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And Rebecca, feeling that she knows this in the way that you know things when you
are having a dream, is about to accept when something occurs to her.
— But I made you up, she says.
— Perhaps. He shrugs his eyestalks, which shorten somewhat. So how about it?

— Well, I have this contract at work which cracks down on moonlighting. But I'm going
on maternity soon. And they don’t have to know. And I don’t think I really want to go back
after Bump is born... She bites her lip. Oh, go on, then.

‘The King of All Snails expands and the lettuce-green glow intensifies.

— You won't regret it. I'll let you get on. He gives a malleable flourish, and turns,
flowing up the window and down the other side. Rebecca watches him go.

She doesn’t go back to sleep.
8. Lettuce leaf sacrifice
Dreams usually depend on going back to sleep, or waking up, don’t they?

Rebecca reminds herself of that, even as she regrets giving up caffeine. She just
about manages the hoovering, and is dozing in an armchair when the postman
thumps the door again, asks her to sign for a sizeable package.

In a box covered with silvery spiral designs, Rebecca finds a green silk robe, with the
same spirals embroidered all over it in gold, and a head dress made of gold, designed
to look like antennae. And a little instruction book.

Which is why, when no one is looking, she wears her priestly (priest-ess-ly?) regalia
and with great ceremony, sacrifices a lettuce leaf in her back garden, and will do
nearly every day until her baby is born, happy and healthy, and ready to receive
every bit of love she has.

‘The snails won’t mind one bit. Snails don’t think much, on the whole.

Text ©2008 Howard Ingham. Cover photograph ©2008 Zara Bird-Wood.
2nd Edition , 8th July 2008. For Becky.
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Rebecca
and the

King of
All Snails

By Howard Ingham

1. The snail forgets

Snails don’t think much, on the whole. Ooh, lettuce, thinks one, making for the veg.
Could do with a bit of rain, thinks another, probing around on the dry path. Please
don'’t eat me, bird, thinks a third, as his antennae withdraw into his head and his
head into his shell.

This one thinks, Damn, that’s it, then, as a footprint shadow obscures the light and
everything goes darker. The snail shrinks back into his shell, waiting for the end.
But the foot stops; hovers for a moment, moves to one side before setting down
on the ground.

And pwic suddenly, the snail is plucked off the ground, leaving behind a scared little
smear of slime. And then it stops. The snail puts out an edge of its stomach-foot...
and feels a reassuring green leaf. An antenna pops out, followed by the other. A
voice, a big shape in different colours, and the taste of greenery.

The snail, of course, forgets what happens.

But he is not the only one watching.

2. She has a halo of sorts

— Today, thinks Rebecca, it will be All Right. I have a little bit of good karma.

She stops for a moment and looks at the iridescent slime that coats the snail’s body,
the way the snail doesn’t so much move as flow, at the ridgy spiral of its shell, so
solid and so fragile. She likes the way its little feelers move around. She'd almost
think it was happy.

She finds the sight of a snail munching on the leaf of some weed inexplicably
cheering.

— It’s the little things that keep you going, she says out loud to no one in particular.
And she hoists her bag over her shoulder, and heads for the bus stop.

Thursdays aren’t normally a good day. But: Rebecca arrives in time for the bus
and she gets a seat; she arrives at the Post in plenty of time; she manages to avoid
the eye of the editor; the stories are, on the whole, interesting and not in need
of terribly difficult amounts of subbing. And if no one in the office talks to her
much, and no one remembers to invite her to the staff lunch, and no one pays any
attention to the way that this morning, unbeknownst to her, her hair seems to have
caught the spring sunlight and held on to it like some sort of halo, well, she doesn’t
seem to mind.
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You might almost think her blessed by some higher power.
3. Same time, same place

Friday, Rebecca, walking to work, sees a snail in the same place. She looks around,
and satisfied that no one is watching, crouches, and says,

— Hello. Are you the snail I met yesterday?

The snail seems to stop eating, and its antennae almost seem to wave in her
direction.

— You are, aren’t you? She pats her hair. Well, I had a nice day yesterday. I hope you
have one too.

Rebecca is about to say something else, but someone walks past her, unexpectedly,
and Rebecca blushes, and straightens her bag strap and pretends to be looking for
something she dropped.

— See you, she whispers.

4. She dreams of snails

At dinner this evening, when Rebecca’s husband, Rob, asks her how her day
was, she smiles, and says it was the absolute best it could have been, under the
circumstances.

— I suppose that I'm in with the God of Snails, she says, tucking into her conchiglie
bolognese (she cooked the pasta shaped like shells rather than the twisty stuff out
of some sort of reflex action. It just seemed right).

Rob smiles; Rebecca has a talent for whimsy.

That night, she dreams of snails.

5. Superstitions and religions

The web of coincidences and happenstance defines us. We link all this stuff that
happens in our heads, and imagine some sort of causal relationship. Superstitions
come from this sort of thing, and sometimes religions.

For Rebecca, it’s something of a whimsical in-joke shared with her friends, a thing to
laugh about, no more than that. She’s nice to the snails that live in her garden and

on her street, and she has a good day. She doesn’t see a snail, or fails to say hello,
and she gets shouted at by her boss or has to sub-edit stories about marrow-growing



