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NELLY THE MONSTER SITTER

‘If monsters are real, how come I’ve never seen one?’ said Nelly.

‘Because they never go out,’ said her dad.

‘Why don’t monsters ever go out?’ said Nelly.

‘Because they can never get a baby sitter,’ said her dad.

Nelly thought about it. Her mum and dad never went out unless they could get a baby sitter. Why should monsters be any different?

‘Then I shall become Nelly the Monster Sitter!’ smiled Nelly.


There are fifteen
Nelly the Monster Sitter adventures to collect.

You don’t have to read these books in order
but, if you’d like to, this is the order
that we recommend:

 

 1. Grerks

 2. Squrrms

 3. Water Greeps

 4. Cowcumbers

 5. Pipplewaks

 6. Altigators

 7. Huffaluks

 8. Muggots

 9. Thermitts

10. Polabores

11. Digdiggs

12. Dendrilegs

13. Ultravores

14. Rimes

15. Wattwatts
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What is it with Sundays? Before you know it, the Sun is gone, the day’s gone and your school homework deadlines are looming.

‘Mu-um,’ groaned Asti, from the desk in her bedroom, ‘what were the biggest dinosaurs?’

‘Ask Nelly,’ shouted her mum, slipping an armful of autumn clothes from the coat hangers in her wardrobe and folding them neatly into a pile on her bed. ‘She’s the monster expert in this house.’

‘Daaaaad!’ shouted Asti, determined not to ask Nelly for anything. ‘Who were the biggest dinosaurs around?’

‘Tyrannosaurus Rexes, I think,’ hollered her dad, lowering his foot from the loft hatch and gingerly feeling around for the top rung of the loft ladder.

‘Argentinosaurus,’ said Nelly, firing the correct answer through the crack of her bedroom door. ‘Seismosaurus was the longest, but Argentinosaurus was the biggest.’

Asti shrugged her shoulders and stared glumly at her exercise book. The blank page before her was crowned with the spectacularly boring headline Dinosaurs. Heroes to Zeros. Explain.

She dragged her biro like a tree trunk to the top left-hand corner of the page and then groaned again. She hated writing essays, especially essays about subjects she hated writing essays about, i.e. any subject.

‘Argentinosaurus was 110 feet long and weighed 100 tons; that’s the same as twenty bull elephants,’ shouted Nelly. ‘They were twice as long as T Rexes.’

‘Whoopdedoo!’ Asti muttered.

‘The biggest monkey dinosaur was definitely King Kong,’ shouted her dad, tugging a bin bag full of old clothes down from the lip of the loft hatch and then jumping clear from the final three steps as it avalanched towards his head.

‘Missed!’ he smiled, as the bin bag fell on to the landing carpet with a squish and a clomp.

‘King Kong, the amazing gorillasaurus. I saw him wrestling a T Rex on telly once. He must have eaten bananas the size of canoes!’

‘King Kong wasn’t real,’ shouted Asti. ‘He was a movie monster.’

‘Well, I never knew that!’ sighed her dad, slapping his forehead ironically and lifting the bin bag from the carpet. ‘And there’s me thinking a caveman had filmed the whole thing!’

‘They didn’t have gorillas in dinosaur times,’ said Asti, grinding the nib of her biro into her rubber to see if she could push it all the way through. ‘Or film cameras.’

‘Or giant bananas!’ laughed Nelly, nailing her dad’s theory conclusively.

Nelly’s dad conceded defeat. ‘Well, you make sure you put that in your homework essays, girls,’ he smiled. ‘I’m sure I’m not alone in thinking that once upon a time, hairy gorillas the size of office blocks walked the earth with beautiful blondes tenderly clenched between the big fat furry fingers of one hand and giant bananas in the other.’

Asti lifted her biro again, but then sagged under the sheer weight of ink.

‘Clifford, I need that bag of winter clothes,’ shouted Mum. ‘Can you stop talking about giant bananas and office blocks and help me sort my autumn collection out?’

