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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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‘Smile, Asti!’ said Nelly, waving her hand in front of her sister’s face but struggling to find a good angle.

‘Smile, Snowball!’ she said, thrusting her hand up to the wire mesh of the rabbit hutch.

‘Smile, spotty wallpaper!’ she said, turning her attentions to her bedroom wall.

‘Smile, Mum’; ‘Smile, Dad’; ‘Smile, armchair’; ‘Smile, grass’; ‘Smile, carpet’; ‘Smile, cornflakes’; ‘Smile, shoelace’!

‘MUM!’ protested Asti, with an indignant stomp of both feet. ‘Will you tell Nelly to stop taking photos with that stupid phone, she’s driving me potty!’
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Picture messaging had come to 66 Sweet Street. Nelly had pooled her birthday money and pocket money and invested it in a new mobile phone. It was the very latest, totally coolest, Asti-hasn’t-got-one model.

‘Smile, Gorilla,’ said Nelly, pointing her phone at Asti’s face again and clicking the button provocatively with her thumb.

‘I think I’ll send this to Sergeant Shrew,’ said Nelly. ‘He can add it to his criminal files!’

‘MUUUUMMM!’ said Asti. ‘Tell her!’

Nelly’s mum lifted her eyes from the novel she was reading, and sighed. ‘Nelly, will you stop waving that thing at everyone, or your dad will take it back to the shop.’

Nelly’s dad prised his eyes away from the Holiday programme and looked at his wife. ‘Why me?’ he asked.

‘Because, Clifford, I drove to the shop with Nelly to buy it. Therefore it will be your turn to drive to the shop if it has to go back. And anyway I’m right in the middle of my book at the moment,’ she said, disappearing behind the pages.

Nelly’s dad sat motionless in his favourite armchair and tried to fathom his wife’s logic. Let’s see, he was the only one in the Morton household that wasn’t into mobile phones at all, in fact it was all he could do to remember his own number. He didn’t know how to text, he hated the sound of the ring tone and was always forgetting to charge it. How then could he possibly be given the responsibility of returning a mobile phone to a shop? He shook his head in bewilderment and returned to the telly.

Nelly smiled. There were lots of places her mobile phone would be going, and back to the shop wasn’t one of them. She slid the phone behind her back and took a random shot of the bookshelf.

‘She did it again!’ cried Asti, watching Nelly like a hawk. ‘And she was doing it all last night in bed!’ she blurted.

Nelly’s mum peered over the book cover again and arched her eyebrows.

‘I hope you weren’t, young girl,’ she glowered.

‘She was!’ said Asti. ‘She had her phone in bed and she was sending pictures to all her friends until really late. And they were sending photos back!’

Nelly’s mum placed the novel on her knee and iced Nelly with a stare.

‘I wasn’t!’ fibbed Nelly, managing to keep her lips unfrozen. ‘And anyway … how would Asti know what I was doing in my bedroom really late? UNLESS … she had come out of her own bedroom REALLY LATE to see!’

Nelly threw a triumphant look at Asti and waited to see how she would wriggle out of that one.

Asti’s eyes danced like a gnat, before delivering a quick-fire but slow-witted response.

‘I could hear the pictures,’ she said unconvincingly.

Nelly threw her arms in the air and began to bray like a donkey. ‘Hear the pictures? You can’t hear pictures!’

Nelly’s mum cocked her head to one side and waited for another dubious explanation.

‘You can if there’s sound on them,’ countered Asti, clutching at straws.

‘Not from two bedrooms away!’ laughed Nelly. ‘And anyway, I was doing it under the covers so there’s no way anyone would have heard …’

Nelly’s voice trailed into silence as she realized the admission she had just made.

‘Hah!’ said Asti, pouncing on her error like a cheetah. ‘I told you so! She WAS sending pictures to all her friends REALLY LATE and she’s just admitted it!’

Nelly had two choices. Fib again or take the rap. She wisely chose the latter.

‘Clifford? Did you hear that? Your daughter has been picture messaging into the early hours when she should be tucked up asleep.’

Nelly’s dad dragged his eyes reluctantly from the bikinis on the beach and prepared to endure a conversation involving phone technology.

‘Picture whattaging?’ he asked.

‘Picture messaging … into the early hours! The VERY early hours, knowing your daughter.’

Nelly was always her dad’s daughter when she had done something wrong.

‘It wasn’t that late!’ protested Nelly. ‘And anyway, Chloe wanted to show me her new trainers, and Marina’s dog is about to have puppies and Holly’s sister has just got her first love bite! Right there, it is,’ elaborated Nelly, pointing to the side of her neck. ‘It looks like a vampire’s been sucking her blood!’

