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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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The Montelimar Estate was melting under the onslaught of an early-summer heat wave. The putty in the windows had gone soft, the tar on the roads was bubbling, the grass and even the greenfly were turning brown.

But forget ice lollies, forget orange juice, forget cola – it was champagne time in the back garden of 119 Sweet Street. For after only six years of trying, Nelly’s mum and dad had got four numbers up on the lottery.

‘Can you help me get this out?’ winced Dad, bending over double in an attempt to remove the cork.

Nelly’s mum leaned forward in her bikini and received the bottle with the steely composure of a hitman. With barely a blink she closed her fingers around the cork and began throttling it into submission.

‘I thought we’d get a lot more than a lousy one hundred and forty-seven pounds,’ grumbled Asti, wiping a particularly tickly insect from her neck.

‘Especially for four numbers,’ agreed Nelly, blowing a ladybird from the end of her finger.

‘Apparently, we’ve done quite well for four numbers,’ said her dad. ‘A friend of mine only got fifty-six quid!’

‘Keep your voice down,’ whispered Nelly’s mum, jerking her head in small, cautious nods towards their neighbour’s fence. ‘Mrs Lavender might hear you.’

Nelly and Asti turned to the fence and then looked at each other, none the wiser.

‘Mrs Lavender got five numbers and the super ball on New Year’s Day,’ explained Mum in a barely audible whisper, before easing the cork free with a thwuck as loud as a rifle shot.

Nelly’s dad jumped, Asti and Nelly ducked and Snowball twitched as the cork rocketed towards the patio, ricocheted off the rabbit cage and flew like a scud missile over the fence into Mrs Lavender’s garden.

Nelly and Asti watched, nonplussed, as their mum and dad suddenly leaped from their sun loungers, scarpered across the grass and concealed themselves in the kitchen.

‘What are they doing?’ whispered Nelly out of the corner of her mouth as her mum and dad’s faces peeped like naughty schoolchildren from the doorway.

‘I don’t know,’ whispered Asti. ‘Maybe they’ve gone to get some glasses?’

‘We’ve already got glasses,’ murmured Nelly, with a nod towards the sun-umbrella table.

The bubbles in the champagne bottle fizzed emerald green in the sunlight as they waited for someone to pour. But both ‘someone’s were still crouching beside the tumble dryer with their eyes glued to Mrs Lavender’s fence.

Nelly and Asti followed their mum and dad’s gazes and waited for the next dramatic instalment.

The fence panels shimmered in the fierce midday heat but aside from an empty coconut shell hanging up for the blue tits, there was very little to observe. Nelly’s eyes darted back to her mum and dad and then to Mrs Lavender’s fence again. Asti’s eyes meandered less energetically over to the kitchen door.

Their mum and dad seemed to be wavering, apparently unsure whether the coast was clear or not. Apparently it wasn’t, for as they took their first tentative step back into the garden the champagne cork looped back over the fence from Mrs Lavender’s side and plopped forlornly on to the grass.

Nelly’s mum wheeled round with embarrassment and Dad slapped his hand over his eyes and winced.

Nelly looked at Asti and shrugged her shoulders. It seemed an awfully big deal to be making over a wayward cork. The two sisters sat up on their beach towels and watched as Mum tiptoed towards the fence to pick the cork up off the grass.

Nelly frowned. Her parents owed them an explanation.

As the champagne bubbles surged exuberantly into the glasses, Nelly’s mum obliged.

‘Mrs Lavender got five numbers and the bonus ball on New Year’s Day and was set to scoop over twenty thousand pounds,’ she whispered.

‘But the next day when she went to claim her prize, she slipped over on some ice outside the newsagent’s,’ continued her dad.

‘And broke her hip,’ whispered her mum.

Nelly shuddered. She knew the old lady next door had broken her hip but had no idea how it had happened.

‘She doesn’t want anyone to know,’ said her mum. ‘She thinks people will think she’s a doddery old fool.’

‘Doddery old fool,’ muttered Asti under her breath.

Nelly looked puzzled and then pained as her first-ever sip of alcohol fizzed sourly on her tongue. ‘But lots of old people fall over on the ice. It happens all the time in the winter,’ she said, placing her glass back on the table with a shudder.

‘Not when they’re holding a winning lottery ticket, it doesn’t,’ whispered her dad.

Nelly had a hunch that this story was about to get worse.

‘It wasn’t just an icy day,’ winced her mum.

‘It was a windy day,’ whispered her dad, dropping the level of his voice down to a bat squeak. ‘It was blowing a gale.’

‘Mrs Lavender let go of her lottery ticket when she fell …’

‘The ticket blew out of her hand …’

‘Down the street …’

‘Up into the air …’

‘Over the rooftops …’

‘And out of sight …’

‘Never to be seen again,’ duoed Mum and Dad.

‘It was such a shame – she barely gets by on her pension as it is,’ Mum continued. ‘She had all sorts of things planned for that money.’

‘She was going to visit her son in Australia,’ said Dad.

‘She hasn’t seen him for thirty-three years,’ explained Mum.

‘She was going to redecorate her lounge, buy a new sofa and have her garden completely re-landscaped. But thanks to that fall her hopes and dreams slipped from her fingers,’ sighed Dad.

‘We don’t want to make her feel worse by celebrating too loudly,’ said Mum, cupping her hand over the top of her champagne glass to soften the sound of the bubbles.

Nelly looked at Mrs Lavender’s fence and chewed her lip. ‘That’s terrible,’ she whispered. ‘Didn’t she go into the newsagent’s and explain? I’m sure they would have believed her.’

‘She was too embarrassed,’ said her dad.

‘Poor Mrs Lavender,’ whispered her mum, placing her champagne carefully on the lawn and then sitting up to adjust the head position of her sunlounger.

As Nelly retreated inside her head to lament Mrs Lavender’s misfortune, Asti suddenly exploded into a fit of giggles and snorts. Nelly and her mum and dad stared wide-eyed at her as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then doubled over in a fit of hysterics.

‘SSSHHHHHHHHH!’ Mum hissed, lurching from the sun lounger and accidentally knocking her champagne glass over on to the grass. ‘She’ll hear you!’ she whispered, glancing anxiously at Mrs Lavender’s fence.

But Asti had completely lost it. She dumped her own glass on the table, dropped to her knees and began rolling over and over on the lawn.
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‘I can’t help it!’ she gasped. ‘I keep picturing Mrs Lavender slipping over on the ice!’ she squealed. ‘It’s so funny!’ she squeaked. ‘And then the lottery ticket blows out of her hand!’ she spluttered.
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