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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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‘Have you seen an African grey parrot anywhere?’ said Nelly, lobbing her school bag towards the bottom of the stairs and then kicking her school shoes somewhere in the general direction of the lounge.

Nelly’s mum looked up from her Sudoku, removed a pencil from her mouth and lobbed a puzzled glance back from the kitchen.

‘Have I seen a what?’ she asked.

‘An African grey parrot,’ said Nelly, screwing her school tie into a ball and stuffing it into the pocket of her blazer. ‘Someone in Fountain Street has lost a pet parrot called Fevvers. They’ve stuck notices on the lamp posts all the way up the road.’

‘Serves them right for keeping a pet parrot in the first place,’ said Nelly’s mum, turning her pencil upside down and then erasing a number seven with a frown. ‘Birds aren’t meant to be pets, and they’re not meant to be kept in cages, it’s cruel. Parrots are meant to fly free, not sit on a perch and squawk “who’s a pretty boy, who’s a pretty boy, who’s a pretty boy” all day.’

Nelly hovered halfway between the hallway and the lounge. She had no idea her mum was so birdy aware.

‘I suppose you’re right,’ agreed Nelly, ‘but there’s a two-hundred-pound reward if I can find it.’

‘Blood money,’ said Nelly’s mum, cartwheeling her pencil the right way up, and replacing the number seven with a number four.

‘I could do a lot with two hundred pounds,’ thought Nelly, leaving the hallway and heading in the direction of the TV remote. ‘I could do a lot with TWENTY pounds even!’

‘Can I have my belly button pierced?’ said Asti, bursting in through the open front door, lobbing her school bag at the radiator and then throwing a venomous glance at Nelly.

‘No you can’t,’ said Nelly’s mum with unblinking firmness.

The shoulders of Asti’s school blazer slumped. ‘Why not?’ she protested. ‘I’m nearly thirteen years old! And I’ll pay for it out of my own money. I’ve still got loads of money saved up from Christmas.’

Nelly’s mum ran the tip of her pencil down another Sudoku column and then triumphantly added the number two to another square.

‘Well, can I get my nose pierced then?’ said Asti, stamping her school shoes into the carpet. ‘Or my tongue?’

‘No, you can’t,’ said Nelly’s mum, with the quiet but firm authority of a snooker referee.

‘Why don’t you get your head pierced?’ shouted Nelly from the settee. ‘With a javelin! There’s plenty in the gym cupboard at school!’

Asti wrenched her blazer from her shoulders and spun round. ‘And why don’t you stick your head in a bucket of wet cement and leave it there till it sets, you freak lover!’

‘Temper temper!’ grinned Nelly, raising the TV remote and skipping through the programme menu on offer.

‘I’m going to ask Dad when he gets home,’ hissed Asti, sending a volley of disdainful glances in two directions at once, kicking the front door closed and then stomping upstairs to her room.

‘I bet Dad’ll let me!’ she shouted, with a slam of her bedroom door.

‘I bet he won’t,’ smiled Nelly.
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‘Have you seen an African grey parrot!’ shouted Nelly, the instant her dad arrived home from work.

‘Can I have my belly button pierced?’ blurted Asti, racing down the stairs and nailing her dad to the front door with pleading eyes.

Dad gulped, sidled nervously towards the coat hooks and slowly removed his jacket.

‘Someone in Fountain Street has lost a pet parrot called Fevvers,’ gasped Nelly leaping up from the settee and charging into the hallway. ‘There’s a two-hundred-pound reward if we can find it!’

‘I REALLY want to get my belly button pierced,’ pleaded Asti. ‘I’ll pay for it with my own money and everything!’ she begged. ‘PLEASE, Dad, can I get my belly button pierced, can I???’
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Dad sighed and then angled his head forlornly back in the direction of the coat hooks. He had walked into a domestic tornado. The best thing surely would be to just slip his jacket back on and go back to work.

‘DID you see a parrot on the way home from work?’ pressed Nelly.

‘I’m nearly thirteen, Dad, I’m old enough to do anything I want!’ urged Asti.

‘Hi, honey, I’m home!’ said Dad, sidestepping around both of his daughters and making a break for the kitchen. ‘What’s for dinner?’

Mum swept some pencil erasings away from her newspaper with the back of her hand and then added the number six to her Sudoku.

‘I haven’t really thought about it, Clifford,’ she mumbled. ‘I’ve been really busy. Have you had a good day?’

Dad shuffled into the kitchen, shadowed by both of his daughters.

‘Would anyone like a cup of tea?’ he asked, lifting the lid of the kettle to check there was enough water inside. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll make it.’

‘HAVE you seen a parrot, Dad?’ asked Nelly with a nod of her head.

‘CAN I have my belly button pierced?’ pleaded Asti with a nod of hers.

There were times when Clifford T. Morton, chief provider for the Morton household, senior draughtsman at Sandleys Engineering and principal tea maker at both, really did feel compelled to ask himself, just what was his life actually all about?

This was one of those times.

No sooner had he stepped through the door of his own home after a long and tedious day at work than he had been blown off his feet by a whirlwind of belly buttons and parrots. There had been no welcome when he arrived home, no dinner on the table, no dinner even planned. There was just belly buttons and parrots.

‘NO!’ he said wearily, prodding the kettle switch with his finger, and then plopping a tea bag into his favourite mug. ‘NO I haven’t seen a parrot and no you can’t have your belly button pierced.’

Nelly sighed, and turned back in the direction of the lounge.

Asti exploded.

‘WHY NOT?’ she screamed. ‘I’m nearly THIRTEEN!’ She shook. ‘It’s my money, It’s my belly button, I’m not a kid, I’M NEARLY THIRTEEN!’

There was a soft thud as the girls’ mum dropped her pencil on to the kitchen table, screwed the puzzle page of her newspaper into a ball and then fixed Asti with a glare. Unfortunately for Asti, the Sudoku hadn’t gone well.

‘If you’re nearly thirteen, Astilbe, then I suggest you stop acting like you’re nearly two. If God had intended you to be full of holes then you would have come into this world as a colander or a pair of your dad’s socks. You may think nearly thirteen is a responsible age to be making decisions about puncturing your body, but your father and I do not. Belly-button piercing is not only a barbaric form of self-abuse, it also carries the risk of septicaemia. Do you know what septicaemia is, young lady? Well, before you try and tell me, let me tell you. It’s another word for blood poisoning. If your bellybutton piercing becomes infected then you could get an infection and that infection could lead to blood poisoning. Is that what you want? No, it isn’t what your father and I want for you either. So no, you cannot have your belly button pierced, either with your own money or a loan from the governor of the Bank of England. And the same goes for your tongue and your nose and any other part of your body you might care to stick a sharp object in!’
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