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Chapter 1 and Chapter 2

NEW WORDS

[image: a beard (n.); smelly (adj.); a walking stick (n.); horrible (adj.)]



CHAPTER 2

The glass eye

Mrs Twit liked doing horrible things to Mr Twit. She had a glass eye, and she could take her glass eye out of her face. You can do lots of bad things with a glass eye, and Mrs Twit knew all of them.

One morning, Mrs Twit took out her glass eye and put it in Mr Twit’s cup. Mr Twit did not see the eye, and he started to drink from his cup slowly.

“You’re very quiet,” Mrs Twit said to him. She did not look at him because she did not want him to see her face with only one eye. “Are you planning something?”

Mr Twit did not answer, but Mrs Twit was right.
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I want to be very horrible to Mrs Twit today, he thought. What bad things can I do to her?

“Listen to me,” said Mrs Twit. “You can’t do anything to me because I’m watching you!”

“Shut up!” Mr Twit said, and he finished his drink. Then he saw Mrs Twit’s glass eye in his cup.

“You horrible woman!” shouted Mr Twit, and he stood up quickly.

Mrs Twit laughed. “I told you,” she said, happily. “I’m always watching you!”
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Chapter 3 and Chapter 4

NEW WORDS

[image: a frog (n.); a monster (n.); a worm (n.); spaghetti (n.)]



CHAPTER 4

The worm spaghetti

The next day, Mrs Twit was very angry with Mr Twit. He put that frog in my bed, she thought. I must do something to him now.

She quietly went into the garden, and she found some worms. She chose some big, long worms, and she carried them into the house under her sweater.

At one o’clock, Mrs Twit cooked spaghetti for lunch. She put the worms on Mr Twit’s spaghetti, then she put cheese and tomatoes on the worms.

Mrs Twit gave Mr Twit his lunch.

“My spaghetti is moving,” Mr Twit said.

“It’s new spaghetti,” Mrs Twit told him, and she began to eat her lunch. “It’s nice. Eat it quickly because it’s getting cold,” she said.

Mr Twit started eating, and now there were lots of tomatoes in his beard. Mrs Twit watched him, and she smiled.
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He put more and more worm spaghetti into his mouth. “It’s not as good as normal spaghetti,” he said.

“I like it,” Mrs Twit said.

“I don’t like it,” Mr Twit said. “It’s strange. Don’t buy it again.”

Mrs Twit waited until Mr Twit finished his lunch. Then Mrs Twit said, “Can I tell you something about your lunch?”
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“What is it?” Mr Twit said.

“Why did your spaghetti move?” asked Mrs Twit.

“I don’t know,” Mr Twit answered.

Mrs Twit looked at Mr Twit with a big smile on her face. “It was worms!” she said, happily. “You ate worms!”
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Chapter 5 and Chapter 6

NEW WORDS

[image: wood (n.); tie (v.); a string (n.); bite (bit) (v.)]



CHAPTER 6

Mrs Twit goes up

Mr Twit and Mrs Twit walked out of the house. In the garden, there were 100 balloons.

“I bought these balloons for you,” Mr Twit said. “Now stand here.”

Mr Twit tied Mrs Twit’s feet to the ground. Then he tied some of the balloons to Mrs Twit’s hands and arms and head. Now there were fifty balloons above Mrs Twit. The balloons pulled Mrs Twit up to the sky, but her feet stayed close to the ground.

“Are you getting taller?” Mr Twit asked her.

“Yes, I am!” Mrs Twit answered.

Mr Twit tied more balloons to Mrs Twit until she could not move any more.
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She can’t go anywhere, thought Mr Twit. I’m going to keep her here for one or two days. Then she will say sorry about the worm spaghetti.

Mr Twit started walking away.

But then Mrs Twit said, “Did you tie my feet well? There are so many balloons. I don’t want to fly away and never come back!”

[image: ]
Mr Twit smiled. Now I have a better plan, he thought. I’ll cut her strings. Then she’ll go up and up and up to the sun!

“Please can you tie more strings to my feet? I want to be safe,” said Mrs Twit.

“Of course,” said Mr Twit. He smiled, then he cut the strings on Mrs Twit’s feet. The balloons pulled her up into the sky. She went higher and higher very quickly.

“Help me!” Mrs Twit shouted.

Mr Twit looked up at her. What beautiful balloons! he thought. And what a great day for me because I don’t have to see Mrs Twit again!

But Mrs Twit was not stupid. I’m going to bite some of these strings, she thought. Then I’ll start going down again.

