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Dear Little Reader,

This book was written especially for you, to help you find the courage within yourself when the lights go out and the room becomes quiet. I know that sometimes, when you lie down in bed, shadows can look like scary creatures, and every sound can seem like something unknown and frightening. But I want you to know that you are not alone.

In every corner of your room, in every bit of darkness, there is a world full of imagination. What might look like a monster is actually your new friend waiting to be discovered. It might have big teeth or long arms, but what you need to know is that monsters aren’t always what they seem. Sometimes they are just lonely and looking for someone who will understand them and be their friend.

Fear is a feeling that we all experience from time to time, even adults, and that’s okay. But this book will show you that behind every fear lies an opportunity for adventure. The next time you feel scared, remember that the monsters you see might just be a game of your imagination. And imagination is magical—it can create friends where you never expected to find them.

Let this story guide you through a world full of unusual creatures just waiting to be discovered. You might find them under your bed, in your closet, or even in your favorite toy. Each one has its own 

story, its own secrets, and of course, its own friendship to offer you.

When you close this book, I hope you will fall asleep with a smile on your face, knowing that the dark is nothing more than a canvas for your most beautiful dreams. And if you ever feel afraid, just remember that the monsters are there to protect you, not to scare you.

Your bed is your ship, your room is your harbor, and the darkness is a sea of adventures waiting for you to explore. Imagine the shadows as your companions and the sounds as the whispers of secret stories. Always remember, you are the hero of this story, and the light in your heart is stronger than any darkness. May the adventures with the sock monster inspire you to always be brave, curious, and ready to discover the magic hidden in everyday things. Look at everything around you with understanding and a heart full of love. Enjoy every moment and never forget that the best stories are the ones we share with others.

With love,

Susanna D. Stark
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Children are fascinating beings, full of imagination and energy, but also fragile in their perception of the world around them. As they grow, they naturally encounter many challenges, and one of the most common is fear. Fear of the dark, fear of the unknown, fear of monsters hiding under the bed or in the closet—these are feelings that may seem unfounded to us adults, but to children, they are very real.

This book was born out of the need to offer support to children in those moments when they feel insecure and scared. I was inspired by the desire to help them understand that fears are not there to stop them but to encourage them to explore, grow, and develop courage. Through conversations with many parents and observing their children, I realized how common nighttime fears are and how important it is for children to be given the tools to overcome them.

I remember a boy named Mark, who closed his eyes every night but could never fall asleep because he believed a monster was hiding under his bed. His parents tried to explain that there was nothing to fear, but it didn’t help. One night, Mark took his favorite toy—a small, plush dragon—and decided to place it under the bed as a guardian. That was the moment Mark stopped being afraid. In his imagination, the dragon became his ally, and he never had trouble sleeping again.

These small but significant moments inspired me to write this book. I believe that every child has the ability to find courage within themselves if we only provide the right encouragement. Children are incredibly creative, and their imagination is a powerful tool in the fight against fears. When we help them turn their fears into friends, we teach them that it’s okay to be afraid, but that fear can be faced in a positive way.

Our role as adults is to be guides on this journey, to show them how to find light in the darkness, and to understand that all those scary sounds and shadows are just part of a world they are still discovering. In the end, this book is here to remind them that they are always the heroes of their stories and that courage is always within reach, even when the darkness seems too great.

This is a book for all those little heroes who close their eyes each night with fear but open them with hope. May these stories be the wind at their backs, and may they remind them that hidden stars are in every darkness, waiting to be discovered.
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SLEEPLESS NIGHT
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As soon as the last ray of sunlight leaves the room, Mara pulls the blanket up to her nose.
She holds the white sheet tightly with her fingers and her eyes move from left to right.
“Mom, come and put me to sleep, I'm scared! Something is rustling in the room!” she cries out.
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"Just a moment, please, I can't find the socks. Three socks are missing again!” her mother replies from the bathroom.
She sighed deeply, knelt down, and examined every corner of the washing machine.
Mara called out, "Hurry up, I'm scared of the dark!"
Her mother reassured her, “What are you afraid of? I’m right here! I’m just looking for these impossible socks in the bathroom. Where have they disappeared to again?” She ran her hand over the washing machine and the  overturned laundry basket.
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Mara isn't afraid, but when it gets dark, she fears that a creepy shadow will jump out of the darkness.
Additionally, she always hears a whisper as soon as the light goes out.
In the past few days, she hasn't been able to sleep because of it.
It rustles as if someone is groaning and crying. Where are these terrible noises coming from?
"Turn on the lamp on the table until I come, so it won’t be so dark!"
The girl replied, "I’ve already turned on the lamp on the table!" but that didn’t help with the fear in her soul.

