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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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Nelly had had a phone call from the Water Greeps.

‘How exciting,’ she gushed. ‘I’ve never monster sat on a canal boat before!’

‘You’d better take some fish food to feed their children with,’ laughed her dad.

‘No – a box of maggots!’ sneered Asti.

‘Or a pot of worms!’ chuckled her mum.

Nelly sat back in her armchair and scowled in three directions at once.

‘Sorry, Nelly,’ said her mum, ‘we were only joking.’

‘I wasn’t,’ said Asti. ‘I meant every word. I bet maggots are precisely what Water Creeps eat.’

‘Greeps not Creeps,’ glared Nelly.

‘Greeps shmeeps,’ said Asti. ‘They can call themselves what they want. They’re all creeps to me.’
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Nelly flapped open her magazine and pretended not to listen.

‘Asti, you shouldn’t be so critical of people who aren’t the same as you,’ said Nelly’s dad, sensing that the jokes had gone far enough.

‘They’re not people, they’re ugly, hideous monsters,’ shrugged Asti, taking a hairbrush from her handbag. 

‘The world would be a very dull place if everyone looked the same wouldn’t it, Yvonne?’ continued Nelly’s dad.

Mum nodded slowly, placing her hand inside a packet of asparagus and sea salt crisps and focussing with a frown on the television.

‘Look!’ she cried, lowering a crisp from her lips and dropping it back into the bag. ‘That’s our bank! That’s our high street and ooh look look look, that’s Coralie Powers from the school. She’s being interviewed on telly!

‘Turn it up someone, I’ve got my fingers full of crisps.’

Dad turned to Nelly. She had her fingers full of magazine. Nelly turned to Asti. She had her fingers full of hair brush.

‘Quick, quick!’ said Mum. ‘Or we’ll miss what’s being said!’

Dad shifted his bum, jogged across the carpet and turned up the volume on the telly.

Coralie Powers was in breathless mid sentence.

‘… past me, they did. Three of them there  were. Brandishing shotguns! I thought oh my good giddy, they’re going to take me hostage and hold me for ransom and demand millions of pounds for me, and demand a private jet to fly them to South America, and send out for pizzas, you know like they do in the movies, which is fine if you like pizzas but I’m allergic to tomato purée you see.’

The news reporter standing in the high street lowered his microphone, a little taken aback by the content of Mrs Powers’ eyewitness account, but then continued with a new line of questioning.

‘Did you see their faces?’ he quizzed her in earnest.

Mrs Powers nodded enthusiastically.

‘One of them had two big buck teeth at the front, big round cheeks and long grey dangly ears. The second had a big black shiny nose like a mouse, a big wide smile, big staring eyes and huge black circular ears and the third one had similar shaped eyes but a blue hat and a big orange beak like a duck.’ 

The camera switched to the reporter for a well rehearsed look of concern.

‘You said the robbers were carrying shotguns. Did they threaten you in any way?’

Mrs Powers shook her head. ‘No, they raced straight past me and sped off up the high street. But it doesn’t end there, oh no! You might want to do a close-up for this bit,’ she whispered, beckoning the cameras forward.

‘The strangest thing was that as they raced round that corner the first robber’s head fell clean off!’

The reporter smiled weakly. ‘Do you think it’s at all possible that the robbers could have been wearing masks?’

Mrs Powers dropped her shopping bags to the pavement and wrung her hands. ‘That’s it! Now that you mention it, they could indeed have been wearing masks! That would explain why the first one’s head looked so wobbly! I thought he’d been to the pub!’

The reporter turned in the direction of Nelly  and her family and ended his report there and then.

‘This is Jon Rippingale in Lowbridge reporting for YTV at the scene of this morning’s high street bank robbery.’

Nelly lowered her magazine and placed it on her lap. ‘It’s about time something exciting happened in this town,’ she said.

‘You’re right for once,’ agreed Asti. ‘I wish I’d been there to see it. I wish they’d interviewed me – Natalie Dupre would have died of jealousy.’

Nelly smiled, remembering the conversation she had had with Natalie about Asti’s absence of brain. ‘How is Natalie? She hasn’t been round for ages,’ asked Nelly innocently.

‘We’re not talking at the moment,’ said Asti, declining to go into details.

‘I wonder how much money they got away with?’ said Nelly’s dad, returning everyone’s thoughts to the bank robbers.

‘A couple of mill probably,’ said Asti. 

‘In used notes,’ elaborated Nelly. ‘I don’t think a bank in Lowbridge would have many bullion bars to steal.’

‘I don’t think they would have been able to race up the high street at all if they were carrying bags of gold bars,’ said Mum, adding her own bit of crime analysis to the conversation.

‘Unless they work out. A lot of robbers work out – you need to be in good shape to rob a bank, I reckon,’ said Asti.

‘Well there’s no chance that your dad was one of the robbers then,’ smiled Nelly’s mum, casting a disapproving look at her husband’s waistline.
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