She bit through twenty strings, and she watched the balloons fly away. Slowly, Mrs Twit started going down and down. Then she could see Mr Twit below her in the garden.

“Here I am, you horrible man!” she shouted.

Mr Twit looked up, and he saw Mrs Twit above him. Her face was purple, and she looked very angry.

“You tried to kill me,” she shouted at him. “I’m going to do very, very, very bad things to you!”

Mr Twit tried to run away. But Mrs Twit came down on top of him, and she started hitting him with her walking stick.
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Chapter 7 and Chapter 8

NEW WORDS

[image: glue (n.); stick (stuck) (v.); a cage (n.); upside-down (adj. and adv.)]



CHAPTER 8

The Roly-Poly Bird

Every Tuesday, the monkeys tried to tell the birds about the glue on the big old tree. “Don’t sit on it!” they shouted. But the birds were English, and they did not understand the monkeys’ African language.

Then one day, a beautiful bird flew down to the monkeys’ cage.

“It’s the Roly-Poly Bird!” the monkeys shouted, happily. The Roly-Poly Bird was from Africa, too.

“Why are you in England?” they asked him.

“I’m on holiday,” the Roly-Poly Bird said. “I like travelling.”

Then Muggle-Wump thought about Mr Twit’s bird pie.

“Can you speak to English birds?” he asked the Roly-Poly Bird.
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“Yes, of course I can!” the Roly-Poly Bird told him. “I can speak English!”

“Then we must be quick,” Muggle-Wump said. “Today is Tuesday, and there is lots of glue on that big tree. You must tell the birds, ‘Do not sit on that tree!’”

That evening, the Roly-Poly Bird sang to the other birds, “Don’t sit on the big old tree! Fly high in the sky! On Wednesdays, Mrs Twit makes her hot bird pie!”

The next morning, Mr Twit walked to the big old tree with his bag. He looked up at the tree, but he did not see any birds. They were all on top of the monkeys’ cage, and they laughed at Mr Twit.

[image: ]
Mr Twit was angry. He loved bird pie. It was his favourite dinner. I will catch those birds tomorrow! he thought. I must use more glue! That afternoon Mr Twit put glue on the tree and the top of the monkeys’ cage.

But the monkeys told the Roly-Poly Bird. “Don’t sit on our cage, Roly-Poly Bird!” they shouted. “It has glue on it, and the tree has glue on it, too!”

That evening, the Roly-Poly Bird sang to the other birds again, “Don’t sit on the tree or the cage! Fly high in the sky! Mr Twit wants to eat you in a hot bird pie!”

Mr Twit walked out of his house the next morning. There were no birds on the big tree, and there were no birds on the monkeys’ cage. They were all on the top of Mr and Mrs Twit’s house. The birds laughed at Mr Twit. Mr Twit was very angry now.

“You horrible birds!” he shouted. “I want my pie!”
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Chapter 9 and Chapter 10

NEW WORDS

[image: a gun (n.); a ceiling (n.); a carpet (n.); lift (v.)]



CHAPTER 10

The upside-down house

Muggle-Wump walked to Mr and Mrs Twit’s house. The three other monkeys, the Roly-Poly Bird and the birds from the garden went with him. They found Mr Twit’s very strong glue, then they went to the living room.
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“We must be very quick!” Muggle-Wump said. “Listen to me. I want everyone to put glue on the ceiling now!”

“But why?” everyone asked.

“I’ll tell you later,” said Muggle-Wump. “But we must start now because Mr and Mrs Twit will be here in three hours!”
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“But the ceiling is very high!” said the little monkeys.

“It’s OK!” said Muggle-Wump. “You can stand on the table or chairs! And the birds can fly to the ceiling!”
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[image: ]
Everyone started putting lots of glue on Mr and Mrs Twit’s ceiling. The birds helped, and they all finished the job very quickly.

“What do you want us to do now?” they all asked Muggle-Wump.

“Get the big red carpet from the floor!” shouted Muggle-Wump. “And stick it to the ceiling with Mr Twit’s glue!”

“But Dad, it isn’t possible!” said the little monkeys.

“Yes, it is!” shouted Muggle-Wump. “Now help me! Pull! Pull! Pull!”

The carpet was very big and heavy, and moving it was not easy. But the birds and the monkeys pulled very hard, and they lifted the carpet from the floor. The birds flew up with the carpet, and they stuck it to the ceiling.
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“Now put glue on everything in this room!” shouted Muggle-Wump
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