[image: image]
It felt as if someone was watching her, as if someone else were in the room.
Someone is just waiting for her to fall asleep and then jump out of the darkness.
Only her eyes peek out from under the blanket.
The shadows of the dolls play mischievously on the wall.  Something rustles softly. Mara shudders, perks up her ars, and listens.
But there is nothing to be heard, only the deceptive silence.
Her eyes widened three times in fear.
Then she jumped under the blanket and sat up, without removing the edges from her nose.
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Then she called out, "Mom, come quickly, there is someone in the room."
Mom entered the room and turned on the light to look around.
She explained, "It only seems that way because the wind is hitting the curtain at the window." Then she went to the window to close it.
However, Mara remained persistent and shook her head.
"There is someone in the room! I could hear them moving and breathing!" she continued, frightened.
Mom replied, "If you say so! I’ll be right back, I’m just going to put away the laundry. It’s 
[image: image]amazing how often I’m missing at least one sock. Where they disappear each time remains a mystery to me."
After she was done with the laundry, Mom took the book from the shelf and spread it over the bed.
“Should I continue reading the story of Hansel and Gretel or something else?” she asked.
“No, please read me the story of Hansel and Gretel!” Mara commanded.
Mom smiled and began reading with her gentle voice the story of a boy and a girl who got lost in the forest. They searched in vain for breadcrumbs, but found none.
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The birds had eaten the last crumb and they could not return home.
Mara listened attentively.
She imagined being alone in the forest, in the midst of the darkness.
It was only now that she realized her mother was asleep, but the same sound frightened her again.
“Hatchi!” echoed through the room.
“Bless you!” the mother politely responded to her daughter's sneeze.
Mara jumped up on her knees and began shaking her mother.
“Mom, wake up right now! Someone is in the 
[image: image]room, it wasn’t me.” She continued shaking her.
“There’s no one here, Mara!” said the mother.
“Don’t be afraid, look!” and began to search the room thoroughly.
She looked under every object, every doll, and under the nightstand.
Mara whispered softly, “Look under the bed!”
Mom leaned forward to look under the bed and paused briefly.
“Yes, that’s just your favorite stuffed dog, Flecky!” she said with a smile, pulling out a stuffed dog from under the bed.
“Over there!” said Mara, pointing with her finger at the double wardrobe.
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“If you want, I’ll check there too,” said Mom, tiptoeing cautiously to the wardrobe.
The old double wardrobe cast a dark shadow over the room, towering like a huge dark mountain.
Mom opened the wardrobe doors with a sudden movement and stood there stiffly.
She stared at Mara’s hanging clothes, jackets, and coats.
The girl sat on the bed, full of fear, and peered cautiously at the wardrobe.
Maybe it was hiding there, and Mom might overlook it?
[image: image]
“Do you see now that you have no reason to be afraid? Lie down and sleep peacefully. There’s no one in the room except you and me.”
“Can you at least stay here until I fall asleep?” asked Mara, still afraid to be alone.
Mom sighed and lay down beside her.
As she read the rest of the story, Mara fell asleep again, and her head fell onto the soft feather pillow.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

[image: image]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image012.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image035.png





d2d_images/image010.png





d2d_images/image011.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image017.png





d2d_images/image059.png





d2d_images/image023.png





d2d_images/image067.png





d2d_images/image068.png





d2d_images/image006.png





d2d_images/image028.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.png





