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			This book is dedicated to my wonderful grandchildren. You all bring so much joy to my life. Thank you, Hazel, Clarabella, Winslow and Cooper for being my number one fans and critics. 

			Thanks again to Austin Macauley Publishers for helping me continue my journey and share my stories.
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			In the laundry was a box – not just any box – it was a special box for odd socks called The Lost Socks Box.
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			Warm m orning sunshine began to peep through the window of the laundry. The birds were awake and twittering to each other.
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			 ‘Ahh, good morning, to you all,’ yawned Fluffy Fred.

			Clumsy Charlie sat up slowly. ‘Good morning, Fred.’

			‘Oh my,’ gasped Fluffy Fred, ‘you are covered in spots!’

			Posh Penny and Silky Sue heard the others were awake and sat up too.

			‘Oh, my goodness, you all have spots!’ said Fluffy Fred, in shock.

			Posh Penny rushed over to look at her reflection in the window and burst into tears. ‘I’m so spotty!’
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			Fluffy Fred began to panic. ‘It’s OK; I’ll go upstairs to the attic and see if I can find Dr Socks.’ Fluffy Fred rushed to the bottom of the staircase in the hallway. He looked up at the long, winding stairs. OK, let’s do this, he thought. Boing, boing, boing, flump. Finally landing at the top of the stairs with a big THUD, and feeling quite out of breath, he pushed open the door to the attic and went inside.

			Loud music coming from The Rolling Socks band filled the room. Boom, boom, sock, sock, boom…
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			Voluptuous Vera was instructing a dance class. Her special elastic around her waist made her very curvy, and very bendy.  A few of the socks from the dressing-up box had joined her dance class today. They were moving and jumping to the noisy, rocking music from The Rolling Socks band.

			‘VERA!’ Fluffy Fred waved frantically, trying to get her attention. ‘HOW ARE YOU?’ 

			‘Oh, hello, Fred,’ said Voluptuous Vera. ‘I’m well; thank you. Why don’t you come and join in my dance class?’

			Fluffy Fred was struggling to hear Voluptuous Vera over the loud music, so he asked the band to stop playing for a moment. 

			‘I am sorry, I’d love to, but I’m searching for Dr Socks,’ said Fluffy Fred. ‘Charlie, Penny and Sue are not very well, and I need him to look at them and find out what is wrong,’ said Fluffy Fred desperately.

			‘Oh, I think he is in the dressing-up box,’ said Voluptuous Vera. ‘Hope they feel better soon!’

			‘Thanks, Vera,’ said Fluffy Fred.
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			Making his way over to the dressing-up box, Fluffy Fred began shouting at the top of his voice, ‘DR SOCKS! DR SOCKS! WHERE ARE YOU?’ 

			Dr Socks poked his head up from the pile of clothes wearing a Halloween mask.

			‘AAHHH!’ squealed Fluffy Fred.
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			‘He, he, he, he,’ chuckled Dr Socks. ‘Sorry, Fred, I was only messing around.’ He removed the mask. ‘What can I do for you?’

			‘Charlie, Penny, and Sue are covered in spots. Will you please have a look at them?’ said Fluffy Fred.

			‘No worries, mate!’ chuckled Dr Socks in his Australian accent. ‘I’ll just get my Dr Socks medical box.’ 

			Dr Socks bent down and scooped up
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