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‘Once I had started this book

I didn’t want to leave it.’

Becky, age 11

 

‘I love all the different monsters!’

Dylan, age 8

 

‘I would give this book 10 out of 10!’

Suzi, age 8

 

‘Nelly’s adventures make you laugh

and her ways of coping with the monsters

are very funny.’

Niamh, age 10

 

‘I enjoyed it so much I have passed it on to

my friend … the funny monster names

made me laugh out loud.’

Alice, age 9

 

‘It had me laughing from start to finish.’

Katie, age 9
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‘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 babysitter,’ said her dad.

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

‘Then I shall become Nelly the Monster Sitter!’ smiled Nelly.
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There were four drawers in Petronella Morton’s bedside cabinet. One was extra special with a secret hidden inside, three were as dull as school. Nelly, as she much preferred to be called, knelt down excitedly in front of drawer number four and slowly eased it open.

A spark ignited in both eyes as her fingers withdrew the secret from its hiding place. She laid it on her lap, paused for a moment and then stroked it lovingly with the tips of her fingers.

It was a lime-green hot water bottle. Made in Taiwan. Do not overfill.
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Nelly cradled it in her lap for a moment and then opened the flat end of the water bottle like a pitta bread. Unbeknown to her mum she had changed the use of the water bottle entirely by slicing open the widest end with a craft knife.

Nelly slipped her fingers into the secret cavity and pulled out her pride and joy. It was an A4 pad, spiral-bound. The plain red cover had been transformed by the addition of a large title handwritten with silver and gold glitter pens: Nelly the Monster Sitter’s Secret Monster-Sitting Notebook (in gold) – KEEP OUT ASTI, OR ELSE (double underlined in silver, three exclamation marks!!!).

Nelly’s secret monster-sitting notebook was for her eyes only. Not that she was a secretive girl; she had simply decided that most of the things that she saw when she went monster sitting were best kept to herself. You know: gunky, slimy, spiky stuff that other people can find scary or hair-raising.
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Monster sitting was Nelly’s special thing. None of her friends would ever dare babysit for a family of monsters, or even knock on a monster’s front door. Just about everyone Nelly knew, including her twin sister Astilbe (or Asti, as she much preferred to be called), thought that monsters were freaks to be avoided rather than neighbours to be embraced.
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But then, Nelly wasn’t like most other children. Or most other people, for that matter.

She was an eleven-year-old girl with a heart the size of an air balloon and nerves as steady as an oil rig.

Thankfully for Nelly, her mum and dad were monster-friendly too.
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From day one, they had been totally fine with Nelly’s idea of helping monsters to get out of the house a little bit more. Nelly’s dad was of the mind that babysitting for monsters would be ‘educational’. Nelly’s mum was hoping it might help Nelly with her table manners. For sure, Nelly was lucky to have parents like Clifford and Yvonne Morton.

With a glance at the door of her bedroom Nelly opened her secret notebook and flicked randomly through some of the pages. Each was headed neatly in her own handwriting with the name of a monster:

 

‘HOJPOGS’, ‘WIZZILS’, ‘GLOOBLES’ …

 

… none were the page she was looking for.

Where’s the next blank one? she thought, continuing to flick before stopping with a smile.

Nelly liked the blank pages in her notebook best of all, because for her a blank page was a new monster-sitting adventure waiting to happen. And on this occasion, a new colour gel pen to try out.
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‘GRERKS’ she wrote, in her very neatest and newest purple at the very top of the page. Three dots … she added before returning her diary to its water bottle. (Three dots meaning, ‘More info later’.)

Nelly was a monster sitter in demand. She had a visit to the Grerks pencilled in to her diary for later that evening, and had never in her entire life seen a Grerk before. Only when she returned after her adventure would her new purple gel pen be able to complete the story.

She knew what Grerks sounded like over the telephone, although she had originally mistaken their squeaking squawks for a Squiddl’s. But as for appearances … were they scaly, were they spiky or slimy or furry? For Nelly, half the fun was guessing, the other half was finding out.

The Grerks at number 55 had asked Nelly if she could monster sit from six o’clock until eight o’clock that evening. It was twenty to six already and she hadn’t even had her dinner yet. Not that dinner was ever very much to look forward to in Nelly’s house, her parents being less than blessed in the kitchen department.

With another glance at her bedroom door Nelly slipped her water bottle carefully back into place and closed the drawer. She was expecting someone, and that someone was about to arrive.


‘Open this door or I’ll tell Mum!’ squealed her sister, throttling the handle of Nelly’s bedroom door with a twist, a rattle and a shake. ‘Why have you locked it?’
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‘So Barbies can’t get in,’ shouted Nelly, who most days of the week didn’t get on with her sister much, and the other days of the week didn’t get on with her at all.

‘Let me in now or I’ll tell Mum and Dad!’ shouted Asti.

Nelly rose calmly from her bed and opened the door of her wardrobe instead. It was time to get dressed to go monster sitting, not time to talk to an annoying sister with anger management issues.

‘Go away, I’m getting dressed,’ Nelly shouted, taking out her favourite, coolest sweatshirt and laying it on the bed.

Nelly loved her monster-sitting sweatshirt. It was purple with an orange trim and in big swirly silver letters it had the word sardine transfer-printed across the chest.

No one (including Nelly) understood exactly why the word sardine had been printed on to the sweatshirt. But that was precisely why Nelly liked it. Because it was different.
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