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Alvar the Adventurous Lobster

<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 001 HERE>

The crevice Alvar lived lay deep under the Atlantic Ocean. Alvar loved where he lived, but it was crowded all the time. The crevice was full of lobsters of all different shapes and sizes. Besides that, Alvar and his mother lived in the back and far away from the opening. 
Alvar hoped his mother wouldn’t lecture him again. Lately she had been warning him of the dangers in the ocean and how easy it would be for a gigantic wave to come and wash him out of the crevice, never to be seen again!
Alvar didn’t believe what his mother told him about gigantic waves. The ocean always looked so calm. Today was different. A wave had swept into the entrance and caught him off guard. It hadn’t worried him or swept him away. Alvar enjoyed the ride. He would have to stay a little further back and then he would be fine.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 002 HERE>

Alvar was in his favorite spot at the front of the crevice looking out at the ocean and waving at the fish that swam by. Alvar took one last look at the huge ocean. He sighed as he turned around to make his way into the dark and crowded crevice where his mother would be waiting for him.

As Alvar was trying to edge his way past the crowd of other lobsters, an older lobster grumbled loudly at him.  “Watch where you’re going!”  
 “Youngsters!” he complained.   “Always rushing in a hurry!”
Alvar continued to apologize as he tried to squeeze past the agitated older lobster. “I really am sorry,” 
Alvar wished they lived at the entrance and then he wouldn’t have to climb over all the other lobsters when he was trying to get back to the corner of the crevice where he lived. 
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 003 HERE>

“Hi, Mum, I’m home,” called Alvar.  
Alvar wasn’t about to tell his mother about the wave. 
“There you are dear, just in time. Lunch is ready and then we must pack, the signal has been given!”
“Signal,” cried Alvar. “What signal?”
“I did tell you dear, you must have forgotten all about it.”  His mother was shuffling around in the corner looking for something.
“Ah, here it is,” she said holding up a small square box with a handle on it. 
“Now hurry up and eat. We have no time to waste.” 

“But what signal?” Alvar interrupted his mother. “Why do we have to hurry?”
“Really, Alvar,” said his mother. “Have you forgotten that we are moving? You must pay more attention. As soon as you have finished your meal we have to be ready. We are all are going on a journey across the ocean floor.”
 <INSERT ILLUSTRATION 004 HERE>
Alvar remembered his mother had mentioned something about moving but he’d thought that was a long way off.
“Where are we going? How long will it take to get there?” he asked.
“Oh, the journey will take a few days,” she said. “I’m not sure where we are going. We all just follow the older lobsters until they find a place for us all to stay for the winter. Now,” his mother continued, “hurry up and finish your lunch and help me get everything ready.”
Alvar was confused. “Are we coming back next spring? 
“Yes, Dear,” she replied, “we will be back in springtime.”
 
 
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 005 HERE>

As Alvar finished his lunch thoughts were racing around in his head. It didn’t make any sense to him to go rushing off to live in another overcrowded crevice. If he stayed here, he could have the crevice all to himself. How wonderful that would be. 
Alvar made up his mind; he was going to stay behind. He wasn’t quite sure how long it was until springtime. Surely it couldn’t be that long and by then it would be great to be reunited with everyone.
“If it’s all the same with you, Mum, I’ve decided to stay behind.”  Alvar was muttering to himself, practicing how he should break the news to his mother. No, that certainly wouldn’t do. He knew his mother would never agree to him staying here. The only solution was not to tell her at all.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 006 HERE>

The crevice was now full of excitement; the lobsters were lined up all ready and waiting for the command to move away.
Alvar and his mother were nearly at the back of the group. “You must stay close to me,” his mother cautioned. “The seas will be very rough. If you don’t stay close it will be very easy for us to get separated.
Great, thought Alvar, once outside I can dash back into the crevice, and mother will think we just got separated.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 007 HERE>

“Forward scurry,” Called the leading lobster from the crevice exit as he pointed to the ocean beyond. The command was repeated from one lobster to the next as everyone started moving. Alvar moved forward, keeping up with his mother. They were now at the opening to the crevice. The sea was certainly a lot rougher than Alvar had ever seen.
“Stay close,” his mother repeated. “The ocean will get a lot rougher than this.”
Alvar, however, didn’t hear what she said. He was already pushing his way back through the last few lobsters and re-entering the crevice. He stood watching them all disappearing into the distance. 
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 008 HERE>

He gulped; a feeling of sadness engulfed him. It’s silly to be sad, he told himself. Now I have the whole place to myself.
Alvar scurried around the crevice. There was so much room and so many places he had never explored before.  Everything was going to be fine, he decided. Exhausted, he soon fell asleep and dreamed of what he would find in the crevice tomorrow.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 009 HERE>

