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1
            Chapter 1

         

         “Harriet! Come and say goodbye to your dad before he goes,” Gran shouted from downstairs.

         Well, I think that’s what she shouted, I didn’t have my hearing aid in but I heard the words “goodbye” and “Dad” so I just filled in the rest, like a crossword puzzle.

         “Coming,” I yelled back. I put down my sparkly blue hair brush and looked around for my hearing aid. (My hearing aid is green, which is my second favourite colour, as well as being my surname. The doctor said they didn’t have any in blue and sparkly, which would have been my top choice.)

         2I had taken it out to have my shower, because it doesn’t like water (I don’t either, I prefer orange squash) but now I couldn’t see it anywhere.

         “Oh no,” I whispered. “No, no, no.” I had only just arrived at Gran’s house, where I was going to be staying while Dad was away, working on his new job, and it looked like I had already lost one of my most important things. (My hearing aid is like a teeny tiny music speaker but instead of playing music it makes the noises going into my ear, like Gran shouting upstairs, louder so I can hear them better. My hearing isn’t as good as other kids my age so I need my tiny speaker to help me hear at the same level as everyone else.) I was just starting to panic when I spotted a flash of green under the bed. It must be my hearing aid, how on earth had it got under there?

         3I bent down to pick it up and instead discovered one of my socks lying there. Even weirder – I hadn’t unpacked anything yet.

         I spotted my hearing aid on the bed, nestled in the duvet and only visible from this angle – triple weird. I put my hearing aid in quickly and heard a loud scurrying noise coming from under the bed. When the sock started to move, like something was pulling it, I knew something was under there.
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         4Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed the other end of the sock just before it disappeared.
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         “Hey,” I said to my sock and felt a bit silly, clothes don’t tend to talk back. It must have just got caught on something. But as I tried to pick it up, the something held it tight at the other end. I squinted into the darkness under the bed to work out what the sock was stuck on, but I couldn’t see anything. This was so weird. I was losing a tug of war with something invisible.

         “Harriet,” Gran’s voice drifted up the stairs again.

         Well I think that’s what she had said as my hearing aid wasn’t in my ear properly because I had put it in so quickly. I wasn’t 5even sure if the scurrying noise under the bed had been real – sometimes my hearing aid makes funny noises when the battery runs out or if it gets wet so it can be difficult to tell what is a hearing aid noise and what is real life. I gave my hearing aid a wiggle with my finger to get it back into place, like when you sit on a cushion mountain and wiggle your bottom into the cushions to get yourself comfy. The whole time I made sure I kept hold of the sock with my other hand.

         “Just a minute,” I yelled back at Gran. I hoped I had heard her right.

         I didn’t have time for this tug-of-war. I pulled as hard as I could and the sock strrreeeettttcccchhhhed before finally pinging free so suddenly that I went flying backwards, the sock still gripped firmly in my hand.

         6I landed on my bottom (Gran calls her bottom her “best comfy cushion” and says it’s comfier than a cushion mountain) and blinked at the sock. The something was still attached to the other end of it.
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         7It was green and furry, the size of a small dog, with googly eyes, a round tummy and a sock-shaped mouth. This mouth was still clinging tightly to the other end of my sock.

         WOOOAHHHHH.

         I sat there with my mouth open. Finally I remembered to speak.

         “Who …” I began. “What … Who are you?”

         The creature tipped its head to one side, like you do when you are getting water out of your ear after you’ve been in the swimming pool and said, perfectly clearly, “I am Sock Muncha. I eat socks because they are mighty tasty. Who are you?”8
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10
            Chapter 2

         

         “I’m Harriet,” I said to the small furry creature. “Harriet Green. I eat … well all sorts really.”

         It was still staring at me with wide eyes as though I was the strange one.

         “What are … where have you come from?” I wanted to ask what it was – it didn’t look like anything I’d ever seen on David Attenborough, and besides, it could speak – but I couldn’t think of a way of wording it that didn’t sound rude.

         “I’ve come from planet Janet – how about you?”

         “I’ve come from … my dad’s house.”

         11Sock Muncha nodded knowingly.

         Wait a minute.

         “Planet Janet? Do you mean you’re not from earth? You’re an alien?”

         “I’m not an alien,” the creature giggled. “You are.”

         “But–aliens aren’t real, are they?”

         “Must be, I’m looking at one.”

         I blew a bit of my frizzy hair out of my eye in frustration.
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         12My hair was always in the way, once it even got in my mouth and my chewing-gum got stuck to it.

         “But you’re not from Earth?”

         “No, I told you – I’m from planet Janet.”

         “So life on other planets is … real?”

         “Yes, of course it is.”

         This was big. Like all capitals BIG.
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         I had heard so many stories about other galaxies and places like the planet Slumber and the planet Elbows and Knees. Gran had 13told me all about what the atmosphere on other planets was like; the weather and tons of other stuff – and I’d written everything down in my big space book. But I’d thought they were just that – stories.

