Harriet Versus The Galaxy

“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 makes the noises going into my ear louder so I can hear them better.)

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?  I 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.  Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed the other end of the sock just before it disappeared.

“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.  I pulled as hard as I could and the sock streeeettttcccchhhhed before finally pinging free so suddenly that I went flying backwards, the sock still gripped firmly in my hand.