The next morning, Alvar woke up excited to explore more of the crevice. To his dismay, he was out in the ocean. “Oh dear,” he wailed, realizing, his mother was right. He had been swept out of the crevice during the night. 
Alvar was very frightened, he looked around him at the rough waves, he just had no idea where he was, or which way to go. Should he go this way, or that? He needed to make his decision, hoping that he had would make the right choice as he started forward. 
The currents pushed him this way and that, making it hard to swim. Travelling by himself was slow and Alvar really missed his mother. He kept his head down against the current and moved forward, hoping to find the other lobsters. Alvar seemed to sink into the sand with every step and eventually had to rest.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 010 HERE>

“Well, what have we here, Dear?” said a voice.
“It looks like a lobster to me,” came the reply. 
Alvar turned and saw two sharks swimming toward him. Shaking with fear and forgetting how weary he was, he scurried away. He had to find somewhere to hide. 
He was too scared to look back but knew the sharks were close. Suddenly, just ahead, he could see a metal cave of some sort, it appeared big enough for him but too small for the sharks to crawl in. Quickly, he squeezed inside. 
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 011 HERE>

The sharks came alongside and banged several times against the side, shaking it vigorously. Eventually they gave up and started to swim away.
“Another lobster out of our reach and caught in a pot,” one of the sharks said crossly.
“Caught?” Alvar spoke the word out loud.
 “Yes, sorry to be the bearer of bad news,” a voice sounded from ahead of him. “Alvar, isn’t it? You obviously thought you had found shelter from those sharks. Unfortunately, you have ended up in a human lobster pot. No escape from here I’m afraid.”
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 012 HERE>

Alvar crawled forward to see who had spoken to him. To Alvar’s surprise it was the lobster that he had annoyed yesterday before the move. The older lobster was laying on his back with his pincers behind his head. 
    “Hello, I remember you from yesterday, how do you know my name?” 
“Let me introduce myself. I’m Mr. Crusty. Being older, I couldn’t keep up with the first rank of lobsters, so I ended up near the rear. Your mother kept calling your name and asked me if I’d seen you, so I guessed it was you.”
“How did you get caught?” asked Alvar.
“Oh, I gradually got left behind the others. My eyesight isn’t too good, so I didn’t see the pot and stumbled in before I realized.”
Alvar looked around. “Are you sure there is no way of getting out? Could we yell for help?”
“Unfortunately, I have never heard of anyone being rescued or managing to escape,” Mr. Crusty said grimly. Alvar realized he was right, but he just didn’t want to give up.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 013 HERE>

Suddenly, a large dark shadow appeared overhead. “What’s that?” Alvar asked anxiously.
“That will be the fishermen’s boat come to collect their pots,” Mr. Crusty replied.
 The older lobster was right but before Alvar could answer him, he felt a sudden jerk as the pot was being pulled up from the seabed. Up and up the pot was dragged until a huge wave suddenly caught the pot and flung it hard against the boat’s side.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 014 HERE>

 Alvar let out a gasp as something strange gazed in at them! “What is it?” Alvar asked Mr. Crusty. terrified.
“A human and he would like to make a meal out of us just like the sharks,” the old lobster said angrily.
“If he tries to get hold of me, I’m going to pinch him,” Alvar said bravely.
“That’s the spirit. He hasn’t got the pot into the boat yet. If we both snap at him, he might drop us back into the ocean.” Alvar and Mr. Crusty watched as the human stretched his arm over the side of the boat and opened the gate ready to pull them out. Before Mr. Crusty could move, Alvar rushed forward and placed his claw over the arm and squeezed as hard as he could. Alvar heard a loud cry as they tumbled out of the pot and splashed back into the ocean.  
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 015 HERE>

 

Having been thrown around so much, both lobsters were feeling quite dizzy. “Are you alright?”  Alvar had recovered first and was now helping Mr. Crusty.
“Yes, yes, I think so. That really was quite extraordinary!” exclaimed the older lobster, “quite extraordinary, I’m pretty sure that no other lobsters have ever escaped like this before.”
    “That’s all very well,” Alvar moaned. “Even now we are free, how are we going to find our way to catch up with the others?”
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 016 HERE>

“Ah, that may be easier than you think. We must still be very careful, but with your eyesight being better than mine and my knowledge of the journey, we might just make it.”
 Fortunately, the rough seas helped to give them cover from above and they raced as fast as they could, until, just ahead of them, there were the other lobsters about to enter a cave that would be their home for the winter.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 017 HERE>


Alvar was so pleased to see his mother again. His mother sighed with relief to see him, although it didn’t stop her from scolding him for staying behind.
Mr. Crusty thanked Alvar for helping him to make the journey back. 
“How would you like to live nearer to the entrance? I know how much you like to watch everything outside the crevice.” Mr. Crusty asked. 
    “That would be fantastic, please, can we?” Alvar asked, turning to his mother.
 “Yes, at least then I can keep my eye on you!” she responded happily.
<INSERT ILLUSTRATION 018 HERE>
 Mr. Crusty promised Alvar that he would tell him many stories he knew of famous lobsters. “Who knows,” he chuckled, “with the courage you showed to save us, you might become famous one day.”

    <INSERT ILLUSTRATION 019 HERE>







