'Whats this?' gasped Mr Twit as they entered
the living-ro.om.

'Whats happened?' screamed Mrs Twit.

They stood in the middle of the room, looking
wup. ALl the furniture, the big table, the chairs,
the sofa, the lamps, the little side tables, the
cabinet with hottles of heer in it, the
ornaments, the electric fire, the carpet,
everything w.as stuck upside down to the
ceiling. The pictures were upside down on the
walls. And the floor they were standing .on
was ohsolutely bare. Whats more, it had
heen painted white to look like the ceiling.
'Look!" screamed Mrs Twit. 'Thats the floor!
The floor’s up there! This is the ceiling!

We .are standing .on the ceiling!" "Welre upside
down!" gasped Mr Twit. 'We must be upside



down. We are standing .on the ceiling looking
down at the floor!

'Oh help!" screamed Mrs Twit. 'Help help help!
['m beginning to feel giddy!

'So am I! So am I!" cried Mr Twit. 'l don't
Llike this one Llittle hit!’

Were upside down and all the bloods going
to my head!" screamed Mrs Twit. 'If we donit
do something quickly, I shall die, I know I
wilL!l

'Inve got it!" cried Mr Twit. 'I know mwhat well
do! Well stand .on .owr heads, then anyw.ay
well he the right way up!’

So they stood on their heads, and of course,
the moment the tops of their heads touched
the floor, the sticky glue that the ravens had
brushed on .a few .moments hefore did its joh.

They mwere stuck. They were pinned dow.n,
cemented, glued, fixed to the floorhoards.

Through a crock in the door the .monkeys

watched. They.d jumped right out of their
cage the moment the Twits had gone inside.
And the Roly-Poly Bird w.atched. And .all the



other birds flew in and out to catch a
glimpse of this extraordinary sight.




