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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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‘Can you monster sit for us for two minutes on Wednesday evening please, Nelly?’

‘Two minutes?’ said Nelly. ‘Don’t you mean two hours?’

‘No, two minutes,’ snip-snapped a mystery voice. ‘Two minutes the first time and then if all goes well, perhaps three minutes the second time and then if we’re really making good progress we could work our way up from there.’

 

Of all the phone conversations Nelly had had with a mystery monster this had probably been her most intriguing to date. As always, the sound of a new monster had set her imagination racing, but it wasn’t so much the snip-snapping sounds of the monster’s voice that had got her thinking, it was more the conversation itself.

It was a damp and murky Monday evening in May. Nelly had just finished her tea and had been bracing herself for the threat of either rubber gloves or a tea towel, when the phone in her bedroom had mercifully rung. She had escaped full speed up the stairs, with Asti’s protests ringing in her ears.

‘Hello?’ she had gasped, snatching up the phone and slamming it to her ear.

‘Please don’t say that,’ the monster had replied. ‘It’s got the L-word in it. We would prefer it if you said “Hi” when you greet us.’

It was a weird request, but after nine months of monster sitting Nelly had become more than accustomed to weird.

‘Hi,’ she had duly responded.

‘Hi,’ the monster had snip-snapped. ‘My name is Soar. It’s good to speak to you, Nelly. I do so hope that you can help us.’

There had been a nervous pause before the monster had continued and the conversation had become even stranger.

In between a series of snips and snaps Nelly had learned that Soar was an Altigator. He lived at altitude with his wife and newborn baby at Number 25A Éclair Towers, a high-rise block of flats that towered above the hospital on the north-eastern fringe of the Montelimar Estate. Nelly was always flattered to hear that news of her monster-sitting services was spreading and it was always nice to be wanted. But for two minutes? Surely there was some kind of mistake?
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But Soar had been insistent. Two minutes was all that she was needed for. In fact it could be even less.

It was certainly a long way to go for such a short visit and most people probably would have declined. But Nelly wasn’t most people. There was a quiver in the voice of the Altigator that told her that he genuinely needed her help. She had no idea why she was required for such a short visit, but one thing was certain – if she didn’t make the journey to Éclair Towers, she was never going to find out!

‘Of course I’ll come over next Wednesday,’ she smiled. ‘What time would be good for you?’

‘Six o’clock, Nelly; thank you so much. Six o’clock until two minutes past would be excellent for us!’

‘Six o’clock it is then,’ laughed Nelly. ‘Is there anything special you would like me to bring?’

There was a pause, three snips and two snaps. ‘High heels if possible,’ said the Altigator. ‘If you could possibly wear high heels it would be very much appreciated.’

It was Nelly’s turn to pause now. High heels? This conversation was getting weirder and weirder.

‘I’m afraid I haven’t got any high heels, Soar,’ explained Nelly. ‘I’ve only got my school shoes or my trainers. I suppose I could borrow some high heels from my mum, but they’re going to be a bit big for me.’

There was a pause, four snaps and two snips. ‘Not to worry, Nelly,’ snipped Soar. ‘In that case, perhaps you could stand on tiptoe.’

That did it! This was officially and indisputably the strangest conversation Nelly had ever had with a monster at any time! Ever!

‘I’ll see you at six,’ murmured Nelly.

‘We look forward to it, Nelly,’ snapped the Altigator. ‘Hi and goodbye!’

When Nelly walked back downstairs to the kitchen she did so in a bit of a daze.

‘Dad,’ she mumbled.

‘Where to this time?’ sighed her dad, correctly anticipating another taxi request and handing her the tea towel in revenge.

‘Éclair Towers,’ said Nelly, picking a glass tumbler up from the drainer. ‘Wednesday at six o’clock. But this time I’m going to need you to wait for me.’

‘How long for?’ exclaimed her dad, who still hadn’t got around to having a taxi meter fitted to the Maestro.

