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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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 ‘I hate that cat!’ shouted Nelly, chasing down the stairs from her bedroom and charging through the kitchen into the back garden.

Nelly’s mum and dad watched over the rims of their coffee cups as Nelly’s whirling, swirling arms helicoptered across the lawn in pursuit of next door’s black and white cat.
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‘Not another bird!’ groaned Asti, racing into the kitchen from the lounge. ‘He’s always catching birds!’ she cried, chasing out on to the lawn to help Nelly with the rescue mission.

Nelly’s dad placed his cup on the kitchen table and sighed philosophically. ‘Barney’s only doing what nature intended,’ he said. ‘He’s a cat. Cats are supposed to eat birds. It’s what cats do.’

Nelly’s mum watched her two daughters zigzagging around the lawn for a few moments and then entered the debate. ‘It’s not what next door’s cat does. Barney doesn’t eat the birds he catches at all. He just plays with them until they’re dead,’ she countered.

‘As cats do,’ said Nelly’s dad for the defence.

‘I’ll tell you something else that cats do,’ said Mum. ‘And they do them all over our vegetable garden. And in our flower pots.’

‘You’re right, I hate that cat,’ said Dad, charging out into the garden.

Nelly and Asti had cornered the long-haired villain by the conifer, where it was crouched low beneath the evergreen branches, glaring up at them with cold, killer eyes.
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‘I think it’s a sparrow,’ said Asti, trying to identify the feathers that were poking out of either side of Barney’s jaws.

‘It’s a young one,’ said Nelly, spotting the custard-yellow trim on its beak.

‘How do we make it drop it?’ asked Asti.

‘I don’t know,’ said Nelly, inching forwards and then back.

The trouble was, whenever one of the girls took a step closer, the cat closed its jaws tighter. On one occasion it even growled at them.

‘I didn’t know cats could growl!’ said Asti, for whom the cat’s wickedness was fast assuming Satanic proportions.

Dad arrived and placed a consoling arm around both of his daughters’ shoulders.

‘The bird is dead,’ he said with a shake of his head. ‘Mother Nature can be cruel sometimes, girls. There’s nothing we can do.’

‘There’s something I can do,’ insisted Nelly, retrieving an aluminium bucket from the shed and a trowel from the top of Snowball’s hutch.

The cat slunk low into the grass as Nelly marched up to it and then banged the bucket loudly above its head with the trowel.

The garden reverberated with a loud clang, clang, clang as the cat sprang to its feet, turned tail and scrabbled up and over the fence. Alas, with the bird still in its mouth.

‘I thought it might have dropped it,’ sighed Nelly. ‘We could have buried it if it had dropped it.’

Nelly’s dad led the girls back to the kitchen, secretly glad that the family wouldn’t have to go through the rigmarole of a shoebox funeral.
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‘It’s just nature’s way,’ he reminded them solemnly as they stepped on to the patio.

‘Nature’s way of what?’ said Asti, who was in a far less forgiving mood.

Nelly’s dad refixed his sights on his coffee cup and then dithered by the kitchen door.

‘Er … cats are nature’s way of, er … keeping the bird population, er … at the right level,’ said Dad, who was beginning to run out of expertise in matters both feline and feathered.

‘Rubbish,’ said Nelly. ‘There aren’t enough sparrows in the world as it is; in fact, bird populations have been on the decline for years. Especially song birds. The French keep eating them and the Belgians and the Maltese keep shooting them …’

‘The farmers keep poisoning them,’ added Asti, who had read the same magazine article as Nelly.

‘And that rotten cat from next door keeps catching them,’ said Nelly. ‘That’s the third bird I’ve seen it catch in the last week!’

Nelly’s dad decided to bow out of this particular discussion. His daughters could be quite formidable opposition on the rare occasions that they teamed up.

‘Breakfast!’ he proposed cheerfully. ‘Come and join Mum and me for breakfast!’

‘I’m not hungry,’ said Asti, trudging through the kitchen and back to the lounge.

‘Me neither,’ said Nelly, returning to her bedroom to complete her latest entry in her monster sitting diary.

‘How could you possibly eat anything after watching that!’ shouted Nelly from the stairs.

‘Cat lover!’ shouted Asti.

Nelly’s dad limped to the breakfast table and stared disconsolately at his muesli. He dipped his finger into his coffee cup and shivered.

‘I hate that cat,’ he grumbled.

‘Me too,’ sighed Mum. 
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Nelly sat down by her bedroom window and picked up her purple gel pen. With a sigh of feathered bereavement, she added the letters KS AT NUMBER 66 to the top of a new page in her secret monster sitting notebook, finally completing the entry she had begun earlier.
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