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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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With only thirty-six hours available for her ultraviolet tan to fade, Nelly found herself with no option but to leave for school on Monday morning with half a tanned face.

Not surprisingly, Asti led the ridicule from the moment Nelly stepped through the school gates.

‘Look at Nelly, everyone!’ she squawked. ‘Look at her face! Half of it is white and half of it is brown! She looks like a white and brown … er … a white and brown kind of stripy person!’

‘Is that the best you can do?’ sighed Nelly, bracing herself for much worse to come.

‘She looks like a freak!’ shrieked Natalie Dupré, swinging her school bag on to her back and barging through a circle of onlookers.

‘Yes!’ leered Asti, bolstered by the spitefulness of her best friend. ‘She looks like a freak! And I’ll tell you why too! Because do you know what she’s been doing?’

Natalie and the gathering crowd drew closer and stared like a pack of inquisitive jackals.

‘She’s been babysitting for FREAKS! Real monster freaks!’

Nelly lowered her school bag to the ground and defiantly returned each stare in turn.

‘She’s been touching real monsters!’ cackled Asti. ‘She’s been going to real monsters’ houses and letting little monster freaks sit on her lap and everything! And now look what’s happened! She’s caught the plague! A real monster plague. Look, see her face, that’s a plague that is, it’s called monsteritis and if you touch her you’ll turn into a monster yourself!’

The circle of school shoes stepped back at the mention of the word ‘plague’ and then parted as the lone figure of a boy stepped into the circle.

‘What’s up, Nell?’ he asked with concern.

Nelly looked up and acknowledged his arrival with an awkward half-smile. It was her wish-he was-my-boyfriend, Craig.

‘DON’T KISS HER, WHATEVER YOU DO!’ screeched Asti, throwing her arms up in the air. ‘You’ll grow six heads if you kiss her!’

Craig’s eyes darted from the extraordinary two-tone complexion of Nelly’s face and then turned contemptuously towards Asti.
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‘Didn’t you know she’d like to kiss you?’ Asti gurned. ‘Haven’t you told Craig you fancy him, Nellsmell?’ she cackled. ‘Haven’t you told him how much you’d like to SNOG HIM! WELL, HE WON’T WANT TO SNOG YOU NOW!!!’

Nelly boiled with molten embarrassment as the circle of onlookers rocked with laughter. Being taunted by a bunch of small-minded morons was no problem for her at all, but being humiliated by her sister in front of Craig Parmenter was unbearable.

‘Why don’t you lot crawl back to your holes?’ Craig said with a glare, hooking his arm through Nelly’s arm and leading her out of the fray. ‘And why don’t you book yourself into a clinic, Astilbe,’ he growled barging through and past Nelly’s sister as though she wasn’t there. ‘Ask them for a personality transplant.’

The leer on Asti’s face slipped momentarily and then returned with an extravavagant flap of both arms.

‘UUURRGGGHHHH!’ she squawked. ‘Look, Craig Parmenter’s touched Nelly! Now he’ll get monsteritis too!’

A chorus of laughter ballooned from the school gates and then floated in rises and falls towards the morning assembly hall.

‘Who needs enemies with sisters like that,’ said Craig, slipping his arm out from Nelly’s and dropping it by his side.

‘I know,’ sighed Nelly, wishing he’d kept it where it was.

‘What happened to your face?’ asked Craig, kicking a small stone in the direction of the main building.

‘I had a bit of an accident when I was monster sitting at the weekend,’ said Nelly. ‘The monsters were called Ultravores, and there were ultraviolet lights everywhere.’

‘Cool,’ said Craig.

‘Really?’ asked Nelly.

‘Really,’ nodded Craig.

The two friends continued in silence for a few more steps, until Nelly’s vanity finally got the better of her.

‘Does my face really look that bad?’ she stammered.

‘It depends where I’m standing,’ smiled Craig. ‘From one side you look normal, from the other side you like you’ve been on a six-week holiday to Barbados!’

‘And from front on?’ laughed Nelly, ignoring stares from a gauntlet of fourth-formers.

‘Er, from front on you look like a half-toasted teacake!’ laughed Craig.

Nelly stopped dead in her tracks, slipped the strap from her shoulder and swung her school bag into the middle of Craig’s back.

‘I DO NOT!’ she laughed.

‘OK!’ chuckled Craig, preparing to defend himself with his own bag. ‘Let’s just say you look a bit weird!’

With a truce called, the two friends continued on their way.

‘Maybe I am a bit weird,’ smiled Nelly. ‘How many people do you know that would dare go monster sitting?’

‘I would,’ said Craig, using the toe of his boot to launch another stone in the direction of the staff car park.

‘Really?’ said Nelly.

‘Really,’ said Craig.

‘Cool,’ said Nelly.

‘Are you going to the school disco tonight?’ asked Craig.

‘I haven’t made up my mind’ said Nelly as they approached the steps leading into the main school building. ‘I think I’ll see how today goes.’

‘I think you should,’ said Craig.

‘Really?’ asked Nelly.

‘Really,’ said Craig.

‘Scool!’ thought Nelly, her mind on two things at once.
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School it was. Cool it wasn’t. Giggles, jokes, leers and laughter followed Nelly wherever her timetable took her. Her two-tone face was the topic of the day for just about every pupil in her year, and by the time the school bell rang at the end of the day, she was seething with fury.

Chants of ‘Plague Face!’ had followed her home. Orchestrated by Asti. And chants of ‘Freak Lover’ had followed her up the garden path. Orchestrated by Asti. And chants of Monsteritis Plaguey Face Freak Lover had followed her all the way up the stairs to her bedroom. Courtesy of Asti.

If Nelly had had an uzi gun concealed inside her lime-green hot-water bottle instead of a monster sitting notebook, she would have taken it out there and then and filled her sister full of machine gun bullets.

Instead, she slammed the door of her bedroom, locked the door with a sharp twist of the key and collapsed on to her bed. It had been the worst day of her life.

With a monster sigh, she slipped her hands behind her head and stared miserably up at the ceiling. The word was out. Her secret was no longer a secret. Everyone but everyone knew she was a monster sitter now. Thanks and no thanks to Asti.

A jumble of different thoughts avalanched through her mind. Why shouldn’t she be a monster sitter? No one else was up to the job. Some of the nicest ‘people’ she’d ever met were monsters. So what if she had half a tanned face? Half a tan was better than no tan at all. Where could she buy an uzi, if she really wanted to get hold of one? Did Craig really want her to go to the school disco? Could she bear going back to the school that evening? Could she bear going back to the school ever again? Maybe she could change schools. Maybe hand grenades were cheaper than uzis. Did Craig like her? Did Craig like her a lot? Would Craig be her boyfriend? Would everyone make fun of her at the disco? Would the disco lighting hide her two-tone face? Would the DJ keep playing the ‘Monster Mash’?
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