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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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It was Christmas Day in the afternoon, and the Morton household was groaning. Nelly’s mum had had too much nut roast, Nelly’s dad had had too many Czechoslovakian lagers, Nelly had had too many sticky dates and Asti hadn’t had enough presents.

‘What a totally rubbish Christmas,’ she fumed. ‘I hardly got anything to unwrap, and the presents I DID get were total poop. I mean, what on earth does Auntie Vi think I’m going to do with a Rainbow Pixie colouring book? I’m twelve!’

Nelly’s mum waited for a piece of nut roast to unlodge itself from the lining of her stomach wall and then reached for the chocolate Brazils.
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‘Asti, don’t be so ungrateful. The reason you got fewer presents to unwrap this year is because you asked for money. And as for Auntie Vi, you know full well her brain went years ago. It’s a wonder she remembered it was Christmas at all.’

‘It’s the thought that counts,’ said Nelly, thumbing creatively through the pages of the Thomas the Tank Engine Bumper Activity Book her loopy aunt had sent to her.

Asti tore her cracker hat from her head and screwed it into a ball.

‘Well, if it’s the thought that counts, I’d have THOUGHT that Auntie Vi could have had a brain operation in time for Christmas, so that she wouldn’t end up buying two-year-old presents for her twelve-year-old nieces. Plus, my sweet little sister, I’d have THOUGHT you might have remembered that my new favourite clothes colour is CERISE, which, in case you didn’t know, is a deep cherry red colour and NOT a scummy splurge of green, yellow and turquoise swirls!’

Nelly lifted the tip of a purple felt tip from Edward the Engine’s teeth and turned to her sister. ‘What’s wrong with green, yellow and turquoise swirls?’ she enquired innocently.

‘Nothing,’ said Asti, ‘unless it’s on the T-shirt your one and only twin sister bought you for Christmas. Then it looks like a bucket of sick!’

‘Freeb loved hers,’ smirked Nelly.

But Asti wasn’t listening.

‘And if it’s the thought that counts,’ she hissed, determined to press her point further, ‘if it’s the thought that counts, I’d have THOUGHT someone in my family could have thought about buying me some surprise expensive presents, like proper make-up, or some surprise expensive trainers, or at least an iPod, just so I would have SOME surprise decent presents to open on Christmas morning NOT JUST MONEY!’

‘You asked for money, you got money,’ said her mum.

‘Yes, well I didn’t mean ONLY money,’ protested Asti. ‘I meant surprise presents as well!’

‘Not getting any surprise presents was a kind of surprise,’ smirked Nelly.

‘Shut up, Freak-over,’ said Asti.



‘Charades anyone?’ suggested Nelly’s dad from his favourite armchair in front of the telly.

‘No thanks,’ came the unanimous response.

‘Asti, you did have some surprise presents to open,’ said her mum, nibbling the shell off a sugared almond. ‘You had some trainer socks, three CDs and a Lather of London Home Bath and Spa experience.’

‘And you had a mini calculator to help you with your maths,’ said Nelly.

‘Exactly!’ said Asti. ‘How rubbish is that!’ she hissed, launching her Rainbow Pixie book across the lounge and folding her arms with a scowl.

Nelly’s mum shrugged her shoulders and waved her index finger indecisively across a newly opened box of liquorice allsorts.

‘I don’t know, what IS wrong with the kids of today?’ she sighed. ‘Why, when we were children every present was a treat, no matter how big or small or inexpensive, wasn’t it, Clifford?’

Nelly’s dad nodded absent-mindedly.

‘Clifford!’ yelled Nelly’s mum. ‘Will you stop gawping at the telly and engage your family in some meaningful conversation. Just because no one will play charades with you, you don’t have to turn into a Christmas couch potato. Christmas Day is a special day, a day for families to unite in merriment and festive joy.’

Nelly’s dad lifted his left hand from the arm of the chair. He had decided to unite in merriment with another can of lager instead.