‘Gigantosaurus was the biggest meat eater,’ shouted Nelly. She had finished her essay and was now relaxing on her bed, a mine of dinosaur information. ‘Argentinosaurus probably looked scary, but it didn’t eat meat.’

‘Bit like your mum then,’ laughed her dad, poking his head into Nelly’s bedroom and plucking a green scarf from the bin bag.

‘I heard that!’ growled Nelly’s mum from a forest of coat hangers.

Nelly looked up from her bed and smiled. Her dad had wrapped her mum’s green silk scarf around his face and was baring his teeth at her like a velociraptor.

‘What are you doing?’ he asked, switching to Dad mode again.

‘Waiting for my monster sitting phone to ring,’ Nelly replied.

‘Are you expecting a call?’ asked her dad.

‘Not really,’ said Nelly, ‘but I’ve got a hunch I’m going to get one.’

‘I’ve got a hunch your mum isn’t going to want to wear any of last year’s winter clothes this winter,’ sighed her dad, unwinding the green silk scarf from his head and slipping it back into the bin bag.

‘Me too,’ smiled Nelly, putting her hands behind her head and easing back on to her pillow.

‘Clothes bag PLEASE, Clifford!’ boomed Nelly’s mum from the wardrobe.

Nelly’s dad slipped from view, and then reappeared unexpectedly.

‘Have you done all your homework?’ he asked hopefully.

Nelly nodded triumphantly.

‘Then could you help Asti with hers, please?’ asked her dad.

Nelly stiffened. Help Asti? Help lizard-faced, poison-tongued Asti? WITH HER HOMEWORK? No way! She’d rather help an Argentinosaurus wipe its bottom.

Nelly’s dad hovered by the bedroom door and fixed her with pleading adult eyes.

Nelly wedged her shoulders firmly into her pillow and glared back with immovable monster sitter eyes.

‘No more lifts,’ said her dad, pulling his car keys from his pocket and dangling them like a bunch of mini carrots.

‘Oh … OK …’ grimaced Nelly.
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By the time Nelly had arrived at her sister’s bedroom door, she had engineered a plan. OK, it wasn’t a great plan, but at least it was plan enough to make the chore of helping Asti bearable.

She knocked lightly and waited for an icy blast to whistle from the direction of Asti’s homework desk.

‘Who is it?’ snapped Asti, like a troll with a toothache.

‘Me,’ said Nelly, bristling at the prospect of having to enter her sister’s room.

‘Bog off, Me!’ snapped Asti.

Nelly turned to go, then checked herself with the thought of no more monster sitting lifts.

‘Let me in,’ she said, turning to face the door again. ‘I’ve got something for you.’

Asti pulled the nib of her biro out of her pencil rubber and stabbed it into the surface of her desk.

‘What is it?’ she asked.

‘My dinosaur essay,’ said Nelly. ‘If you want, I’ll let you have a read.’

Asti turned stiffer than a fossil. The voice at the door certainly sounded like her sister, but its words sounded nothing like Nelly at all.

‘If you have a read of my essay, it might help you write yours,’ said Nelly, almost choking on the niceness of what she was saying. ‘You can copy it if you like.’

A pause ensued on both sides of the door.

Asti sat bolt upright in her chair, staring down at the word Zero in her homework title. Zero was all that she had written.

Nelly stood, shoulders slumped, wondering how many years of psychiatric counselling she was going to need after spending more than a nanosecond in Asti’s bedroom.

A pause followed the pause, and then another five pauses popped up silently between the seven more pauses that came after that.

‘The door’s open,’ blurted Asti, eventually unable to resist the opportunity to get her homework done the simple pimple way.

Nelly sighed, placed her hand on the white porcelain door knob, and braced herself for the colour pink.

There was lots of pink in Asti’s bedroom. A month ago there had been lots of lilac, but pink was her newest favourite colour. Asti changed favourite colours like some boys at school changed football teams; however, for the brief period that she supported a colour, she supported it big time. Her wallpaper was pink, her ceiling was pink, her lampshade was pink, her bed quilt was pink, her pillow cases were pink, the pencil case on her homework desk was pink and her carpet was lilac (but due to be changed).
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