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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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Nelly and Asti were arguing again. Not about pop music or TV programmes or the meaning of life. This time it was something far more important. This time it was golden syrup.

‘I got it first,’ snapped Asti.

‘I took it out of the cupboard in the first place!’ countered Nelly.

The golden syrup lurched backwards and forwards across the kitchen table as both sisters wrestled for control of the tin.

‘If you don’t stop arguing I’ll tip the rest of this mix down the sink and there won’t be any more pancakes for anyone!’ threatened Nelly’s mum.

Nelly’s dad wiped some sugar from the corner of his mouth and groaned.

‘But that’s not fair! It’s not me, it’s them. I haven’t even touched the golden syrup, I’ve just had sugar and lemon on mine.’

Nelly’s mum paddled her wooden spatula through the pancake mix and sighed.

‘Honestly, Clifford, sometimes I wonder who the biggest kid in this family is.’

‘They’re bigger kids than me,’ said Dad, folding his arms indignantly and watching the golden syrup tin Ping-Pong backwards and forwards in front of his eyes.

‘Petronella and Astilbe!’ (Mum always called the twins by their christened names when she was cross.) ‘If one of you girls doesn’t give in, both your pancakes will go stone cold and then no amount of golden syrup will make them edible!’

‘I’m not giving in,’ grimaced Nelly.

‘I’m not giving in,’ growled Asti.

‘The twins tightened their grips on the golden syrup tin and prepared to battle right through the afternoon and into the night.

‘I wish there was no such thing as Pancake Day,’ grumbled Mum, ladling another dollop of pancake mix into the frying pan. ‘Instead of Pancake Day, there should be Twins Go To Bed Early Day or Mums Go Shopping and Spend However Much They Want To Day.’

‘Can I volunteer for the next pancake please, love?’ asked Dad hopefully. ‘I mean, the girls haven’t even begun to eat their first one yet.’

Mum flopped the pancake on to her husband’s plate and looked despairingly at her two daughters.

‘Smelly Nelly,’ lurched Asti.

‘Nasty Asti,’ lurched Nelly.

‘Could you fetch the jam, love, I think I’d quite like jam on this one,’ chimed Dad.

Nelly’s mum was just about to pour the rest of the pancake mix over her family’s heads, pack her bags and start a new life in Hawaii when the phone rang.

Not the phone in the hallway downstairs, but the phone in Nelly’s bedroom upstairs.

Although it sounded faint from the kitchen, Nelly’s monster-sitting phone had a very distinctive trilling ring. And when it rang it only ever meant one thing. Nelly was in demand.

Nelly’s eyes detached themselves from the golden syrup tin and craned upwards to the ceiling. How could she answer the phone in her bedroom without giving control of the golden syrup to Asti?

The phone continued to ring unanswered.

Asti sensed victory. ‘Your phone is ringing, Nelly my sweet,’ she cooed, ‘and if you don’t answer it pretty sharpish one of your scummy hideous ten-headed monster friends won’t be able to go out tonight and leave you with one of their freaky monster babies.’

Nelly bit her lip, shoved the tin of golden syrup into Asti’s chest and raced out of the kitchen and up the stairs. As she burst through her bedroom door she was greeted by the sound of her own voice.

‘Please leave a message after the beeps and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.’

Instead of diving for the phone, Nelly’s curiosity got the better of her. She sat down at her homework table with her fingers poised over the phone and waited for the beep to beep.

The beep of the answer phone was followed by a gurgle and then a low googling glug. Nelly listened intently as the monster on the end of the line began to leave its message.

'Er … hello Nelly … gurgle … Er, we’re the Squurms from number 322… gloog … we haven’t met before but we’ve… glargle … we’ve heard a lot of wonderful things about you from Mump and Leech at number 93… glurg . .. We were wondering if you might be able to monster sit for us this eve—’

Nelly picked up the phone. ‘Hello?’ she smiled.

Two loud gurgles were followed by a glug and then a ning.

‘Is that Nelly the Monster Sitter … gurgle?’

‘That’s me!’ said Nelly. ‘Of course I’ll monster sit for you this evening. What time would you like me to come round?’

The gurgles googled and gurgled softly at the end of the phone and then returned full volume with the answer.
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‘Could you come at six-thirty and perhaps…glargle … stay until nine?’

Nelly glanced at her secret drawer and smiled. ‘I’ll have to check with my mum and dad but if you don’t hear from me I’ll be there right on time. Do I need to bring anything special?’

‘Lots of energy!’ gurgled the Squurm. ‘Our son, gloogle gets bored rather easily.’

‘Is that your son’s name, Gloogle?’ asked Nelly.

‘Pardon gurgle,’ said the Squurm.

‘You said “our son Gloogle” … is Gloogle your son’s name?’

‘Our son’s name is Slop gloogle,’ glugged the Squurm.

‘Slopgloogle or just Slop?’ asked Nelly, who was beginning to wish she hadn’t asked.

‘Just Slop gurgle,’ gargled the Squurm, a little confused.
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