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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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It was Nelly’s twelfth birthday. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, but there was one small problem. It was Asti’s twelfth birthday as well.

‘I want to go clothes shopping,’ said Asti.

‘Well, I don’t,’ said Nelly. ‘I want to go ice skating.’

‘Well, I don’t,’ said Asti. ‘Ice skating is stupid. All you do is fall over and get your bum wet and your hands cold.’

‘It’s not as stupid as clothes shopping,’ said Nelly. ‘All you do is try things on, take things off, try things on, take things off, and when you do find something you like, get told they haven’t got it in your size.’

‘At least you can’t get your fingers sliced off clothes shopping,’ said Asti.
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‘Shame you can’t get your head sliced off,’ muttered Nelly.

‘MUM! DAD! Did you hear what Nelly just said? She said she wanted to cut my head off!’ bleated Asti.

Nelly’s mum and dad admonished Nelly with a crunch of toast and a weary jiggle of their eyebrows.

‘What about paintballing?’ said Nelly. ‘Craig went paintballing for his birthday and said it was brilliant fun.’

Asti’s face crumpled at the very thought. ‘There is no way I’m going paintballing on my birthday, or any day for that matter. You get paint all over you, and Natalie says it really stings when the bullets hit you. She ended up with bruises all over her.’

‘That’s ’cos nobody likes her,’ said Nelly.

‘I like her,’ said Asti.

‘Nobody normal likes her,’ mumbled Nelly.

‘MUM! DAD!’ squawked Asti. ‘Did you hear what Nelly just said? She said I’m not normal!’

Nelly’s mum and dad chastened Nelly with slurps of coffee and weary rolls of their eyes.

‘OK, let’s go shoe shopping instead!’ said Asti, hitting upon an ingenious compromise.

‘Shoe shopping is the same as clothes shopping!’ protested Nelly.

‘No it isn’t,’ said Asti. ‘Because with clothes shopping you’re shopping for clothes but with shoe shopping you’re shopping for shoes!’

Nelly stared speechless at her mum and dad, but both had gone into hiding behind their morning newspapers.

‘You can’t wear clothes on your feet, can you?’ said Asti, sensing that she was on to a winner with this one. ‘And you can’t wear shoes on your body, can you?’ she said, forcing the point home.

‘Yes, but you still have to traipse from shop to shop shopping for them, don’t you?’ argued Nelly.

‘Different type of shops,’ countered Asti.

Nelly stared into her breakfast bowl and wondered whether it was possible to adopt a cornflake as a second sister. At least that way she could enjoy some intelligent conversation once in a while.

‘You’re the same every year,’ sighed their mu m, lowering her newspaper. ‘You can never agree on anything. Whatever one of you wants to do on your birthday, the other one doesn’t want to do it. You’ve always been the same, ever since you were toddlers. If Dad and I suggested going to a safari park, one of you would develop an instant fear of lions. If we suggested going to the cinema, one of you would rather have a picnic in the park.’

‘If we suggested a birthday meal, one of you would want to go to a pizza restaurant, and the other would want to go to a burger bar,’ confirmed Dad.

‘Or one of you would want to eat bamboo shoots and the other one would want to eat octopus toenails,’ exaggerated Mum.

‘You have never, ever, ever been able to agree on what to do on your birthday,’ sighed Dad. ‘That’s why we always end up having a barbecue at home.’

‘I’m sure you just do it to spite one another,’ said Mum. ‘When you were toddlers we couldn’t even get you into a ball pool, because one of you wanted only red balls and the other wanted yellow balls.’

‘You’re twins, for goodness’ sake,’ said Nelly’s dad, about to touch upon a rather sensitive topic. ‘You’re supposed to like the same things, wear the same clothes, share the same thoughts!’

‘No I am not!’ said Nelly, slamming the back of her spoon into her cornflakes. ‘I’d rather die than be like Asti.’

‘Yes, well, I’d rather die than be like you,’ said Asti, more than happy to return the compliment.
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