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Dedication

These little stories are dedicated to Sheila, Michael, Danny, Ruth & Maeve, and everyone who loves insects, adventures and logs!
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Preface

My original motivation for writing this book was to have some stories to read to our first granddaughter. 

But why write the stories about an earwig, you might ask? Well, it all began with the phrase ‘Earwigo again,’ which is something our family always says when we’re about to set off on a new adventure. I thought, wouldn’t it be fun to write some whimsical stories about an earwig, where every adventure starts that way?

And what an adventure it’s been! I hadn’t realised quite how fascinating earwigs really are, for starters. I didn’t know that earwigs can fly, but that they choose not to. And that earwigs have such devoted mothers who nurture their young.

But, of course, our little earwig called Erig needed a friend to have adventures with, so along came Bob the clever copper beetle—with lots of conundrums to solve! 

Then, I learnt about lots of other fascinating insects, which led to the creation of many more characters, such as Dot the daddy-long-legs, who’s afraid of heights; the Woodlice family, in search of a new home; Zip, the zippy pond skater; and the Great Red Dragonfly, to name just a few. Each character brings with them their own unique personality, distinctive insect behaviours and their own challenges to overcome too. 

Within each story, I have tried to weave interesting facts about each insect, along with tales of friendship and the inspiring wonders of nature. Each story shares valuable messages, like how to be brave, the importance of helping one another, and treating everyone with respect and kindness to make the world a better place. 

I hope you enjoy reading these little stories as much as I have enjoyed writing them, and as much as Lucy has enjoyed drawing the illustrations that have so beautifully brought the stories to life.

Finally, if you’d like to learn more about these stories and discover many more fascinating facts about insects and how we can help them thrive, please visit us at:

● Website: www.erigtheearwig.com

● Instagram: @erigtheearwig

Earwigo again!

Andy Evans.


	

Erig’s First Adventure

Erig the earwig was born on a bright spring morning, under a log at the edge of the Long Garden, which belonged to the Old House.

Now, what you might not know about earwigs is that they have exceptionally caring and devoted mothers.

Erig’s mother, Adelwig, had prepared a very snug nest for Erig under their log. It was quite the perfect home for a young earwig—spacious, cool and damp, and located in a sun-dappled, sheltered spot. 
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Adelwig had taken extra special care of Erig as an egg, making sure that the little earwig was as safe and as cosy as could be.

From the moment Erig hatched, Adelwig knew that Erig was destined to have an adventurous life.

‘You, my little Erig, are destined to have an adventurous life,’ she would say. ‘I just know it!’

The young earwig would spend each day looking out from underneath their log, watching the other insects in the garden coming and going in the warmth of the early spring sun.
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There were bees buzzing around the spring flowers, butterflies fluttering home from their warm winter holidays, and ladybirds making their first flights after their long winter slumber.

Erig understood that being an earwig was different from being a bee, a butterfly, or a ladybird, but didn’t yet know what being an earwig was all about.

Erig also noticed lots of intriguing smells coming from the garden—of rich, fertile soil, ready to welcome the tender green shoots that would soon be reaching up to the growing warmth of the sun’s rays above.

All of these fascinating sights, sounds and smells made Erig very curious to venture out.

Adelwig saw Erig’s eagerness to leave the log and said, ‘Your time will come to explore, but first, you need to experience the four “Wigs”.’

‘Wigs?’ asked Erig, sounding puzzled.

Adelwig explained. ‘As young earwigs grow, they moult—that’s when they outgrow their old skin and grow into a new one. Each time they moult, they also have to complete an important challenge to ensure they are prepared for adult life. Those challenges are called Wigs.’ 

‘It’s an earwig thing,’ she added.

‘Once you’ve completed your first three Wigs, you’ll be ready to tackle the final and greatest Wig of all: the LogWig. Then, you’ll have proven yourself ready to do anything!’

Erig looked concerned. 

‘Don’t worry,’ said Adelwig. ‘I’ll be here to help you. Now, let me tell you about why I know you’ll be a great adventurer.’

Adelwig explained that Erig descended from a long line of adventurous earwigs. While most earwigs are quite content to simply live under a log, Erig’s family had always been eager to discover the world beyond.

‘Take your Great Aunt Eaglewig. Even though earwigs have wings, we really don’t like flying. But she was truly intrepid and learned to fly as well as any other flying insect in the garden.’

‘She was such a sight to see, swirling and whirling around our heads. We all had to duck a few times, I can tell you!’ 
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‘One day, she flew up, higher and higher, until she was just a small speck in the sky. Then a sudden gust of wind caught her and whisked her away. We watched her disappear over the Great Oak and into the distant clouds beyond.’

‘Oh no,’ gasped Erig. ‘What happened to her?’

‘Well, it took her the rest of the summer to find her way home!’

‘But she had many exciting escapades on the way back, which is a whole other story,’ she added. 

‘The point is, if you can learn to do something you find hard to do, more often than not, it will lead you to somewhere new and exciting.’

‘And of course, there’s Uncle Eggwig—he bravely climbed all the way to the top of the Great Oak.’

‘He liked it so much that he chose to stay up there, and he now lives under a bird’s nest.’
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Erig was both excited and in awe to be descended from such a long line of inspiring earwigs. The little earwig yearned to be as brave as them too.

