[image: image1.png]Ballykillduft Upside
Down
Part One: The Great Floating Fry-Up

No one quite knew what started
it. It might’e ben the weather. Or
Mrs. Kavanagh’s attempt to mie-
rovave a turnip souffle at 3:03
a.m.

It began, as these things oft-
en do, witsh sausages mulroony,
postman and amateur philoso-
pher, was fryying up his usuual
breakfast; two sausages, three
rashers, on egg with a twniol-
ok if he was lucky). a wedge
of last week’s pudding.

“Sweet sacted St. Patrick” The
sausages... they’ve found religion.

The egg, however, simply cra-
cked itsself midair-d and lodges
into the ceiling.

Breda. Mulrooney, kome downs-
tairns in her curlers and houseco-
at, look up, noded once and say,

“Well. It’s finally happened.
The world’s gone arse over ieakettel.”





BALLYKILLDUFF UPSIDE DOWN

Part One: The Great Floating Fry-Up
No one quite knew what started it. It might’ve been the weather. Or the ley lines. Or Mrs. Kavanagh’s attempt to microwave a turnip soufflé at exactly 3:03 a.m. But on the Tuesday after the bank holiday, gravity in Ballykillduff decided it had had enough.

It began, as these things often do, with sausages.

At precisely 7:04 a.m., Mr. Seamus Mulrooney, postman and amateur philosopher, was frying up his usual breakfast: two sausages, three rashers, one egg (with a twin yolk if he was lucky), a half tomato, and a wedge of last week’s pudding. Just as he reached for the spatula to turn the sausages, they began to float. Not sizzle. Not spit. But float. Upwards. Like little meaty balloons.

“Sweet sacred St. Patrick,” he whispered. “The sausages… they’ve found religion.”

They wobbled gently above the pan, gaining height, spinning ever so slightly, until the whole lot—rashers, pudding, even the tomato—was circling the fluorescent light in his kitchen like planets orbiting a greasy sun.

The egg, however, simply cracked itself midair and oozed onto the ceiling.

“Breda!” Seamus shouted. “Call the Guards! Or NASA!”

His wife, Breda Mulrooney, came downstairs in her curlers and housecoat, looked up, nodded once and said, “Well. It’s finally happened. The world’s gone arse over teakettle.”

The Local Inconvenience
By 8:00 a.m., the entire village was upside down. Or perhaps downside up. Whichever it was, the laws of physics were now about as useful as a chocolate teapot.

In Curran’s Lane, young Micko Doyle opened the door to walk his terrier, Snap. Unfortunately, Snap walked him. Straight into the sky. The two of them were last seen hovering over Mrs. Hoolahan’s rooftop garden, tangled in the bunting left over from the 1993 Ballykillduff Bake-Off.

“I always said that dog had too much bounce,” muttered Mrs. Hoolahan, sipping her morning sherry and watching the spectacle with mild disapproval.

Father Rafferty, meanwhile, was attempting his morning prayers in St. Gubbins Church when his Bible drifted gently upwards and lodged itself in the rafters.

“This,” he said, eyes wide, “is either a miracle… or a very elaborate prank by the Protestants.”

Mass was cancelled. Not because of blasphemy, but because the communion wafers had flown out of the tabernacle and formed a sort of religious snowstorm above the altar. Father Rafferty attempted to gather them using a butterfly net.

Floating Cows and Crashing Theories
On Ballykillduff Farm, things were worse.

Cows, as it turns out, don’t take well to anti-gravity. By mid-morning, Farmer Joe Kinsella’s prized Friesians had floated to the barn ceiling, dangling there like grotesque balloons, udders swinging dangerously.

“Rosie, get down from there!” Joe shouted, holding out a bag of silage like bait.

Rosie, a philosophical cow by nature, blinked slowly and turned in midair, presenting her rear end to the farmer. A moment later, an unpleasant gravity-defying deposit fell directly onto Joe’s face.

“Well,” he said, wiping it off with his sleeve, “that answers that. Gravity might be gone, but cow shite still lands the same way.”

Scientists were, of course, summoned. Not proper scientists, but the best Ballykillduff could muster.

Enter Dr. Kevin “Boffin” Brannigan, a former chemistry teacher with a fondness for cider and a long-disgraced YouTube channel about alien weather machines.

He arrived wearing a lab coat over his pyjamas and carrying a tennis racket “for atmospheric vibration calibration.” (No one was sure what that meant, but he looked the part.)

“It’s a polar inversion,” he announced grandly. “Or a localised dimensional anomaly caused by a rogue flux capacitor buried under McGettigan’s pub.”

“What’s a flux capacitor?” asked Seamus.

“It’s fictional,” said Dr. Brannigan. “But who’s counting?”

The Pub Problem
Speaking of McGettigan’s, things there were truly dire.

The pints were floating.

This, in and of itself, would have been forgivable, even welcome. But the pint glasses were floating upwards, spilling the precious black stuff onto the ceiling, which now resembled the inside of a dripping barrel.

Worse still, the darts refused to obey the rules. Flung toward the board, they now arced around mid-throw and stuck into patrons’ shoes. Old Tommy Hanrahan had already been rushed to the GP with “dart foot,” a condition never before diagnosed in Ireland.

“This is a pub emergency,” declared Maura McGettigan, owner and reigning Tiddlywinks Champion of Leinster.

“We’ll need to turn the whole place upside down,” said her barman, Conor.

“No time for philosophical discussion,” snapped Maura. “I mean literally! Get the stepladders. We’re drinking on the ceiling!”

Within minutes, the furniture had been bolted upside down, and Ballykillduff had its first reverse-gravity ceiling pub, complete with sky-slung barstools and ropes to tether the patrons.

The Guinness still floated, but now so did the spirits—literally and figuratively.

Emergency Council Meeting (In the Attic)
By midday, panic had well and truly set in.

People were clinging to fenceposts, holding onto lampposts, or strapping themselves to trees with old bicycle inner tubes. Birds, confused by the lack of down, had decided to walk.

A makeshift town hall meeting was called, hastily relocated to the attic of the community centre (the highest point still reachable without floating away). Everyone sat cross-legged on the rafters, arguing.

“I blame the mobile masts,” said Mrs. Byrne, flinging her arms wide and nearly losing her handbag to the stratosphere.

“I blame the Americans,” muttered Seamus. “They’ve been trying to nuke the moon for years.”

“No, no, it’s clearly the fault of all them yoga classes,” said Ned Finnegan. “Too much deep breathing. Loosened the gravity ropes.”

Dr. Brannigan cleared his throat and stood on a box of old bingo prizes.

“We need to think outside the atmosphere,” he began. “It’s possible that gravity, fed up with our abuse, has packed its bags and left. But don’t worry—science has a plan.”

“What’s the plan?”

“We tie ourselves down and wait for it to come back.”

Silence.

“That’s it?”

“Well, I’m also open to suggestions involving magnets, jam sandwiches, and divine intervention.”
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