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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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‘There it is again!’ screamed Nelly’s mum, jumping like a circus performer on to the kitchen worktop and hiding her feet behind the sugar bowl.

‘DAAAAAD!’ shouted Nelly from the breakfast bar. ‘Mum’s seen that mouse again!’

Nelly’s dad stared into his shaving mirror and flicked a dollop of whiskers and foam into the bathroom sink. ‘Not THAT mouse again!’

THAT mouse was becoming the bane of his life.

‘Can I just finish my shave?’ he shouted. ‘I’m covered in soap.’

‘GET DOWN HERE RIGHT NOW, CLIFFORD!’ growled Nelly’s mum. ‘I am not sharing my house with a mouse!’

Nelly dug her spoon back into her cornflakes and waited for her dad to appear. ‘It’s only a mouse, Mum,’ she reasoned. ‘I’d much rather share my house with a mouse than an Asti.’

‘Where is Asti?’ asked Nelly’s mum. ‘She’ll be late for school if she doesn’t come down for her breakfast soon.’

Nelly juggled briefly with thoughts of Asti and the mouse and decided to give the mouse her undivided attention. ‘Did you know mice have collapsible skeletons?’ she said. ‘They can squash their skeletons right down like a flat-pack cardboard box,’ she explained. ‘That way, they can squeeze under the tiniest of gaps.’

Nelly’s mouse expertise wasn’t helping.

‘Clifford! Get yourself down those stairs NOW!’

‘They can squeeze under doors,’ continued Nelly, ‘or through tiny cracks in a wall. Or that space there,’ she said, pointing to the gap under the microwave. ‘They could easily get under there. Or the fridge or the washing machine. Mice are totally amazing.’

‘Yes, and they’re totally incontinent too,’ said Nelly’s mum.

‘What does incontinent mean?’ asked Nelly.

‘It means they wee everywhere,’ said her mum. ‘All of the time, everywhere they go, they leave a trail of wee and germs behind them.’

Nelly was impressed. Not with a mouse’s incontinence but with her mum’s unexpected knowledge of the subject.

Nelly’s dad limped into the kitchen with a bath towel draped around his neck and a razor in one hand.

‘What are you going to do? Shave it to death?’ said Nelly’s mum.

‘You mustn’t kill it!’ gasped Nelly. ‘It’s only a cute furry mouse!’

Nelly’s dad looked warily at his wife and daughter. He was about to be sandwiched, and in all probability, crushed in a mouse debate. Should the mouse live or should the mouse die? Right now all he cared about was finishing his shave and leaving for work.

‘I was thinking we could buy some of those mouse-friendly traps,’ he said, trying to please them both.
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Nelly’s mum frowned. She didn’t much care for the sound of ‘mouse-friendly’ but she was wholeheartedly in favour of the word ‘traps’.

‘I’ve heard they’re quite effective,’ Nelly’s dad continued. ‘I’m not exactly sure how they work, but I believe they catch the mouse alive and unharmed.’

‘And THEN what?’ said Nelly’s mum, folding her arms.

‘What do you mean?’ asked Nelly’s dad.

‘I mean, and THEN what do we do with it after we’ve caught it?’ said Nelly’s mum.

Nelly’s dad looked to Nelly for help with an answer.

‘Then I buy a cage for it and keep it as a pet in my bedroom!’ said Nelly. ‘We could catch two and then they could have babies! I could become a pet mouse breeder! I could start a pet shop!!’

This wasn’t the kind of help Nelly’s dad needed at all.

‘I’ll go and hurry Asti up,’ he whispered, beating a quick and limping retreat up the stairs.
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‘Kill it!’ said Asti. ‘Anything that enters our house without Mum’s permission deserves to die.’

Asti had at last finished with the hair straighteners and had made her way downstairs for breakfast. Having been warned by her dad about the trouble brewing downstairs, she had decided to seize the chance to forge an international alliance with her mum.

‘It’s only a mouse!’ said Nelly, dropping her empty cereal bowl into the sink.

‘Yes, and you’re only a furry freak lover,’ said Asti. ‘If Mum doesn’t want a mouse in the house, you shouldn’t either. Mum’s word should be final.’

