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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 telly in Nelly’s house had blown up, halfway through an episode of Summerdale Farm. One minute Dilys Burton from the post office was about to pack her bags and run away to Spain with Bernie Melrose from the farm, the next minute the telly had gone bang, the screen had gone blank and Dilys and Bernie had vanished, ahead of schedule.

For one frenzied moment everyone in the Morton family had become an expert on TV repairs. Nelly’s dad had whacked it, Mum had kicked it, Nelly had shaken it and Asti had glared at it. But nothing had worked. The telly was totally kaput.

‘Typical,’ groaned Asti. ‘Just when we were getting to the juicy bit, too.’

‘I reckon Dilys’s husband intercepts them at the airport,’ said Dad.

‘I reckon Bernie forgets his passport and they have to go back for it and Jason is waiting for them,’ said Nelly’s mum.

‘I reckon Bernie has a heart attack at the wheel, but his sheepdog saves the day by giving him the kiss of life and driving them to the airport. Halfway down the motorway, Dilys realises it isn’t Bernie she really loves, it’s Patch the sheepdog and so after a quick kiss and cuddle they dump Bernie in the car park at a motorway service station and run away to Spain together where they open a flamenco bar and live happily ever after.’

Everyone turned and looked at Nelly.

‘Only kidding,’ smiled Nelly.

‘It’s an interesting theory, though,’ chuckled her dad. ‘I’d like to see a sheepdog become a flamenco-dancing instructor.’

‘Olé!’ said Nelly’s mum, leaping from the armchair and clicking her heels on the carpet.

‘Dogs can’t dance,’ said Asti, who hadn’t quite managed to enter into the spirit of the conversation, ‘or drive taxis.’

‘You’re right,’ said Nelly’s mum, plonking herself back into her chair. ‘What are we going to do now?’

Everyone stared blankly at the TV screen.

‘We’ll do what everyone used to do before telly was invented!’ declared Dad.

‘What was that, then?’ asked Mum.

Dad opened his mouth, closed it slowly and then stared blankly back at the screen.

‘People probably polished their dinosaurs,’ said Nelly.

‘Dinosaurs are too big to polish,’ countered Asti.

‘I’ll tell you what people used to do before tellies were invented,’ said Mum. ‘They used to tidy their bedrooms!’

Nelly and Asti dispelled that theory immediately with acid-etched stares.

‘We could play cards,’ said Dad.

‘We haven’t got any cards,’ said Mum. ‘Auntie Vi was sick on them last Christmas.’

Nelly and Asti shuddered at the memory of Auntie Vi face-down on the table after drinking three too many sherry cocktails.

‘How about charades?’ said Dad. ‘We enjoyed playing charades last Christmas!’

‘You enjoyed playing charades last Christmas, Clifford. No one else did,’ said Mum.

‘Come on, Nelly, you go first!’ said Dad, who had suddenly become brimful of Christmas spirit, despite it being the middle of June.

‘Do I have to?’ sighed Nelly, trying to hide behind a newspaper.

‘It’s more fun than tidying your room,’ said Dad, who was now perched on the edge of his armchair, ready to play.

Nelly eased herself weakly out of her chair and stood limply in front of her family.

‘What is it? Is it a film? Is it a play? Is it a book? Is it a song?’ asked her dad, eagerly.

Nelly stood bolt upright. ‘It’s a phone call!’ she said, running out of the lounge and racing up the stairs. She had been saved by the bell – the distinctive trilling ring of the telephone in her bedroom.

‘Must dash! Someone needs me to monster sit!’ she shouted back to them. ‘Asti can take my go!’

Asti groaned and buried her face in some cushions as Nelly flew into her bedroom and picked up the phone.

‘Hello!’ she panted. ‘Nelly the Monster Sitter here!’
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‘Hello, it’s Bello!’ mooed a deep, resonating voice at the other end. ‘I was wondering if yooooou could possibly monster sit for us toooooonight from six-thirty toooooo nine-thirty.’

It was the Cowcumbers from Number 11 Parma Drive.

‘I would love to, Bello old fellow!’ said Nelly, unable to resist the rhyme. ‘How’s Teet and Petal? Would they like me to bring anything?’

There was a slight pause followed by a ‘Yooooooooooou could bring a long piece of rope if you like … Petal has a wobbly toooooooooth!’

Nelly gave her own teeth a quick once-over with her tongue. She always found it difficult to ‘talk teeth’ without wiggling her tongue round her own gnashers.

‘I think you should let nature take its course!’ she laughed, wondering whether or not monsters ever went to the dentist.

‘We’ll see yooooooooou at six-thirty, Nelly,’ mooed Bello.

‘Yoooooou certainly will!’ laughed Nelly.

Nelly had monster sat for the Cowcumbers before. She had been recommended to them in the Easter holidays by her Huffaluk friends, Grit and Blob. That was the good thing about monster sitting: once word had got round, every monster in the neighbourhood had wanted to meet her.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Nelly the

MONSTER

We q"’b

er
KES GRAY S





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Nelly
MONS[eR

Sitter

Cowcumbers

KES GRAY
Tlustrated by Stephen Hanson






OEBPS/images/p5.jpg
"o MPRE -
@@W@@MBE@Q

AT NO.97 -





OEBPS/images/p11.jpg





