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      Once there was a Hermit crab named 

Tiger who belonged to a boy named Devon.  

Devon and Tiger were good friends, but 

lately Tiger would not come out of his 

shell.  

 

      When Devon asked about it, Tiger 

either said he was just too tired or too 

scared.  Both reasons surprised Devon.  

Peering into his shell one day, Devon 

asked, “But why are you so tired, 

Tiger?” 

 



     “I just don‟t get enough sleep,” 

Tiger yawned. 

 

     “Why don‟t you get enough sleep?” 

Devon wondered. 

 

     “Because I don‟t GO to sleep,” 

Tiger said sheepishly. 

 

     “And why don‟t you GO to sleep?” 

Devon asked.  Tiger paused for a long 

time. 

 

     “I‟m afraid to.” 

 

     “You‟re afraid to go to sleep?  No 

wonder you‟re so tired!”  Devon was a 

bit confused and felt sorry for Tiger.  

“Why are you afraid to go to sleep?” 

 



      “Because I keep having nightmares,” 

Tiger whispered, as if he didn‟t want 

anyone else to hear. 

 

      “Ohhh,” said Devon, “Now I 

understand.  Do you want to tell me your 

nightmare?  Sometimes that helps to keep 

them from coming back.”  Tiger looked 

around his cage as if he was waiting for 

someone or something to come after him.  

 

      “Tiger, there‟s no one here but us.  

Do you want to tell me about the 

nightmares?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  Tiger stuck out his claw and 

waved.  “Does that mean „yes‟ Tiger?”  

Tiger did it again. “Ok, so that means 

yes,” Devon smiled.  “Now we‟re getting 

somewhere.”  Tiger poked his head out 

of his shell. 

 

      “I haven‟t seen my Crabby Daddy 

in over two years.  He‟s in jail for 

nettling.”  Tiger explained to Devon 

that Crabby Daddy would brush up 

against stinging nettle, which is 

poisonous, and it would make him itch 

so badly that he went crazy.  When 

Crabby Daddy was nettling he threatened 

Tiger, saying that he would take off 

Tiger‟s shell.  Devon gasped.  He knew 

that if a hermit crab has no shell it 

will dry out and die. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



     “What did you do, Tiger?” Devon 

asked, concerned. 

 

      “I dug a burrow in the rocks and 

tried to hide, but when he was nettling 

he was so mean.  He‟d come after me 

yelling and waving his arms in the 

air.”  Tiger shivered at the memory. 

 

      “I‟m so sorry Tiger.  I know how 

that feels. My dad threatened me, too.   

I haven‟t seen my dad in two and a half 

years.  I have a lot of problems 

because of it. Life changes when you 

haven‟t seen someone in your family for 

a very, very, very long time.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

    “Are you scared?” Tiger asked Devon. 

 

       “Not any more, just sad and angry. I 

only half believe in God because of all the 

bad stuff that‟s happened in my life.” 

 

       “I believe in God,” said Tiger.  “I 

have to, it‟s the only thing that keeps me 

from being afraid.” 

 

       “Why are you so afraid if your 

Crabby Daddy is in jail?” asked Devon. 

 

       “Because a week ago I got a snail 

mail that said he is getting out in two 

months,” Tiger explained. Now it all made 

sense to Devon.  Tiger had been having 

nightmares ever since the snail mail 

arrived. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



      “Tiger, my dad has been in and 

out of jail four times,” Devon said.  

“And every time he was getting out I 

was scared, too.” 

 

       “What did you do?” 

 

       “I would stay away from his 

house for a week and not go visit him,” 

Devon remembered. 

 

       “When did you feel it was safe 

to go see him?” Tiger asked. 

 

       “Well, I didn‟t really,” said 

Devon, “but I would go anyway because I 

missed him.” 

 

       “Wow,” said Tiger, “it‟s all so 

confusing, to love a dad and miss him, 

but still be afraid to see him.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



     

      “Yup,” Devon agreed, “that‟s 

pretty much the way it works.”  Tiger 

was very quiet for a long time.  He 

looked around his cage then back at 

Devon. 

 

       “Will you be here for me when my 

Crabby Daddy gets out of jail?” Tiger 

asked. 

 

       “I will always be here for you, 

Tiger.  That‟s what friends are for,” 

said Devon and stretching out his 

finger toward Tiger, Tiger‟s claw shook 

his finger and sealed the deal!  Then 

Tiger crawled into Devon‟s hand and 

took a long, peaceful nap. No more 

nightmares. 


