a rocket!

But I love summer too, and this week’s story is 
a summer story about a very good friend of 
mine – a garden snail.

Did you know that every snail is a boy and a 
girl? That’s very special and interesting, but 
there were two shrews who teased the Snail 



-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Snail hesitated, ‘I meant, which?’ they said.

‘I know,’ said the second snail. ‘I’m a boy or a girl – whichever I want to be. Isn’t it wonderful 
to be a snail?’

For the first time ever the Snail thought that maybe it could be.

‘Come with me,’ said the second snail. ‘We’re having a trying on party.’

All kinds of beautiful creatures were gathered by the fence. ‘Try this,’ said one, taking off 
their red and black spotted cloak. ‘Or this,’ said another, picking up a blue and green skirt. 
‘Can I try your shell?’ said a long creature with many legs. ‘You can try my fur coat if you 
like.’

And the minutes turned into hours and the sun shone high in the sky as the Snail played 
happily with their new friends. Sometimes all we need is some friends who like us for who 
we are. I flew away. My job was done - for today, at least.

I’ll write to you again next week. But in the meantime, be kind, be yourself and, most 
importantly, look for the magic!

Until then,

Your friend,

The Pelican

‘Hello,’ said the Snail. ‘Who are you?’

‘I’m a snail,’ said the other snail. ‘Welcome to the 
back of the garden.’

The Snail looked at the second snail curiously. ‘Do 
you mind me asking if you’re a boy or a girl?’ they 
said.

The second snail chuckled. ‘Yes,’ they said. ‘I am.’

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 if you like dressing up?

Dear Pelican

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

 From