Nelly’s mum sighed and went back to the liquorice allsorts.

Nelly grabbed a fistful of felt tips and set about giving Edward the Engine a new Technicolor moustache.

Asti fumed. Asti festered. And then Asti flipped.

‘What do you mean, Freeb liked hers? Freeb loved her what exactly?’

Nelly’s mum paused in mid-crunch. Her dad lowered his lager from his lips and Nelly lifted the purple felt tip uncertainly from the page. No one in the room was exactly sure what Asti was talking about now, or who exactly she was talking to. The clue came when she picked up her screwed-up party hat, scrunched it into an even tighter ball and then launched it in the direction of Nelly’s head.

‘What did you say?’ asked Nelly, pretending not to notice as the missile bounced off her shoulder.

Asti leaned forward on the sofa, unfolded her arms and placed her hands on her knees.

‘I said,’ she growled, ‘what did you mean earlier when you said, “Freeb loved hers”?’

Nelly calmly put the finishing touches to Edward the Engine’s techno moustache, placed the felt tip tidily back in its slot and smiled.

‘I meant, Asti dearest, that Freeb really liked the T-shirt I bought her for Christmas. It was the same design as the one I bought you, only with one more armhole and four sizes bigger.’

Asti gasped, shuddered uncontrollably and turned to instant icicles. Her lips thinned, her eyeballs froze, her face frosted.

And then she cracked.

‘YOU ACTUALLY MEAN TO SAY YOU BOUGHT ME THE SAME CHRISTMAS PRESENT AS ONE OF YOUR DISGUSTING HAIRY-FACED MONSTER FRIENDS!’ she screeched, leaping from the sofa.

‘ME! YOUR OWN SISTER! The same Christmas present as a monster!’

Nelly smiled to herself. It was always good to see Asti in a fizz.

‘As I said before, Astilbe,’ Nelly chuckled, ‘it’s the thought that counts. And anyway, Freeb didn’t think her T-shirt looked like sick, she thought it looked beeeeeeautiful!’

‘THAT’S BECAUSE FREEB IS SICK TOO! SHE’S SICK ON LEGS!’ screeched Asti. ‘IN FACT SHE’S A SICK LITTLE FLEA-RIDDEN GORILLA CROSSED WITH A SICK LITTLE ONION-EYED DANGLY RED RUG!’

‘The correct term is Huffaluk,’ said Nelly, plucking another felt tip from the box. ‘If you must know, the Dendrileg twins loved their swirly hotchpotch T-shirts as well.’

That was the final straw for Asti. It was Christmas Day. She’d had no surprise presents, no cerise clothing, a mini calculator, and now her sister had lumped her Christmas present in with a bunch of dribbling monsters.

‘It’s the thought that counts,’ smiled Nelly for the third time, deliberately trying to whip Asti up from a fizz to a froth.

A froth it was.

‘The thought that counts?’ she screeched, hysterically. ‘It isn’t thoughts that count at Christmas, it’s PRESENTS! It’s PRESENTS AND MONEY! ANYONE KNOWS THAT! You can’t wrap thoughts up in wrapping paper and sellotape, can you? You can’t tie a ribbon round a thought!’ Dear Santa, I’ll have a stocking full of thoughts, please. No, make that a sack full of thoughts. All I want for Christmas is my two front thoughts. I don’t think so. EVERYONE WANTS THOUGHTS FOR CHRISTMAS, DO THEY ? WELL, HERE’S SOME THOUGHTS. Thought One: This Christmas sucks and so do all the presents I got. Thought Two: Aunts and uncles and grandmas who can’t buy decent presents for their nieces or granddaughters should be sent to prison or made to have a brain transplant. Thought Three: Sisters called Nelly who buy sisters called Asti the same presents as monsters should be sellotaped to a tree in the snow for ten days and made to freeze to within a centimetre of their life.’
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