‘I don’t want to know, thank you,’ shuddered Mum. ‘Clifford, what are you going to do about it?’

A slightly hot feeling began to creep around the inside of Nelly’s dad’s shirt collar as the pressure to adjudicate on this matter began to build.

‘I’m “pay as you go”,’ said Nelly, ‘so I’m not costing you any more money.’

Nelly’s dad didn’t understand the first half of the sentence but was pleasantly reassured by the sound of the second half.

‘Growing girls need their sleep,’ countered her mum sternly.

‘And don’t forget that the late-night gamma waves from Nelly’s phone could give us all cancer because your body’s immune system is always at its lowest at night when you’re asleep,’ said Asti, who was clearly pressing for a life sentence.

Dad flicked his eyes back to the bikinis. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to miss the Tuscan Villa Special. With a cough and a frown, he delivered his verdict.

‘A phone curfew,’ he pronounced. ‘That’s what we’ll have. No more phoning or picture thingying after nine o’clock at night.’

‘Not including emergencies,’ said Nelly.

‘Very well – not including emergencies,’ conceded her dad. ‘But no arguments. No discussions. My decision is final and the curfew includes your mobile too, Asti.’

Nelly looked relieved. At least she hadn’t had her phone confiscated. Asti looked kneecapped. Why should she be punished for something her sister had done? And how could she possibly have her own midnight chats with Natalie Dupre if her own mobile was now out of action? The only person who looked pleased was Mum. In fact she looked more than pleased. Even impressed.

‘You’re so masterful sometimes, Clifford,’ she purred, before slinking back into her book.

Dad puffed out his chest, sucked in his waist and joined the TV presenter in the foaming Tuscan surf.
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‘Smile, Grerk!’ said Nelly, holding her phone over a page of her Secret Monster-sitting Notebook. She had decided to retire to her bedroom and transfer some useful monster-sitting info into her new phone. Her sketches, notes and telephone numbers would all be at her instant disposal from now on.

‘Now I can keep all my monster friends on phone file!’ she beamed, turning to the Squiddls on the next page. She positioned her phone carefully over her sketch of the Squiddl triplets at number 2 and clicked. There were lots of tentacles to get in. Too many, in fact.

‘I’ll delete that picture,’ she murmured, ‘and just go for a single shot. Actually, it’s probably easier if I leave the leg tentacles out. Or maybe not?’

Her hand was hovering indecisively over the Squiddls when her attention was drawn to her locked bedroom door. Someone was knocking softly.

‘Who is it?’ said Nelly, already sure of the answer.

‘It’s me,’ said Asti.

‘Me who?’ said Nelly.

‘Asti,’ said Asti.

‘Asti who?’ smiled Nelly.

‘Look – let me in, will you?’ sighed Asti.

‘Look – let me in, will you who?’ said Nelly, pushing the tease to breaking point.

‘OK, if that’s the way you want it, fine. Don’t use your phone after nine o’clock – see if I care,’ said Asti.

Nelly slid her notebook under her bed, climbed to her knees quickly and skipped to the door. She turned the key slowly and peered suspiciously out into the hall. Asti was hovering outside with a ‘deal-making’ expression on her face.

‘Can I come in?’ she whispered. ‘We don’t want Mum and Dad to hear.’

Nelly nodded, and stepped to one side.

‘OK,’ said Asti, in the hushed tones of a gangster in a library. ‘You want to use your phone under the covers at night and so do I, agreed?’

‘Agreed,’ said Nelly.

‘So I have a proposal for you,’ whispered Asti.

Nelly stayed quiet and allowed her sister to continue.

‘My proposal is that we call a phone truce. You can use your phone under the covers at night and I won’t split on you, and I can do the same but you won’t split on me.’

‘But you already have split on me,’ said Nelly.

‘That was then. I’m talking about from now on,’ said Asti, brushing that little technicality under the carpet. ‘From now on I won’t split on you, and you won’t split on me. What do you say?’

Nelly looked at her phone.

‘Smile,’ she said, thrusting it a centimetre from Asti’s nose and clicking. ‘You’ve got yourself a deal.’
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Asti leaned backwards and waved the phone away. ‘I wish you’d stop doing that!’ she protested. ‘It’s so annoying.’

‘Smile again!’ said Nelly, snapping once more for luck.

Asti’s temper frayed. She lashed out with her hand and tried to wrestle the phone from Nelly’s grasp, but as she did so Nelly wrenched it back and placed it to her ear.
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