Nelly’s mum blew the steam from her cup of coffee and smiled appreciatively at her supportive and hair-straightened daughter. Asti smiled back sweetly.

‘You are such a loser,’ Nelly rasped. ‘I’d rather have a rabbit for a sister than an evil airhead like you.’

‘Mum, did you hear what Nelly just called me?’ whimpered Asti.

Nelly’s mum dunked a Bourbon biscuit into her coffee and stared at the gap beneath the microwave.

‘I don’t care how you get rid of it, Clifford,’ she said. ‘Just get rid of it.’

Asti nuzzled up closer to her mum. ‘Sorry about the other two,’ she whispered. ‘I can’t believe how unsupportive they’re being.’

Nelly’s mum despatched the Bourbon biscuit in two chomps and then switched her gaze to the gap under the cooker.

Asti put her hand into the biscuit tin and passed her mum a custard cream.

‘I just want you to know that as long as there’s a mouse in this house, I’ll be there for you,’ she simpered.

‘Thanks, love,’ sighed her mum.

‘If you like,’ cooed Asti, ‘I could stay off school today and look after you, just in case the mouse comes back.’

Asti’s mum turned with a no-nonsense stare.

‘I’ll go and get my school bag,’ said Asti hastily, sensing that she had milked the mouse scenario as much as she possibly could.

‘Good idea,’ muttered her mum.

‘I’ll buy some mousetraps in my lunch break,’ said Nelly’s dad, slipping on his jacket, and limping towards the front door.

‘Good idea,’ growled his wife.
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When Nelly’s dad returned home from work that evening, Nelly was the first to greet him.

‘What traps did you get?’ she asked. ‘You aren’t going to splat it, are you?’

Nelly’s dad handed her a brown paper bag and yanked his tie loose from his collar. ‘They’re mouse-friendly ones,’ he whispered, ‘but don’t tell your mum.’

Nelly smiled and then peered inquisitively inside the bag. ‘How do they work?’ she said. ‘Do we have to use cheese?’

‘Cheese or chocolate,’ whispered her dad. ‘I’ll show you how they work in a minute.’

‘I saw it again, Clifford!’ said Nelly’s mum, emerging from the lounge. ‘Well, half saw it out of the corner of my eye when I was watching the lunchtime news! I saw its horrible scurrying shape shooting along the skirting board beside the fireplace.’

‘Is it a field mouse or a house mouse?’ asked Nelly, following her mum back into the lounge.

‘I don’t know!’ said Nelly’s mum. ‘It didn’t introduce itself! I barely had time to see it at all before it scooted along there, scurried across there and shot out over here.’

Nelly’s dad took the brown paper bag back from her and opened it.

‘Voila! Not one, but four Morton Mouse Muggers!’

Nelly’s mum peered into the bag and frowned at four grey plastic tubes.

‘They don’t look very mouse-trappy to me,’ she murmured.

‘That’s the genius of them!’ said Nelly’s dad. ‘It is precisely because they look so ineffective that they ARE so effective. Mice don’t hesitate to fall for these!’

‘Tell Mum how they work,’ said Nelly, keen to find out herself.

‘Well,’ said Nelly’s dad, lifting a trap expertly from the bag and handing the rest to Nelly. ‘You see, this little hinged door at the front of the tube can slide up or down. When it’s up like this, the mouse can crawl into the tube.’

Nelly and her mum watched as Dad used his fingernail to flick the grey plastic door open.

‘But when the mouse crawls inside the tube the whole thing tips forward, causing the door behind it to close. Because there’s only one way in and no way out, once the door is closed the mouse is trapped inside!’

Nelly smiled at the brilliance of the Morton Mouse Mugger, but then looked worriedly at her mum. Her mum seemed far from convinced.

‘Why would a mouse want to crawl inside a grey plastic tube?’ she asked.

Nelly’s dad slapped his forehead. ‘Doh! I forgot to say! You have to put bait inside at the back of the tube. “Cheese or chocolate,” the man in the hardware store said.’
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