‘Two minutes,’ murmured Nelly, with a squeak of tea towel on tumbler. ‘Two minutes or … er … maybe less.’
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Art classes after school on Wednesday meant that Nelly had far less time than usual to get ready for her monster-sitting visit. She flew upstairs at five-thirty, leaving her blazer and schoolbag discarded across the floor.

She tinkered with the contents of her wardrobe for a moment, wondering whether it was worth the effort of putting on her sardine sweatshirt for such a short visit. But after a bit of umming and aahing she persuaded herself that she should start as she meant to go on. After all, Soar had hinted that there could be more visits to come, and anyway, monster sitting wasn’t quite monster sitting without her favourite monster-sitting sweatshirt.

And so, on went the sweatshirt, out came the green jeans, red trainers and purple scrunchie. Before her schoolbag had barely had time to slide across the hall carpet and topple over by the mirror, Nelly was back downstairs and ready to roll.

Her dad wasn’t. He was picking his teeth with a matchstick.

‘Come out,’ he gurgled, trying to dislodge something from a crevice between two molars.

‘I’ve told you before not to eat the bones in the bacon rashers,’ said Mum. ‘You’re worse than a dog.’

‘But they’re tasty,’ dribbled Nelly’s dad, whose lust for all things meaty had got the better of him this time. ‘And they’re soft.’

‘You’re the one that’s soft,’ said Nelly’s mum. ‘Soft in the head. Five rashers you’ve had. Five rashers of Freshco’s thick-cut meaty pork back bacon and still you have to eat the bones. I’m surprised you didn’t ask me for the wrapper to lick.’

‘Gotcha!’ said Dad, withdrawing the matchstick from his mouth and removing the tiny white bone fragment. With a pleased-as-punch smile, he carefully popped it into place between his front teeth and nibbled it into submission.

‘Worse than a dog, you are!’ repeated Mum.

‘Woof!’ laughed Nelly’s dad.
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Nelly hovered by the front door and whistled.

‘Here boy!’ she said, patting her knees with both hands. ‘It’s time to visit the Altigators.’

Nelly’s dad looked at his watch, barked twice and then went to fetch his car keys.

‘You can have your tea when you get back, Nelly,’ smiled her mum. ‘There’s bacon if you want it, or some left-over moussaka.’

‘Woof,’ barked Nelly, who was less than a fan of reheated aubergine.

‘Bacon it is, then,’ said Mum.

Nelly’s dad returned from the lounge with the car keys dangling from his mouth and pushed the joke all the way to the front door.

‘Come on then, Nelly,’ he said. ‘Let’s do this thing.’

‘Won’t be a min,’ said Nelly, quickly scribbling the Altigators’ address and phone number on a Post-it and slapping it fast to the mirror in the hall.

‘Why am I doing this?’ she sighed to herself. ‘By the time I get there it will be time to come back!’

The answer was an obvious one.

‘Because I’m Nelly the Monster Sitter, that’s why!’

When Nelly emerged from the house, Dad was sitting in the car with the engine running. ‘Éclair Towers,’ said Nelly, climbing into her seat. ‘And make it snappy!’

The joke was lost on Dad, but he had enough prime pork rashers inside him to move through the gears with gusto.

‘Slow down!’ said Nelly as he sped the length of Sweet Sweet and then hung a rally driver’s left into Milkbottle Close.

‘Sorry,’ said Dad, easing his foot off the accelerator. ‘Have you monster sat for the Altigators before, Nelly?’

Nelly shook her head. ‘First time,’ she said.

‘So what are you dropping off ?’ asked her dad, turning right into Caramel Way.

‘I’m not dropping anything off,’ said Nelly. ‘They only want me to monster sit for two minutes.’

Nelly’s dad screeched the car to a halt and placed his forehead on the steering wheel. ‘Say that again,’ he said.

‘They only want me to monster sit for two minutes,’ said Nelly, a little sheepishly. ‘But next time it could be as long as three minutes!’
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