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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 Frosties for breakfast the next morning. A very frosty Nelly and an extremely frosty Asti sat in silence at the breakfast table exchanging the iciest of glares.

‘You nearly killed her, you moron,’ said Nelly, finally breaking the ice with a crunch of cold toast.

‘I NEARLY KILLED HER?’ snapped Asti ‘You’re the one that said diarrhoea!’

‘You’re the one that GOT diarrhoea in the first place!’ snarled Nelly. ‘I wouldn’t have said diarrhoea if you hadn’t given yourself diarrhea in the first place with your pathetic cry for help!’

‘Excuse me!’ said Asti, removing one of her mum’s hairs from her crispbread. ‘What gives you the right to talk about me or my diarrhoea to monsters anyway? Mum! Tell Nelly not to talk about me to monsters. I don’t want them knowing the slightest thing about me.’

‘Don’t flatter yourself, there isn’t much to know,’ said Nelly, lifting a mug of cold tea to her lips and gulping. ‘Apart from the fact that you’re a squit bot.’
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The girls’ mum tightened the cord on her dressing gown and carried her coffee through to the lounge.

‘I don’t want to know!’ she growled. ‘If you two girls can’t talk to each other nicely, then don’t talk to each other at all.’

‘But she’s talking to monsters about me!’ protested Asti. ‘She’s telling ugly, slimy, hundred-headed monsters all about me. I’m private property, I’m not just there to be talked about. Tell her not to talk to monsters about me!’

It was customary on occasions like this for Mum to call upon her husband to mediate between the two warring factions. But, much to Mum’s annoyance, Clifford T. Morton had forecast a bitter frost the evening before, and had left for work early that morning, to escape being bitten.

Nelly’s mum closed the door of the lounge behind her and left the two girls to argue.

‘Slug face,’ hissed Asti.

‘Lentil brain,’ snapped Nelly.

‘Plague person,’ hissed Asti.

‘No boyfriend,’ said Nelly, chopping her sister off at the school socks with the cruellest insult of all.

Asti’s lips froze in mid-munch. Her eyes darkened and her knuckles whitened.

‘Oops!’ thought Nelly, glancing across the table over the top of her mug. ‘I said the wrong thing there.’

‘I WOULD HAVE A BOYFRIEND,’ screamed Asti, thumping her plate with her fist, and detonating an explosion of crispbread crumbs high up into the air. ‘IF IT WASN’T FOR YOU. YOU’RE THE ONE THAT TURNED DARREN AGAINST ME. YOU AND YOUR SCUMMY MONSTER FRIENDS HAVE TURNED EVERYONE AGAINST ME!’

Nelly kept her mug raised, in case anything bigger than a crispbread crumb suddenly grenaded her way.

‘RUBBISH!’ Nelly glared. ‘THAT’S ABSOLUTE RUBBISH AND YOU KNOW IT THE REASON EVERYONE IS HORRIBLE TO YOU IS BECAUSE YOU’RE SO HORRIBLE TO ME. SO WHAT IF I HAD AN ACCIDENT AT THE ULTRAVORES’, SO WHAT IF MY FACE LOOKED A BIT WEIRD, SO WHAT IF I LIKE GOING MONSTER SITTING AND SO WHAT IF I DON’T WEAR MAKE-UP! AND SO WHAT IF I DON’T EAT CRISPBREADS! YOU’RE THE ONE WITH THE PROBLEM NOT ME!’ shouted Nelly, lowering her mug regardless.

Asti scanned the breakfast bar for something to plunge into her sister’s heart, but decided a teaspoon wouldn’t be quite up to the job.

‘WELL, YOU’RE THE ONE WITH NO FASHION SENSE!’ she screeched, lurching from her breakfast stool and plunging her breakfast plate into the sink.

‘And you’re the one with no boyfriend,’ smirked Nelly, closing her teeth triumphantly around her final piece of toast.

Asti’s shoulders lurched forward and her eyes darkened like olives.

‘You’re so dead!’ she growled resisting the temptation to pull a bread knife from the knife block. ‘You are so SO dead!’ she fumed, wheeling round empty-handed and stomping back upstairs to develop her murderous thoughts further.

‘AND YOU’RE SO SO SINGLE!’ laughed Nelly, slipping from her stool and placing her own breakfast plate calmly into the suds.

As the plate slipped beneath the suds to the bottom of the bowl, the smirk on Nelly’s face slid simultaneously from view

She reached for the dishcloth and sighed. She hated arguing with her sister. What was the point of it? Why couldn’t they ever get on? Surely other twins weren’t like this? Surely two sisters of the same age could actually live in peace together?

She lifted each of the breakfast plates in turn and watched ruefully as the suds slid like tears on to the drainer.

She couldn’t help feeling a bit guilty. She had hurt Asti this time. Really hurt her. Name calling was one thing but the area of boyfriends was much too sensitive for Asti to cope with. There were many important issues in the world. There was global warming. There were carbon footprints. There was war in the Middle East. There was famine in the Third World.

For Asti, there was just Boyfriends.

‘It’s still her fault,’ thought Nelly, replaying the events of Monday through her mind. ‘She made fun of me at school, she made fun of me at the disco. She gave herself diarrhoea, knowing full well there are next to no words that rhyme with it. She always ALWAYS starts it.

‘Trouble is,’ she thought, ‘I’m far too good at finishing it.’

Despite all the justification she had for squaring up with her sister, the double rapier-plunge about Asti’s lack of a boyfriend had left Nelly feeling more than a little bit sheepish. With any argument between two people there are places one should never go. Nelly had been there twice, in the space of one breakfast.

‘Maybe I should apologize,’ thought Nelly, pulling the plug from the bowl and dumping it on the drainer. ‘Maybe I should tell her that Darren Leadbetter fancies her?’ she thought, as she watched the suds spiral down the plughole.

The final swirl eddied down the plughole with a gurgle.

‘The hell I will,’ she growled.
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Two more gurgles greeted Nelly when she returned upstairs to her bedroom. One came from the plughole in the bathroom, courtesy of Asti emptying the sink, the second and slightly gurglier gurgle came from the end of Nelly’s monster sitting phone.

‘Hello?’ said Nelly, dropping her school shoes beside her bed and answering the phone before it had barely had time to complete its first trilling ring. It was unusual to receive a call from a monster so early in the morning.

She sat on the edge of her bed and listened intently as the gurgle was followed by a bang.

‘Slimy,’ she thought, hazarding a guess at the mystery monster’s appearance. ‘No, scaly,’ she thought, as it delivered its first words.

‘Please excuse me, Nelly, what what!’ crackled the voice, ‘I wasn’t expecting you to answer the phone, so quickly, Nelly. I had a mouthful of Leru milk! Terribly bad manners, what what!’

Nelly pointed her toes in the direction of her school shoes, but kept her attention very much on the caller. She hadn’t heard a monster’s voice quite like this before.

‘That’s OK!’ she smiled, changing her mind about scaly and opting for spiky instead. ‘Would you like me to come and monster sit for you?’

‘Yes yes, what what!’ crackled the voice. ‘Would you do that, Nelly? We’d be ever so grateful if you could. What what!’

‘What’s with all the what whats?’ thought Nelly, sticking her tongue out as her sister stampeded past her bedroom door.

Nelly glanced at her watch. She had to be leaving for school in eight minutes. Her shoes weren’t on. Her teeth weren’t cleaned, her face wasn’t washed and her scrunchy wasn’t scrunched.

She had a choice, either ask the monster to call back later (which seemed a bit rude) or get all the monster sitting details she needed as quickly as she could. (Which seemed a bit rude. But maybe she could do it without appearing rude.)
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