The Sticky Paste

By Emily
It was time Mrs. Twit payed back Mr. Twit for all tliésgusting tricks he had played on her. Mrs. Twis\aways
having to listen to Mr. Twit groaning or whining. "@ivne those sausages, you fat old pig!" demandedWt.as he
sat down.
"No, you get them you ugly frog" snapped Mrs. Twitr. Miwit grabbed all the sausages and started smaviliem
into his mouth. Mrs. Twit sighed as Mr. Twit complaéhagain.

Just then Mrs. Twit started to plot away like cra2ke thought about her trick for a long time. Thiea Bnally came
up with a plan. She would get a broccoli and put & icupcake wrapper with sprinkles to make it lok& & muffin.
After she would get glue from Mr. Twit's shed. HUG-TIGHIUe, the stickiest glue in the world which she waquid
in Mr. Twit's toothpaste. "Ha ha," she mumbled urdarbreath.

That day just before lunch while Mr. Twit was pullialj those poor little birds off the big dead trd&rs. Twit went
to the kitchen which smelt of dead rats. She opénedridge quietly so Mr. Twit wouldn't come runnifag food.

From the top of the fridge she grabbed quite aelgiigce of broccoli. Then behind all the china gemed plates she
grabbed loads of rainbow sprinkles. ‘Hundreds andu¥hods’ the label read. Quietly she tiptoed to Mvit's shed.
She opened Mr. Twit's cupboard of bits and bobsthedioor swung open behind her. Mrs. Twit didn't dartirn
around. "Squeak" came a gruff voice. Mrs. Twit tufaeound, about to get caught red-handed. "Squszadt'the voice
again. She looked at the rusty door to see a ihgqueezing through the gap in the door thatdtgwshed open.

Mrs. Twit grabbed a peg and a tub of HUG-TIGHT gluee &n into the kitchen again and started makindptbecoli
muffin. Halfway through Mrs. Twit realised she hadduoiten the cake wrappers. She rushed into her disgus
bedroom and opened her drawer, which made a loull.c3&a put the peg on her nose and she openedahduly.

In the draw there were thousands, even millions f,ddisgusting socks. She ruffled through untié $bund what
she was looking for.

There at the bottom of her sock draw were yellow anidevdotty cake wrappers. She grabbed them and r@aoibi
the kitchen. Mr. Twit came into the kitchen. "You dée get more HUG-TIGHT glue," said Mrs. Twit quicklyghing
him out the door. She heard the car engine roaMamdwit was off.

Mrs. Twit placed the broccoli muffin in the cake wpap. Then it was time for the second trick. Sheibdrto the
bathroom scaring all the rats away. She grabbedel from the cupboard and made a beeline fotaperaw. She
squeezed all of Mr. Twit's toothpaste into a large/lb

She added HUG-TIGHT glue to the mixture. Mrs. Twit ndixbe bowl with her dirty hands. She got big chunks a
plopped them in the funnel attached to the tofheftbothpaste. Big gooey chunks were dripping ddwerside. Mrs.
Twit wiped the chunks off with her hand and put thzetaarefully back in the top draw. Some of the mixtwas still
in the bowl. She chucked the rest of the mixturthetoilet.

When Mr. Twit got home Mrs. Twit was in the kitchent.Mwit slurped down bird pie so Mrs. Twit wouldné Bble
to have any. She pushed the muffin across the bsadhwould be in clear view. "Give me that muffinuyold
baboon!" instructed Mr. Twit. Mrs. Twit smiled sweetlgive it here, you moldy maggot!" shrieked Mr. Twit

Mrs. Twit picked up the muffin, skipped over to Miwit and placed the muffin carefully on the fancgtel Mr. Twit
opened his mouth and took a big bite making a lwudch. He was about to take another bite when tisedat tasted
disgusting. He pulled all the sprinkles off to revadroccoli! Mr. Twit gasped with horror and bandegs clenched
fists on the table causing it to tip sideways. Heindm the bathroom knocking his chair over as e ke opened the
top draw and grabbed his toothbrush and toothpHstagqueezed the whole tube of toothpaste onto thg bpstles
of his moldy toothbrush. Mr. Twit started brushingiéusly in order to get the disgusting taste duhis mouth. He
brushed faster and faster.

As Mr. Twit brushed more he became slower and slowrhencouldn't brush anymore. The toothbrush wasksto
his teeth! Mr. Twit couldn't move his hand because.Mwit had also smeared HUG-TIGHT glue all overtihadle
of the old toothbrush. "NO" screeched Mr. Twit realgsthat his mouth was glued shut. By now, Mrs. Twit vediing

around on the tiled floor in fits of laughter. I'iet you next time, you maggoty old sardine!" scned Mr. Twit
through his teeth. Mrs. Twit dodged him as he jumatelder. She ran away on her short chubby legseastsieked
with laughter.