Erig’s first moult came shortly after. It was a very odd feeling indeed—as Erig’s body grew, the skin around it just stayed the same size. So, it felt increasingly tight, then tighter, and tighter still.

‘I feel like I’m going to explode!’ exclaimed a very uncomfortable Erig.

‘It’s quite normal,’ reassured Adelwig. ‘What you need to do is take a long soak in that little puddle over there. That will help soften your skin and make it easier to shed.’

And it worked. The little earwig’s skin puffed up, making it much looser.

‘Now, try and wiggle out of your old skin,’ said Adelwig.

Erig wriggled and jiggled, and with a soft plop, the old skin came off, leaving a bigger Erig, with a brand new shiny body. 



[image: image]



Erig felt more grown-up already.

The next day, Adelwig gave Erig a kindly nudge and said, ‘It’s time for your first Wig: the DigWig!’

‘The DigWig?’

‘Yes, I’m going to show you how useful and versatile your pincers are for digging a burrow, which is the perfect place to stay damp and cool when it’s dry and warm. And it makes a great hideaway too.’

Adelwig proceeded to use her strong, curved pincers and robust back legs to quickly dig a hole in the ground, which she then covered with leaves to make the perfect place to shelter.
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Erig really enjoyed digging burrows, and was soon digging them everywhere! 




[image: image]



This was all well and good until a rather grumpy dung beetle called Diggery fell into one and had to be rescued by a very apologetic Adelwig.

Over the next few weeks, Erig continued to grow and moult, and after every moult, Erig’s mother would pose another Wig challenge.

The second challenge was the UpWig. 

‘Climbing is a very important skill for earwigs to learn,’ said Adelwig. ‘Let me show you how.’

Adelwig demonstrated by climbing up the side of the log, her feet and pincers moving in perfect unison as she gracefully ascended.

Erig tried to copy her, but discovered it wasn’t easy at all. The little earwig found it very difficult to decide which leg to put where and kept getting stuck.

But Erig persevered, and before long, had gotten halfway up.

‘Look, I’m climbing, I’m climbing!’ Erig shouted excitedly.

Erig turned to show Adelwig, but in doing so, slipped and tumbled off the log.

Luckily, Erig had a soft landing, falling right on top of Diggery the dung beetle, who had been walking by with his head down, trying to avoid any more unexpected holes. 
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Diggery was not best pleased to have a sudden encounter with a falling earwig, but he did learn that it’s always wise to look both down and up when you’re walking near a log.

Once Erig had mastered the basics of climbing, and had moulted once again, it was time for the third challenge: the MoonWig.

‘Tonight, after the sun goes down,’ said Adelwig, ‘we will venture out into the garden, and I will teach you how to find your way by the light of the moon.’

‘Also, as this is your first proper adventure, there’s a special saying you need to learn. It’s what all earwigs like to say before embarking on their adventures.’

‘What’s that?’ asked Erig.

‘Earwigo again!’ said Adelwig.

Erig was very excited by the prospect of their first adventure and kept chanting ‘earwigo again’ all day long.

Once the moon had risen in the dark, inky sky, Erig and Adelwig ventured out into the Long Garden. 

Bathed in gentle moonlight, they set out across the lawn.
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As they walked, Adelwig explained how earwigs use their senses, along with the light of the moon, to navigate their way around.

‘I think I understand,’ said Erig, looking up at the moon.

But when Erig turned back, Adelwig was nowhere to be seen.

‘Mother, are you there?’ whispered Erig into the darkness.

There was no answer. 

Oh dear, thought Erig. It looks like I’m on my own.

The little earwig looked nervously around. While the garden had seemed exciting and mysterious before, now that Erig was alone, the dark shadows and strange noises felt very frightening indeed.
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An owl hooted nearby, making Erig jump. 

‘What a to-do,’ it seemed to be saying. 

What a to-do indeed, thought Erig. I’d better find my way home.

Taking a deep breath, Erig looked up at the moon, and with all senses alert, slowly headed back to where it felt like home should be.

Suddenly, a tall, dark shape loomed over the small earwig. Then, there was a rustle. Just as Erig was about to run, Adelwig’s voice called out from the shadow of Erig’s log. 

‘Well done, Erig, you’ve made it back home and passed the MoonWig challenge!’ 

‘By the way,’ she asked, ‘what are you carrying?’

‘I came across some dung and thought it would be a nice gift for Diggery—as a sorry for all the mishaps I’ve caused,’ replied Erig.

‘That’s very thoughtful,’ smiled Adelwig. ‘I’m sure Diggery will appreciate it.’

And so he did—for there is no better gift to give a dung beetle than some fresh dung!

A few days later, Erig wriggled out from the fourth and final moult. 

Adelwig embraced Erig and exclaimed, ‘I’m so proud of the grown-up earwig you’ve become!’ 

‘Now comes the final Wig—the LogWig. You must climb to the top of the tallest log in the Long Garden, and once there you will discover who you are meant to be.’ 

It was late evening when the two earwigs arrived at the biggest log in the Long Garden. Erig dug a burrow where they could safely rest for the night.
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