         They were just stories.

         Until now.

         “I have a question for you,” Sock Muncha said. “How can you understand Muncha?”

         “Hmmm, what do you mean?” I asked.

         “All Munchas can understand a range of different languages – it’s helpful for our … er … appetites. But I’ve never practised speaking Earthian. How do you know Muncha?”

         “I … don’t,” I said, feeling more confused by the second. “I’d never even heard of a Muncha until five minutes ago.”

         But was that true? Something about Sock 14Muncha was feeling a bit familiar.

         “You must do, we’re talking, aren’t we?”

         Without waiting for me to reply, Sock Muncha carried on, “And I have another question.”

         I couldn’t help but smile. Sock Muncha seemed as confused as I felt.

         “What is that green bug in your ear? Is it a smaller kind of earth creature?”

         “Oh, no. It’s my hearing aid,” I said, in a kind of mumble. Was Sock Muncha going to tease me like the kids at my old school had done? “It helps me hear properly.”

         When I was little, I fell asleep on a music speaker at a birthday party. I don’t know how I did it because they are really loud but I do like music so maybe I just wanted to get really close. My dad found me and carried me home to bed as soon as he saw 15me there but “the damage had been done”, as Dad said. I didn’t know you could hurt your ears so easily. Apparently there are little hairs deep in the ear and mine got damaged, which is weird because it didn’t damage the hair on my head and that was nearer. The doctor said that the little hairs in my ear being damaged meant that I can’t hear as well as other people.

         Sock Muncha just nodded curiously. “How does it work?” he asked. “Does the green bug talk to you?”

         “No,” I said with a giggle. “Look, it’s not a bug…” I took it out to show him. I could see what he meant. It does look a bit like a green bug has got all comfy on the side of my head and curled around my ear, like I used to curl around my teddy in bed (and 16sometimes still do but only when I feel sad).

         Sock Muncha opened his mouth and said, “GHAOIFJAOSDI22 JAPIDAGPEDLLLLLRRRR.”

         “Huh?”

         “BKJSFMNIJ5989,” he said, pointing at my hearing aid.

         I put it back into my ear.

         “I think the green bug translates Muncha into Earthian,” Sock Muncha said.

         “It’s not a–” I stopped. He must have been right. My hearing aid let me understand his language.

         I’d always known it was cool – after all, it meant I could hear things like birds singing, and the doorbell, and teachers in class and my favourite programmes on TV, but this was cooler than I’d ever dreamed.

         “Harriet?” The stairs creaked under my dad’s 17tromping feet.

         Uh oh.

         Dad’s new job was driving his van all around the country, which is why I had come to stay with Gran. In the van on the way over here he’d given me a present of a special glittery blue nail varnish that looked like galaxies floating in space, and then he’d got that serious look on his face.

         “Hairy,” he’d begun.

         (Hairy is his silly name for me ever since I couldn’t hear him properly when I was smaller, before I had my hearing aid, and he called me “Harry” and I thought he’d said “Hairy” as I do have lots of hair, and then we laughed a lot and it became a special joke that’s just for us.)

         “Hairy, I want you to be really good for Gran, and to make sure you look after her 18just like you always look after me.”

         I’d wanted to say that I was always good (mostly). And I’d got a funny feeling in my heart that made me want to tell him to stop the van, to not go away, so that we could keep on living together. Dad loves eating sweets when he drives and he always has a pile of sweet wrappers and empty bottles and receipts on the floor of his van that look like a nest for my feet. I wanted ask if I could hide in his rubbish nest on the floor and then I’d be able to stay with him forever and not go and live with Gran.

         I didn’t say anything, I just nodded.

         “Of course I will, Dad. You can count on me.”

         I couldn’t be sure, but somehow I didn’t think talking to a sock-eating alien would fit into his idea of me being good.

         “Sock Muncha, you have to hide.”1920
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Inhabitants: The Fake Tan Clan, a tribe
of very tanned aliens who have different
coloured elbow s and knees.

Conditions: There 1s no sun near this planet
which 1s why the Fake Tan Clan use so much
fake tan.

L andscape: The planet has been decorated
to look like a sunny beach despite being
freezing cold in reality.

Other notes: It 1s considered \

very rude to comment on
the tan of a3 member of the

Fake Tan Clan and can result in
imprisonment.
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Inhabitants: Aliens of all sorts can be found
here sleeping in beds, however the only
native inhabitants are sheep.

Conditions: Constant lullabies are playing,
interrupted only by the sounds of snores.
There 1s no gravity on this planet so the
sheep float around the beds.

L andscape: A planet mainly made up of beds,
cushions and duvets.

Other notes: Whenever someone w akes up
on planet Slumber they count the floating
sheep until they fall back to sleep.
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